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		Foreword

		Thank you so much for picking up The Modern Husband’s Guide To Wife Sharing, Part Two. It honestly means a lot that you’ve chosen to spend your time (and money) with Jordan, Daisy and the increasingly un-quiet little world of Far Bridge Rise.

		If you’ve read Part One, you’ll know this isn’t a story about “breaking” a marriage, but about what happens when two basically decent people start poking at the edges of their own desires and realise the box they’ve built around themselves might be smaller than they thought. In this book, the walls of that box get pushed a little harder.

		Part Two leans more into the social side of the lifestyle: parties, neighbours, “innocent” get-togethers that turn out to be anything but, and the awkward/funny/hot conversations that happen when people stop pretending they don’t have fantasies. Jordan and Daisy are still trying to make sense of it all, still trying to communicate, still tripping over their own boundaries as often as they respect them.

		My aim, as always, is to make it feel real: the heat, yes, but also the nerves, the ethical knots, the petty jealousies and the moments of “I can’t believe we’re actually doing this.” If you finish this book feeling turned on, a bit rattled, and oddly protective of these two idiots doing their best, then I’ve done my job.

		Thank you again for buying the book and coming back to the Rise. Enjoy the party. Just remember: on this street, someone is always watching.

		Paul

		

	
		Chapter one

		

		The Truth Of The Neighbourhood Watch

		Iwoke with my T-shirt clinging to my chest, the cotton damp with sweat despite the bedroom being cool. The duvet had twisted around my legs during the night, and I kicked it off with more force than necessary, feeling the wrinkled sheets stick to my skin. My mouth was dry, that specific cottony thickness that came from restless sleep and too many thoughts churning through my head.

		The bedside clock read 8:03 AM. Sunday morning.

		Daisy’s side of the bed was already empty, the sheets pulled back neatly. I could hear the shower running in the ensuite, the familiar sound of her Sunday routine. Coffee with her dad. Their weekly ritual at the café near the park where he lived, the other side of town, followed by a long walk where they’d catch up on the week. Sometimes her brother, Will, joined them. It was one of the things I loved about Daisy - how she loved her family, especially after everything that happened with her mother.

		I sat up, running both hands through my hair. The bedroom was tidier than expected. Daisy had folded the clothes we’d carelessly discarded the night before, placing them on the chair by the window. The neat pile reminded me of what had happened before that, seeing Frank and Charlotte, the chat with Morgan and then the sex, my mind riding the high of exhibitionism and possibility.

		And afterwards, with Daisy asleep, satisfied and exhausted, I’d gone to the bathroom.

		That’s where I’d read it. Sitting on the edge of the bath at gone midnight. The Husband’s Guide to Wife Sharing: Part One. Morgan had given it to me so casually, as if it were just another pamphlet about security procedures. But those opening pages had been anything but casual. They’d been persuasive, reasonable, seductive and opened my eyes to the truth of the neighbourhood watch on Far Bridge Watch.

		I’d only managed a few pages before the guilt became unbearable. The words kept echoing: Are you prepared for your wife to potentially desire other men more than she desires you? Can you handle watching her experience pleasure with others that may exceed what you provide?

		I’d hidden the booklet in my studio after that, buried it among the art supplies I’d bought the other day. Sketch pads and charcoal sets made a good hiding place. Daisy never touched my art materials.

		The shower shut off. A few minutes later, she emerged wrapped in a towel, her strawberry blonde hair damp and falling past her shoulders.

		“Morning,” she said, catching my eye as she moved to the dresser. “You look exhausted. Did you sleep okay?”

		“Rough night,” I managed. “Lots on my mind.”

		She pulled out a pair of jeans and a soft red sweater, dropping the towel unselfconsciously. “Well, I’m heading out soon. Dad wants to meet at nine.”

		“Is Will coming along?” I asked, trying to sound casual despite the events of last night running through my head and the sight of her naked, firm breasts turning me on again. Her pink nipples were taut in the cool air of the bedroom as she covered them with a bra.

		“Maybe. He texted last night saying he might join us if his shift finishes on time.” She slipped on a pair of panties, then put on jeans, and finally pulled the sweater over her head. “You know how unpredictable the hospital is.”

		I nodded. Her brother worked as a nurse, doing the kind of irregular hours that made regular family time difficult. Their Sunday morning ritual with their dad was sacred for that reason, one of the few constants in all their schedules.

		Daisy ran a brush through her damp hair. Then she moved to the mirror, applying minimal makeup while looking at me in the reflection. “What are your plans for the day?”

		“I thought I’d finally organise the studio properly,” I said, the words coming out more easily than expected. “Set up the easel, sort through all those art supplies. Maybe even do some sketching.”

		“That’s great.” She turned, with genuine warmth in her expression. “I’ve been hoping you’d get back to traditional art. The digital stuff is good, but you used to really love painting when we first got together.”

		“Yeah.” The guilt twisted tighter. Here she was, supportive and encouraging, while I sat on our bed thinking about a booklet that suggested I let other men fuck my wife.

		She checked her phone. “I should go. Dad gets antsy if I’m late.” Moving to the bed, she leaned down and kissed me properly, full and firm, on the lips, her hand cupping my jaw. “I love you.”

		“Love you too.”

		I watched from the bedroom window as she reversed out of the drive, the car disappearing down Far Bridge Rise toward the main road. The street was quiet for a Sunday morning. Most of the neighbours were probably still sleeping in or enjoying leisurely breakfasts. A perfectly normal scene in our perfectly normal suburban life.

		Except nothing felt normal anymore.

		I showered quickly, pulled on jeans and an old T-shirt, and made coffee in the empty kitchen. The house was blissfully quiet, for which I was grateful. It would give me some time to get my head straight and find a distraction in drawing. I carried my mug to the studio, the converted small conservatory I’d been meaning to properly set up as both a physical and digital art space since we’d moved here.

		The box of painting supplies was in the corner, exactly where the movers had left it. I’d placed the newly bought items next to them. Canvas stretched over wooden frames, tubes of oil and acrylic paints, charcoal sets, and sketch pads of varying sizes. I’d bought most of it with such optimism, thinking the new house would be a fresh start for my creative work. Instead, they’d sat gathering dust while I focused on digital commissions that paid the bills but left me creatively empty.

		The booklet was in that box, buried beneath two sketch pads and a set of expensive sable brushes I’d never opened. The Husband’s Guide to Wife Sharing: Part One. The cover was plain, made from a faux leather material with the title printed on it simply in black ink. It could have been a notebook or diary belonging to anyone.

		I pulled it out, feeling the weight of it in my hands. Thin, maybe thirty pages. I’d only read the introduction and part of the first chapter last night before the shame became overwhelming. But now, in the morning light with Daisy gone and the house quiet, curiosity won out over guilt.

		I opened to where I’d stopped reading.

		Chapter 1 opened with a subsection titled “What Every Husband Needs to Understand About Female Desire.” I started reading, the words pulling me in despite the mixture of arousal and guilt churning in my stomach.

		The content was persuasive, reasonable even. It talked about hidden desires, about signs to watch for, about safe exploration. Every paragraph seemed designed to normalise what I’d always thought was my shameful secret fantasy, that maybe, just maybe, my wife could want other men, and it wouldn’t destroy our marriage.

		I was on the second page when I realised I needed to stop this. I had things to do. I put the book down and pulled out a sketch pad and the new box of pencils, sitting down at my desk and staring at the blank page. Where to start? I should probably ask Daisy to model for one of the character concepts. Sarah had asked for two female figures. Nova, a white-haired infiltrator and Zara, a darker-haired scantily clad tech specialist. Daisy had the right build and a similar hair colour to Zara, and it would give me an excuse to work with traditional media again. Set up the easel properly, pencils or charcoal for preliminary sketches, maybe even break out the oils.

		As for Zara… the idea of Kendall posing for me, of studying her body that way, sent a thrill through me that had nothing to do with art and everything to do with what I’d seen a few nights ago. If I let Daisy model for one character, would she agree to let me use Kendall for the other?

		I sighed, unable to concentrate, and I picked the Husband’s Guide up again, flipping another page, absorbing more of the booklet’s philosophy about modern marriage and trust and—

		A knock at the door jolted me from the page.

		I wasn’t expecting anyone, so I shoved the booklet back between the sketch pads, smoothing my T-shirt as if that would somehow make me feel less guilty about reading it. Through the doorway, I could see a figure at the front door through the frosted glass.

		Frank Petrosky’s stocky silhouette was unmistakable.

		I opened the door to find him standing on my porch in jeans and a navy pullover, his expression neutral but his eyes sharp and assessing. His receding dark hair was neatly combed, and the ex-military bearing was evident in his posture, with his shoulders back and his feet planted.

		“Jordan,” he said, his voice carrying that particular authority of someone used to being listened to. “Got a minute?”

		“Frank. Sure, come in.” I stepped aside, acutely aware that I’d just been reading about women’s hidden desires while he stood there looking at me like he could read every guilty thought in my head.

		He didn’t waste time with pleasantries. “Morgan mentioned you and Daisy signed up for watch duties,” Frank said, moving further into the house without invitation. “Thought I’d stop by, see how you are today.”

		“We’re doing great,” I said, leading him toward the kitchen. “Can I get you coffee? Tea?”

		“Coffee would be good.” He followed me, his footsteps deliberate and measured.

		As I prepared the coffee maker, I felt his gaze on me, not hostile, but calculating, like he was sizing me up for whatever the real reason was for him being here.

		“So,” Frank said, settling into one of our kitchen chairs and making himself at home. “Let’s talk about what neighbourhood watch really means on Far Bridge Rise.”

		He took the coffee I handed him, wrapping both hands around the mug. His eyes tracked me as I leaned against the counter, neither of us sitting comfortably.

		“Morgan briefed me,” he said without preamble. “About what you saw last night. Both things you saw, actually.”

		My blood went cold. “Both?”

		“Kendall, through the window, the other evening.” He paused, watching my face. “And me with Charlotte.”

		The air left my lungs. I’d known this was coming, but I hadn’t expected him to confirm it so directly, so casually over coffee.

		“I... I wasn’t—“

		“Relax,” Frank said, matter-of-factly. “No one’s judging you. Hell, half the street’s probably watched at some point. That’s kind of the idea.” He took a sip of coffee. “But let’s talk about Kendall first. Simple question, do you find her attractive?”

		“What?”

		“My daughter, Jordan.” He cocked his head, regarding me quietly. “Do you find her attractive?”

		The word daughter hit me hard. Fuck. Was I in trouble here? “Yes,” I managed, deciding honesty was the best policy, with a modicum of tact on top. “She’s a pretty girl. I didn’t mean to see her, Frank. I was doing the patrol and—“

		Frank nodded. “I said, relax, Jordan. We set that up to see if you’d bite. And you should know, she’s Tyler’s daughter. Biological daughter. Tyler and Linda were fucking around before we got married. Weird situation, I’ll grant you, but we sort of raised her together. I pretend to be the dad, but really I’m the stepdad.” He said it casually. “You know, Kendall’s got a high sex drive. Must get it from Linda. A couple of the guys on the cul-de-sac have been with her. Won’t say who, that’s for them to tell you if they want. But she’s popular, let’s say that.”

		“Jesus Christ.”

		“As for Charlotte—“ Frank leaned forward, his voice dropping slightly. “Most of the men on this street have fucked her. Not just me. And Russell? He loves it. Watches every time, jerking himself off while his wife gets pounded. He’s a true cuck. Not like the fake ones who do it because their wives push them into it. Russell genuinely gets more fun from watching Charlotte with other men than he does from actually fucking her himself.”

		My mind reeled. Russell, the handsome man with movie-star looks, was a true cuckold. Just like I fantasised about being with Daisy.

		“The night you saw me with her,” Frank continued, “Russell was trying something new. Fucking my Linda. She says he came too fast, probably because he was imagining me ploughing his wife. That’s his thing. He arranges it, sets it up, practically begs us to fuck her. And Charlotte? She’s happy to oblige. Loves the attention, loves knowing her husband’s watching or wanking off back home.”

		He let that sink in before continuing.

		“Look, I know this is a lot to take in. Morgan told me she’s given you the booklet and that you might be interested in what we’ve got going here, even if your wife isn’t. Not yet, at least.” He leaned forward. “That’s why I’m here. To help you. Morgan’s going to work on Daisy, stoke her curiosity. My job is to help you understand what this means.”

		“I don’t—“

		“Your wife is fucking gorgeous,” Frank said, cutting me off. His clear blue eyes locked onto mine. “I’ve thought about her ever since the neighbourhood meeting. That body, that face, she’s exactly my type. So here’s the question, Jordan. And it’s a test.”

		He paused.

		“Would you like me to fuck your wife?”

		Every instinct screamed to say no. But I was hard. Just from him saying it.

		“I...” My voice cracked. “I don’t know how to answer that.”

		Frank smiled, thin and knowing. “That’s honest enough for now.” He took a sip of his coffee. “I saw Daisy leave this morning. That’s why I came by when I did. So we could talk man to man, without her here to complicate things.”

		“I did wonder,” I nodded.

		The smile faded, replaced by a more intense expression. “I want to be clear about what I mean, Jordan. Because you need to understand this isn’t some polite fantasy where I take your wife to dinner and make love to her gently.” He leaned forward, his voice dropping but losing none of its edge. “I want to fuck your wife. Hard. I want to bend Daisy over this kitchen table and make her scream my name. I want to see those perfect tits bounce while I pound into her. I want to watch her face when she cums on my cock, knowing you’re watching, knowing you arranged it.”

		My breath froze in my throat. My cock strained painfully against my jeans.

		“I want to fill her pussy with my cum,” Frank continued, his eyes locked on mine, reading every micro-expression. “And then I want to watch you reclaim her after, knowing she’s been thoroughly fucked by another man. Because that’s what this is about, Jordan. Sharing her. Letting her be the woman she doesn’t even know she wants to be yet.”

		I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t move. My body was betraying me, arousal warring with shame, warring with protective instinct, with the knowledge that I should be telling this middle-aged, married man to fuck off and stay away from my gorgeous young wife.

		“There it is,” Frank said, satisfaction in his voice. “I can see it. You’re hard right now, aren’t you? Just from me talking about fucking your wife.”

		“I...” I swallowed hard.

		“Don’t answer. I already know.” He sat back, taking another sip of coffee like he hadn’t just described violating my marriage vows in graphic detail. “Here’s what you need to understand. Daisy will resist at first. She’ll tell you she’s not interested. She’ll bring up her words in church. She’ll say she wants to be faithful. Your job is to be patient. Let Morgan work on her. Don’t push too hard, don’t make it seem like you want this more than she does.”

		He took another drink and set the mug down. “When she starts asking questions — and she will — answer honestly. Tell her about your fantasies. Make it about her and her priorities and desires. Women like Daisy, accomplished women with careers and ambitions, they’ve been trained to suppress their sexuality. Your job is to give her permission to explore it.”

		I nodded slowly, my mind spinning.

		“Now,” Frank said, his tone shifting slightly. “Is there anyone on the cul-de-sac you’d like to fuck? Morgan? Corinne? Charlotte? Kendall? Hell, even my Linda, if you’re interested. I can arrange it.”

		The question hit me like cold water. I’d been so focused on him wanting Daisy that I hadn’t considered the reverse.

		“I... I don’t know.”

		“Think about it,” Frank said, standing up and draining the last of his coffee. “Because that’s part of the deal here. This isn’t one-way. If you’re going to share Daisy, you get to experience other women too. Fair exchange.” He moved toward the door. “We’ll talk more soon. In the meantime, read that booklet Morgan gave you. All of it. And start thinking about what you really want.”

		And with that, Frank walked out, leaving me standing in my kitchen with a raging hard-on and a head full of possibilities I couldn’t forget.

		

		What Every Husband Needs to Understand About Female Desire

		

		The Husband’s Guide To Wife Sharing: Chapter 1

		Most men believe they know what their wives want sexually. They pride themselves on being attentive lovers, on learning her preferences, on making sure she reaches orgasm during lovemaking. But this surface-level understanding misses a fundamental truth about female sexuality that society has conditioned both you and your wife to ignore.

		Women — even yours — often harbour desires they themselves don’t fully understand or feel comfortable acknowledging. The wife who takes her marriage vows seriously, who would never consciously choose infidelity, may still feel the pull of attraction to other men. She notices the way the neighbour looks at her body. She feels a secret thrill when a colleague flirts at the office Christmas party. She fantasises about scenarios that would horrify her if expressed aloud.

		This is not a weakness. This is not a character flaw. This is biology working exactly as evolution intended it to.

		Your role as a true husband isn’t to suppress these desires or pretend they don’t exist; instead, it’s to acknowledge and address them. It’s to create a safe space where she can explore them, with your knowledge, your permission, and your active encouragement.

		The Reality You’re Working Toward

		You’ve watched those videos online. You know what we’re talking about. The hotwife content, the amateur couples, the verified profiles that show real people living this lifestyle. You’ve seen wives moaning in pleasure as another man takes them, seen husbands watching with obvious arousal, seen the aftermath where couples reclaim each other with a passion that vanilla relationships can’t match.

		You’ve imagined your wife in those videos. Her body. Her face. Her pleasure. You’ve pictured yourself as the husband watching, filming, participating. You’ve cum to these fantasies more times than you can count.

		The sharing husband understands that those fantasies don’t have to stay fantasies. Your wife — the woman who might be lying next to you right now — has the same capacity for pleasure, exploration, and sexual liberation as those women you watch on your screen. The only difference is permission. The only barrier is conversation.

		This guide will show you how to make your private fantasies into your shared reality. Turn the page and begin the transformation.

		

	
		Chapter two

		

		A Better Reference

		The mouse pointer stared at me from the screen, patient and accusing in equal measure. I’d been staring at the same sketch for twenty minutes, my stylus hovering uselessly above the tablet while my mind replayed Frank’s words on an endless loop.

		I want to fuck your wife. I want to bend Daisy over your kitchen table and make her scream my name.

		I squeezed my eyes shut, willing the images away. It didn’t help. The arousal that had been simmering since Frank left hadn’t faded. My cock had been hard as soon as he said those words, and if anything, it was even harder now, refusing to go away.

		I shifted in my chair, my jeans uncomfortably tight, and forced myself to focus on the sketch in front of me. I’d decided to start with the sexy infiltrator, toying with costume concepts and colour swatches all morning, but nothing felt right.

		My phone buzzed on the desk. A text from Daisy.

		Just dropped Dad off at home. Be home in 20. Love you x

		I checked the time, nearly noon. She’d been gone since early morning, probably sitting in their usual café by the park, sipping coffee while her dad caught her up on his week. It was their routine, sacred and predictable, and I’d always found it endearing how close they were. Unlike her strained, infrequent relationship with her mother.

		I saved what work I’d managed to do and stood, my body grateful for the movement after sitting too long. Frank’s visit had left me wired and restless as well as turned on. Maybe I should head to the bathroom and wank off, relieve myself of the pressure, but I resisted. I had things to do. That could wait for later.

		In the kitchen, I pulled out ingredients for a simple lunch. Cheese, ham, fresh bread from the bakery down the road. Daisy was usually hungry after her Sunday mornings out, and I wanted to do something normal, something that reminded me I was a good husband who made lunch for his wife rather than the man who’d sat in this same kitchen listening to a neighbour describe in graphic detail how he wanted to violate our marriage vows.

		Except it hadn’t felt like a violation. That was the problem.

		I sliced tomatoes with more force than necessary, the knife thudding against the cutting board. My cock was still half-hard, the image of Frank pounding my pretty wife over this very kitchen counter, but every time I tried to push the thoughts away, they came rushing back. Frank’s words, the booklet’s persuasive logic, the image of Daisy cumming on his cock, then him watching me take my turn afterwards.

		I thought about toasting the bread — Daisy was partial to toasted sandwiches, but the loaf was so fresh that it felt like a crime. I sliced it thick, buttered it liberally and then assembled two sandwiches, arranging them on plates with some washed salad and the tomatoes I’d just cut. Then I poured two glasses of water and made the table look nice. Normal husband things. Attentive husband things. I tried not to imagine this being the table that Frank wanted to fuck her on.

		My phone buzzed again.

		5 mins away! Did you eat already? x

		I made lunch for us, I typed back. See you soon x

		I stretched, reaching up, trying to work the kinks out of my stiff muscles, looking out of the window at our quiet cul-de-sac. Somewhere out there, Frank was probably telling Tyler or Morgan about our conversation. Somewhere out there, the dirty machinery of Far Bridge Rise was turning, and Daisy and I were caught in its gears.

		A few minutes later, I watched her car pull onto the drive, and then she came through the front door with that particular energy she always had after spending time with her dad. Relaxed, content, the stress of the week washed away by her familiar family routine. Her strawberry blonde hair was slightly windswept, and the cool November air had brought a flush to her cheeks, making her look younger and fresher. The tight red sweater showed off the shape of her breasts beautifully as she slipped out of her coat.

		“Something smells good,” she said, kicking off her white trainers by the door.

		“Just sandwiches. Nothing fancy.”

		She moved into the kitchen, walking right up to me and leaned up to kiss me properly. Her lips were cold from being outside, but they warmed quickly against mine. I caught the faint scent of her perfume mixed with fresh air and coffee.

		“How was your dad?” I asked, pulling out her chair.

		“Good. His knee’s been bothering him again, but he won’t go to the doctor.” She sat down, picking up her sandwich. “We walked around the park anyway. You know how stubborn he is.”

		“Sounds familiar,” I said, earning a playful glare.

		“Will sends his love. He was supposed to join us, but his shift ran late last night, so he gave me a quick call. Hospital’s been crazy, apparently.”

		I nodded, watching her eat. She looked beautiful sitting there in our kitchen, completely at ease, completely trusting. The contrast between her innocence and Frank’s crude descriptions this morning created a tension in my chest that was almost physical.

		“You okay?” she asked, pausing mid-bite. “You seem distracted.”

		“Fine. Just thinking about work.” Another lie, so smooth I surprised myself. “I’ve been messing around with Sarah’s commission this morning. Just digital stuff, costume ideas and colour palettes for the characters.”

		“That’s for the new game, right?” Her smile was genuine, supportive. “Have you started the actual sketching yet?”

		“Not yet. I’ve got some rough ideas for Nova and Zara — the two female characters — but I think Sarah was right. Maybe it’d be good to work from life for the poses.” I paused, watching her reaction carefully. “I was thinking... maybe this afternoon? If you’re still willing to model?”

		Her cheeks flushed deeper, and it had nothing to do with the cold air outside. “Oh. Today?”

		“The light will be perfect in the conservatory around two or three. And we’ve got nothing else planned.” I reached across the table and took her hand. “But only if you’re comfortable with it. I know we talked about it the other day, but I don’t want to pressure you.”

		She bit her lip, uncertainty flickering across her face. “I said I would. And I meant it. I just... I don’t know why I’m nervous.”

		“It’s completely natural to feel nervous. But it’ll just be us, completely professional. You in your underwear, maybe your sports bra? Some basic poses. Standard artist stuff, like we discussed.”

		She looked down at her plate, then back at me. “Just sketches though, right?”

		“Just sketches,” I promised. “For the characters. It’s easier for me to get you to pose for me than to try to find just the right photo at just the right angle. I can capture your energy, your vibe. Sometimes, it’s impossible to get that from references.”

		She was quiet for a long moment, then gave a slight nod. “Okay. After lunch. But if I start feeling weird about it, we stop.”

		“Absolutely,” I agreed, even as my cock hardened at the thought of seeing her stripped down to her underwear, posing for me in the conservatory where anyone on the back path could potentially see through the windows.

		We finished lunch with lighter conversation, discussing her dad’s garden project, Will’s stressful job, and how his children — Daisy’s nephew and niece — were doing, as well as whether we needed to stock up on groceries that week. But through it all, I was looking forward to drawing her, and I think she could tell from the way she kept arching an eyebrow at me.

		“Okay, I guess I have to do this, don’t I?”

		“Yup. I’ll clean up,” I said with a grin, standing to collect the empty plates. “Why don’t you go get changed? I’ll get my things ready in the studio.”

		“So… what should I wear?” Her tone was curious, interested rather than anxious.

		“Something fitted so I can see the body lines clearly, maybe workout clothes?” I carried the plates to the sink. “Whatever you’re comfortable in.”

		“Okay.” She stood, stretching slightly. “Ten minutes.”

		She disappeared upstairs without hesitation. I heard her footsteps overhead, moving between bedroom and bathroom, the sounds of drawers opening and closing. I rinsed the dishes quickly, then headed to my studio to grab my sketchpad and pencils, proper traditional materials for proper figure work.

		The conservatory was flooded with afternoon light when I entered, exactly as I’d hoped. The room was warm from the sun streaming through the glass panels, and the windows facing the back path were open just slightly, letting in a breeze that carried the scent of autumn leaves.

		Daisy appeared in the doorway right on time, and my breath caught in my throat.

		She’d changed into a tight black sports bra that showed off her toned stomach and didn’t squash down her breasts too much. Paired with that, form-fitting grey yoga pants hugged her hips and legs. Her strawberry blonde hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and she’d kept her face fairly bare of makeup. She looked good, comfortable in her own skin.

		“Ummm, does this work?” she asked, walking into the conservatory without any of the self-consciousness I’d expected.

		“Perfect,” I managed, setting up my sketchpad on the easel I’d positioned near the window. “You look great.”

		“Thanks.” She stretched her arms overhead, testing her range of movement. “So, how do we do this? Do I just stand here, or do you want specific poses?”

		Her ease surprised me. I’d expected hesitation, maybe some nervousness about being on display. Instead, she seemed almost... eager.

		“Let’s start off simple. Just stand naturally by the window so I can get the proportions right.” I picked up a 2B pencil, trying to maintain a certain professionalism even as my cock hardened at the sight of her.

		She moved to the spot I’d indicated, positioning herself in the light without prompting. “Like this?”

		“Exactly like that.” I began sketching, noting how the sunlight caught the curve of her waist, the line of her shoulders. “Just relax. Pretend I’m not here.”

		“Kind of hard when you’re staring at me.” But she was smiling, not uncomfortable. “Though I suppose that’s the point.”

		“It is.” I focused on the sketch, trying to capture the way she held herself: confident and poised, like an infiltrator might be. “You’re a natural at this. I thought you’d be more nervous.”

		“Why would I be nervous? It’s just you.” She shifted her weight slightly, and I caught the subtle flex of muscle in her thigh. “Besides, it’s kind of flattering. Having someone study you like you’re a work of art.”

		“You are a work of art,“ I replied smoothly.

		Daisy giggled. “You’ve still got it, Jordan. Still got it.”

		“Oh, I know.”

		“But don’t push it,” Daisy reminded me, moving so that the light cast an interesting shadow down one side of her face. “You need me, remember.”

		The comment hung in the air between us, loaded with something I couldn’t quite identify.

		“Of course,” I said, keeping my tone light, teasing. “But also remember, if this doesn’t work out, I could always ask Kendall. She did offer.”

		Daisy’s smile didn’t falter, though something flickered in her brown eyes. “Kendall’s very pretty,” she said evenly. “I’m sure she’d be a great model.”

		“But you’re better.”

		“Obviously.” She laughed, the sound genuine and warm. “Now stop talking and draw. I want to see what you’re working on.”

		I returned to the sketch, but my mind was racing. Her confidence, her comfort with being looked at, was more than I’d expected. Almost like she enjoyed it. I worked in silence for a few minutes, capturing the basic proportions. Then I looked up from the sketch.

		“Okay, let’s try something different. Can you turn to the side and stretch your arms overhead? Like you’re reaching for something.”

		She complied immediately, rotating her body and lifting her arms. The movement pulled her sports bra tight across her breasts and emphasised the curve of her waist. As she turned, the yoga pants moulded to her ass perfectly, and I felt my cock twitch in my shorts.

		“Nice. Hold that.”

		I sketched quickly, my pencil moving across the paper with more confidence now, muscle memory returning to my fingers the more I drew. And then, almost without thinking, I added a few subtle lines, the suggestion of nipples pressing against the fabric of her sports bra, the faint outline of a pussy slit visible through the tight yoga pants.

		When I finished, I couldn’t help but smirk at what I’d done.

		“What?” Daisy asked, still holding the pose. “Why are you smiling like that?”

		“Nothing. Just... I think I got it.”

		“Let me see.” She dropped her arms and walked over to the easel before I could stop her.

		Her eyes scanned the sketch, taking in the lines, the proportions, and then the explicit details I’d added. Her cheeks flushed, but not with embarrassment.

		“Jordan,” she said slowly, her voice lower now. She looked down at her breasts. “My nipples aren’t showing, are they?” Then she gazed down between her thighs. “And my pussy definitely is not—“

		“Artistic interpretation,” I said, leering comically at her body.

		She looked at me, then back at the sketch, then at me again. I was just being playful, but something shifted in her expression — something more than playful, more than mischievous. Without breaking eye contact, she reached down and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her yoga pants.

		“Is this what you want to draw?” she asked, pushing them down slowly over her hips.

		My mouth went dry. “Daisy—“

		“Because if you’re going to draw me like that, maybe I should actually look like that.” The yoga pants hit the floor, revealing pale blue panties that barely covered her pussy. Then her hands moved to the hem of the sports bra, pulling it up and over her head in one smooth motion.

		She stood there in just her panties, her smallish but perfectly-shaped breasts exposed, light pink nipples hardening in the cool air from the open window. The light from outside illuminated her perfectly, and I was acutely aware that anyone walking along the back path could see directly into the conservatory.

		“Is this a better reference?” she asked, her voice breathy now.

		I was tempted to draw her like that, but I couldn’t. Frank’s dirty words from earlier were still echoing in my skull. I was horny and unable to resist. I abandoned the sketchpad, crossing to her in three strides. My hands found her waist, pulling her against me, and she gasped as she felt how hard I was through my jeans.

		“Drawing can wait,” I managed, before silencing her reply with my lips.

		She kissed me back hungrily, her fingers working at my belt buckle. I walked her backwards toward the daybed in the corner of the conservatory, our mouths never breaking contact. Her hands freed my hard cock, stroking it as I pushed her panties down her thighs.

		The doorbell rang.

		We both froze, breathing hard.

		“Ignore it,” I whispered against her neck, but as she resumed wanking me off, the doorbell rang again, more insistent this time. Then a voice called through the letterbox.

		“Jordan? Daisy? It’s Morgan and Corinne!” A pause. “Are you home? We saw the car in the drive and thought we’d stop by with some news.”

		“Fuck,” Daisy sighed, stepping back from me, frustration evident in her eyes. “You should go see what they want.”

		I tucked myself back into my jeans with shaking hands while she scrambled to pull her sports bra back on. Her panties were somewhere on the floor, but she grabbed her yoga pants instead, yanking them up over her bare pussy without bothering to find them.

		“Just a second!” I called toward the front door, my voice strained, then smiled ruefully at Daisy. “I’m not done with you yet. Stay here. I’ll get rid of them.”

		She nodded reluctantly, and I smoothed down my shirt, adjusted myself one more time, and headed for the front door. My cock was still rock-hard, and I was acutely aware of how flushed my face must be.

		I opened the door to find Morgan and Corinne standing on the porch. Morgan wore fitted black jeans and a cream blouse that showed off her curves, her dark hair pulled back in a wavy ponytail. Red-haired, busty Corinne had Bluebell on a leash, the Weimaraner’s tail wagging enthusiastically.

		“Morgan, Corinne. Hey.” I tried to sound casual, normal. “What can I do for you?”

		Morgan’s eyes scanned my face, taking in everything: my dishevelled appearance, my flushed cheeks, the way I was breathing slightly too hard. A knowing smile curved her lips.

		“I hope we’re not interrupting anything. We were just out walking Bluebell and thought we’d stop by to invite Daisy to something.” She glanced past me into the hallway. “Is she home?”

		“She is, but she’s... occupied at the moment.” Despite everything Morgan had talked about yesterday and the fact that I’d fucked Daisy out in the open as a signal, I still felt a twinge of embarrassment for some reason.

		“Oh?” Corinne’s green eyes sparkled with curiosity. “Bad time, huh?”

		“No, just… she’s changing. We were... I was working on some artwork, with her as my model.” The truth was useful sometimes, I realised.

		Morgan’s smile widened. “Drawing art. Of course.” She let the pause hang deliberately. “Well, we won’t keep you. We just wanted to invite Daisy to a little gathering I’m hosting on Friday evening. A lingerie party… You know, one of those fun girls’ nights with wine and pretty things. Just us ladies from the rise.”

		My pulse quickened. This was it. Her opening move.

		“A lingerie party,” I repeated.

		“Mm-hmm. Very casual, very fun. Charlotte and Linda will be there, plus a few others. It’d be a great way for Daisy to get to know everyone better.” Morgan tilted her head. “Do you think she’d be interested?”

		Behind me, I heard a soft footstep. Daisy appeared at my shoulder, having pulled herself together remarkably well. Her hair was still slightly mussed, but otherwise she looked composed.

		“I’m interested,” she said, her hand finding the small of my back. “When did you say it was?”

		“Tuesday evening,” Morgan said smoothly. “Seven o’clock. At Corinne’s place, number one.”

		“I’m hosting this time,” Corinne added with an easy smile, her dark eyes wrinkling at the edges. “We rotate houses quarterly. It’s always fun. Plenty to drink, snacks, lots of laughs, and you’re guaranteed to pick up something fun for you… or for Jordan.” She winked at Daisy. “Some saucy nightwear, maybe a new toy to try out in the bedroom.”

		I felt heat flood my face at the casual mention of sex toys, and all three women noticed immediately. Morgan’s smile widened into something knowing, while Corinne let out a delighted laugh.

		“Oh, he’s blushing,” Corinne said, clearly amused. “That’s adorable.”

		“Most husbands get excited about the idea of their wives buying lingerie and toys,” Morgan observed, her dark eyes locked on mine with an intensity that made my stomach flip. “But Jordan here looks like he’s never heard of such things.”

		“I’m not… I mean, I’ve heard of… You know…” I stammered, which only made them laugh harder.

		Daisy squeezed my arm, her own cheeks flushed, but her expression delighted. “Ignore him. He gets flustered easily. I’d love to come. Tuesday night, you said?”

		“Tuesday,” Morgan confirmed. “Seven o’clock. No need to bring anything. Just yourself and an open mind.”

		“Perfect.” Daisy’s hand was still on my back, her touch grounding me even as my mind raced.

		“Well, we’ll leave you two to your... drawing,” Corinne said, glancing past us toward the conservatory with a knowing look. Bluebell tugged at the leash, trying to pull her down the path, eager to continue her walk. “See you Tuesday, Daisy.”

		“See you then,” Daisy said brightly.

		Morgan’s gaze lingered on me for a moment longer, that same knowing smile playing at her lips. “Enjoy the rest of your afternoon, Jordan.”

		I closed the door behind them and turned to find Daisy already heading back toward the studio. The light from the windows illuminated her from behind, and I realised with a start as she turned to face me that her tight yoga pants were showing everything. Without panties, the faint outline of her pussy slit was visible through the fabric, and her nipples were also clearly pressing against the sports bra.

		Had Morgan and Corinne noticed? They must have. A spike of arousal flooded through me that was almost painful.

		“So,” Daisy said, pausing in the doorway to the conservatory, looking back over her shoulder at me. “Where were we?”

		Her eyes were dark with the same hunger I felt, and I closed the distance between us in a single second. My hands found her waist, pulling her against me.

		“I believe,” I said against her ear, “I was about to fuck you.”

		“Then do it,” she breathed.

		I walked her backwards to the daybed, into a pool of sunlight streaming through the windows. Anyone walking along the back path would see us clearly.

		But as I stripped her yoga pants down her legs, pushed her back onto the daybed, and shoved my hard cock into her already wet pussy, I realised I didn’t care any more.

		

		The Female Network: Why Women Trust Other Women

		

		The Husband’s Guide To Wife Sharing: Chapter 2

		The most critical element in transitioning your wife from traditional monogamy to sexual exploration isn’t you. It’s other women in her life who have already made that journey.

		Consider the psychology at work. When you, as her husband, suggest opening your marriage to new experiences, she hears:

		You’re not satisfied with me.

		You want permission to cheat.

		You’re manipulating me into something I’ll regret.

		But when another woman, preferably someone she admires and trusts, casually mentions her own open arrangement, the message changes entirely:

		This is something normal women do.

		This doesn’t make me a bad person.

		Other wives have tried this, and their marriages are stronger.

		Female social networks operate on validation and permission-giving. Your wife’s female friends hold enormous power over what she considers acceptable behaviour. If her book club friend mentions trying a sex toy with her husband, your wife becomes curious about sex toys. If her yoga instructor talks about couples massage, suddenly your wife is interested in couples massage.

		This principle extends to sexual exploration. If another wife in her social circle reveals she’s comfortable with her husband watching her with other men, and frames it as empowering, exciting, and marriage-strengthening, your wife’s resistance begins to crumble.

		Creating the Network

		Your job isn’t to pressure your wife directly. Your job is to ensure she’s surrounded by women who normalise the lifestyle you’re introducing her to. These women should be married, seemingly happy, attractive, intelligent, and already involved in the lifestyle.

		When these women invite your wife to “girls’ nights,” lingerie parties, or casual coffee dates, they’re conducting interviews. Testing her openness. Planting seeds. Recognising desires she’s been taught to suppress.

		The beauty of this approach is plausible deniability. If your wife later questions whether you orchestrated her seduction, you can honestly say you never pressured her. After all, it was her friends who suggested these ideas.

		All you did was introduce her to the right people.

		

	
		Chapter three

		

		An Extra Project

		It was Tuesday afternoon, and nothing had happened.

		That thought circled through my mind as I sat in my studio, staring at the tablet screen where I’d been toying with what I’d settled on as my final costume concepts for Sarah’s commission. It had been two days since Frank’s blunt chat in our kitchen. Two days since Morgan and Corinne had invited Daisy to that lingerie party with their knowing smiles and casual mentions of saucy nightwear. Two days since I’d convinced myself that Morgan’s plan was in motion, that something dramatic was about to happen.

		And yet… nothing.

		There’d been no dog walkers lurking outside our house at night. No convenient accidental encounters with Morgan planting seeds about exploring anything sexually. No signs of the neighbourhood’s supposed orchestration that Frank had more than hinted at.

		The curtains had been open on Sunday afternoon when Daisy led me back to the conservatory after Morgan and Corinne left, when I’d bent her over the daybed and finished what we’d started.

		But no one had looked. Or if they had, they’d been extremely stealthy about it.

		Monday had passed unremarkably. Daisy left early for work, the law firm needing her presence for another mediation case. I’d worked on the commission while she was gone, responded to Sarah’s enthusiastic email about the initial concepts, and done the shopping and cleaning. My normal domestic routine. When Daisy came home that evening, exhausted and stressed about the partners’ expectations, we’d had dinner, then I’d talked her into letting me finish the reference sketches. She’d been happy to help, stripping to her underwear again and letting me capture the exact poses I needed. Then we’d watched some television and gone to bed. I left the curtains open that time, too, when we’d made love in our bedroom, Daisy riding me with a renewed confidence from the second modelling session. I’d positioned us deliberately, knowing anyone opposite could see through the window if they looked up.

		But when I got up afterwards and looked up and down the cul-de-sac outside… nothing again. No one had watched.

		Tuesday — today — she’d left for a psychology lecture at the university, kissing me goodbye with that distracted academic focus she got when her mind was already racing ahead to seminars and research papers. I’d spent the morning cleaning, doing laundry, trying to focus on what I had to do, and my next step on the commissions, while my thoughts kept drifting to Frank’s revelations: that most of the men on this street had fucked Charlotte, probably Morgan and Linda too. And that all of the men wanted to fuck Daisy.

		I tried to play devil’s advocate with myself. Maybe I’d misread everything. Maybe Frank had just been testing me, seeing how I’d react to crude talk. Maybe Morgan’s invitation to the lingerie party was exactly what it appeared to be , innocent neighbourhood bonding and nothing more sinister.

		Who was I trying to fool? I knew what was going on now, and I had to remember that Daisy had her suspicions too. Should I tell her? Should I just go for it ? Go over the conversations I’d had with Morgan and Frank and see how she reacted?

		No. That felt like a bad idea. I knew her feelings on the subject, the anger she felt towards her mother.

		Disappointment sat heavy in my chest, mixed with something that felt uncomfortably like frustration. I’d spent two days waiting for the other shoe to drop, for some sign that the seduction Frank described was actually happening. Instead, life on Far Bridge Rise continued with suburban normality.

		No one had approached Daisy. No one had watched us. The ‘slow game’ I’d expected from Morgan and Frank’s promises was slower than I’d anticipated. Had they changed their minds? Had I done something wrong in my response to Frank, been too hesitant or not enthusiastic enough? The booklet sat hidden upstairs in my studio, unread since Sunday. Maybe the answer was in there , instructions I’d failed to follow, signals I was supposed to send.

		My phone buzzed with a text from Daisy:

		The lecture ran late, and now Dr Patterson wants a one-to-one with me and some of the other students. I’ll be home by 6. Love you x

		I typed back:

		No worries. Dinner will be ready. x

		I forced myself back to work for an hour or two, opening the file for Sarah’s commission. Nova, the cyber-enhanced infiltrator with silver-white hair and bioluminescent tattoos. I’d decided on the costume concept and colour themes and settled on one of the poses that Daisy had provided me with. I just needed to get the proportions right for the physique I had in mind.

		My stylus hovered over the tablet, but my hand wasn’t cooperating. Instead of Nova’s curvier anime-styled form, I found myself pulling up a blank canvas and then staring at the dozen or so physical reference sketches I’d made the past couple of days, all of Daisy in her sports bra and yoga pants.

		Nova and Zara’s characters could wait. I’d worked hard today. I deserved a little time to do something fun instead. My pointer moved across the digital canvas, rendering the curve of a breast, the gentle slope of a waist, the line of a hip. Within a few minutes, I had a complete outline of Daisy. Naked. Her pert breasts with those dark pink nipples, hardened from arousal and the cool air. The soft tuft of light hair between her thighs, and below it, the delicate fold of her pussy. I stepped back for a second, impressed with how much it looked like her, how accurate it was. Perhaps I should reimagine Nova more like this, rather than the exaggerated curves anime girls have.

		I added shading to her inner thighs, the shadow where leg met body, trying to capture the exact shape of her pussy, adding more detail.

		Until the doorbell rang.

		I sighed and quickly saved the sketch before switching to a blank canvas and heading to the door. It wouldn’t be Daisy. She’d said she’d be a couple of hours yet, and besides, she had her key.

		Tyler stood on the porch, hands in his pockets, that easy smile on his face.

		“Hi, Jordan. I hope I’m not interrupting anything?”

		“Not at all. I was just doing a little work, but it’s not a problem. Come in.” I stepped aside, and he followed me toward the kitchen. “Coffee?”

		“If you’re making some anyway.”

		I busied myself with the machine, trying to ignore the fact that I’d just been drawing explicit nudes of my wife minutes before my neighbour arrived. Tyler settled into one of the dining chairs, glancing around our kitchen with casual interest. Why was he here? Was this just a friendly chat or something more?

		“Is Daisy working today? Or at the university?” he asked.

		“Studying, yeah. Tuesday lectures. She’ll be home around six.”

		“Ah, right. You mentioned she’s working on her master’s.”

		The coffee machine gurgled. I pulled down two mugs, grateful for something to do with my hands. “Psychology. Human sexual behaviour, actually. Her research focuses on infidelity and the reasons for it.”

		Tyler’s dark eyebrows rose, and something knowing flickered across his mature but handsome face. “An interesting topic, considering what you know about the neighbourhood now.”

		I poured the coffee, buying myself a moment to process his comment. “Morgan told me,” I nodded. “I’ve read a little bit of the booklet. Not all of it yet, but I’m going to.”

		“And Frank told me he came to see you on Sunday,” Tyler accepted the mug with a nod of thanks. “How’d that go?”

		My stomach tightened. “He confirmed what Morgan told me. That you guys have swapped wives. That the neighbourhood watch is more than… more than just watching, shall we say?” I took a deep breath before continuing. “And he said that a lot of the men have got their eyes on Daisy. He didn’t hold back when he told me, if you know what I mean?”

		“I can imagine. That’s Frank’s style. Direct. Crude, even.” Tyler sipped his coffee. “I prefer a more subtle approach. I’m just glad to have you as neighbours. You’re nice people. Young, attractive, and I think maybe you’re open-minded enough to understand.” He paused. “You said you were working on something when I knocked? Kendall told me about your artwork. She even offered to pose for you, right?”

		“She did. I’m working on some character designs for a gaming company.”

		“Cool.” Tyler took another sip of the hot drink in his hand. “Would you mind if I had a look? I’d love to see your work.”

		The request seemed innocent enough, despite what I now knew about him might suggest otherwise. I led him to the conservatory, where my tablet sat on the desk, the screen still showing the blank canvas I’d switched to when the doorbell rang.

		Tyler’s eyes swept the space, taking in the sketches scattered across my work table — the reference drawings of Daisy in her sports bra and yoga pants from Sunday and Monday. He moved closer, picking up one of the better sketches, studying it.

		“These are of Daisy,” he said simply, setting it down and picking up another. “Aren’t they?”

		I nodded, and he flipped through a couple more sketches, then set them back on the table. “She’s got a nice body, Jordan. Slim, sexy. I take it she’s still going tonight? To the lingerie party?”

		“As far as I know. She hasn’t mentioned backing out.”

		“Good. Morgan’s planning to ask her to model a couple of the nightwear pieces. Along with Kendall and Charlotte.” Tyler glanced at me. “Do you think she’ll say yes?”

		I considered it. “Probably not. She’ll say she doesn’t know everyone well enough yet.”

		Tyler shrugged, dismissive. “We’ll see. Morgan can be persuasive.” He paused, his gaze returning to the sketches on the table. “You’re talented. These sketches are fantastic. And not just because Daisy is the subject matter. You know something? I’d love to see her naked.”

		The words hung between us, direct and honest.

		“You haven’t already?” I asked. “We’ve had sex with the lights on, windows open. Wasn’t it you who watched when Morgan asked? Or you watching from number seventeen?”

		Tyler’s expression didn’t change, but something flickered in his eyes. “No. Although I wish it was.” He went quiet, not giving anything away, his face carefully neutral.

		“So who was it?” I asked, curiosity burning inside me. “If it wasn’t you?”

		Tyler shrugged. “I’m not sure. You should ask Morgan or Linda. They dealt with that.” He paused, his expression shifting to something amused. “Speaking of which, did you enjoy seeing Kendall naked?”

		The question caught me entirely off guard. “You planned that. Morgan told me.”

		“Of course. Nothing on Far Bridge Rise happens by accident, Jordan. You’re starting to understand that, aren’t you?” He watched me carefully, reading my reaction. “You seem… a bit out of your depth right now.”

		“I am,” I admitted, watching Tyler pace around the studio, taking in the daybed where Daisy and I had fucked. Then he stared out of the window, looking towards the path that swept behind the garden. “I’ve… we’ve… never done anything like this before.”

		“Don’t worry,” Tyler replied, his tone shifting back to casual as he looked at the tablet and screen with the blank canvas. “You’re doing fine. Better than fine, actually. These things take a while.”

		Something shifted in me. The anticipation of the lingerie party, the image of Daisy trying on revealing nightwear in front of other women, and Tyler’s blunt admission about wanting to see Daisy naked. It all combined into a heady rush of arousal that made my decision for me.

		“Okay, I guess I could show you something,” I said slowly. “If you promise to keep it to yourself. Don’t tell Daisy I showed you.”

		I picked up the tablet and opened the file browser, pulling up the nude sketch I’d been working on before he arrived.

		Tyler moved beside me, his attention fixed on the screen. The sketch showed Daisy naked, her perky breasts with erect nipples, the soft tuft of hair between her thighs, the carefully detailed fold of her pussy.

		“Is this accurate?” Tyler asked, his voice quieter now. “Does she really have a little pussy hair like that?”

		“Yes. That’s exactly what she looks like.”

		He studied the image for a long moment, and I could see the hunger in his expression.

		“Nice,” he breathed. “Very nice. It gives me an idea of what she looks like, but of course, seeing the real thing would be better.”

		I didn’t know what to say to that.

		“You know… I’ll be patrolling tonight,” Tyler continued, leaning against the doorframe with casual confidence. He was a striking man, mature but fit, his dark skin smooth except for the silver threading through his close-cropped hair and the distinguished grey at his temples. His broad shoulders filled out his shirt well, and there was something commanding in the way he held himself, the easy authority of someone who knew exactly what he wanted. “After the lingerie party ends, I’ll be walking the path behind your house. From there, you can see right into this conservatory, can’t you?”

		He met my eyes directly, his gaze steady and unflinching. There was no embarrassment in his expression, no awkwardness about what he was asking.

		“Maybe you wouldn’t mind giving me a little show? Whatever happens naturally after Daisy gets home. Curtains open, lights on. Just like you’ve been doing, except this time you’ll know someone’s watching.” His voice was low, almost intimate, as if we were discussing something far more mundane than him voyeuristically watching my wife. “You’ll know I’m out there in the darkness, seeing everything.”

		The request was explicit, undeniable. He wanted me to fuck Daisy so he could see.

		“I’ll think about it,” I managed.

		“Fair enough.” Tyler glanced at his watch. “I should get going. Morgan will be wondering where I am, and she’s got preparations for tonight.” He paused at the doorway. “Oh, and one more thing. Morgan finds you attractive. Very attractive. If the opportunity arises, she’d like to fuck you.”

		He looked as if he was about to say something else, his mouth opening slightly, but he seemed to reconsider. Instead, he just nodded once and left, closing the door quietly behind him.

		I stood in the hallway for a long moment, listening to his footsteps recede down the path. Then I returned to the conservatory, sinking into the chair in front of my tablet. What the hell was going on?

		The nude sketch of Daisy stared back at me from the screen. Her body rendered in careful detail, breasts, pussy, everything. I’d shown it to Tyler without hesitation, and while it was only a pencil sketch, I’d still shared my wife’s most intimate physical details with a man who openly admitted he wanted to see her naked, wanted to watch us fuck.

		Could I do this? Could I really show Daisy off without her knowledge, position her in front of open windows knowing Tyler would be watching from the shadows?

		It was wrong. Really wrong. The kind of violation that destroyed trust, shattered marriages.

		No. I couldn’t do it, not like this.

		I needed to find a way to talk to Daisy, to get this stuff out in the open. These desires weren’t going away. The arousal I felt thinking about other men seeing her, wanting her, maybe even having her. I wanted to push boundaries, experiment, to explore something naughty and forbidden. But hiding it from her, manipulating situations without her consent, that wasn’t experimentation. That was betrayal.

		And Daisy knew betrayal intimately.

		Her mother’s affairs had torn their family apart by the time she was sixteen. Multiple men over several years, each discovery worse than the last. She’d told the stories, coming home from school to find her mother with someone in their house, her father’s devastated face when he finally left, the way her brother Will still barely spoke to their mother.

		Daisy had watched infidelity destroy everything she’d thought was solid about her family. She’d felt that damage, carried it with her. It was why she took our wedding vows so seriously, why she’d shut down every attempt I’d made to discuss past relationships or sexual fantasies.

		But I couldn’t hide these desires from her forever. They were getting stronger, not weaker. Morgan, Frank and Tyler’s admissions and ambitions towards Daisy had only made it worse.

		I needed to tell her. Somehow. Tonight, maybe, after the lingerie party. I needed to find the right words to explain what I was feeling without making her think I didn’t love her, didn’t want her, or that I wasn’t satisfied with our marriage.

		Because I did love her. Desperately. That was what made this so complicated. I needed guidance. Clarity. Something to help me make sense of what I was feeling.

		The booklet was still upstairs in my studio drawer, hidden beneath my old sketches and print samples. I retrieved it and sat down on the daybed to read it.

		The following section focused on slowly introducing your wife to the idea that other men might desire her, that being wanted by multiple partners could be exciting rather than threatening. The text went over strategies for building arousal through fantasy, making her aware of male attention, normalising the concept that sex with others could be fun rather than forbidden.

		I was still reading when I heard Daisy’s car pull into the drive. Panic flared for a moment. I hadn’t noticed the time. How long had I been sitting here, reading and thinking? I shoved the booklet back into its hiding place, then moved to close the screen. My finger hovered over the delete button for the nude sketch.

		I couldn’t do it.

		Instead, I saved it to a secure folder and closed the application. Maybe it could be part of sharing my feelings with her later. Evidence of where my mind had been, what I’d been thinking about. I could tell her I’d shown Tyler.

		The front door opened. “Jordan? I’m home!”

		I stepped out of the conservatory to find Daisy in the hallway, looking flustered but beautiful. She wore a pair of baggy blue jeans and a soft grey sweater, her strawberry blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail that showed off the line of her neck. A light flush coloured her cheeks, whether from rushing home, anticipation for the lingerie party, or just the cold outside, I couldn’t tell.

		“Hey,” I said, crossing to kiss her. “How was your day?”

		“Good. Busy.” She dropped her bag and kicked off her shoes with obvious relief. “But I don’t have much time now. The lingerie party starts at seven, and I still need to figure out what to wear.” She sighed theatrically, her shoulders sagging. “In fact…”

		“Having second thoughts about going?”

		“I was, after the lecture ran late, and then Dr Patterson decided to give me an extra project.” She paused, biting her lip in that way she did when she was working through something. “I was seriously considering texting Morgan to say I couldn’t make it. I have too much to do. But…” She trailed off, her brown eyes meeting mine with a mixture of curiosity and excitement. “I’ve got this curiosity about the street. About the neighbours.”

		“Curiosity?”

		“For my research.” She smiled, but there was something knowing in her expression. “I’m considering it fieldwork. I’ve got a sneaky feeling that one couple on the street are swingers.”

		My heart stopped. “You do?”

		“Statistically, at least one couple should be. Maybe more, given the demographics and the close-knit nature of the neighbourhood.” She was using her academic voice now, the one she got when discussing her master’s degree research. “The lingerie party is a good opportunity for me to do a little bit of probing. You know how women talk at these events. Food, drink, talking about naughty things. You never know what I might find out.”

		I realised she was going to figure this out herself, not through Morgan’s manipulation or me having to tell her, but through her own research and intuition. Her academic curiosity was leading her directly toward the truth.

		I almost blurted it out right then.

		It’s not one couple, Daisy. It’s most of them. Tyler and Morgan, Paul and Corinne, Russell and Charlotte. Maybe all of them.

		But the words stuck in my throat.

		She giggled at my hesitation, misreading my expression entirely. “What? Are you shocked that I’m going on a mission to identify the resident swingers of Far Bridge Rise?”

		“I just — “

		“It’s for my degree,” she cut me off, already heading toward the stairs. “And who knows? Maybe I’m completely wrong, and they’re all perfectly conventional. Either way, it’ll be fun. At minimum, I might be coming home with something fun to try in the bedroom.”

		Then she was gone, disappearing upstairs before I could say anything further, leaving me standing in the hallway with my head spinning and no idea where to go from here.

		

		Desire Is The Gateway

		

		The Husband’s Guide To Wife Sharing: Chapter 3

		Triggering your wife’s intellectual curiosity about the lifestyle means nothing without physical arousal. Understanding swinging alone won’t make her want to participate. What transforms theory into practice is desire, the visceral, undeniable hunger to be wanted by others.

		Most wives have spent years suppressing their exhibitionist impulses. Society tells them that modesty is a virtue, that seeking male attention outside marriage is shameful. Your job is to help her rediscover what she knew instinctively as a younger woman: being desired feels good.

		Start small. Encourage her to dress attractively when you go out. Notice when other men look at her, and mention it afterwards in positive terms. “That guy at the bar couldn’t take his eyes off you.” Make her aware of her effect on others.

		Watch porn together, especially threesomes or group sex scenarios. Pay attention to how she reacts. Does her breathing quicken? Does she become fidgety? Is she wetter when you have sex afterwards? If so, these physical responses reveal what her mind hasn’t accepted yet: she’s aroused by the thought of multiple partners.

		Suggest taking private photos of her naked body. Frame it as something just for you, something intimate. Tell her how desirable she is, how sexy she looks through the lens. Once she’s comfortable being photographed, mention casually how incredible she’d look in a porn movie, not as crude objectification, but as genuine admiration. “You’re more beautiful than any actress I’ve seen. Men would pay to watch you.”

		Plant the seed. Let it grow. Desire leads where logic cannot follow. Make her want it, and her objections will crumble.

		

	
		Chapter four

		

		They’re Not Skeletons

		Daisy stood in front of our bedroom mirror, studying her reflection with the critical eye she usually reserved for her academic work. She’d changed three times already, rejecting her first two choices as either too casual or too formal for a neighbourhood lingerie party.

		The dress she’d finally settled on was perfect, a burgundy wrap dress that fell just above her knees, fitted enough to show her figure without being overtly sexy. The fabric was soft jersey, appropriate for the cool autumn evening, with long sleeves and a modest V-neck that hinted at rather than displayed her cleavage. She’d paired it with dark tights and ankle boots, the kind of outfit that said she’d made an effort without trying too hard.

		“What do you think?” she asked, turning to face me.

		“Beautiful,” I said, and meant it. The burgundy brought out the warm strawberry tint in her blonde hair and made her brown eyes seem deeper. She looked elegant, sexy and yet approachable, exactly the kind of woman who belonged at a sophisticated gathering of neighbourhood wives. Even if the ‘sophisticated’ gathering was assembled around lingerie and sex toys.

		However, the outfit might not be conducive to changing in and out of easily, to model some of the raunchy undergarments. The thought of her doing that sent a spike of arousal through me that I had to consciously suppress. She was nervous enough without seeing me get hard just from looking at her in a dress.

		“You’re sure I should go?” Daisy asked, applying a subtle shade of lipstick. “I barely know these women.”

		“That’s the point of the party. Getting to know them.”

		“And my mission,” she added with a conspiratorial smile, turning back to the mirror. “Identifying the neighbourhood swingers. I have a couple of hunches.”

		My stomach tightened. She was walking directly into their trap while thinking she was the one investigating them.

		“Who are your primary suspects?”

		“I’m keeping that to myself, for now.” She adjusted the dress’s wrap, checking her reflection one last time. “I’ll let you know if I’m right. A lingerie party setting is perfect, actually. Group dynamics, sexual topics, alcohol lowering inhibitions. Women talk differently when men aren’t around. They’re more likely to give their secrets away or even deliberately drop hints.”

		She had no idea how right she was. Her studies were paying off.

		“You know it starts soon,” I reminded her, glancing at my watch. “It’s half past six now.”

		“I know. I should probably leave in ten minutes.” She glanced at me. “You’ll be alright on your own for a couple of hours, won’t you?”

		“Of course. I’m going to do some more work on the commissions. Sarah’s expecting progress updates.”

		“You’re using me, right? As the infiltrator character?”

		“Yes,” I paused, feeling emboldened and knowing that I needed to start telling her the truth. “Although… I got distracted this afternoon and ended up doing an art piece of you instead. Just you as you, not as Nova, based on those reference sketches from Sunday and yesterday.”

		“Oh, you did a picture of me?” Her interest was immediate, genuine. “Can I see?”

		“Sure. However… I might have… um, drawn you fully nude,” I admitted, watching her reaction carefully.

		Daisy’s eyebrows rose, a twinkle forming in those brown eyes. “Nude, huh?”

		“Artistic nudes,” I explained. “I was horny and… I guess it was fun to do. Don’t worry, I’m not going to use them for the commission or anything. It’s not that type of game.”

		She bit her lip, and I couldn’t tell if she was happy or annoyed, or embarrassed or aroused. Maybe a combination of all of them. “Well, you’ll have to show me later. I don’t have time now.”

		I almost told her right there and then, that Tyler had seen the sketch, that I’d shown another man her naked body rendered in careful detail. The words were right there, ready to spill out. But I couldn’t. Not yet. Not before she left for the party.

		“Later, definitely.”

		Daisy grabbed her small wine-coloured clutch bag from the dresser, checking its contents. “Phone, keys, lipstick. All good.” She looked up and smiled at me. “What’s your favourite colour lingerie?”

		“It’s got to be black, right?” I grinned.

		“I knew you’d say that. Men are so predictable.”

		I walked her to the door, staring at her, drinking in the sight of her. Daisy was beautiful, she truly was. And she was mine. All mine. But tonight, if Morgan had her way, other women would be seeing her in lingerie. And if Tyler’s plan came to fruition, a man would be seeing her in even less.

		“Have fun,” I said, kissing her at the threshold. “Text me if you need an excuse to leave early.”

		“I’ll be fine.” She smiled, though I could see the nervousness in her eyes. “It’s just wine and underwear shopping. What could possibly happen?”

		Everything and anything, I thought. Everything and anything could happen.

		I watched her walk down the path toward Corinne and Paul’s house, the burgundy dress swishing around her legs in the evening breeze. She glanced back once, gave me a small wave, then disappeared around the bend in the cul-de-sac.

		The house suddenly felt too empty without her. Too quiet. I stood in the hallway for a long moment, listening to the silence, before finally giving myself a shake and walking into the kitchen to fix myself a coffee.

		I glanced at the clock to see it turn seven o’clock. How long did these parties last? Two hours? Three? Four? Either way, it was hours of not knowing what was happening, what Morgan might say, whether Daisy would model lingerie for the other women.

		Whether I’d have the courage to tell her the truth when she came home. The truth about Far Bridge Rise.

		I returned to the conservatory, intending to work on Nova’s design as I’d promised. The tablet sat waiting on the easel, reminding me again about Tyler’s reactions to seeing the nude sketches of Daisy earlier. I opened the work-in-progress of the infiltrator with her cyberpunk aesthetic, bioluminescent tattoos, and athletic dancer’s build. Should I make her softer around the edges, more like Daisy?

		I created a new layer to do some adjustments, deciding to work on her face instead, but every time I tried, Daisy’s features emerged instead. When I moved to her body, filling out some of the harsher lines, making them more like Daisy’s curves, her breasts, the line of her waist, my mind drifted to what was happening at the party.

		I couldn’t focus. I gave up after twenty minutes and was heading to the fridge for a snack when the doorbell rang, sharp and sudden in the quiet house.

		All the women would be at the lingerie party. Was it Tyler? Frank? One of the two main instigators of the wife-sharing group, come to taunt me some more?

		I opened the door to find Corinne’s husband, Paul, standing on the porch, Bluebell’s leash in his hand. The Weimaraner sat patiently at his feet, her silvery coat gleaming in the porch light, her pale eyes glowing as she gazed up at me.

		“Hi, Jordan.” Paul smiled, a slight awkwardness radiating from him, differentiating him from Frank and Tyler’s relaxed confidence. He was dressed casually but smartly in dark jeans and a jacket, looking more like he was heading to a pub than walking his dog. “The girls kicked me out for their party, so I’m taking Bluebell for her evening walk and then joining Tyler and Frank for a drink later. Thought you might want to join me on the walk. You could get some air while the women have their fun.”

		His expression was pleasant, friendly. But there was something knowing in his eyes, a silent acknowledgement of what this invitation really meant.

		“Sure,” I heard myself say. A distraction would be good. “Let me get my shoes and coat.”

		I grabbed my jacket and followed Paul down the path. Bluebell surged ahead, her silvery coat catching the faint light of the streetlights, nose to the ground and tail wagging enthusiastically. She was a beautiful dog, boisterous but well-behaved, most of the time, Paul told me as we walked. Right now, it was hard to believe this was the same Weimaraner who’d bolted from Corinne’s grasp weeks ago and caused that whole incident with Kendall’s bicycle and Alex’s car.

		The November evening was properly dark, the sun having set hours ago. At this time of year, darkness came early, by four in the afternoon, streetlights flickering on not long after. Now, past eight o’clock, the cul-de-sac was wrapped in that deep autumn darkness that made windows glow like beacons.

		“She’s calmer now than she was that first week we got her,” Paul said, following my gaze. “Though she still gets excited when she sees squirrels.”

		We walked down a narrow path behind the houses, lined with mature trees whose bare branches created skeletal patterns against the night sky. Fallen leaves crunched underfoot, damp from recent rain. The air smelled of cold, wet earth, that particular autumn scent that meant winter wasn’t far off.

		“So… what do you do for work?” I asked, making conversation as we walked. “Corinne mentioned you work from home, but I never asked what field.”

		“I’m a financial consultant.” Paul kept Bluebell’s leash relaxed, letting her explore the undergrowth. “Boring stuff to most people, but it pays well and gives me flexibility. I heard you’re a stay-at-home husband?”

		“Yeah. But I work from home too.”

		“Someone mentioned it. Tyler, I think. He said you call yourself a modern husband.”

		I smiled despite the terminology sounding awkward coming from a financial consultant’s mouth. “That’s the way I describe it. I manage the household while Daisy focuses on her career and her master’s degree. I do work… some freelance illustration work. I’m working on a character design commission for a gaming company right now. But that’s secondary. My main job is cooking, cleaning, shopping, all the domestic stuff.”

		“That’s refreshingly progressive.” Paul’s tone was genuinely approving. “Most men would find that… I don’t know… threatening to their masculinity, I guess.”

		“Most men have fragile egos. I wouldn’t say I’m not masculine. I’m just—“

		“Modern?” Paul smiled, real warmth in his expression. “I get it. It’s cool. But are you a modern husband in every sense of the word?”

		I frowned at him in the dim light as we made our way up the path, confused until it dawned on me what he meant. “Every sense of the word? You’re talking about—“

		“Sex?” Paul nodded, waiting while Bluebell relieved herself on a patch of wet leaves. “Yes, I’m talking about sex. Are you a modern enough husband to let your wife sleep with someone else?”

		The question came so casually that I almost answered ‘yes’ automatically. Paul’s expression remained pleasant, almost mildly curious, as if he’d asked about the weather, while he waited for a more considered answer from me.

		My heart hammered. This was obviously the reason he’d invited me out for a walk, but should I get into this any deeper than I already was? Before I could answer, my phone buzzed with a message from Daisy.

		I had nothing to be nervous about. All the ladies are very welcoming. The wine is flowing nicely! I hope you’re not missing me too much, x

		“Daisy checking in?” Paul asked.

		“Yeah. She’s having a good time.” I slid the phone back into my pocket without answering because we took a turn on the dog-walking trail, reaching the section of path that ran directly behind the houses now. The trees here were closer together, creating pockets of deeper shadow. Bluebell sniffed at a tree root, then continued on, pulling Paul gently forward.

		From this angle, I could see the backs of the houses on the first row, several windows lit up in the dark. Paul and Corinne’s house sat at the corner where the cul-de-sac met the main road, number one, one of the largest properties with the biggest garden. Through the ground-floor windows, I could see figures moving, the women of Far Bridge Rise gathered in what looked like a spacious living room, wine glasses catching the light.

		My phone buzzed again. I pulled it out and read another message from Daisy.

		Morgan has fantastic taste in wine. The lingerie selection is gorgeous. And so are some of the toys!

		I showed Paul the message. “She sounds like she’s having fun.”

		“Good. That’s what tonight is about.” Paul’s gaze drifted toward his house, toward those lit windows where our wives were gathered. “Bluebell needs to run a bit more. We can let her loose on the field behind the garden. They won’t see us, don’t worry. It’s pitch black out here.”

		As we walked closer to the house and the small, dark field behind it, I wondered what Daisy had learned tonight. She’d not told me anything in the texts, so perhaps she’d come to the conclusion that the wives were innocent? Or was she just slowly picking up on the signals, reading into the hints that would confirm her suspicions later?

		And while I had Paul to myself, perhaps I could do my own investigating.

		“Our friends — from where we lived before — Spencer and Elia, came over for dinner last week,” I said, keeping my tone casual. “They mentioned knowing you and Corinne. From years ago, apparently.”

		Paul’s eyebrows rose slightly, genuine surprise crossing his features. He hadn’t expected this, which was interesting. “They were on the rise? Why didn’t they call in to see us?”

		“I think they were pressed for time. We kept them pretty late.”

		Paul considered this for a moment, his expression thoughtful. Then he nodded. “There aren’t too many couples called Spencer and Elia. Yes, I know them. Spencer and I used to work together, back before Corinne and I got together.” He paused, weighing his words. “I dated Elia for a while. Before she met Spencer, did they tell you that?”

		“Yes, and Corinne dated Spencer.”

		“That’s right. But the way it worked out, I ended up with Corinne, Spencer ended up with Elia. It worked out perfectly for everyone.” His smile was knowing. “They told you about that, I take it?”

		“They did.”

		We’d reached a spot directly behind Paul and Corinne’s house now. Through the large windows of what looked like a conservatory extension, much bigger than ours, I could see the party in full swing. The women were gathered around a coffee table laden with wine bottles and dozens of tissue-wrapped packages. Morgan was holding up a folded, lacy black garment of some sort. Charlotte was laughing at something Corinne said.

		And there was Corinne herself, standing in the middle of the room, modelling what looked like a burgundy basque with matching tiny panties. Her large breasts swelled over the top of the structured garment, half-exposed, her curves accentuated by the boning and laces.

		Paul’s gaze lingered on his wife. “This is why I brought you,” he said quietly. “I thought you might like to watch.”

		My heart beat a little harder in my chest as I watched Corinne glance out of the window, towards where we were standing. There was no way she could see us in the dark, but she knew we were there. She leaned forward to pick up a glass, almost causing her breasts to fall out of the top. Bluebell sniffed at the base of a tree, oblivious to everything.

		“Corinne says Spencer was a very good fuck,” Paul continued, his voice matter-of-fact. “Back when they were together. She enjoyed his big cock quite a bit.”

		The casual admission stunned me. Daisy was right in her assumption. Spencer was big.

		“And Elia?” I dared to ask, trying to seem like I wasn’t completely out of my comfort zone.

		Paul’s smile turned reminiscent. “We had a lot of fun. Elia was incredible. One of the best blowjobs I ever had. She loves sucking cock, really loves it, not just as foreplay or whatever. She’d go down on me for an hour or more sometimes, sucking it, licking it, taking my balls in her mouth… just enjoying herself. And her body...” He paused. “Petite, perfect little tits, tight, shaved pussy. And she liked to get on top and ride me.”

		I couldn’t speak. My cock was hardening in my jeans just from his descriptions, from the memory of Elia at our kitchen table just days ago.

		Inside, Charlotte appeared in view. She was modelling some of the underwear — a sheer black bra and matching panties that left little to the imagination. Her fit body was on full display as she turned for the other women, clearly comfortable being admired.

		“I’ve fucked Charlotte,” Paul said simply. “Several times. Russell enjoys watching us. That’s his thing.”

		“I know. Morgan told about the couple swapping that goes on here,” I managed. “On Far Bridge Rise. I saw Frank fuck Charlotte. I’ve spoken to him and Tyler about it.”

		“I know you know. It was Tyler who suggested I bring you out tonight. A good opportunity for us to talk and for you to have a little fun watching again.”

		“Watching what?” I asked, realising Daisy had disappeared from view. She’d been standing next to the lovely Angelica, but now she wasn’t there. My pulse quickened. Where had she gone?

		Then she reappeared, and my breath froze in my chest.

		She was modelling. Morgan had somehow talked her into it.

		Daisy wore a pale pink teddy, the fabric sheer enough that I could see the pink of her nipples through it, and a hint of shadow between her thighs. Then Kendall joined her, standing beside her in similar attire, a white lace bodysuit that showcased her olive skin and athletic figure. Both women were laughing, Daisy in slight embarrassment, Kendall more in enjoyment, as the other wives circled around them, examining the barely-there garments.

		“Hell, yeah. Daisy has an amazing body,” Paul said, his voice carrying unmistakable appreciation. “Morgan chose well. I can see her nipples.”

		My cock was rock hard, and I couldn’t look away. Daisy turned slightly, revealing the curve of her ass and thighs. She looked sexy and beautiful. Ready for bed. For a night of hot sex.

		And Paul was enjoying every moment of seeing her.

		“I haven’t fucked Kendall yet,” Paul continued conversationally, his attention turning to the dusky-skinned woman standing next to Daisy. “But I’d like to. I have fucked Morgan, though. Not Linda or Kelly, there’s zero chemistry there. But Corinne...” His gaze returned to his wife. “Russell is into watching, but I very much enjoy sharing Corinne. Especially in threesomes, either men or women. There’s something incredibly arousing about watching another man fuck your wife while she sucks your cock. Or fucking her while she licks another woman’s pussy.”

		He turned to face me directly. “Would you like to share Daisy like that? To watch her cum with someone else?”

		The question hung in the dark air between us. I didn’t know how to answer.

		“I’d definitely fuck her,” Paul said, his eyes returning to the window where Daisy stood in that sheer pink teddy, doing a slow twirl while the women reached out to touch the thin pink fabric tight against her skin. “If you were open to it.”

		My cock was straining against my jeans, making me glad that we were standing in the dark, too dark to notice. The image Paul painted — of Daisy taking another man’s cock, while I fed her mine, watching her orgasm from being fucked by someone else — sent a surge of arousal through me that almost made me cum in my pants.

		“You know, I saw Daisy’s pussy last week,” Paul continued, “I was walking Bluebell past your house and saw her loading the dishwasher. She bent over, and she wasn’t wearing any panties. I saw everything. I know that you know. You saw me, didn’t you?”

		I nodded. “I wasn’t sure how much you saw, but yes. I saw you.” I took a deep breath and looked at him, but his eyes were fixed on the windows of his house. “We’d just had sex. I was still upstairs.”

		Through the window, Daisy picked up a fluffy white robe and wrapped it around herself, suddenly self-conscious after finishing displaying the sheer pink teddy. The other women laughed at something, and she smiled, tying the belt with quick movements while Kendall refilled two wine glasses, handing her one.

		Linda appeared with more bottles of wine, moving through the group and refilling everyone else’s glasses. Music drifted from the windows, and the atmosphere inside looked relaxed and fun, just a group of female friends enjoying themselves without any awareness of the male audience in the darkness outside.

		I pulled out my phone and texted Daisy:

		I’m glad you’re having fun. I’m missing you. What time will you be home?

		The message showed as delivered, but no reply came. I watched her take a drink from the glass in her hand. She’d probably left her phone upstairs or wherever she’d changed into the underwear.

		Paul’s phone buzzed as I put mine away. He glanced at the screen, then back to me, his face lit by the pale glare. “Frank says he has some beers on ice at his place if you want to join us for an hour. Bluebell loves it at the Petrosky’s house. Frank always has dog treats for her.”

		It was Morgan’s turn to disappear from view, with a red lacy lingerie in hand, presumably to model it. With her gone, Linda picked up an enormous dildo, thick and black, and waved it around, causing all the women — including Daisy — to laugh. I could have stayed a while longer, but I’d seen enough. More than enough. My head was spinning with everything Paul had revealed, with the image of Daisy in that sheer teddy, with the knowledge that these men wanted to fuck my wife.

		“I’d rather get home,” I said. “Do a bit of work. But I’m grateful. For the walk, the conversation.”

		Paul nodded, understanding. “Of course. Let’s go. Leave them to it.”

		He fastened the lead back on Bluebell’s collar, and we walked back along the dark path, the Weimeraner trotting ahead of us. The fallen leaves were wet, squelching under our feet, and somewhere in the distance, a car passed on the main road, the sound of it loud in the otherwise quiet night.

		“Spencer and I fucked Corinne together,” Paul returned to the subject of our old friends. “And Elia, too. We also did a foursome, a proper couple swap, in a hotel in London. That was a good night.”

		“Is that what got you into this?” I asked, the pieces of a puzzle coming together in my head. “Into wife swapping? Everything that goes on here, in Far Bridge Rise?”

		“Those were our first experiences in the lifestyle, yes.” Paul paused for a moment as we reached the narrow path that led back onto the rise, patting Bluebell on the head. “Because we were new to it, because we were naive, we somehow ended up falling for each other’s partner.”

		“And you stayed friends with them?” I asked, with genuine curiosity.

		“Of course. That’s the beauty of the lifestyle when done right, it can enhance friendships and bring you closer.” Paul smiled. “Oh, and that wasn’t the end of it. We continued to explore quite a bit after that.”

		“With Spencer and Elia?”

		“No, with new couples and some single guys. Until we married, that’s when we had a break and went down the route of being a conventional couple, but when we moved here, and Frank told us what went on, we jumped back in.”

		“Wow,” I nodded, taking it all in. “So you’re really into it? Swinging, wife-swapping, threesomes? This is how you live?”

		“Totally. It’s great.” We reached the junction where the narrow path met the main cul-de-sac. Our house was visible now, the warm lights I’d left on glowing in the windows, fitting in with the picture of suburban normality of the other houses around it.

		“You should invite them again,” Paul suggested as we made our way along the road. “Spencer and Elia. I’d love to catch up with them again. It’s been too long. You knew that they were into swinging, didn’t you? I hope I haven’t spoken out of turn.”

		“I had my suspicions,” I lied. “Don’t worry, I won’t let them know it was you who let their skeletons out of the closet.”

		“Oh, they’re not skeletons,” Paul chuckled. We were at the junction of the cul-de-sac, our house on the right, theirs back towards the main road. “Spencer and Elia are still very much involved in the lifestyle. Or they were, last time we spoke, a couple of years ago.”

		I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. I did not expect that.

		“Thanks for the company tonight,” Paul pulled the collar of his jacket tighter around his neck, shutting out a cold breeze that blew through the rise. His expression was serious now. “Think about what I said. About a threesome with Daisy. She’s beautiful. I’d love to be the one to introduce her to the fun that is possible on Far Bridge Rise.”

		With that, he headed toward his house with Bluebell, and I walked the short distance to ours, my mind racing with everything I’d learned.

		Spencer and Elia had fucked Paul and Corinne. Had threesomes and foursomes with them. They were deeper in the lifestyle than they’d let on, and now they knew we’d moved to Far Bridge Rise, to the heart of it all. Did they know about the lifestyle parties that happened here? Were they more connected to it than just knowing Paul and Corinne?

		Daisy was inside Corinne’s house right now, surrounded by women who wanted to normalise this lifestyle for her, who wanted to seduce her into it.

		I let myself into our quiet, empty house, my heart hammering with more than just arousal now. This was it. The revelations about our friends were the perfect opportunity to tell Daisy everything. I could share what I’d learned about Spencer and Elia, about Paul and Corinne’s past with them. She’d be thrilled with the confirmation of her suspicions.

		And then I could tell her the rest. About the neighbourhood watch, about Frank and Linda being the planners, Tyler and Morgan’s involvement and about Tyler planning to walk the path behind our house tonight, hoping to see us through the conservatory window.

		I couldn’t let that happen without her knowledge. I wouldn’t. Tyler had said he’d be out there, looking to watch me fuck Daisy, and I couldn’t do that — wouldn’t do that — without her consent. Without her understanding what was happening.

		Yes, the Spencer and Elia revelation was the perfect opening, the natural way into the conversation I’d been worrying about all day. From there, I could ease into everything else, gauge her reaction, see if she was as curious about this lifestyle as I was becoming.

		Or if I was about to destroy our marriage by confessing my desires.

		I checked my phone. There was still no reply from Daisy, but it was getting late. She’d be home soon, probably tipsy from the wine, excited from modelling in her lingerie, buzzing to tell me whatever she’d discovered at the party.

		And I’d be ready to finally tell her the truth.

		

		The Comparison Factor

		

		The Husband’s Guide To Wife Sharing: Chapter 4

		This will sting your ego, but it’s necessary: your wife needs to realise other men might be better than you.

		Not better husbands. Not better partners. Better at fucking her.

		You must make her curious about bigger men, bigger cocks, more dominant lovers who’ll use her body differently than you do. Men who’ll be rougher, more exciting, more skilled than you.

		Start subtly. Comment on attractive men when you’re out together. Watch porn featuring well-endowed actors and gauge her reaction. Mention, casually, that you know you’re average. Does she ever wonder what bigger would feel like?

		The curiosity factor is everything. Once she starts wondering, once that seed takes root, her resistance crumbles. She’ll begin comparing you to others, imagining scenarios, fantasising about experiences you can’t provide alone.

		Your ego will recover. Her curiosity won’t. Not until it’s satisfied.

		

	
		Chapter five

		

		The Full Show

		“Y ou know, I saw Daisy’s pussy last week. I was walking Bluebell past your house and saw her loading the dishwasher. She bent over, and she wasn’t wearing any panties. I saw everything.”

		Paul’s words echoed in my head. He’d admitted it so casually, standing there in the darkness, watching my Daisy modelling underwear with the other wives of Far Bridge Rise as they enjoyed a lingerie party in his house.

		I tossed my jacket over the bannister and moved through to the kitchen, needing a drink. The dishwasher sat innocently against the wall, same as always. But now I couldn’t look at it without remembering Daisy bent over loading plates, her bare pussy exposed, Paul standing outside with Bluebell’s leash in his hand, staring.

		“We’d just had sex. I was still upstairs,” I’d told him.

		And Paul had smiled. He probably already knew. He could probably tell from my cum dribbling down her thigh. Had he seen that too? My cock twitched at the thought.

		My phone buzzed. A text from Daisy:

		It’s been so much fun! Everyone is so lovely. I’ve got something to tell you when I get home, something VERY juicy, plus a couple of presents x

		I smiled despite my nerves being on edge. She sounded happy and excited. I wondered how drunk she was. I texted back:

		I can’t wait. Love you x

		I needed a drink even more now. Something to calm my racing thoughts, to numb the overwhelming mix of arousal and guilt churning through me. I grabbed a beer from the fridge and twisted off the cap, taking a long swallow.

		The coldness of the brew helped. Steadied me. Grounded me.

		I leaned against the counter and tried to process everything. Daisy in that sheer pink teddy, modelling for the women. Paul’s explicit descriptions of fucking Elia — how she loved sucking cock, that she was shaved and a good fuck. His casual admission that he and Corinne had threesomes and foursomes with Spencer and Elia back in the day.

		And then his proposition. His very direct proposition about Daisy.

		“I’d definitely fuck her. If you were open to it.”

		I took another swallow of beer. A long one, an attempt to sort through the chaos in my head.

		My phone buzzed again, and I glanced down, expecting it to be Daisy, but this time it was from Tyler:

		As soon as Morgan gets home, I’ll be heading out. It’s cold out, so don’t stay up too late ;)

		The winking emoji made his meaning clear. He’d be on patrol soon, walking the back paths, hoping for a show through our windows.

		I stared at the text for a long moment, then set the phone face down on the granite of the kitchen counter.

		Tonight, I had to tell Daisy everything. I could use the revelation about Spencer and Elia as an opening. She’d be thrilled to have her suspicions confirmed about there being swingers in the neighbourhood. Then I could ease into the rest — Paul’s proposition, Tyler’s patrols, the fact that multiple people had already seen her naked and that Corinne and Paul weren’t the only swingers on the block.

		I had to do it — give her the truth and let her decide what she wanted to do with it.

		I was halfway through my second beer when I heard voices outside. Daisy’s laugh, unmistakable even muffled through the front door, and someone else’s voice, lower, male, responding to something she’d said.

		I moved to the hallway to listen.

		“Thanks for walking me back,” Daisy said, her words slightly loose, tipsy. “You didn’t have to.”

		“Happy to. Can’t have you wandering the cul-de-sac alone in the dark.” The voice was familiar, but I couldn’t quite tell who. “Especially drunk. Someone might take advantage of you.”

		“I’m not that drunk,” Daisy protested, laughing again. “Just a bit... wobbly.”

		“Get some water and some sleep. See you again soon, hopefully.”

		“Night!”

		The sound of footsteps, her high heels on the stone path outside, then her keys rattling in the lock. The door swung open, and Daisy practically tumbled inside, pinning her handbag under her arm while clutching a glossy red and black shopping bag from the lingerie company.

		“Jordan!” She kicked the door closed behind her and dropped everything on the floor, throwing her arms around my neck. “There you are.”

		She kissed me hard, her mouth tasting of wine, sweet and intoxicating. Up close, the scent of it clung to her, mixed with perfume and other party smells, food, and faint cigarette smoke.

		“Someone walked you home?” I asked when she pulled back.

		“Russell. He was heading this way anyway. Charlotte was staying a while longer.” She waved it off dismissively, already bending to retrieve the bags she’d dropped. “He’s such a gentleman. All the neighbours are so nice, you know? Once you get to know them.”

		She looked beautiful. Still wearing that burgundy wrap dress, her hair slightly mussed, lipstick mostly faded away. There was an energy radiating from her, that type of buzz from when you’ve had a good time, and one too many glasses of wine.

		“So you had a good time?” I asked.

		“An awesome time. The women are lovely — Morgan, Corinne, Charlotte, Kendall, Angelica, Linda — all of them. And the lingerie selection was gorgeous. I may have spent more than I should have.” She held up the shopping bag with a slightly guilty grin, her words running together just enough to reveal how tipsy she really was.

		“What did you get?”

		“I’ll show you later. But first —“ She moved closer again, steadying herself with a hand on my chest. “I have so much to tell you. About Corinne and Paul. About Spencer and Elia. I was right, Jordan. I was completely right about everything. You’re not going to believe this.”

		Her eyes were bright, cheeks flushed. The neckline of her dress had shifted slightly, revealing a pleasant flash of cleavage.

		“Tell me,” I said.

		“Let’s sit down. Russell was right. I need water.” She headed toward the kitchen, her walk not quite steady but determined. “Did you get my texts?”

		“Yeah. You sounded like you were having fun.”

		“I was. I am.” She grabbed a glass from the cupboard and filled it from the tap, drinking half of it in one go. “God, I needed that. The red wine Linda brought was dangerous — it goes down way too easily.”

		I leaned against the counter, watching her. The dress clung to her curves, the wrap design emphasising her waist. She looked sexy without trying, effortlessly desirable.

		“So,” she said, setting the glass down and turning to face me. “I hope you’re ready for this. Corinne and Paul… They used to be in the lifestyle.”

		“The lifestyle?”

		“Swinging. Wife swapping. Whatever you want to call it.” Her eyes sparkled. “And guess who they did it with?”

		I knew the answer, but I let her have her moment. “Who?”

		“Spencer and Elia.”

		I stared at her for a moment, pretending to be shocked.

		“I know, right? Spencer and Elia!” She said it triumphantly this time, her whole face lighting up. “Just like Spencer said, he and Paul worked together, and they all got together as couples. Paul was with Elia at first, and Spencer dated Corinne. Then one night, they got drunk and swapped partners. One thing led to another, and Paul ended up with Corinne, Spencer ended up with Elia.”

		“We knew that already,” I pointed out. “Doesn’t make them swingers.”

		“I’m not finished yet.” She leaned back against the counter, her hands gripping the edge for balance. The movement made her breasts shift beneath the burgundy fabric, and I noticed for the first time that the dress was sitting differently than when she’d left, the wrap slightly looser, the neckline revealing more of her collarbone and the gentle swell of cleavage.

		Her cheeks were flushed pink, not just from alcohol but from excitement, and her brown eyes were brighter than usual, pupils slightly dilated. A few strands of her strawberry blonde hair had escaped whatever she’d done to it earlier, framing her face in soft waves. Without most of her lipstick, her lips looked fuller, naturally pink and kissable.

		“Here’s the thing,” she continued, her words blurring just a bit. “They didn’t just swap partners, then go to dating the other person. This went on for a while, the swapping thing. They had threesomes. Foursomes. They even went to full-on swinger parties.”

		My mouth had gone dry. I didn’t know that last part. “I assume Corinne told you all this?”

		“After a few glasses of wine, yeah. Everyone started getting more open.” She pushed off from the counter and moved closer to me, unsteady enough that she had to steady herself with a hand on my chest. Her fingers were warm through my shirt, her touch intimate and familiar but charged with something new tonight. “I mentioned that my friend, Elia, had come over for dinner and told me that she knew this couple on the end of the street…”

		“And?” I prompted. “She just blurted all of this out?”

		“Pretty much. We got to talking about Spencer. Apparently has a huge dick.” She said it matter-of-factly, like she was discussing the weather, but her flush deepened. “So I was right about that too. Corinne said he was an amazing lover. That she had this incredible threesome with both Spencer and Paul at the same time.”

		The image hit me hard. Earlier, all I’d been able to think about was Elia, but now the vision of Corinne floated in front of my eyes, the busty redhead between two men, being fucked and pleasured simultaneously. And Daisy had heard about it, was telling me about it now with wine-loosened inhibitions.

		“What else?” My voice came out rougher than intended.

		“Of course, Elia did the same. A threesome with both of them.” Daisy’s hand was still on my chest, her thumb absently stroking the fabric. “Somehow, I knew that cute little Elia, innocent little Elia, wasn’t cute or innocent at all. I just knew. I bet she’s had loads of dick.”

		The casual way she said it — the words slightly slurred, her eyes locked on mine — sent blood rushing to my cock.

		“They still do it,” I said, testing the waters. “Spencer and Elia. They’re still in the lifestyle.”

		Daisy’s eyes widened. “What? You know? How do you know that?”

		“You haven’t given me chance to talk. I went for a walk earlier, for some fresh air, and ran into Paul walking Bluebell.” The half-lie came easily, smoothly. “We got talking, and I asked him about Spencer and Elia too. He told me the same things Corinne told you, about their past together. But he also said they’re still active. Or were, last time he heard from them.”

		“No way.” Daisy pulled back slightly, processing this. Her dress shifted again with the movement, and I caught a glimpse of her thigh where the wrap had come loose. “Spencer and Elia are swingers? Like, currently?”

		“Apparently. Possibly.”

		She stared at me for a long moment, her expression shifting through surprise to something that looked almost like excitement. “I need to ask them about it. For my research.”

		“For your research,” I repeated, my voice careful.

		“Yes. They’re perfect subjects, old friends, already involved in the lifestyle, hopefully comfortable talking to me about it.” Her hand was still on my chest, fingers now tracing absent patterns through the fabric. “This could be amazing for my thesis. Real-world data on infidelity and alternative relationships.”

		“And you’re okay with this? Knowing our friends are swingers?”

		She was quiet for a moment, her eyes searching mine. “I’m... processing. But yeah, I think I am. It’s fascinating, actually. And it explains so much about them.” Her fingers undid the top button on my shirt, then the next. “I’ll let you know tomorrow when I’m not drunk.”

		“Okay.” My cock was hardening now, straining against my jeans. “What else did Corinne tell you? Is that it?”

		Daisy’s flush deepened, spreading down her neck. “She said that she and Paul still dabble in the lifestyle. With someone from Far Bridge Rise, actually, but she wouldn’t say who. Confidentiality and all that.”

		“But she told you about Spencer and Elia.”

		“She said she could tell me about them because they’d already mentioned knowing Paul and Corinne to us. So it wasn’t really breaking confidence.” Daisy bit her lower lip, a gesture that made my pulse quicken. “There’s something else.”

		“What?”

		“I... I modelled. At the party.” Her voice had dropped lower, almost conspiratorial. “A lingerie set. Morgan suggested it, and a few of us tried things on and showed the other women.”

		My chest tightened. I was now painfully horny and couldn’t wait for what came next. I just needed to tell her everything first. “You modelled lingerie?”

		“Just one set. I felt self-conscious, but...” She trailed off, her hand sliding lower on my chest, unbuttoning my shirt fully, her hand sliding inside. “Corinne did it too. And Charlotte and Kendall and Morgan and Angelica. Everyone was so supportive about each other’s bodies.”

		The image flooded my mind of Daisy as I’d seen her earlier, standing in front of those women, modelling the sheer pink teddy while they admired her, commented on her figure, and the garment itself.

		“What did you wear?” My voice came out rougher than intended.

		“A pink set. Really pretty, even if you could see... everything through it.” Her eyes met mine, and there was something new in them now, a heat that matched the wine flush on her cheeks. “Charlotte has an incredible body. And Kendall’s gorgeous, very fit and toned. Corinne’s breasts are huge. I’d love to have big ones like that. And Morgan... god, Morgan looked stunning for her age. And they were all so confident too. I hope I can be like that one day.”

		Her hand now rested just above my belt, and my cock was fully hard, pressing firmly against the inside of my pants.

		“I want to see what you bought,” I said, delaying the inevitable drunken sex that was coming. I needed to tell her, somehow get the conversation moving again.

		Her smile turned playful, teasing. “The presents?”

		“Show me.”

		“Actually,” she stepped back, swaying slightly on her feet, her hands moving to the tie of her wrap dress. “I’m already wearing one of them.”

		My breath caught as she began to unwrap the burgundy fabric, the belt loosening, the dress starting to fall open. Beneath it, I caught a glimpse of black lace, delicate and pretty.

		My phone buzzed in my pocket.

		The vibration pulled my attention for just a second, long enough to break the spell. I pulled it out reflexively, glancing at the screen.

		Tyler: I’m watching. Try to get her into your studio.

		My stomach dropped. I glanced out of the kitchen window and saw him. Tyler was leaning against the lamp post at the bottom of the drive, almost totally hidden in the shadows.

		“Wait,” I said, my voice coming out strangled as Daisy let the dress fall open. “Daisy, wait.”

		She paused, the dress half-open, confusion crossing her face. “What’s wrong?”

		“There’s... there’s something I need to tell you too.”

		The words felt heavy. My heart was thumping in my chest, but I couldn’t let this continue without her knowing. I couldn’t let Tyler watch her strip without her consent.

		“What?” She let the dress fall closed slightly, concern replacing the playful seduction in her expression.

		I took a breath. “Paul. When I ran into him tonight with Bluebell. We talked about more than just Spencer and Elia.”

		“Okay...”

		“He told me he saw you last week. When you were loading the dishwasher after we’d... after we’d had sex.” I forced myself to meet her eyes. “You weren’t wearing any panties. You bent over, and he saw your pussy. Everything.”

		Daisy’s face flushed deeper, her mouth opening slightly. Her eyes fluttered shut for a moment as she took in what I’d said. “He... what?”

		“He was walking past with Bluebell. He looked through the window and saw you bent over. He told me tonight, said how much it turned him on. Makes sense, him being a swinger and everything.”

		“Jesus.” She stood frozen for a moment, and I wondered if I’d overstepped the mark and told her too much. Then, unexpectedly, she laughed, a slightly breathless, embarrassed sound. “Well. Whoops. I guess I should have listened to you. I really have been flashing the neighbours.”

		“You’re not upset?”

		“I mean, it’s embarrassing. But...” She shrugged, the movement making the loosened dress slip lower on one shoulder. “It already happened, didn’t it? I can’t exactly go back in time, unfuck myself and put panties on so he doesn’t see my pussy.”

		The casual vulgarity of her phrasing sent another throb of arousal through me.

		“There’s more,” I said, my heart hammering. “He also told me that... he thinks you’re gorgeous… and then he made a proposition.”

		“What kind of proposition?”

		“A threesome. Him, you, and me. He said if we were ever interested in trying the lifestyle, he’d be up for it. Corinne would be too, if that’s more what we were into.”

		Daisy stared at me, her brown eyes wide, pupils dilated, mouth slightly open. The dress hung open just enough that I could see the edges of the new black lace bra beneath, the swell of her breasts rising and falling with her quickened breathing.

		“He said that?” she said slowly, one word at a time. “He thinks we’re swingers… like them?”

		“I think he was just horny,” I said, trying to keep the stammer out of my voice as I realised I’d gone too far.

		“And you... what did you say?”

		“I didn’t say anything.” I couldn’t read Daisy’s expression. Was she angry? I couldn’t tell. “I just laughed it off and changed the subject.”

		“What else?” Her fingers tightened on the fabric of her dress, knuckles whitening slightly. “I can tell there’s something else, Jordan. What else did he say?”

		“Nothing. That was it,” I lied. “But there is something… Tyler came over earlier today, this afternoon, while you were out.”

		“Tyler?” She tilted her head, a strand of strawberry blonde hair falling across her cheek. “What did he want?”

		“He was just being neighbourly. Wanted a chat. But I was working on your sketches at the time and forgot. We got talking, and he wanted to see my studio and… well, he saw them. The sketches I told you about. He walked into the conservatory and saw them before I could stop him.”

		“And?” Daisy looked nonplussed.

		“Daisy,” I held her gaze, “The sketches were of you… naked.”

		Her mouth opened, then closed. A flush crept up her neck, spreading across her chest where the dress hung open. “Naked? But they’re only drawings, so…”

		“He knew they were you immediately,” I added. “They’re… quite lifelike.”

		Daisy stared at me for a long moment, then straightened, her expression shifting from surprise to determination. “Well, you’d better show me these sketches then.”

		She grabbed a wine glass from the drainer on the sink, filled it with some of the cheap white wine we kept in the fridge, and headed toward the conservatory, the dress still hanging loosely around her frame. I followed, my pulse fast, wondering if I was in trouble or not.

		The reference sketches were still on my desk where I’d left them, the tablet screen dark but the paper versions spread out beside it. Daisy set down her glass and leaned over them, studying each one carefully.

		“Jordan, these are...” She traced a finger along one of the lines, careful not to smudge anything. “These are really good. Beautiful, actually. But I’m not naked in them?”

		“It’s this he saw.” I turned on the monitor and opened the nude sketch, the screen filling with the highly detailed figure study I’d done, complete with nipples and intricate features of her pussy between her thighs.

		“Oh,” Daisy said, staring at the screen, unblinking. “That really does look like me. And… Tyler… saw it?”

		“He did. But there’s something else.”

		She looked up at me, still holding the sketch.

		“And Tyler mentioned that Linda’s seen us too. It’s part of their neighbourhood watch thing, they talk about what they’ve seen on patrol.” The lie came easily now, smoothly. “She saw us in the bedroom. Having sex.”

		Daisy’s eyebrows rose. “Linda’s seen us fucking?”

		I cringed slightly at her drunken bluntness. “Apparently. I did warn you about the neighbourhood watch when we moved in. I said we should be more careful with closing the curtains.”

		She was quiet for a moment, setting the sketches back down on the desk, pulling her eyes from the nude sketch of her on the screen. Then she laughed, not nervous or embarrassed, but genuinely amused. “Well, I suppose if some of the neighbours have gotten an eyeful, we should put it down as a treat for them, shouldn’t we? You could make a case for it being their fault. They shouldn’t be looking into people’s windows, neighbourhood watch or not.”

		“So… you’re not upset?”

		“I’ve had too good a night to let anything spoil it.” She picked up her wine glass and took another sip, her cheeks still flushed either from embarrassment or the cold outside. “Besides, I’m too horny right now to even care about Paul or Linda or Tyler or whoever else might have seen me accidentally.”

		She set the glass down and turned to face me fully, the screen and sketches forgotten. Her hands moved to the shoulders of her dress, and this time I didn’t stop her. The fabric slid back, revealing what she’d bought, a black lace bra so sheer her nipples were clearly visible through the delicate pattern, and matching panties that were barely more than strings and a tiny triangle of lace at the front.

		“What do you think?” she asked, doing a slow turn. The panties were a thong, so her ass cheeks were on full show to anyone watching through the conservatory windows.

		My phone vibrated in my pocket — Tyler, no doubt telling me he was watching — but I didn’t reach for it or say anything. My throat had tightened at the sight of her, the light hanging above my makeshift studio illuminating every curve of her body.

		“Wow,” I managed. “You look sexy as hell.”

		“I’m glad you approve,” she smiled seductively, then reached behind her back and undid the clasp, letting the bra slip to the floor.

		“There’s something you should know, though.” I forced the words out, my eyes roaming her pert, perfectly-shaped tits. “Tyler also said he’d be on patrol tonight. He walks down the path behind our house. He could be out there right now, watching.”

		Daisy glanced toward the windows, toward the darkness outside where the back path ran. For a moment, I thought she’d panic, grab her dress, cover herself.

		Instead, she smiled, slow and wicked.

		“Good,” she said. “If the dirty pervert’s out there, let’s give him a show.”

		The words hung in the air between us, electric and tempting. Daisy stood there in the conservatory’s harsh light, her body almost totally exposed, just the thin triangle of black lace covering her pussy. Her pink nipples stood proud in the cool air as she turned and glanced out of the windows in the direction of the back path.

		I moved toward her slowly, my hands finding her waist. I stood behind her, feeling the warmth of her skin through my clothes. I let my palms roam upwards, sliding to her breasts, cupping them in my hands. She tilted her head back, offering her mouth, and I kissed her deeply, our tongues entwining.

		“You’re sure about this?” I murmured against her lips. “I’m being serious. I think he was hinting at something. Maybe he wanted to see, like Paul and Linda.”

		“Whatever. Fuck me, Jordan.” Her voice was thick with alcohol and arousal. “Right here. Right now. I’m so damn horny.”

		I turned her in my arms, our mouths crushing together again while her hands worked on my belt buckle and zipper.

		I remembered the message that had buzzed in my pocket. I needed to see that text, needed to know Tyler was really out there.

		“Let me just...” I stepped back slightly, slipping my shirt off totally and tossing it to one side, then kicked off my jeans. As I discarded them, I pulled my phone out quickly, glancing at the screen discreetly.

		I’m in position on the rear path. I can see everything. Fuck her. Let me watch you fuck your wife.

		The crudeness of it sent a ripple of arousal straight to my cock, which was already straining against my boxers. I set the phone face down on the desk, keeping Tyler’s message secret.

		“Remember,” I said, reminding her one last time as I stripped off my boxers, my erection springing free, eager for sex. “Tyler could be out there. Anyone could be watching.”

		Daisy turned toward the glass walls, her gaze searching the darkness beyond. The November night was impenetrable, the back path lost in shadow. Did she see him? Was Tyler’s form visible against the trees? Her expression didn’t change, didn’t give anything away if she’d spotted him lurking out there.

		She turned back to me, hooking her thumbs into the strings of her panties and sliding them down her legs. “Good,” she said simply.

		I was naked now, my cock hard and jutting toward her. She was, too, the little tuft of pubic hair between her thighs already wet. She took my hands, pulling me close.

		“I’ve been thinking about cock all night,” she admitted, her words slurring slightly again, this time with arousal as well as wine. “Your cock, of course, but also... Spencer’s big cock. Corinne showed me one of the dildos and said he was about that size. It was thick and long, and it turned me on, Jordan.” Her breath was hot against my neck. “Thinking how naughty he and Elia are. All those threesomes and foursomes. It’s so fucking hot.”

		The confession made my pulse race. “You want that? To try something like that?”

		“No, I’m not saying that.” She bit her lower lip. Definitely not. We’re not swingers. It goes against everything I stand for. But… I guess… I don’t know. Right now, I just want you to fuck me.”

		She turned around, guiding me by one hand to the desk. She leaned forward, bracing her hands on either side of the sketches of herself, scattered beneath her as she pushed her ass back, pressing into me.

		Her backside was perfect, round and pale in the conservatory’s light. I ran my hands over it, spreading her open so I could see her pussy, pink and wet and ready.

		“You’re soaking wet,” I said.

		“I told you. I’ve been thinking about cock all night. Now stop talking and fuck me.”

		I positioned myself behind her, the head of my dick pressing against her entrance only for a moment before sliding inside easily. She was so hot and slick, there was no resistance, and she took me easily, her body opening for me, a soft moan escaping her lips.

		“Paul told me something tonight that turned me on,” I said, beginning to move inside her with slow, deliberate strokes. “About Elia.”

		“What?” She looked back over her shoulder, her brown eyes dark with lust.

		“He told me she loves sucking cock. That she’d go down on him for hours at a time, licking him, sucking, kissing his balls.”

		Daisy’s pussy clenched around me. “Fuck.”

		I fucked her harder, each stroke deliberate, positioning us so the glass walls would give Tyler the full show. My hands gripped her hips, pulling her back onto me as I drove forward, the sound of our bodies connecting echoing around the small space.

		“One of the toys I bought,” Daisy gasped between thrusts, “is a big vibrator. Really big. Black. The one Corinne compared Spencer to.”

		My cock twitched inside her at the confession. “How big?”

		“Bigger than you. Thicker.” She moaned as I hit deeper. “I want to try it. Want to see how it feels.”

		The image flooded my mind, Daisy on our bed, legs spread, working that thick black toy into her pussy while I watched. Or maybe while Tyler watched. Or Paul.

		“You want to know how it feels?” I leaned over her back, my chest pressed against her skin, one hand sliding around to find her clit. “The vibrator? Or Spencer’s cock?”

		Daisy’s pussy clenched around me, and she moaned softly as my fingers teased her swollen bud. “The vibrator,” she whispered, “Spencer’s married.”

		“Being married doesn’t usually stop swingers.” My fingers circled her clit, feeling how swollen it was, feeling it throb softly. She was close.

		“I don’t know.” Her voice was breathless, honest. “God, Jordan, don’t stop.”

		I pulled out suddenly, making her whimper at the loss. “Turn around. If Tyler is watching, I want him to see your face when you cum for me.”

		She turned, bracing herself back against the desk, and I lifted one of her legs, hooking it over my shoulder. This position opened her up completely, her pussy bare, her swollen clit glistening, my cock hard and ready to fill her again.

		Through the glass walls, anyone standing in the darkness could see everything. Her perfect breasts with their hard nipples, the flat plane of her stomach, the neat tuft of hair between her legs, and her face, cheeks flushed, eyes dark with need, her full lips parted.

		I pushed back inside her, and she cried out, her head falling back. “Yes, fuck, yes.”

		“Look at me,” I commanded, and her eyes snapped to mine. “I want you to think about someone watching you right now. Seeing you get fucked. Seeing how wet you are.”

		“Just shut up and fuck me,” she whispered. “I’m so close.”

		Her pussy was gripping me like a vice, her juices coating my cock, dripping down my balls. She was right on the edge. I could feel it in the way her body tensed, in the desperate little sounds escaping her throat.

		“When you use that big vibrator,” I said, “I want to watch, see you stretch around it. See if you can take all of it. Maybe you can imagine it’s Spencer’s cock.”

		“Jordan—“

		“And maybe one day it won’t be a toy. Maybe it’ll be the real thing,” I continued, unable to hold back. “And I’ll be right there watching you take it.”

		“Jordan, we’ve talked about this. I’m not into it. It’s not—“

		She didn’t finish her sentence because she came with a sharp cry, her pussy spasming around me, her whole body shaking. I kept fucking her through it, prolonging her orgasm, my own release building until I had to stop.

		I pulled out of her, my cock slick and pulsing, too close to climax to calm down. “On your knees,” I said roughly.

		Daisy slid down to the floor, her eyes bright and eager to please as she knelt in front of me, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

		“Suck me,” I told her. “Like Elia sucked Paul.”

		Her hand moved between her legs, fingers finding her swollen clit as she looked up at me with another wicked smile. The glass walls surrounded us, turning our private moment into a potential spectacle for anyone watching.

		“Okay,” she whispered sexily, taking my cock in her hand and stroking it slowly. “I want you to cum in my mouth.”

		“I will. Do it,” I breathed. “Suck me good.”

		The feeling of her lips around my shaft, of her tongue pressing against the underside of it, was enough to push me over the edge almost immediately. I replaced her hand at the base of my dick, stroking myself fast, my cock jerking in my hand as my orgasm hit. The first rope of cum must have hit the back of her throat hard because she gagged for a moment, then held me there in her mouth, her fingers still working her clit, her own arousal building again as I pumped my load into her mouth.

		When I finished and stepped back, she smiled at me, cum dripping from her lips, landing down between her breasts. She looked debauched, sexy, and beautiful.

		She glanced toward the glass walls, the darkness beyond impenetrable, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Do you think anyone saw?” she asked, her voice carrying equal parts nervousness and excitement.

		“Maybe.” I pulled her to her feet, my heart still racing. “Does that turn you on? The idea that someone might have been watching?”

		“I don’t know.” But the flush spreading across her chest suggested otherwise. “I hope not. But… it’s just... it’s exciting, isn’t it? The possibility.”

		I helped her to her feet, and she kissed me deeply, the salty tang of my cum on her lips, her body still trembling with unsatisfied arousal. When she pulled back, her eyes glittered in the light. She wasn’t done yet.

		“Take me upstairs,” she said. “I want you to use that big black vibrator on me. I need to cum again.”

		Now that I’d cum, clarity struck home. What had I done? I’d fucked her in plain sight, deliberately letting Tyler watch. Fuck. I gathered our clothes, Daisy grabbing the shopping bag with her purchases. She produced the vibrator, thick, black, intimidating in its size. She held it up with a wicked grin.

		“Think I can take it?”

		“We’ll find out.”

		I turned off the lights and let her pull me up the stairs to our bedroom. The curtains were still open, the window facing the street, and I immediately moved to close them, not wanting to give anyone another free show, regretting what I’d let happen downstairs.

		Daisy fell back on the bed, her legs spreading, her pussy still wet and ready. She handed me the vibrator, her breath already quickening in anticipation.

		I knelt between her legs, the toy heavy in my hand. It was indeed bigger than me, like she’d said — girthier and longer — and the sight of it about to enter my wife sent a fresh surge of arousal through me.

		“Slowly,” she said. “I don’t want it to hurt. Plus, I want to feel every inch as it goes in.”

		This was it. We’d crossed some sort of line tonight, and whether it was a good thing or a bad thing, I wasn’t sure. But Daisy thinking about other men’s cocks, buying a toy to simulate what a bigger man could give her, performing for potential voyeurs through our windows, sent a shiver of anticipation through me for what the future might hold.

		

		Nurturing the Confession

		

		The Husband’s Guide To Wife Sharing: Chapter 5

		Once your wife admits to wanting another cock—even in the heat of passion, even just as fantasy—you cannot let that confession fade into awkward silence.

		This is your crucial moment.

		The next day, bring it up gently. “You said something last night that turned me on.” Make her repeat it. Make her own the words sober that she spoke drunk or aroused.

		Then guide her from admission to acceptance: “It’s just a fantasy” becomes “It’s our fantasy“ becomes “What if it wasn’t just fantasy?”

		Each conversation should push slightly further. Each time she confesses desire for bigger cocks, rougher men, other lovers, you validate and encourage. You make the unthinkable normal, the taboo exciting, the impossible inevitable.

		The confession is just the beginning. Your next job is manoeuvring it towards becoming reality.

		

	
		Chapter six

		

		Temptation and Possibilities

		The morning light stabbed through the bedroom curtains like knives. I groaned, rolling over to check my phone.

		8:47 AM.

		Shit.

		Beside me, Daisy was still asleep, her face buried in the pillow, strawberry blonde hair a tangled mess across the sheets. The big black vibrator was still on the nightstand where I’d left it after using it on her last night. I’d worked it into her slowly, watching her stretch around it, her eyes wide with the fullness of it. She’d cum so hard around that toy, her whole body shaking, crying out that it was too much, too big, but not asking me to stop.

		Then she’d climbed on top of me, still sensitive, still riding the waves of that orgasm, and fucked me until I came a second time. We’d fallen asleep tangled together, exhausted and satisfied.

		I reached over and gently shook her shoulder. “Daisy. What time do you need to be at work?”

		She stirred, groaning. “What time is it?”

		“Almost nine.”

		“Shit!” She bolted upright, then immediately pressed both hands to her head. “Oh god. Oh god, oh god.”

		“Water,” I said, passing her the glass from the bedside table.

		She took it with trembling hands and drained half of it in one go. Her makeup was smudged under her eyes, and she was still wearing the T-shirt she’d thrown on after we’d stumbled upstairs last night.

		“I’m an idiot,” she said, setting the glass down carefully like any sudden movement might shatter her. “An absolute idiot. I have work in—“ She grabbed her phone from the nightstand, squinting at the screen. “Shit. I have work in forty-five minutes.”

		“You could call in sick.”

		“I can’t. I’ve got a meeting with my boss.” She pressed her palm against her forehead. “Why did I drink so much? I know better than this.”

		I wanted to talk to her. I needed to talk to her about everything, about Paul’s proposition, about what she’d said regarding Spencer’s cock, about Tyler potentially watching us, about where we went from here. But I didn’t even know where to start, and she clearly wasn’t in the state for serious conversation.

		“Daisy—“

		“Oh no.” She was staring at her phone now, her face going pale. “Oh no, no, no.”

		“What?”

		“I drunk texted Elia.” Her voice had gone up an octave, panicked. “Last night. I asked her why she never told me she was into swinging.”

		My stomach dropped. “What did she say?”

		“She hasn’t replied yet.” Daisy scrolled frantically through her messages. “Oh god, I’m such an idiot. What was I thinking? ‘Hey Elia, heard you like threesomes, why didn’t you mention it?’ Jesus Christ.”

		She threw the phone down on the bed and put her head in her hands. “What’s she going to think?”

		“Maybe she’ll be cool and—“

		“And before you get any ideas,” she interrupted, looking up at me with red-rimmed eyes, “Anything… everything I said last night was just silly drunken fantasy. Wine-fuelled nonsense. I know you’re probably sitting there all turned on thinking about doing something with Paul and Corinne, but it’s not going to happen.”

		“I wasn’t—“

		“I mean it, Jordan.” Her tone was firm despite the hangover. “It was just dirty talk. Fantasy. Not reality. Understood?”

		“Understood,” I said quietly.

		She grabbed the water glass again and finished it. “I need to shower and get ready. I’m going to be late as it is.”

		She stood up, swaying slightly, then steadied herself against the dresser. “God, my head. I’m never drinking again.”

		She disappeared into the bathroom, and moments later, I heard the shower running. I lay back against the pillows, staring at the ceiling, my mind churning.

		Everything she said last night was just a silly drunken fantasy.

		But it hadn’t felt like fantasy. Not when she was admitting she’d been thinking about Spencer’s big cock all night. Not when she’d stripped down in the conservatory, knowing someone might be watching. Not when she’d asked me to use that big black vibrator on her.

		My phone buzzed. A text from Tyler:

		That was incredible last night. Daisy’s got a great body. Nice tits. Beautiful ass. You gave it to her good.

		Then another:

		I’d love to fuck her. Let’s make it happen. I’ll let you watch.

		I deleted the messages immediately, my stomach twisting with guilt and arousal in equal measure. Tyler had watched it, seen it all. Daisy bent over my desk, her pussy on display, and me finishing in her mouth.

		The shower turned on. I heard the water running and headed downstairs, knowing Daisy would be quick because she was already running late.

		In the kitchen, I started the coffee machine, loaded a pod, and placed her travel mug underneath. The familiar hiss and gurgle of brewing filled the quiet house.

		Ten minutes later, she came rushing down the stairs, still pulling on her suit jacket. She looked more human, makeup hastily applied, hair barely dried, but somehow managing to look presentable.

		“Coffee’s ready,” I said, holding out the travel mug.

		“You’re a lifesaver.” She took it gratefully, wrapping both hands around it. Her hands were still shaking slightly.

		“Daisy—“

		“I can’t talk about it right now.” She didn’t look at me, just focused on the mug in her hands. “My head is killing me, I’m late for work, and I’ve probably ruined my friendship with Elia by drunk texting her about her sex life. Can we just... not?”

		“Okay.” I paused. “Are you sure you’re safe to drive?”

		She looked up at me, surprised. “What?”

		“You’re still shaking. Your eyes are bloodshot. When did you stop drinking last night? Eleven? Midnight?” I checked my watch. “That’s only eight or nine hours ago. And you drank a lot.”

		She opened her mouth to argue, then closed it. Her shoulders sagged. “Shit. You’re right. I can’t afford to get pulled over.”

		“I’ll call you a taxi.”

		“Thank you.” She set the travel mug down on the counter and grabbed her bag from where she’d dropped it by the door last night, the lingerie shopping bag sitting next to it, a reminder of everything that happened last night.

		I pulled out my phone and ordered an Uber. “Five minutes.”

		“I’ll text you when I’m on my way home,” she said, slinging her bag over her shoulder. “We can talk then. When I’m not dying.”

		“Sounds good.”

		She paused at the door, turning back to look at me. For a moment, something vulnerable crossed her face, embarrassment, maybe, or uncertainty about what she’d revealed last night.

		“Jordan... I meant what I said. About it being a fantasy. I don’t want you getting your hopes up about... about anything happening with Paul or anyone else.”

		“I understand.”

		But it felt… off. Was she protesting too much? Trying to stuff the genie back in the bottle now that it had escaped? She’d surely not been lying when she admitted to fantasising about other men’s cocks and wanted to know what bigger felt like in the shape of the black vibrator.

		Either way, it didn’t matter. She’d made her feelings clear, that I wasn’t to presume anything, judging on what transpired yesterday. As I made myself breakfast, trying to prepare mentally for a day working on Sarah’s commissions, I wondered if and what Morgan and the other wives of Far Bridge Rise had said to influence Daisy’s attitude towards things. I spent longer eating than I needed to, taking my time and not rushing anything, giving myself plenty of time to process everything.

		Once in the studio, I set up for Nova’s commission with quiet precision. I let myself fall into the work, tuning out the chaos of last night, and, as sometimes happens, I got into my groove. The hyper-focus I’d been looking for sank its claws into me. Every line and brushstroke bled with the same tension that had been coursing through me since the night before. Again and again, my mind looped to Daisy’s face as she straddled me in bed, after I’d got her to climax with the vibrator, her hips grinding down on me, urging me to cum.

		My phone buzzed, pulling me from the painting. Tyler:

		Everything okay, Jordan? I didn’t hear back from you before.

		I stared at the message for a long moment, wondering how we’d looked, fucking right here in the studio. I wondered how I’d let my sex life become something for the neighbour to watch.

		I typed back:

		Yeah, just need to finish work before catching up. All good. Will text you later.

		I put my phone facedown and pushed back into the painting, pulling details from memory, sweat gathering at the small of my back as I worked through the restlessness. Time folded quietly; palette, canvas, stylus, blocking everything else out.

		I was halfway through my lunchtime pasta, perched at the kitchen counter, when my phone rang. Daisy. I picked up, after taking a moment to compose myself.

		“Hey. How are you feeling?” I asked.

		“Better, actually.” She sounded good, much better than the irritable, croaky version of Daisy from this morning. “Coffee and paracetamol do wonders. Work’s fine. It’s been a bit of a slow day, but I’ve got another mediation at three.” I could hear her fiddling with something in the background, probably her bag.

		I took a breath, letting the silence stretch. “So… you might be late home?”

		“I shouldn’t be. I should be out of there by five.” Her tone softened further. “We said we’d talk tonight, right?”

		“Yeah,” I said, trying to keep my voice casual. “I’ve just been working on the commission. It’s come together really well.”

		“Cool.” Daisy hesitated, then continued, “I spoke to Elia. She texted me and asked if we could talk. Everything’s fine. I thought maybe she’d be mad about my drunken text, but she wasn’t at all. Actually, we talked a lot. She said she’d tell me everything, and when I mentioned my dissertation, she offered to help, and said we could have a proper chat about it at her place.”

		Relief washed over me. I hadn’t realised how tight I’d been holding onto the uncertainty, waiting for Daisy to come home angry or upset because Elia and Spencer had shut us out. “That’s… really good. I’m glad.”

		She let the moment linger before adding, “So, yeah, nothing to worry about. We’re fine.”

		“Okay. I’ll see you tonight.”

		“See you.”

		She hung up, and I stood there for a moment, the weight on my shoulders lightened a little. There was still a nervous tension hanging between us, neither of us sure what tonight’s conversation might bring, but at least Daisy wasn’t angry. At least Elia wasn’t offended. The sky hadn’t fallen in.

		I cleared away my plate, washed my hands, and went back upstairs to the studio, but I’d barely got back into the outlining work when Spencer called, a little after one. I stared at his name on the screen, realising that perhaps I should have expected this call. I let it ring for a few seconds. Should I let it go to voicemail? Talk to him after Daisy, and I had a chance to discuss everything later? No. I might as well get this over with.

		“Hey,” I said, trying to sound casual. “How are you?”

		“All good,” he replied, his voice smooth as always. “Elia told me about her chat with Daisy. I thought you might want to talk about it.”

		“Ah, yeah.” I cleared my throat. “I’m not judging. Corinne and Paul… they told us. I think they thought we knew about it already.”

		“Hey, I get it.” Spencer laughed, his tone relaxed. “Listen, we feel bad. We should have told you about it before. I guess it was kind of a shock.”

		“You could say that.” I managed to find a laugh. “Daisy told me Elia has invited her over to chat. You know she’s doing her university project on this sort of thing?”

		“That’s why I’m calling,” he replied. “We’re getting a few friends together tomorrow night, a few drinks at our place, that’s all. You two should come. No pressure, just thought it might be a chance to talk, clear the air.”

		“Sounds good.” The moment I said it, I regretted it. I needed to talk to Daisy first, make sure this was okay with her.

		“I’ll see you then.” Spencer sounded pleased. “I’ll get the beers in.”

		Ah, well. I just had to hope Daisy would be fine with it. It might be a good thing to get it out of the way sooner rather than later.

		After the call, I got back to the commission, managing to find my focus again and completing the first draft of the digital image. I worked steadily, letting the intensity ebb and flow as the hours passed. It was late afternoon by the time I stepped back and let myself admire the work. It was good. Vivid, exciting, full of mystery and motion. Nova looked just like Daisy, undeniably Daisy, but a sexy action hero version. The bow of her mouth, the sculpted chin, even the defiant, slightly knowing tilt of her head. She was beautiful and fierce, challenging the world with the barest hint of a smile. I saved the file, typed up an email to Sarah and hit send. One first draft done. Two to go.

		I leaned against my chair, checking the time. Nearly five. Daisy would be home soon. It struck me how little I’d done anything practical all day: no errands, no chores, nothing but my work, apart from the call with Spencer.

		But as I got up to do a little tidying up and preparation for tonight’s dinner, my phone buzzed again, this time, Tyler.

		Jordan, I really need to chat before Daisy gets home. Call around if you can.

		Now what? Things weren’t getting any simpler, were they? The message sat there, staring at me, seeming important even without any detail. I rinsed the leftover coffee from my mug, put my stylus away, and stared once more at Nova’s face. It was good. At least something good had come out of today.

		Pulling on my jacket, I stepped out and locked my door. The air was cooler now, the late-day sun already starting to fade behind the rooftops of Far Bridge Rise. It was only a short walk down our front path and then around the privet hedge to next door. The lights were on inside, but the curtains were drawn. I paused for a moment, then took a deep breath and pressed the doorbell, a familiar musical chime echoing through the door.

		There was a pause, then Tyler’s familiar deep voice from inside. “The door’s open, Jordan. Come in.”

		I stepped in, unsure of whether or not I should take my shoes off in the small hallway. Deciding to, I kicked them off, but when I walked through the door into their living room, I stopped, rooted to the spot.

		Tyler was lying on the wide sofa, completely naked, his body lean and unselfconscious. Morgan was astride him, her bare back arched, dark hair tumbling like silk over her broad, strong shoulders. She was bigger than Daisy, full-figured but perfectly proportioned, thick thighs bracketing Tyler’s hips as she moved with slow, knowing confidence. Her skin was the colour of caramel, and her breasts were large, rounded, full, and perfect, tipped with chocolate coloured nipples, swaying gently with every unhurried roll of her hips.

		Tyler’s eyes flicked up to mine, greeting me with a faint, crooked grin that was almost casual.

		Morgan turned her head, meeting my gaze with a bold, open smile. Between her thighs, she was completely bare, her pussy shaved smooth, darker lips glistening where she rode Tyler’s thick, veined cock. I hadn’t walked in on this by accident. They wanted me to see. They wanted me to take it in, all of it.

		No one said a word. They simply kept fucking, watching me watch them, until at last Morgan stilled, breathless and smiling, a bead of sweat running between her breasts.

		“It’s only fair, isn’t it?” she murmured, smiling at me, her dark brown eyes fixed on mine. “You get to see us, after Tyler watched you and Daisy last night.”

		Tyler nodded. “It wasn’t just me,” he said, his hand tracing Morgan’s thigh as she started to ride him slowly. She didn’t seem the least bit embarrassed to be watched, arching her back, letting me see the way her smooth, shaved pussy stretched around Tyler.

		“Russell was there, too. After he walked Daisy home, he joined me. We watched you fuck her.” His tone was almost casual. “I hope you don’t mind Russell being there. He’s a friend, he won’t say anything. He agrees with me that Daisy’s body is incredible.”

		Morgan smiled at that, her hand drifting across her own belly. “I agree.” Her gaze flicked to mine, almost conspiratorial. “Did you enjoy watching her model the lingerie selection? Paul told me that you watched from outside.”

		“I… Yes.” I struggled to find my words. Morgan’s heavy, swaying tits were mesmerising. “You looked like you were having a good time.”

		“Oh, we did.” Morgan’s hand moved down, teasing her clit with a single finger while she rode her pussy in slow circles on her husband’s cock. “Daisy was nervous to strip in front of me, but once she’d tried on the first set, she was more relaxed undressing in front of us the second time.”

		Daisy had undressed in front of Morgan? This was news to me.

		“She looked right at me, you know.” Tyler’s hand moved up, cupping Morgan’s tits, his thumbs grazing her nipples. “Through the conservatory window. Russell was standing a way back, so I’m not sure she could see him, but I’m sure she saw me.”

		I shook my head. “I don’t think Daisy saw you. She’d have said something.”

		Tyler grinned. “Are you sure? She turned and looked straight at me. Our eyes connected for a second, then she looked away. Do you think she gets off on it?”

		Morgan’s thighs tensed as she rose and then lowered herself down, up and down, Tyler’s cock stretching her dark pussy lips with every movement. It reminded me of how Daisy had ridden me last night. But this was another couple, our neighbours, fucking on display, for me.

		“She was drunk,” I explained. “Happy, excited from the party. I told her you might be watching, and she was still… willing to have sex. So, I don’t know… Maybe…”

		Morgan met my gaze and stood up, leaving Tyler on the sofa. His cock was long and thick, glistening blackly with her juices. His wife made no move to get dressed. She moved toward me, totally naked, her breasts bouncing gently with every step. She stopped just inches away, so close that I could almost feel her heat, see the subtle shimmer of sweat on her skin. Her body was sexy, full curves in all the right places, her dark nipples standing proud, wet pussy on display as she pressed into my personal space.

		She reached for me, her hand grazing the front of my jeans, knuckles brushing across the hard line of my cock where it strained against the denim. Her touch was gentle at first, then more explicit, fingers taking hold of me through the fabric. I was rock hard.

		I drew a shaky breath and took a step back, heart beating so hard she could probably hear it. Her dark eyes searched mine, unashamed, almost playful with challenge.

		Tyler grinned, still reclined on the sofa, watching us both, slowly stroking his cock. “See? My wife’s got her eye on you, Jordan. Don’t be shy.”

		Morgan’s fingers lingered on my erection, her voice soft but unwavering. “If you want to fuck me, you can. In fact, you will. I always get what I want.” She bit her lower lip, head cocked as if daring me to say no.

		The air in the room was charged with sexual tension… temptation and possibilities.

		Then my phone buzzed. Grateful for the sudden pull back to reality, I took it out and glanced at it.

		Where are you? I just got home. The door was open, and you’re not here?

		It was from Daisy. I slid it back in my pocket, grounding myself with a slow exhale. “I’d better go. Daisy’s home. She’s… not ready for this yet. I’m not ready. We found out last night that Paul and Corinne are in the lifestyle. And our friends, Spencer and Elia, too.”

		“I know of them,” Morgan smiled, not at all offended. “Don’t worry. When you’re ready, you know where we are.” She ran her tongue across her teeth, breasts heaving with her breath as she watched me go, but as I reached the door, Tyler caught up with me.

		I turned when I felt his hand on my shoulder, trying not to look at the long dick swinging between his legs.

		“Tyler, I need to go. Daisy—“

		“I just wanted to say thank you. For letting me watch. And to tell you about Russell. He’ll probably mention it to you the next time you see him.”

		“Okay, got it.” I stepped through the door, but his words followed me out into the cool evening air.

		“Talk to Daisy,” he whispered. “Tell her I saw you. I’m sure she saw me. And she didn’t stop. I think she liked it, Jordan.”

		“I… I’ll think about it,” I managed to reply, then I left, hearing Tyler close the door softly behind him.

		Things were suddenly moving fast, too fast. For years, I’d harboured fantasies of sharing Daisy, seeing her with another man. Within days, I’d shown a stranger nude drawings of her. Shared the experience of watching her in her underwear with another man. Fucked her while other men watched. Found out that our best friends were in some sort of open relationship.

		I had to talk to her. We had to work out where this was going. Together.

		

		The Delicate Dance

		

		The Husband’s Guide To Wife Sharing: Chapter 6

		If you want her to cross that line, you have to do more than just listen to her fantasies. You must create real opportunity and undeniable temptation, and most importantly, let her know: it’s allowed. Tell her she has your explicit permission to flirt, to touch, to taste.

		Most women have had that moment, the chance to explore a secret desire, to take a risk. But for one reason or another, they hold back. Maybe it’s fear, uncertainty, or the weight of what comes after. Maybe the timing wasn’t right, or they doubted their own wishes. Whatever it is, that missed opportunity lingers. She remembers, and she wonders what might have been.

		That’s why you have to make sure she doesn’t make the same mistake twice. The power isn’t in pressing or persuading, but in making the boundary lines clear, soft, and shared. When your wife feels the chance is real and knows she won’t be shamed or abandoned afterwards, that’s when her curiosity becomes action. It’s a delicate dance: to nudge without pushing, to show her she’s free without demanding.

		If you truly want to share your wife’s desire to explore, create the space for her. Give her permission to be bold, not just once, but again and again. Because sometimes, the difference between fantasy and reality is as simple as knowing she’s safe to say yes.

		

	
		Chapter seven

		

		Funny Ideas

		Iwalked in to find Daisy in the kitchen, standing by the counter, her coat thrown haphazardly over a dining chair, her heels kicked off near the door like she couldn’t wait to be out of them.

		She was making coffee, her movements slow and deliberate as she watched the dark liquid drip into her mug. She looked tired as she glanced at her phone, her face lit in the flickering light of the extractor fan above.

		“Hey,” I said, sliding my shoes off.

		She turned as she heard me, her eyes widening slightly. “Oh, you’re back. I wondered where you were.”

		“I just called next door for a bit,” I said, keeping my voice even as I hung my jacket up. “Tyler wanted a chat.”

		Daisy let out a small, teasing snort. “You and Tyler are getting to be friends, huh? You’ll be taking him down the pub soon.”

		I gave a tight smile. “Something like that.”

		She took a sip of her coffee, leaning her hip against the counter. “Well, good. It’s nice that you’re making friends on the street. Speaking of friends…” She set the mug down, her expression shifting into something more serious. She picked up her phone, sliding it into her trouser pocket. “I still can’t believe what Elia told me today.”

		I nodded, leaning against the doorframe. “About her being in the lifestyle?”

		“Yeah.” She sighed, running a hand through her hair. “I had some suspicions but… you know, just that maybe she’d dipped her toe into it. Not that she and Spencer were full-on into it. She told me they’ve been to swinging clubs, swapped with couples, been with new partners solo… But she was so open about it once she started talking. She didn’t mean for it to come out this way. She says she wishes she’d told us ages ago, but she was scared we’d judge them.”

		“Well, maybe it’s for the best that it’s out in the open now?” I asked, watching her closely.

		“I think so.” She took a deep breath. “She’s invited us to their house tomorrow night. She said they’ll be able to clear the air properly, get everything out in the open. And honestly? I think we should go.”

		“You’re sure?”

		“I am. Also…” She chewed her lip for a second, then met my eyes. “Elia said some of their friends will be there, people who are also in open relationships. It would be incredible for my research to actually meet a group like that in a social setting, not just weird, forced interviews. It’s a chance to see how it really works, what they’re like.”

		“I know. Spencer invited me too,” I admitted. “He called me at work earlier.”

		“He did?”

		“Yeah,” I nodded. “Elia told him what had happened, so he wanted to check everything was cool with me. He also asked if we wanted to come by. I told him I’d check with you.”

		“Well, then it’s settled,” she said, a note of finality in her voice. “We’re going.”

		We stood there for a moment, the decision made. The tension that had been humming under the surface all day seemed to ease, giving way to a shared sense of purpose. We still hadn’t talked about last night yet.

		“Are you hungry?” I asked. “I can start dinner.”

		“Starving,” she admitted, picking up her coffee again.

		We fell back into normality after that, moving around each other in the kitchen like we always did. She chopped vegetables while I cooked some chicken, the couple’s routine a grounding counterpoint to the conversation we’d just had.

		After we ate, I brought my tablet down to the table. “I finished the commission today,” I said. “Do you want to see?”

		Daisy moved around the table to stand behind me as I opened the file. The image of Nova filled the screen. I hadn’t seen it for a few hours, and the distance made me appreciate it again. The infiltrator looked brave and beautiful, and was undeniably Daisy in every line and curve.

		She was silent for a long moment. “It’s amazing,” she whispered, her hand resting on my shoulder. “I think you captured her really well.”

		“I had good inspiration.”

		She squeezed my shoulder gently, then met my eyes. “Umm, while we’re on that topic. Kendall approached me last night. About posing for you.”

		“She did?”

		“Mmhmm.” She looked down at the screen again, then back at me. “She surprised me. I think she’s a really nice girl. After a long chat, I told her that if you want her to model for the second character… she should do it.”

		I looked at her, surprised by the offer, by the trust it implied. Or the test it might represent. “That’s… thank you, Daisy. If I do need a model, I might ask her. If you’re sure?”

		“I’m sure.” She picked up her coffee, her eyes meeting mine over the rim as she finished it. “I know we need to talk about… about last night. And everything that happened.” She paused, voice dropping a little lower. “But can we do it in a bit? I need to decompress first. I thought I’d take a bath.”

		“Of course,” I said. “I’ll clear away the dinner pots. You can relax.”

		“You’re amazing.” She pressed a quick kiss to my cheek and headed upstairs.

		I busied myself with cleaning up, filling the sink with hot, soapy water, but as I was about to put the dishes in to soak, her voice called down from upstairs.

		“Jordan? Can you come up here for a second?”

		I turned the water off and headed up. The bathroom door was ajar, steam billowing out into the hallway, carrying the scent of vanilla bubble bath.

		“Come in,” she said.

		I pushed the door open. Daisy was in the bath, sinking deep into the bubbles, her blonde hair pinned up in a messy bun with loose strands curling against her damp neck. Her knees broke the surface of the water, glistening in the soft light.

		“Sit down for a minute,” she said, nodding to the edge of the tub.

		I sat down on the cool porcelain rim, the steam wrapping around us like a blanket. She looked up at me, her skin flushed pink from the heat, her blue eyes unnervingly direct.

		“I have to tell you something,” she said softly.

		“I have something to say too,” I admitted.

		“You go first,” she said.

		“No, you first.”

		She let out a small, giggly laugh and splashed a little water at me playfully. “Okay. Me first.”

		She took a deep breath, her gaze dropping to the bubbles floating around her breasts before lifting back to mine. “Last night is… a bit fuzzy. The end of the party, the walk home… all of it. But I know I said some stuff. About Spencer. And… his cock.”

		I stayed silent, waiting.

		“I don’t want you to be jealous or weird about it,” she continued, rushing the words slightly. “I didn’t mean it like that. I was just drunk and got a little carried away with the dirty talk. It was just… fantasy. Nonsense. I don’t want you to think anything of it.”

		I looked at her, at the way the water lapped against her breasts, the way they floated on the surface, the flush on her cheeks that might have been the heat or might have been embarrassment.

		“Do you fancy him?” I asked quietly. “Be honest. It’s cool, if you do.”

		She blinked, surprised by the directness. Then she sighed, sliding a little lower in the water, the bubbles hitting her jawline. “I mean… he’s attractive. Obviously, I’ve always thought he was attractive. But that doesn’t mean I want to act on it.”

		She looked like she was about to add something else, her lips parted, a hesitation in her eyes, but then she stopped herself. She shook her head slightly, clearing the thought, and looked back at me expectantly.

		“Your turn,” she said softly. “What did you have to say?”

		The words were there, sitting heavy on my tongue.

		Tyler saw us fuck. Russell saw us fuck. And the whole street probably knows about it now.

		But I couldn’t say them. Not yet. Not when she was sitting there, naked and vulnerable in the bath, looking at me with those trusting brown eyes. It felt like too much truth, too fast, a wrecking ball that would smash through the fragile honesty I was slowly building about her feelings towards the lifestyle and our friends and neighbours.

		So I swallowed them down.

		“I just wanted to ask… are you sure?” I said instead, leaning forward slightly, my hands resting on the cool porcelain edge of the bath. “About not wanting to get involved with anything? Now that you know Spencer is in the lifestyle, whatever that actually means for him, has it not made you… tempted?”

		Daisy shifted, the water rippling around her shoulders. She picked up the sponge and squeezed it absently over her knee. “I don’t want to get involved, but… I’m… curious,” she admitted slowly. “How it all works. The logistics of it. The emotions of it.”

		“The emotions?” I asked, the word seeming out of place.

		She looked up at me. “You know this is exactly what I’m studying at university. Relationships. Infidelity. The lines people draw and why they cross them. To have a real-life case study fall into my lap like this? It’s fascinating.”

		“But just fascinating academically?” I pressed. “Or personally?”

		She bit her lip, thinking. “It’s complicated. I mean, Spencer is attractive. I’m not blind. And knowing that it’s… allowed? That Elia probably wouldn’t mind? That changes the dynamic, doesn’t it? It stops being this forbidden, terrible thing and becomes… an option.”

		“An option?” I raised my eyebrows. “Really?”

		Daisy closed her eyes in embarrassment and then slid beneath the water, her head disappearing, the bubbles closing over the surface when she’d been. After a long moment, she reappeared, shaking and wiping the water from her face and pushing her hair back into its bun atop her head.

		“What about you?” She’d turned the question back on me. “Now that you know Elia is into sleeping with other guys… does that make you want to get it on with her?”

		“No,” I said immediately. The answer was automatic, instinctive. “No. I don’t think of Elia like that.”

		“Really?” She raised an eyebrow. “She’s beautiful. You’ve always said so.”

		“She is. But… It’s not the same.”

		Daisy nodded slowly, sliding a little higher out of the water so it lapped at her collarbone. “Good. Because for me… It’s scary. You know why.”

		“So Spencer isn’t an option? Make your mind up, Daisy.”

		“I didn’t mean that. Not in the way you took it.” Her voice dropped, becoming smaller. “I saw what it did to my dad. When my mum cheated, it destroyed him, Jordan. It broke something in him that never really fixed.”

		She stared at the bubbles floating on the surface, her expression distant, the tops of her breasts visible. “I walked in on them once. My mum and… this guy. A black guy. I was twelve. I never told you that part, did I?”

		I shook my head, shocked. “No. You didn’t.”

		“Well. I did.” She closed her eyes for a second. “It messed with my head for ages. I saw everything. They weren’t even under the covers. Seeing her like that. With someone who wasn’t my dad. Someone… well, you know. It made sex seem like this weapon. This thing that could tear a family apart.”

		She opened her eyes again, looking at me with a fierce intensity. “That’s why extramarital stuff like this scares me. Even if it’s ‘allowed.’ Even if everyone consents, it feels like playing with fire. Like the people involved are inviting something in that they might not be able to control.”

		The room went quiet, save for the soft, almost inaudible pop pop pop of bubbles bursting. I watched her, understanding suddenly the depth of her hesitation and the conflict raging between her past trauma and her current, undeniable curiosity.

		Then she sat up straighter, water sluicing off her chest, and fixed me with a look that demanded honesty. It was hard not to stare at her wet breasts, bubbles sliding from those delectable nipples, but her eyes held mine.

		“Okay. Enough stalling. You said you had something to say, too.” She tilted her head, water dripping from a loose strand of hair. “I know it wasn’t about Spencer. Spit it out, Jordan. What is it?”

		I paused. The mention of a black guy with her mum had landed oddly in my chest. For a second, the image that flashed up wasn’t some anonymous man with her mother but Tyler, sprawled back on his sofa with Morgan riding him, his dark hands gripping her hips. I saw again the way her shaved pussy had slid up and down his black cock, the eroticism of the moment, the way they had both looked at me like it was nothing.

		I pushed the picture away, forcing my focus back to Daisy in the bath in front of me. Steam curled through the air between us, softening the edges of everything.

		“There’s something I need to tell you,” I said at last, my voice quieter than I intended. My fingers tapped once against the porcelain and then stilled. “About last night. About everything.”

		Her eyes sharpened slightly. She didn’t speak, but I could see her attention narrow in on me.

		“When I was at Tyler’s earlier,” I went on, choosing each word as if it might bruise us, “it wasn’t just a neighbourly chat. He texted me, asked me to call around because he wanted to tell me something.”

		Her posture changed almost imperceptibly. Her shoulders drew in a fraction, her chin tucking an inch closer to her chest as if she were suddenly cold, though the air was heavy with heat.

		“He was out on patrol last night, as I told you. He said he saw us,” I finished. “In the studio. He saw us having sex.”

		The words hung between us, heavier than the steam.

		Daisy didn’t answer. Her gaze slid past me to some middle distance, somewhere over my shoulder, and I could see her going back through the night in her head. The desk. The window. The way she’d glanced out into the garden, drunk and flushed and half-laughing. A slow blush crept up from her chest to her throat, everything above the bubbles. She swallowed, eyes dropping to the drifting islands of foam.

		I waited for her to say something. Anything.

		“He also thinks you saw him watching,” I added gently when the silence stretched. “Through the window. Did you?”

		She flinched, just a twitch at the corner of her mouth, but she still didn’t meet my eyes. “We really should close the curtains,” she said instead, her tone brittle-light. “You were right about that. We need to be more careful, especially with there being a neighbourhood watch. God, how embarrassing. I should have listened to you.”

		I let out a slow breath. She was dodging, stepping sideways around the question.

		“I also think…” I ran a hand over the back of my neck, feeling the damp from the steam. “I think Morgan and Tyler might be… open-minded too. They’re close with Paul and Corinne. The way they talk makes me think they’re into swinging, too. The way they are with each other. Morgan is really flirty and… I don’t know. It fits, doesn’t it? With everything that we know now.”

		“Maybe,” Daisy said, still staring at the water. “Yes.”

		I felt bad for not telling the whole truth, but maybe it was better this way. To give it to her piece by piece. Let her find certain things out for herself, so she didn’t know I’d been keeping all of this from her.

		Daisy’s fingers idly traced circles on the surface with the tip of one finger, disturbing the film of bubbles. “Morgan checked my body out when I was trying on the lingerie,” she added, almost to herself. “While I was changing. She didn’t even pretend not to look. It made me wonder about her. She even suggested I should shave my pussy totally.”

		The admission slipped out, small but loaded.

		I leaned in a little. “Daisy,” I said softly. “Tell me the truth. Did you see Tyler last night? You told me, remember, that if he was out there, you’d give him a show.”

		She gave a weak, humourless huff. “I was drunk. I say all sorts of shit when I’m drunk.”

		“I know.” I kept my voice even, careful. “But did you see him?”

		For a moment, she looked like she might shut down completely. Then she dipped her head below the water again, rising to blow out a mouthful of water, before finally lifting her gaze to mine. Her eyes were wide and shiny, the rich brown of them almost glowing amber in the dim bathroom light.

		“Yes,” she said, the word barely more than a breath. “I saw him.”

		Her cheeks burned now, a deep, hot pink that had nothing to do with the bathwater. She shrank a little into the foam, as if she could hide there.

		“Just Tyler? Was there anyone else there?”

		“Just Tyler,” she confirmed. Russell must have been standing further back, like Tyler said.

		“And you still let me fuck you. I came in your mouth.”

		“Yes.” That was all she said. I stared at her for a moment, trying to process what this meant. For her. For us.

		“Okay,” I said, eventually. I didn’t let satisfaction or accusation touch my tone. “Thank you for telling me.”

		She looked away again quickly, jaw tight. I could feel the instinct in her to bolt, to shove the whole thing down into the same locked box where she kept the image of her mother with that man.

		“Did it…” I hesitated, then committed. “Did it turn you on? Knowing he was out there. Knowing he was watching?”

		Her hand stilled on the water. For a few seconds, she didn’t move at all. Then one shoulder hitched, a tiny shrug, her breast wobbling on the water’s surface. The bubbles were thinning now. I could see the circles of her nipples.

		“Maybe,” she muttered, almost inaudible. “I don’t know.”

		She suddenly pushed herself upright, water streaming from her shoulders as she reached for the towel hanging on the radiator. Water dripped from her nipples, her small tuft of pubic hair was dark, plastered to the skin between her thighs. The movement was brisk, shutting the conversation down as effectively as if she’d slammed a door.

		“I want to stop talking about this now,” she said, not quite looking at me as she wrapped the towel around herself, watery bubbles sliding down her thighs in thin, translucent trails. “I’m wrinkling like a prune, and it’s getting late. I have some documents to print tonight for uni tomorrow.”

		I watched her step carefully out of the bath, one hand on my shoulder for balance, her touch fleeting and warm. Whatever we’d just opened between us was not resolved, not even close, but we’d crossed some sort of line. She’d seen him. She had liked it, at least a little, she must have. She didn’t stop or move things to the bedroom. She let me fuck her, right there, right then, knowing he was watching. And whether we talked about it tonight or not, that truth was not going away.

		We watched some TV, next to each other on the sofa, after she’d done her printing in the studio. Conversation was normal, like nothing had happened. It wasn’t until we were in bed, the room dark save for the sliver of streetlamp light cutting through the gap in the curtains, that Daisy spoke again about Tyler.

		“When you spoke to Tyler, did he… mention what he saw?” she asked, her voice small in the darkness. “How much… exactly?”

		I lay on my back, staring up at the ceiling, feeling the warmth of her body next to mine, but not touching her. “Everything. He apologised for staying,” I lied softly. “He said he knew he shouldn’t watch, but he couldn’t help it.”

		I turned my head on the pillow to look at her silhouette. She was staring up at the ceiling. “He saw everything, Daisy. Your body. Your breasts, your pussy. My cock. Us having sex. Me finishing in your mouth. The whole thing.”

		She was quiet for a long time. I could hear her breathing, slow and shallow. “Was Morgan there when he told you this?” she whispered. “Does she know?”

		I hesitated. It was another layer of exposure, another person in on the secret. But the truth, or at least this part of it, felt necessary. “Yes, she was there,” I said. “She knows.”

		“God.” She let out a shaky breath. “So he’s seen more than just the sketches now. That’s another neighbour who’s seen me naked.” She let out a little laugh, as if trying to lighten the mood with the joke.

		I thought of Russell, standing there in the dark behind Tyler, watching us just as intently. The words hovered on my lips, Russell knows too, but I swallowed them. One revelation at a time. This was enough for her to process tonight. I made a mental note to find Tyler and Morgan tomorrow, to make sure our stories aligned before she could speak to them. I should probably talk to Paul, too.

		Daisy shifted under the duvet, moving closer. I felt her hand slide across my chest, then lower, her fingers brushing the waistband of my boxers, then sliding inside. My cock twitched in response, already half-hard from the conversation, from the memory of Tyler watching us fuck..

		“You’re loving this, aren’t you?” she murmured, her voice changing, dropping into a huskier register as she wrapped her fingers around me, stroking slowly until I was fully erect. “It’s feeding your fantasy, right? The fantasies you have of seeing me with someone else. Someone cuckolding you.”

		I flinched slightly, the word cuckold cutting with a sharpness I wasn’t ready for. It felt too raw, too clinical for the confusion of desire and jealousy tangling in my gut. “I don’t… I don’t like putting it that way.”

		“But it’s true,” she whispered, her thumb circling the head of my cock. “Be truthful, Jordan. You’ve made me admit twice to something tonight. Now it’s your turn. Have you ever fantasised while wanking off about fucking Elia? Or anyone else for that matter?”

		“No,” I said immediately. It was a lie, quick and defensive.

		“Liar.” She squeezed gently. “What about me? Have you ever wanked off thinking about me with Spencer? Or anyone else? I already know the answer to that, but recently? Have you got yourself off cum thinking of me with another man?”

		I closed my eyes, the truth tightening my throat. “Yes.”

		Daisy didn’t say anything. She just pushed back the covers, the cool air hitting my skin. She pulled her nightshirt over her head, tossing it aside, and straddled me. Her thighs were warm and smooth against my hips, her hair falling around her face like a curtain as she looked down at me, her tits jutting out from her chest.

		She didn’t kiss me. She just reached down, guiding me to her entrance, and sank onto me with a slow, deliberate slide that stole the breath from my lungs.

		I reached up to touch her, to pull her down for a kiss, but she caught my wrists and pinned them to the mattress. “Shh,” she hissed. “Be quiet. I just want to have sex and go to sleep.”

		She began to move, a steady, grinding rhythm that felt less like lovemaking and more like possession. She rode me with her eyes closed, her head thrown back, biting her lip as if fighting something, or surrendering to it.

		I watched her, the moonlight streaking in through the window, painting silver streaks across her breasts and throat. She looked beautiful and distant, lost in a world I couldn’t quite reach. Her hand moved between her legs, finding her clit, and her rhythm stuttered, grew frantic.

		She came with a sharp, choked cry, her body bowing forward, clamping down around me so tight it nearly sent me over the edge. But she didn’t stop. She slid off me, breathless and wild-eyed, and moved down my body.

		“Daisy, I…”

		“Shh. Don’t talk.”

		Her mouth was hot and wet, taking me in deep, sucking with an intensity that bordered on too much. I tangled my fingers in her hair, hips bucking off the mattress as the pressure built, unbearable and perfect, until I spilled into her mouth with a groan that tore through the quiet room.

		She kept her mouth wrapped around me until I was spent, swallowed, then laid her cheek against my thigh for a moment, catching her breath. When she crawled back up the bed, she didn’t cuddle into me. She lay on her side, facing away, pulling the duvet up to her chin.

		“Don’t read too much into this,” she said into the darkness, her voice flat and exhausted. “It’s fine for you to fantasise, Jordan. But it’s never going to happen. Don’t get any funny ideas.”

		“I won’t,” I whispered.

		I managed to sleep, but an hour later, I woke, the room pitch black and Daisy’s breathing deep and even beside me.

		I lay there for a long time, staring into the dark, my mind replaying the conversation in the bathroom, the lies I’d told, the truths she’d admitted. She saw him. The knowledge sat in my gut, a cold, hard stone.

		Finally, I slipped out of bed, careful not to wake her, and padded barefoot down the hall to the studio. Her work documents sat next to the printer where she’d left them, but that wasn’t why I was here. The moonlight cut a sharp rectangle across the floorboards, illuminating my desk. I went over to it, reaching under the pile of old sketchbooks until my fingers brushed the slim, nondescript booklet: The Husband’s Guide to Wife Sharing.

		Using my phone as a reading light, I sat in my desk chair and flipped to the back, past the chapters I’d already memorised, until I got to the final part.

		“If you truly want to share your wife’s desire to explore, create the space for her. Give her permission to be bold—not just once, but again and again. Because sometimes, the difference between fantasy and reality is as simple as knowing she’s safe to say yes.”

		Below it, marking on the final page, was a simple instruction:

		END OF PART ONE.To continue your journey, please request Part Two.

		I closed the booklet and sat there in the dark, the weight of it light in my hands but heavy in my mind. Part Two. What would it hold? I decided to ask Morgan for it tomorrow, the same time I got my story straight with them.

		I slid the guide back into its hiding place and went back to the bedroom. Daisy hadn’t moved. I climbed in beside her, pulling the duvet up, but sleep felt miles away.

		I reached for my phone on the nightstand, dimming the screen to its lowest setting and opened the browser, navigating back to the @DemureMillieGrace blog I liked to read. I hoped her honest and wise words about domestic bliss might steady my thoughts, offer some relatability. But instead, I found a blog of hers that touched a nerve, one about wondering if your spouse is truly satisfied with what you have to offer as a partner. I didn’t quite mirror where we were right now, but as I scrolled down, in the suggested reading list at the bottom, a new title caught my eye.

		Sultry Sinner Minnie: Diary of a Good Wife Gone Bad.

		The first post was dated yesterday. A brand new blog.

		“Dear Readers,

		Welcome to my secret sanctuary. I’ve started a brand new blog here, in a place where I can share openly about the passions and desires that have awakened within me recently. I’m not new to blogging, but this is a new venture for me, and I hope you like it. I won’t be disclosing who my other online persona is. This space is a fresh start, a place to explore the parts of myself I once never dared to admit existed.

		Before this, I was a steadfast, faithful wife who played by all the rules. I kept a perfect home, cooked perfect meals, and never strayed from the path society expected of me. I thought I had it all figured out, until something happened that changed everything.

		My husband, Mr Stag, encouraged me to push my boundaries in ways I never imagined possible. What started as innocent curiosity has blossomed into something beautiful, terrifying, exciting, and completely transformative. We’re now living what I would have called, just weeks ago, a life of sin. But I’ve discovered that sometimes sin is just another word for freedom.

		Here, I’ll write honestly about wife-sharing, swinging, the thrill of swapping partners, the intoxicating power of lesbian connection, double penetration, and all the sultry sensations and scary emotions that come with embracing a more adventurous side of love and marriage.”

		I felt my eyes growing heavy as I read, the words blurring slightly. It felt familiar. Too familiar.

		I bookmarked the page, the blue light of the screen, the last thing I saw before I let my eyes drift shut.

		Tomorrow was going to be a big day.

		

		A Fresh Perspective on Family Favourites

		

		Home and Heart

		A Blog By @DemureMillieGrace

		We strive so hard to be the perfect nourishment for our husbands, don’t we? We keep our homes warm and our aprons clean, ensuring there is always a wholesome meal waiting on the table. Yet, I sometimes worry that even the most beloved family recipe can become… well, stale after years of exclusive consumption. It is only natural for a man’s appetite to wander, to wonder if there are sharper, more exotic flavours out there that he is missing.

		But I realised something profound today while rolling out pastry. The solution isn’t to let him wander off to dine in strange restaurants. No, the secret to renewing his appetite might be to invite a guest to our very own table.

		Imagine the pride he would feel seeing another man sample his wife’s cooking. Imagine him standing back, watching a stranger devour the dish he usually takes for granted, seeing the guest lick his lips and groan with pure delight. There is nothing quite like seeing the hunger in another man’s eyes to remind a husband just how delicious his own home cooking truly is. Suddenly, he isn’t just eating dinner; he’s realising he owns the finest kitchen in town.

		Yours in sweetness and sharing,

		Millie Grace x

		

	
		Chapter eight

		

		Saved By The Bell

		The drone of the vacuum cleaner was the only sound in the house, a relentless, mechanical roar that filled the empty rooms but did nothing to drown out the noise in my head.

		Back and forth. Back and forth. The motion was hypnotic, a way to burn off the nervous energy that had been filling me since I woke up. Daisy was at university. She’d almost forgotten to take the drafts she printed off until I reminded her. She’d be home by mid-afternoon, and then the clock would start ticking down to tonight.

		Tonight.

		I pushed the vacuum harder into the carpet, watching the pile flatten and spring back.

		I needed to go next door. I knew I did. I needed the second part of the guide, the booklet, and, more importantly, I needed to align our stories. Daisy knew Tyler had seen us. She knew Morgan knew. But if she found out about Russell standing there in the dark, or just how much detail Tyler had shared with the rest of the street... that fragility I’d seen in the bath last night might shatter completely.

		I switched off the vacuum. The silence that rushed back in was stark. I picked up the TV remote and turned it on, just for the background noise.

		I stood in the centre of the living room, staring out the window at the house next door. It looked so normal. A tidy lawn, a car in the drive, net curtains twitching in the breeze. But I knew what went on behind those curtains now. The image of Morgan, naked and unashamed, riding her husband while he watched me watching them popped back into my head.

		A knot of anxiety tightened in my stomach.

		It wasn’t just the conversation I was dreading. It was them. It was the way Morgan had looked at me, that predatory, confident gaze. “You will fuck me. I always get what I want.”

		If I went over there now, alone, while Daisy was out... what would happen? Would they see it as acceptance? As permission?

		I checked my watch. 2:15 PM. Daisy would be back by three. If I was going to do this, it had to be now.

		I wound the cord around the vacuum hooks with jerky, impatient movements. Just get the book, I told myself. Get the story straight. Get out.

		I grabbed my keys and stepped out the front door before I could talk myself out of it. The street was quiet, the midweek afternoon lull of people being out at work. I walked the few yards to their driveway, my heart thudding a heavy, uneven rhythm against my ribs.

		I rang the bell.

		There was no immediate answer. I waited, shifting my weight from foot to foot, half-hoping they were out. I rang again.

		Then, the door opened.

		It wasn’t Tyler. It was Morgan.

		She was wearing a silk blouse, loosely buttoned, the fabric shimmering a deep, bruised purple. Her hair was loose, damp at the ends as if she’d just showered, and the smell of her rich perfume hit me instantly.

		“Jordan,” she purred, leaning against the doorframe, the silk falling open just enough to reveal the curve of one breast. “We were wondering when you’d come back.”

		“I...” I faltered, suddenly thrown by the glimpse of flesh. “I needed to talk to you. And Tyler. About Daisy.”

		Her smile widened. “About Daisy? Or about us?” She took a half-step closer, lowering her voice. “Did you change your mind? Did you want to finish what we started yesterday?”

		“No,” I said quickly, heat rising in my cheeks. “No, Morgan. I just... I need to speak to Tyler.”

		“He’s in the living room,” she said, stepping back to let me in. “But we have company.”

		I hesitated. “Company?”

		“Come see.”

		I followed her down the hall, bracing myself for... I didn’t know what. Another display? An orgy?

		We walked into the living room. Tyler was there, sitting in an armchair. But the room was packed. Frank and Linda sat on the sofa, holding cups of tea. Russell was perched on the arm of the other chair.

		They all looked up as I entered. It looked like a meeting, with documents scattered across the coffee table.

		“Jordan!” Tyler beamed, standing up. “Come in, come in! We were just discussing the new tenants for Number 17.”

		“Oh,” I said, blinking. “I... sorry to interrupt. I can come back when it’s more convenient.”

		“Nonsense!” Frank boomed. “Grab a chair. We’re planning a little Neighbourhood Watch get-together for next weekend. Just a casual thing to welcome the new folks.”

		“Don’t be shy,” Tyler said, walking over and clapping a hand on my shoulder. His grip was firm, friendly on the surface, but with a weight behind it. “We love having new perspectives. Don’t we, Russell?”

		Russell tipped his head at me, his expression unreadable behind his glasses. “Good to see you again, Jordan.”

		I stood there, surrounded by my neighbours, Frank with his tea, Linda nodding along, Tyler smiling his salesman smile. It was perfectly, painfully normal. And yet, under the surface, I knew exactly what connected them all. Sex.

		“Really, I can come back later,” I said again. “Daisy will be home soon. I just wanted a quick chat with Tyler, that’s all.”

		“You can speak in front of everyone here. They know everything,” Tyler said, waving me in. “Just relax. We’re all friends. What’s on your mind?”

		I looked around the room. Frank, Linda, Russell, Tyler, Morgan. Five pairs of eyes fixed on me.

		“I...” I took a breath. “I’ve read the booklet. Part One. And I was hoping... I was hoping I could get Part Two.”

		A ripple of understanding went through the room. Frank’s eyes widened. Linda leaned forward, lips parting. Russell just smirked.

		“Ah, yes. Part Two,” Tyler said, his voice dropping the jovial neighbour act. He glanced at Morgan. “Would you fetch it for him, my dear? It’s in the drawer.”

		Morgan slipped out of the room, giving me a satisfied smile, probably because I’d read the first booklet so quickly.

		“So,” Russell said, his voice cutting through the silence. “You’ve read it. And you’re back for more. Does that mean Daisy is on board?”

		I took a deep breath. I had to get our stories straight, no matter how uncomfortable it made me feel. “We talked last night,” I said, feeling small under all of their attention. “She knows about Tyler watching us. She admitted she saw him through the window while we were... together.”

		“She saw him?” Frank asked, his voice thick with envy. He looked at Linda, then back at me. “She knew he was watching you fuck, and she kept going? Tyler told me he’d seen you guys having sex, but he didn’t mention that part.”

		“She said she was drunk,” I said defensively. “But yes. She knew.”

		“I told you,” Tyler muttered, shaking his head. “You didn’t believe me.”

		“But she doesn’t know about Russell,” I added quickly, looking at the man in sunglasses, sitting quietly nearby. “She thinks it was just Tyler. And she definitely doesn’t know about... the rest of you. Or that the Neighbourhood Watch is basically a wife-swapping club.”

		“We prefer ‘lifestyle community’,” Linda corrected gently. “But yes. We understand. A controlled disclosure might be best if she’s showing reluctance.”

		“She knows about Paul and Corinne,” I said. “It turns out that they’re mutual friends with some old neighbours of ours. Corinne let slip at the lingerie party that they’ve dabbled in the lifestyle. But that’s it. That’s all she knows.”

		“Okay. That’s something,” Russell nodded. “And smart, too. Let her get comfortable with the idea slowly. Let her figure some of this out for herself.”

		Morgan returned, sliding a new slim black booklet into my hand. “Here you go. Read it carefully, Jordan. I’m so glad you read the first part. It shows that you’re willing… and wanting… to join us.”

		“Can I ask you something?” Russell said, leaning back. “You enjoyed it, didn’t you? Having Tyler watch. I know I enjoyed watching.”

		I flinched. “It was… different, I guess.”

		“I enjoy watching,” Russell said simply. “It’s my thing. I like seeing my Charlotte being enjoyed by other men.” He paused, tilting his head. “Is it your thing, too, Jordan? Do you want to watch Daisy with someone?”

		“I... I don’t know,” I stammered.

		“If you do,” Russell continued, his voice smooth as oil, “and you don’t want it to be someone on the street... someone she sees putting the bins out... I can recommend a friend. Alex.”

		“Alex?”

		“You met him,” Tyler reminded me. “He almost ran Kendall over. Knocked her off her bike. You were very hospitable to him, he told me.”

		The guy driving the car. I did remember him.

		“He was just leaving our house when it happened, after a good session with Charlotte. He’s very discreet. Experienced. He knows how to handle a first-timer,” Russell continued. “If you want to watch her get properly fucked by someone who knows exactly what he’s doing... Alex is your man. He’s what they call a professional bull.”

		“I... that’s moving a bit fast,” I said, backing toward the door. “I just wanted to talk to you. Make sure we’re all on the same page, so you don’t let anything slip to Daisy. And to let you know that she knows about you, Tyler. And that Morgan knows, too.”

		“I’m glad she knows,” Morgan smiled. “It means I can mention it to her the next time we talk.”

		“She’ll be home soon,” I said, clutching the booklet and glancing at my watch. “I have to go. I’ll leave you to your… meeting.”

		“Give her our best,” Linda chirped from the sofa, her eyes shining with vicarious excitement. “Hopefully, we’ll see her soon.”

		I turned and fled, the door closing behind me as I heard them begin to discuss in low voices what was happening with Daisy and me. I didn’t stop to listen. I didn’t have time.

		I walked back toward my house, the black booklet a hard rectangle against my ribs where I’d shoved it into my jacket pocket. My hands were still trembling slightly, and I flexed my fingers to steady them as I reached the driveway, then heard a voice call out from the pavement behind me.

		“Hey! Jordan!”

		I turned. Kendall was walking toward me, wearing a denim jacket and a tiny pleated miniskirt, a canvas tote bag over one shoulder and a designer shopping bag in her hand. She must have been coming back from a day out. The late afternoon sun caught in her hair, turning the almost-black to a dark brown, and she looked pretty and happy as her dark eyes met mine.

		“Hey,” I said, trying to shift gears from the suffocating atmosphere of Tyler’s living room to something resembling normal. “Been shopping?”

		“Yeah, just grabbed some new threads.” She stopped at the end of the drive, tilting her head with a bright, curious smile. “Is Daisy home?”

		“Not yet. She’ll be back any minute now from uni.”

		“Cool.” She took a step closer, lowering her voice slightly as if we were sharing a secret. “I was wondering... Daisy and I were talking the other night, at the lingerie party, and she was telling me you did some figure studies of her. She said they were amazing. Can I see?”

		I hesitated. The rational part of my brain, the part that wasn’t still buzzing with adrenaline and the residual arousal from talking about my wife being watched having sex, said this was a bad idea. I should go inside, lock the door, and make myself useful before Daisy got home. But Kendall was looking at me with those wide, expectant eyes, and the reckless energy that Tyler and Russell had stirred up was still humming in my blood.

		“Daisy will be home soon,” I repeated lamely.

		“So?” Kendall shrugged. “We’re friends. It’ll be nice to see her.”

		“Sure,” I said, unable to think of another reason to say no. “Come on in. It’s in the studio.”

		I led her inside and to the conservatory, watching as she flicked through a few of my canvasses.

		“This is a nice little set-up,” she smiled, as I reconnected the tablet and powered up the screen. I wasn’t going to show her Daisy’s nudes if that’s what she was fishing for. Instead, the image of Nova filled the monitor, still as fierce and beautiful as I’d drawn her, and still unmistakably Daisy. Kendall leaned in close, her arm brushing mine, and I caught the scent of her, oud and vanilla, not a daytime shopping scent.

		“Wow,” she breathed, her voice dropping to something almost reverent. “She looks... beautiful. You’re super-talented.”

		“Thank you.” Come on, Daisy. Be early for once. Rescue me.

		Kendall turned to me, her hip resting against the desk in a way that brought her body closer into my space. Her eyes were darker now, more intent. “Daisy said there were figure sketches, too. And a nude.”

		My throat tightened. “She told you about those?”

		“She told me everything,” Kendall said, her gaze dropping briefly to my mouth before returning to my eyes. “Tyler and Frank mentioned them, too. You know we’re all close, right? I’m close to a lot of people on the rise.”

		Heat rose up my neck and spread across my face. I turned away, pretending to adjust something on the desk, but she followed, stepping into the space I’d tried to create.

		“I know about what goes on,” I muttered. “But Daisy doesn’t. Not fully. Please don’t tell her.”

		“Oh, I won’t.” Her voice was soft and playful. She reached out, her fingers trailing lightly down my forearm, and I felt my pulse spike beneath her touch. “So, when are we doing my session? You have a second female character to draw, Daisy told me. And she says she’d give you the green light. She said she trusts you.”

		“Soon,” I managed, my voice rough. “I need to figure out the composition first.”

		“I’m ready whenever you are.” I stepped sideways, but again, she stepped closer, filling the gap, so close I could smell her perfume once more. “And I’m happy to do it naked. You’ve already seen me naked, haven’t you?”

		I tried not to think of the memory, but I couldn’t help myself. The view from the path behind her house, Jake standing in front of her, the gorgeous young woman totally naked, on her knees, sucking his cock.

		“I... yes,” I admitted.

		“Did you enjoy it?” Her voice dropped to a husky purr, intimate and filthy. “Watching me suck his dick? Did you like my body?”

		“Kendall...”

		“Jake’s got a nice big one,” she said, stepping right up to me now, her breasts almost brushing my chest. “I knew you were watching. I saw you. It was such a turn on I almost let you watch everything but….”

		She giggled, then, slowly and deliberately, she reached down and took hold of the hem of the miniskirt and lifted it an inch. Then another. The fabric slid up her thighs, revealing her smooth, mocha-coloured skin.

		“Would you like me to pose naked for you, Jordan? Would you like to see me again, but a little more close-up, this time?”

		She lifted it higher, revealing the tops of her thighs, and then the scrap of white lace that barely covered her pussy. Her panties were so thin I could see the shape of her pussy through them. My breath caught in my throat.

		Then the sound of the front door opening and closing shattered the moment.

		“Jordan? I’m home!”

		Kendall dropped her skirt in a heartbeat, smoothing it down with a mischievous grin that said she knew exactly what she was doing.

		“Saved by the bell,” she whispered, just as Daisy appeared in the doorway.

		“Oh! Hey, Kendall,” Daisy said, surprised but not alarmed. She was carrying a canvas bag heavy with papers, her blonde hair slightly mussed from the wind. “I didn’t know you were here.”

		“Just popped over to see Jordan’s artwork that you told me about,” Kendall said easily, gesturing to the screen. “It’s stunning, Daisy. I can totally see you in her. Very sexy and exciting.”

		Daisy moved into the studio, set her bag down on the desk, and leaned in to look at the image herself. For a moment, the three of us stood there, close enough that I could smell Daisy’s flowery perfume mixing with Kendall’s vanilla scent.

		“He’s good at what he does,” Daisy said softly, her gaze lingering on the painted version of herself. Then she turned to Kendall with a warm smile. “Are you still up for modelling for the other character? I think Jordan is a bit nervous asking you.”

		“Absolutely,” Kendall said, matching Daisy’s warmth. “I’m excited, actually. I’ve always wanted to be someone’s muse.”

		“He’ll do you justice,” Daisy said. “Just don’t let him get carried away with the poses. He’ll end up leaving you sore all over with some of the crazy positions he might try to get you in.”

		I felt my cheeks burn at the unintended innuendo, but neither of the women seemed to notice. They laughed together as they both realised how it sounded, then glanced at me, a shared moment of gentle teasing at my expense, and I felt a strange pull in my chest, watching them. They looked almost like long-time friends, even though they’d only known each other for a brief time. Kendall’s hand briefly touched Daisy’s arm as she spoke, a gesture of easy familiarity that sent an odd ripple of something through me. Jealousy? Arousal? I couldn’t name it.

		“I should get going,” Kendall said, slinging her tote bag over her shoulder and picking up the shopping she’d bought. “I want to try this new stuff on.” We followed her out, and she paused at the door, glancing back at me with a smile that held just a hint of mischief. “Let me know when you’re ready to start, Jordan. I’m looking forward to seeing what you can do with me.”

		“I will,” I managed.

		After she left, I headed into the kitchen to make Daisy a drink. She followed me, her arms folded loosely across her chest, her gaze fixed on me with an expression I couldn’t quite read. There was a faint crease between her brows, a slight tightness around her mouth.

		“She’s pretty,” Daisy said quietly.

		“She is,” I admitted, sensing the trap but not knowing how to avoid it.

		“Do you find her attractive?”

		“Do we have to do this?” I asked, focusing on filling the coffee machine, trying to keep my voice light and non-confrontational.

		“I was just asking,” Daisy replied, coming over and wrapping her arms around my waist from behind, watching as I made the hot drink. “No need to be grumpy.”

		I hesitated, then sighed. “I’m not grumpy. Look, I think she’s objectively attractive. And the modelling thing… It’s work.”

		“Work.” She let the word hang there for a moment, as if filing the information away for later. “Right.”

		I turned in her arms, and she was grinning at me, teasing me. She leaned forward, gave me a quick kiss on the lips, then picked up the coffee with one hand and her bag with the other and moved toward the stairs. “I’m going to do some studying in the bedroom,” she said, her tone still amused. “I’m tired. I want a nap before I start getting ready for tonight.”

		“Do you need help with anything?”

		“No,” she said over her shoulder as she headed up. “Just... don’t wake me unless you have to.”

		“Okay.” I watched her disappear from view, then walked back into the studio, retrieving the booklet from inside my jacket. Luckily, Daisy hadn’t picked my coat up to hang it up, or she’d have possibly found it.

		I was tempted to open it and start reading it there and then, in the studio where I’d fucked Daisy the other night, in full view of Tyler and Russell. The studio where Kendall had promised to model naked for me, and maybe more.

		But I didn’t read it. I stashed it where I’d kept Part One, in between my old sketchbooks where no one would ever think to look. I needed to relax, do something to take my mind off all the crazy things that were happening and the anxiety that was starting to build in the run-up to this part at Spencer and Elia’s tonight.

		And so I headed back to the kitchen, made myself a cup of hot, soothing tea and then sat down on the sofa in front of the TV, which I’d left playing as background sound all this time. I took my phone from my pocket and remembered the bookmark I’d saved from last night. Sinner Minnie, or whatever she called herself.

		I took one look over my shoulder to make sure Daisy wasn’t around, then started to read her first full blog post.

		

		Welcome to a Different Kind of Freedom: My First Post

		

		Sultry Whispers

		A blog for women by @SultrySinnerMinnie

		I used to live by the same values as most women, maybe even more strictly. I believed in monogamy, in traditional marriage, in keeping desire locked safely inside familiar walls.

		Then something happened that opened my eyes to a world I never imagined: the joy of intimacy with other men, all with my husband’s full permission and encouragement.

		I’ve slept with my husband’s boss, his work colleague, and his best friend. I’ve had threesomes. I’ve swapped partners and watched my husband with another woman for the first time, an experience that was terrifying, liberating, and ultimately beautiful. I’ve even been with another woman while my husband watched, and then he joined us both. It was exquisite.

		It started with something simple, showing off my body. At the time, it felt like the most lewd, terrifying thing imaginable. But it made me realise I was desirable, and that realisation awakened something in me. I began acting on those desires, and now I’m never looking back.

		I started this blog to tell women: it’s okay to want this. It’s just sex. Nothing more, nothing less. It doesn’t make you worth less as a woman, a wife, or a mother.

		Welcome to Sultry Whispers.

		xx Sinner Minnie

		

	
		Chapter nine

		

		The Party

		Two hours had passed since Kendall left. I’d spent them doing more chores around the house, trying to distract my mind from the blogger, Sinner Minnie’s words. It’s just sex. Nothing more, nothing less. It’s okay to want this. That last phrase echoed in my head, seductive and dangerous.

		When I heard the shower running upstairs, I finished folding the laundry and climbed the stairs. The bedroom was dim, the sky darkening outside as I drew the curtains shut and undressed to surprise her by joining her in the shower.

		Steam billowed out as I pushed it open. Through the frosted glass of the shower door, I could see Daisy’s silhouette, her head tilted back under the spray, water running in rivulets down the glass.

		I opened the shower door and stepped in behind her.

		She turned, blinking water from her eyes, and smiled. “Joining me, huh?”

		“Thought I’d help you get ready,” I said, running my hands down her wet arms.

		She laughed, soft and low, and turned back to the spray. “I’m almost done. You can shower after.”

		But I didn’t step back. I moved closer, my hands finding her hips, pulling her against me. She felt soft and warm, and smelled of fruity shower gel as I pressed my lips to her shoulder, tasting the soapy cleanliness of her.

		“Jordan...” she murmured, but she didn’t pull away.

		“We have time, don’t we?” I said, my hand sliding up to cup her breast, thumb brushing over her nipple.

		She made a small sound, half laugh, half gasp, and then gently pushed my hand away. “Save it for later.”

		“Later?”

		She turned to face me, water streaming between us, and gave me a teasing smile. “Who knows? You might be all excited and turned on after hearing about Spencer and Elia’s experiences tonight.”

		“Maybe,” I admitted. “Aren’t you curious what she’s going to say, too? Curious as to what they’ve done? And with who?”

		“Yeah, I am,” she giggled, her brown eyes sparkling with mischief. She reached up and ran her fingers through my wet hair. I swallowed hard. “Which is why we need to save our energy.”

		Then she kissed me once, soft and quick, before slipping past me out of the shower. She grabbed a towel and wrapped it around herself, leaving me standing under the spray, my cock hard and aching, water dripping from the tip.

		“You’re evil,” I called after her.

		“I know,” she said, laughing as she disappeared into the bedroom.

		I resisted the urge to wank off, and washed myself, enjoying the feeling of the hot water on my skin. When I finally stepped out of the shower, Daisy was standing in front of the mirror, her hair wrapped in a towel, her body still bare. And then I saw it.

		She’d shaved.

		Completely.

		Her pussy was smooth and clean, the cleft of her slit visible in the soft bedroom light. I froze, towel in hand, staring.

		She caught my gaze in the mirror and smiled. “Morgan suggested it at the lingerie party. Didn’t you notice in the shower?”

		“No,” I admitted, my voice rough. “I like it. Do you?”

		“I do,” she said quietly, turning to face me. “It feels naughty.”

		She moved past me to the wardrobe, and I followed, still dripping, starting to towel myself dry as she pulled out the bag she’d brought home from the lingerie party.

		“I bought this and didn’t finish showing you,” she said, delving into the bag. “I didn’t expect to be wearing it this fast, though.”

		She pulled out a black boned corset, structured and sleek, with delicate lacing up the back. “I thought it would look good with that leather skirt.”

		“That’s very… revealing, Daisy,” I breathed. “Compared to what you normally wear.”

		“I bought it for you,” she said, laying the outfit on the bed once she’d fished the skirt from the drawer, a small black leather mini skirt she’d owned for a while. “I thought I could wear it one night when we went out, to tease you a little. But then Elia told me to dress racy for later. She said the friends they’ve invited are swinger friends. I don’t want to stand out like a sore thumb.”

		“Swinger friends,” I repeated, the reality settling over me.

		“Yeah.” She looked at me, gauging my reaction. “Is that okay?”

		“Sure,” I laughed, despite myself. “What am I going to wear? A gimp suit or something?”

		She giggled, though I thought I sensed some nervousness beneath it. “No. I don’t think they’re ready for Jordan in his gimp suit. Save it for next time.”

		“Good call,” I said, grinning. “So, what then? I don’t want to stand out either.”

		“A smart white shirt and jeans will be fine. You’ll look handsome. Normal.”

		“Normal,” I echoed.

		She stepped closer, her hand resting on my bare chest, still damp from the shower. “Normal is fine. I like Normal Jordan. He’s my favourite man in the whole world.”

		I covered her hand with mine, feeling her pulse beneath my palm. “You’re my favourite girl too,” I added. “Racy or normal. Both are good.”

		“Well, tonight you get Racy Daisy.” She kissed me then, soft and lingering, and I tasted mint toothpaste on her lips. “Now get dressed,” she whispered, pulling back with a teasing smile. “We leave in half an hour.”

		The drive to Spencer and Elia’s house was a good way, right across town, but it passed quickly enough. I’d volunteered to be the designated driver so Daisy could have a drink and relax, but now I regretted it. I wanted something to take the edge off, something to dull the anticipation that was coiling tighter in my chest with every passing streetlight.

		Daisy sat in the passenger seat, her phone in her hand, scrolling through something I couldn’t see. She looked stunning. Her makeup was flawless, smoky eyes that made the brown of her irises almost luminous, lips painted a deep, dangerous red. Her blonde hair was styled in that perfectly imperfect way, slightly mussed as if she’d just rolled out of bed, but deliberate. The black boned corset hugged her torso, semi-translucent panels revealing glimpses of pale skin beneath, the boning pushing her breasts up in a way that was both elegant and obscene at the same time. The short black leather skirt clung to her hips and stopped mid-thigh, leaving her long legs bare down to the black ankle boots that gave her an extra inch of height and an air of confidence to go with it.

		She looked like someone else. Not my wife. More like the Daisy I first met, the one who enjoyed dating and loved to dance and kiss, and drink and party.

		“I’m going to record as much as I can on my phone,” she said, breaking the silence as I turned onto Spencer’s street, our old street. “For my research. I’ll look weird with a dictation machine or a pen and notepad, but my phone is normal. I can pretend I’m texting.”

		I glanced at her, my hands tight on the wheel. “You’re really treating this like a field study?”

		“It is a field study,” she said, looking at me with a small smile. “This is exactly the kind of environment I need to understand for my dissertation. Real people, real dynamics. It’s perfect.”

		“What if some of these other friends try it on with you?” I asked, unable to keep the worry from my voice. “What if they get the wrong idea? Or... what if Spencer does?”

		She reached over and placed her hand on my thigh, squeezing gently. “Jordan. Trust me. I have no interest in swinging. What happened with Tyler, letting him watch us, that was a spur-of-the-moment thing. I was drunk. The stuff I said about Spencer’s cock was just silliness. You know that, right?”

		“And the vibrator?” I asked, my voice strained.

		She laughed softly. “It’s a sex toy, Jordan. Nothing to worry about. It’s for us. Not for them.”

		I nodded, but my grip on the wheel didn’t loosen. “Okay.”

		“I’m nervous too,” she admitted, her voice dropping. “But once I’ve had a drink, hopefully I’ll relax. I just want to talk to a few people, use this party as a case study. That’s it.”

		“And what about me?” I asked. “What am I supposed to do?”

		“Talk to Spencer,” she said. “And Elia. Clear the air. Find out what this lifestyle really means to them. It’ll be good for both of us to understand.”

		I pulled up outside Spencer and Elia’s house. It was a regular sort of house, a semi-detached property at the end of the street, set back from the road with a short gravel driveway. I looked at the house it was connected to, our home, once. Just a few months ago, we’d lived there, next door to Spencer and Elia, sharing a garden fence and seeing each other most mornings and evenings when we went to and from work.

		The windows glowed warm and golden, music drifting faintly through the closed doors. There were several cars already parked on the drive and the street outside. More than I’d expected.

		Daisy took a deep breath, checking her reflection in the visor mirror one last time. “Ready?”

		“No,” I said honestly.

		She smiled, leaning over to kiss me on the cheek. “Me neither. But we’re doing this together, remember?”

		“Together,” I echoed.

		We got out of the car. The November night air was cool, carrying the faint scent of Daisy’s perfume as she took my hand, her fingers warm and steady in mine, and together we walked up the driveway and rang the bell. Music throbbed from inside, not loud but insistent, a bass line that vibrated through the wood. Voices layered over it, laughter and conversation, and the clink of glasses.

		The door swung open. Spencer stood there, grinning, a glass of red wine in his hand. He looked effortlessly handsome in a crisp white shirt, casually unbuttoned at the collar, paired with dark cargo pants. His hair was slightly tousled, though his dark beard was perfectly trimmed.

		“Jordan! Daisy! Come in, come in!” He stepped back, ushering us inside with a sweep of his arm.

		We wiped our feet on the mat, not wanting to dirty the hallway’s polished wooden floor. Coats were piled on a bench by the door, shoes scattered beneath it. The house smelled of expensive candles, vanilla, raspberry, and something else sweet and delicious.

		And then Elia appeared from the kitchen doorway.

		She looked stunning. No, she looked beyond stunning. She wore an elaborate black dress that clung to her body like a second skin, structured with leather straps that crisscrossed over her torso and hips, leaving strategic gaps of bare skin visible beneath. The neckline plunged low, revealing the curve of her small breasts, and the hem stopped high on her thighs. It was the kind of dress someone might wear to a proper fetish party, daring and unapologetic.

		“Daisy!” she exclaimed, rushing forward to kiss her on both cheeks. “You look incredible. And Jordan, handsome as always.”

		She hugged me briefly, then ran her hand through her short blonde hair. “I’m so glad you came.”

		“Come through,” Spencer said, leading us down the hall toward the living room. “Everyone’s dying to meet you.”

		As we stepped into the open-plan space, my stomach dropped. The room was full. At least a dozen people milled around, drinks in hand, talking and laughing in clusters. Some were dressed conservatively, smart casual, like us. Others wore outfits like Elia’s, bold and provocative. A woman in a sheer lace bodysuit. A man in leather trousers and a T-shirt so tight you could see every line of his musculature.

		I leaned close to Daisy’s ear. “Have we just walked into a full-on swingers house party?”

		She squeezed my hand, her voice calm, but her hand felt slightly sweaty. “There are more people here than I expected, but no, I’m sure we’ll be fine.”

		Elia took Daisy’s other hand, drawing her away from me, her eyes lighting up as she looked her over. “You look absolutely stunning, Daisy. That corset is perfect on you. Come on, let me introduce you to some of the girls.”

		She pulled Daisy away toward a cluster of women near the kitchen, leaving me standing with Spencer in the hallway.

		Spencer clapped me on the shoulder, steering me toward the drinks table set up against the wall. “First things first, what are you drinking? We’ve got wine, beer, spirits, whatever you need.”

		“I’m driving,” I said. “So just a soft drink for now.”

		“Driving?” Spencer looked at me, surprised. “Jordan, you don’t need to worry about that. You can crash here tonight. Get a taxi back tomorrow. We’ve got a spare room upstairs.”

		The idea of staying the night, of being here when the party inevitably got more intense, judging by the outfits and the charged energy in the room, sent a spike of anxiety through me. “I appreciate it, but I’ve got some work to do tomorrow, and Daisy does too.”

		Spencer filled a glass with lemonade and handed it to me, his expression shifting to something more serious. “Jordan, listen. I know this might seem overwhelming. But no one here is going to pounce on you or Daisy. I promise. I’ve told everyone that I have new friends coming over tonight, and to be gentle. You’ve got nothing to worry about.”

		“Okay,” I said, though my grip on the glass tightened.

		“Besides,” Spencer added, his grin returning, “There are some familiar faces here too. People you already know.”

		My stomach dropped. This wasn’t part of the plan. “Familiar faces?”

		“Come on,” he said, gesturing toward the living room. “Let me introduce you properly.”

		We pushed through the crowd. I recognised a couple from further down the street, faces I’d seen in passing but never spoken to when we lived here. And then I saw them.

		Paul and Corinne stood near the fireplace, deep in conversation with an older couple I didn’t know. Paul caught my eye and raised his glass in greeting, a knowing smile on his lips. Corinne gave me a slow, appraising look.

		“You already know Paul and Corinne,” Spencer said unnecessarily.

		Paul and Corinne. Here. At Spencer and Elia’s party. The very people who knew everything about Far Bridge Rise, the wife-swapping, the voyeurism, the secrets hidden behind neighbourhood watch meetings. And now they were here, in the same room as Daisy, who knew none of it.

		I felt like I’d been led into an ambush.

		Paul excused himself from the older couple and crossed the room toward me, Corinne following close behind. She wore a tight red dress that left little to the imagination, her fiery hair swept up to reveal her neck and shoulders. Paul looked relaxed in a polo shirt and chinos, every inch the respectable neighbour.

		“Jordan!” he said, clapping me on the shoulder. “Fancy seeing you here. Small world, huh?”

		I could barely form words. “I... yeah. Small world.”

		Corinne leaned in, giving me a view of her large breasts down the front of her dress. “Don’t look so panicked,” she murmured, her voice low enough that only I could hear. “All your secrets about the Rise are safe with us. We’re not going to drop you in it with Daisy.”

		“Yes, relax,” Paul added, his tone reassuring. “I called Spencer, and he admitted they were a bit rude not calling in to us while passing last week, so when Elia called to invite us, we thought we’d make the effort. It’s all good.”

		“But Daisy—“ I started.

		“Doesn’t know about the Rise,” Paul finished. “And Spencer and Elia don’t either. At least, not yet. We might tell them later, but for now, your secrets are safe with us.”

		I let out a shaky breath. “Okay. Thank you.”

		Spencer was standing a couple of yards away, talking to a pretty young Asian lady, so Paul gestured across the room. “Come on, I’ll take over the introductions.”

		We moved through the crowd. Near the window, I spotted a tall, young, broad-shouldered man standing with a petite brunette woman. He had dark but prematurely greying hair, strong features, and an air of quiet confidence that commanded attention even in a crowded room.

		It took me a moment to recognise him. Alex. The bull Russell had recommended. The driver of the car that knocked Kendall off her bike. He was dressed simply in dark jeans and a fitted black t-shirt, but his presence was magnetic. He saw me looking and gave a small nod of acknowledgement.

		And then, next to him, I saw Jake.

		I recognised him instantly. Same chiselled jaw, same intense eyes. The man I’d watched Kendall suck through the window that night. The electrician that she’d then handed over to Paul and Corinne the next day.

		Jake caught my gaze and smiled, raising his beer in a casual salute.

		“That’s Jake,” Spencer said unnecessarily, rejoining us, following my line of sight. “And his brother Alex. Both good guys. You might remember Jake, he was at university with us. We went to his birthday party.”

		Alex and Jake were brothers? Of course they were.

		Spencer and Paul exchanged a glance, then Spencer gestured toward the hallway after looking around us. “Let’s have a quick chat somewhere more private. Just the three of us.”

		We stepped into the narrow hallway, out of earshot of the main party. The music was muted here, the air cooler. Paul closed the door behind us, his expression turning conspiratorial.

		“I told Spencer about what I saw,” Paul said without preamble. “That night I was walking Bluebell. Daisy’s pussy.”

		My blood ran cold. “What?”

		“It’s fine,” Spencer said quickly, his hand on my arm. “Paul and I tell each other stuff. We go back a long way. I’m jealous, actually. What I’d give to see her bend over with no panties on.”

		I stared at him, stunned, my mouth dry. “Hold on… slow down. I can’t believe you told him, Paul.”

		“Relax,” Paul said, grinning. It felt like the millionth time someone had told me to relax today. “I’m sorry, but I couldn’t keep it to myself. Remember, Spencer and I have fucked a lot of the same women. Corinne and Elia amongst them. I was just having a little fun, teasing him.”

		Spencer leaned in closer, his voice dropping. “Paul told me she looks tight. A little bit of hair. Said she looked wet, like you’d just had sex. Her hair was messy, and she was just wearing a T-shirt. Did he catch her after you’d just fucked her?”

		I swallowed hard, trying to appear composed, trying not to let the panic and arousal warring in my chest show on my face. “Yeah, we’d just done it. And, well, she’s... she’s shaved it now, actually. She’s totally bald down there, so…”

		“Oh, wow,” Paul said, his grin widening. “Nice. Also, I’m not the only one who’s seen her naked, am I, Jordan?”

		“What?” Spencer asked, his gaze switching between the two of us.

		“Tyler told me this afternoon,” Paul continued, his voice low and conspiratorial. “Him and Russell. They watched Jordan and Daisy fuck in the conservatory. He said they put on quite the show.”

		Spencer’s eyes went wide. “Is that true?”

		I felt the walls closing in. “Yes. But Daisy was drunk. We got carried away. The curtains were open. It was a mistake.”

		“A mistake?” Paul laughed. “She knew Tyler was there. He said she looked right at him and didn’t even flinch.”

		“Who’s Tyler?” Spencer asked, looking between us.

		“I might as well tell you,” I sighed, resigned to the fact that Paul couldn’t keep a secret to save his life. “A few of the neighbours on Far Bridge Rise are swingers. Not all of them, but enough. Tyler is one of them, his wife Morgan, our next-door neighbours. Then there’s Russell, Charlotte. Frank and Linda. They’re all into it. And they’re working on Daisy. Opening her up. And Paul here is clearly enjoying every minute of it.”

		“Oh, come on,” Paul said, his grin widening. “Don’t tell me you didn’t get off on Tyler watching you fuck your wife. Don’t tell me you don’t love the idea of sharing her with us.”

		Spencer was staring at me now, his expression shifting from shock to delight. “Jordan... is this real? Are you really bringing Daisy into the lifestyle?”

		“No,” I said firmly. “We’re only here tonight to understand it. Daisy’s studying relationships and infidelity for her university course. She wants to do research. That’s all this is.”

		“Research,” Paul repeated, his tone sceptical.

		“She’ll never be a swinger,” I insisted, my voice rising slightly. “She hates what infidelity did to her family. Her mother cheated. It destroyed her father. She would never do that.”

		Spencer held up his hands, his expression softening. “Okay. Okay, Jordan. I get it. No pressure. But... if she’s here to research, she’s in the right place. We can answer her questions. Give her the real story.”

		“And who knows,” Paul added with a wink. “Maybe once she sees what it’s really like... she’ll realise it’s totally different to cheating.”

		I looked at them both, these men who thought they could see through me, who thought they knew what I wanted. And the worst part was... they weren’t entirely wrong.

		“Come on,” Spencer said, clapping me on the shoulder. “Let’s find Daisy. I think it’s time we all had a proper conversation.”

		They led me back into the living room, and I felt the trap tightening around us. Somewhere in the crowd, Daisy was laughing, talking, unaware that the men around her were already imagining what lay beneath her leather skirt—and planning how to make it a reality.

		Spencer talked me into having a beer. Just one, to take the edge off. The glass was cool in my hand as we left the open-plan kitchen.

		Elia and Daisy were near the knocked-through archway that led into the living space. Around them, other guests milled about, a man with silver rings and a ponytail chatting up a petite woman covered in tattoos, a couple draped together on the sofa, a woman wearing a sheer animal print blouse that was so sheer that I could tell she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her nipples were clearly visible through the thin fabric.

		Daisy looked up as we approached, her face lighting up for a moment before her gaze landed on Paul, and Corinne, who was walking over from the other side of the room. Daisy’s smile faltered, replaced by something more uncertain.

		“I didn’t expect to see you two here,” she said to Paul, a little awkwardness in her voice. “Though I suppose I should have guessed.”

		Corinne’s eyes sparkled as she joined us, her hand landing softly on Daisy’s arm. I couldn’t help but admire her curves. The crimson dress clung to her hips, the neckline plunged low enough to reveal the pale swell of her breasts caged in a fine black lace bra. “We’re just here for fun, darling. Nothing to worry about. I heard you’re doing research for your course?”

		“That’s right,” Daisy said, glancing at me, probably wondering who’d told her that. “We’re just guests. Visiting, I suppose you could say. Outsiders looking in.”

		I touched her hand, my thumb tracing slow circles over her knuckles. “You okay?” I whispered into her ear.

		“I’m fine,” she whispered back. “Honestly, it’s kind of exciting, but… I wasn’t expecting to see… oh, my god. Wow.”

		As she’d spoken, her gaze had shifted past Corinne, her eyes widening as they landed on someone across the room. I turned to see who she was looking at.

		Alex and Jake stood near the window, the two good-looking brothers chatting to a petite brunette with an overly large chest for her frame.

		Daisy stared, her mouth opening slightly in shock. Then she looped her arm through mine and dragged me across the room, leaving the others behind for now. “Jake?” she said, her voice a blend of surprise and something I couldn’t quite place. “I haven’t seen you in years.”

		Jake’s grin was easy, familiar, as if no time had passed at all. “Daisy. Good to see you. You look incredible.”

		She turned to me and introduced him. “Jordan, this is Jake. Spencer’s old friend from university. The last time I saw him was… what, your birthday party, maybe?”

		Spencer shifted beside me, his expression tightening just slightly at the mention of that party. He’d mentioned it earlier, I recalled.

		“Yeah, something like that,” Jake said smoothly. “I’ve seen you around Far Bridge Rise, Jordan. I call by there quite a bit to see my friend.”

		Before I could respond, Paul, already flushed and loose-lipped from the drinks, leaned in to Daisy, unable to help himself. “You know Jake? He’s famous around here. He’s screwed my Corinne, actually. He’s what we call a Professional Bull, that’s what he does. Alex too. Both of them. They’re brothers, by the way.”

		Daisy’s eyes went wide, her gaze snapping from Corinne, who just shrugged, to Jake, then Alex, then Jake again. “Wait… you’re a…” She trailed off, then looked at Alex. “Jake’s brother… I know you too. You were visiting Russell that day. The day of the accident. When you hit Kendall. Corinne, you were there too.”

		I watched her face as the pieces started to fall into place. Jake having friends on the Rise, knowing Paul and Corinne. Alex knowing Russell, leaving in a hurry. Why would two bulls have friends on Far Bridge Rise? I could see the web of connections forming in Daisy’s eyes.

		Spencer must have seen it too, because he stepped in quickly, his hand on Daisy’s elbow. “Come on, Daisy. Let me show you something. We’ve had this amazing fire pit built out in the garden. You’ll love it.”

		Daisy hesitated, glancing at me. I gave her a small nod, trying to look reassuring even though my heart was pounding.

		“Go ahead,” I said. “I’ll be right here.”

		She let Spencer lead her away, and I watched them disappear through the patio doors into the garden, the cool night air rushing in for a moment before the door closed again.

		“Okay, hold on,” I said, stepping forward and holding up my hands. “Can we all just… cool it with the revelations for a minute?”

		Corinne blinked at me, surprised. “What?”

		“If Daisy finds out that I knew the neighbourhood watch was a swinging group all along and kept it from her, she’ll be furious,” I said, my voice low but urgent. “She needs to discover this in her own time. This is going too fast.”

		Paul opened his mouth to argue. “Jordan, she’s going to find out anyway—“

		“Yes,” I cut him off. “But let her do it in her own time. Let me handle it, please.”

		Corinne touched her husband’s arm, her expression softening. “He’s right, Paul. We’re being too pushy.” She looked at me apologetically. “I’m sorry, Jordan. We got carried away.”

		Paul sighed, rubbing the back of his neck. “Yeah. Sorry. You’re right. I’ll try to keep my big mouth shut. This is just all so fun, you know?”

		“It’s fine,” I said. “Just… let’s ease off, okay?”

		Elia had been standing nearby, listening with rapt attention, her pale eyes bright and curious. I realised too late that we’d just revealed far more than intended, not just to Daisy, but to her as well. She didn’t know about the Neighbourhood Watch and what they got up to. She didn’t know any of it.

		“Jordan,” she said softly, stepping closer. “Can I borrow you for a moment? I’d like to talk.”

		She didn’t wait for an answer, just took my arm with delicate fingers and guided me away from the group, toward the quiet hallway that led to the stairs, where Spencer had taken me earlier.

		When we got into the small space, I became acutely aware of her presence. Elia was petite — barely five feet — with the kind of fine, delicate features that made her look almost otherworldly. Her blonde hair was styled in short, loose waves that stopped just above her slender shoulders, catching the light as she moved, and her eyes were a striking pale blue-green, wide and expressive, framed by long lashes. She had high cheekbones, a small nose, and a mouth that seemed permanently on the edge of a knowing smile. In her elaborate and revealing black dress that clung to her slender frame, she looked like some kind of elven queen from a fantasy novel.

		But now that I knew she was open sexually, that she and Spencer were active in the lifestyle, that she’d likely done things I could barely imagine… things felt different around her. Sexy… Intimidating, even. There was a confidence in the way she looked at me now, something that made my heart rate quicken.

		“So,” she said, her voice soft but direct, her hand still resting lightly on my arm. “What’s going on, Jordan? What’s this about the neighbourhood watch and swinging?”

		I swallowed hard, then realised I might as well tell her.

		So, I told her everything. The neighbourhood watch, the voyeurism of Paul spying on Daisy, Tyler and Russell watching us have sex through the conservatory window, Morgan’s seduction attempts towards me, and the guidebook hidden in my studio. By the time I finished, Elia was leaning against the wall, her arms folded loosely across her chest, her expression deep in thought.

		“So,” she said finally, her voice soft but direct. “Do you want to share her, Jordan? Is this world something you’re actually interested in?”

		I hesitated, then nodded. “Yes. But Daisy really isn’t. And I don’t want to push her into something she doesn’t want to do.”

		Elia tilted her head, studying me with those pale blue-green eyes. “Let me talk to her. I can work on her, just like this Morgan is doing, but with more finesse. Daisy trusts me. She’ll listen.”

		“I don’t know if—“

		“Jordan,” she interrupted gently. “You need to understand something. Spencer has always had a thing for Daisy.”

		“What?”

		“Always,” she repeated. “Since university. Even when he was with me. If he finds out that Daisy is even curious about this, he’ll want a piece of it. So if that’s something you don’t want to happen, you need to tell him. Soon.”

		I stared at her, letting what she was saying sink in slowly. “And if I don’t tell him?”

		“Then he’ll get his hopes up,” she said simply. “Right now, you can trust him. He’s not going to make a move on her. Not now, not ever. She’s yours, and he respects that. He knows you love her. And she loves you. No, Spencer is a good guy. He cares deeply about you and Daisy. But if things progress and you haven’t set boundaries... it could get messy.”

		I nodded slowly. “Okay. I’ll talk to him.”

		“Good.” She paused, then her expression shifted, a faint smile playing at the corner of her lips. “You’ve seemed nervous this whole time, Jordan. Is it because of what I just said about Spencer? Or is it something else?”

		I swallowed. It was because I couldn’t stop looking at her. Why was she suddenly so damn sexy? Why was revealing all this to her turning me on so much? I had to find something to say.

		“I…” I started, trying to find the right words. “Can I ask you something? Out of pure curiosity.”

		“Of course.”

		“How did you get into this? The lifestyle. Do you enjoy it, or do you just do it because Spencer wants you to?”

		Elia laughed, a soft, musical sound that made the air between us feel suddenly warmer. “Oh, Jordan. You have it completely backwards. I’m the one who got Spencer into this.”

		“You?”

		“Me,” she confirmed, stepping closer. I couldn’t help but mentally undress her. What did those small tits look like? Was she totally shaved? Did she really love sucking cock? “I love sex. I love it with different men. The variety of different dicks. The thrill of someone new. The buzz when a stranger sees you naked for the first time.”

		I could barely breathe, I was that turned on.

		“Spencer was hesitant at first,” she continued, her voice dropping to something more intimate. “But I convinced him. I told him how much it would turn me on to have him watch me. To see another man fuck me, use me, make me orgasm.”

		I felt heat rise in my chest, spreading down to my groin. “And he... liked it?”

		“He loved it,” she said, her eyes locked on mine. “The first time he watched me get fucked, I thought he was going to cum just from the sight of it. And afterwards, when we fucked... it was the best sex we’d ever had.”

		“Jesus,” I muttered.

		She smiled, her hand reaching out to touch my arm lightly again, her fingers tracing a slow line down to my wrist. “You’re getting turned on just thinking about it, aren’t you?”

		“I— Yes.”

		“Who are you thinking about? Me? Or Daisy?”

		“D-D-Daisy.” Why was I stammering? “But, I mean…”

		“It’s okay,” she whispered, laughing suddenly. “I like knowing I’m turning you on. It’s part of the fun. Seeing the way a man looks at me when he realises I’m not just some innocent, pretty little thing.”

		“You’re definitely not that,” I agreed, managing a weak smile. My cock was stiff, aching in my shorts.

		“Daisy’s beautiful, Jordan,” Elia said, her voice soft but loaded with meaning. “And if she lets herself explore this... She’s going to get a lot of male attention. I hope you’re ready for that.”

		She stepped back, releasing my arm, and the sudden absence of her touch felt like a loss.

		“I haven’t thought about it too deeply,” I replied, wanting her to come closer again. “Because I know she’s not into it. She’s really not.”

		“We’ll see,” she said, her tone shifting back to something more practical. “Now, let me go mix and mingle. You should do the same. Have another drink. Relax. Trust Spencer and me to help you with all of this.”

		She turned and walked away, her hips swaying in that black dress, leaving me alone in the hallway with my thoughts racing and my cock throbbing in my pants.

		When I went back through to the living room, the party had shifted gear. The music was lower, the conversations deeper, and everyone a little more loosened up with alcohol. Daisy was standing near the far end of the room with two women I didn’t recognise, one tall and willowy in a silver slip dress, dark hair falling in soft waves down her back; the other shorter, curvier, in a deep green wrap dress that showed a generous amount of cleavage and one smooth thigh through the slit. Both of them were angled in toward Daisy, attentive, leaning in when she spoke, laughing at something she’d just said.

		Daisy had her phone in her hand, angled casually as if she were checking messages, but I suspected she was recording them. She held it low by her hip, discreet, her expression intent as she listened. This was Research Mode Daisy. Even so, she looked hot. When she shifted her weight, leaning against the wall, the black corset moved, pushing her boobs up, and the leather skirt rode up a fraction higher on her thighs. A man standing nearby openly checked her out, giving her a smile when she saw him.

		I stood half in the doorway, watching her, a sensation of pride and anxiety mixing together inside me. She looked more at ease than I’d expected, almost in her element, asking questions, nodding, occasionally glancing down to make sure her phone was still capturing everything. The two women were gesturing with their hands as they talked, and I caught a couple of words from across the room. Communication is important. Managing the jealousy. Oh, and then post-nut clarity, which I understood from reading stories, if never having experienced it myself.

		“She’s safe,” a voice said at my shoulder.

		I turned. Spencer was beside me, beer in hand, following my line of sight to Daisy. “Don’t worry,” he said, his tone light. “This is Daisy. She’s strong-minded. She’s not going to get swept away by anything or anyone she doesn’t want.”

		“I know,” I said, but I didn’t stop watching her.

		“She’s recording them, isn’t she?” Spencer added with a small smile. “That phone hasn’t left her hand.”

		“It’s for her dissertation,” I said. “She wants to use this as part of her case study. Real voices rather than textbooks.”

		“Good,” he nodded. “That’s exactly what the world needs. Real understanding, not just assumptions.”

		I hesitated, then remembered Elia’s words in the hallway, the warning about Spencer and the reminder that if I didn’t set boundaries now, things could get messy later.

		“Spencer,” I said, turning to face him properly. “There’s something I need to say. Just so we’re clear.”

		He raised an eyebrow, interested. “Go on.”

		“Elia told me just now that you’ve always… liked Daisy,” I said carefully. “Back in uni. Since then. I get it. She’s easy to like. But I need you to know that if anything does develop with all of this… if Daisy ever does decide she wants more… which she won’t… I just don’t want you getting your hopes up.”

		For a heartbeat, his expression froze. Then he exhaled, a slow, wry smile tugging at his mouth. “My wife doesn’t hold back, does she?”

		“Apparently not.”

		He took a sip of his drink, eyes sliding back to Daisy for a moment before returning to me. “Okay,” he said. “Thank you for saying it. Honestly, I won’t lie to you, yes, I’ve always fancied Daisy. Who wouldn’t? And hearing what Paul and the others have told me… I would be lying if I said this entire thing hadn’t turned me on.”

		“Paul tells people too much,” I muttered.

		“Maybe,” Spencer conceded. “But, yeah, I’m not offended. Daisy isn’t a prize to win by default. If she ever crossed that line, it would be because she chose to. And if she never does, that’s fine too. I care about you both. I’m not here to steal your wife. As if I could… it’s plain for everyone to see that she’s madly in love with you.”

		I let out a breath I hadn’t realised I’d been holding. “Good. Because I do… fantasise about sharing her. About seeing her with someone else. And I enjoyed Tyler watching us. It was… intense. But Daisy still isn’t there. She’s curious, not committed. And I can’t push her.”

		Spencer nodded slowly, eyes narrowing with a kind of clinical interest. “That makes sense. You’re in the liminal space,” he said. “You’ve opened the door in your head, but she’s still standing in the hallway, peeking round the frame.”

		“Yeah,” I said. “Something like that.”

		He clinked his glass lightly against mine. “Then we’ll respect that. No one here will push her. Curiosity is enough for now. And as for me… I’ll keep my fantasies to myself unless you tell me otherwise. But I will talk to her about it, feel her out, if that’s okay with you?”

		“Sure. Thank you,” I said. “I appreciate that.”

		“Now,” he said, nodding toward the room, “Go and mingle a bit. Talk to Alex and Jake. Enjoy it. You’ve been watching all night. Talk to people. Let yourself settle a bit.”

		I took his advice.

		Time blurred after that. I kept my promise to only have one drink, switching to lemonade, but even so, time passed quickly. I found myself in scattered conversations, gone with a couple who had been in the lifestyle for ten years and swore it had saved their marriage, another with a single woman who preferred dating couples to monogamy because she “liked the feeling of being borrowed and returned.” The stories were frank and strange and compelling. I laughed more than I expected. At some point, Paul and Corinne slipped away with another couple, and Alex disappeared not long after with a pair I hadn’t been introduced to, heading upstairs with a casual nod to Spencer. Jake vanished too; I never saw him leave, just realised at some point that he was no longer around, talking to the various pretty women as he had been all night.

		All the while, Daisy and I barely interacted. She moved through the crowd with her phone in her hand, talking, listening, occasionally scribbling something into the notes app. I watched from a distance, the way men eyed her up. The corset and skirt did exactly what they were designed to do: they turned her into a focal point, a magnet. I saw one man’s gaze travel slowly down her body and back up again, spending time on her breasts, his lips parting in something like awe. Daisy caught it, smiled politely, and turned back to her conversation, but her shoulders were a little straighter afterwards, her steps a little more assured.

		By the time the night began to thin out, my head was buzzing, not from any drink, but from the atmosphere and the fact that I’d enjoyed the party more than I’d expected. The room had emptied by degrees. The music was softer now, the ice bucket mostly melted. A couple I didn’t know said their goodbyes at the door. Another pair slipped upstairs with a quick glance back toward the room, as if checking to see who was watching.

		I realised suddenly that I couldn’t see Daisy.

		I turned in a slow circle, scanning the clusters of people still talking. No sign of her blonde hair, or her corseted and black leather-skirted body. Just the last few guests’ faces, talking amongst themselves, most of them preparing to head home.

		“Looking for someone?”

		I turned. Elia stood behind me, a fresh glass of wine in her hand, her lips curved in a small, knowing smile. The straps of her black dress had slipped a fraction lower on one shoulder, exposing more skin, the small rise of her breasts.

		“Daisy,” I said. “I lost her.”

		“They’re in the garden,” she replied. “Come with me.”

		Stepping outside with Elia, I felt the cool, quiet air hit my face, a shock after the heat and ambient noise of the house. The garden was long and narrow, fenced in on both sides, with strings of warm fairy lights zigzagging overhead. At the far end, the fire pit glowed, a low circle of orange and gold, flames licking at the logs, throwing shifting shadows against the fence that divided them from our old garden.

		Daisy and Spencer were there, sitting side by side on a wooden bench close to the fire. They were turned slightly toward each other, shoulders angled in, heads bowed as they talked. From where Elia stopped us, behind a small trellis with a climbing rose trained over it, we were just out of sight, but close enough to hear.

		“...Seeing Jake reminded me of that night,” Daisy was saying, her voice soft, almost lost under the crackle of the fire. “The birthday party. Do you remember?”

		“Of course I remember,” Spencer replied. His tone was low, threaded with something like nostalgia. “I’ll admit something to you, Daisy. I still think about it sometimes. I’ve wondered what would have happened if Elia hadn’t woken up.”

		Beside me, I felt Elia go very still, though her hand tightened briefly on my arm. She leaned close and whispered into my ear, “It’s fine. Let’s just listen for a minute.”

		Daisy laughed quietly, a small sound, but there was a tremor underneath it. “I think about it sometimes, too.”

		There was a pause. I could almost see the silence between them stretching, taut and bright, like a wire.

		“We’d probably have fucked,” Spencer said, blunt and matter-of-fact. “Jordan had stormed off after that argument you two had. You were drunk. I was drunk. We were halfway there already.”

		“Probably,” Daisy agreed. For a moment, my stomach clenched. Then she added, “But we didn’t. And even if I could go back in time to that moment, I wouldn’t change anything. Jordan’s amazing. I love him. It worked out perfectly.”

		The words soothed and knifed me at the same time.

		Spencer let out a long breath. “Yeah. You did good,” he said, a smile in his voice. “Still…”

		There was another pause, and I heard the faint clink of ice in a glass as Daisy shifted her drink in her hand.

		“Corinne says you’re a good lay,” Daisy said suddenly, mischief creeping into her tone.

		Spencer chuckled. “Did she now?”

		“You know, I had an inkling about you and Elia,” Daisy went on, “But I was never sure. So when Corinne and I talked, and she mentioned you, it all made sense.”

		“You mean we’re not as good at hiding it as we thought we were? Damn it.” Spencer said dryly. “What else did Corinne say?”

		Daisy giggled, a sound that made my chest tighten. “She says you’ve got a nice dick.”

		Spencer laughed properly at that, the sound low and warm. “Did she really?”

		“Is it true?” Daisy asked, and there was something in her voice, half-teasing, half genuinely curious. “Are you big, down there?”

		“I’ve never had any complaints,” Spencer said.

		“I’ll take that as a yes, then.” She giggled, then went silent for a moment. “Do you think that’s why you like to sleep around?” Daisy pressed. “Because you’ve got a big dick?”

		“No,” Spencer replied, still amused but more thoughtful now. “Not really. It was Elia who first suggested I watch her with another man. She’d done it with Paul when they were together and wanted to do it again. That’s how we got into all of this. She loves sex and loves trying different men. I just… followed her lead.”

		Daisy went quiet. I could almost see her processing, fitting this into everything else she’d heard tonight.

		“Back to that night at Jake’s party and the size of my dick. Don’t you remember feeling it?” Spencer asked after a moment, his tone softer. “When we made out? You had your hand down my pants.”

		There was a beat of silence. My heart was hammering so hard I could hear it in my ears.

		“I was drunk,” Daisy said finally. “I don’t remember any of it, not really. I know you felt my breasts. I remember that much. But… I don’t remember… that.”

		Spencer’s voice dropped. “Do you want to see it, or feel it, now?”

		I instinctively took a step forward, ready to storm out from behind the trellis, but Elia’s hand shot out, fingers digging into my wrist. I looked at her; she shook her head once, eyes fixed on the fire pit.

		There was another silence, longer this time. The night seemed to hold its breath.

		“No,” Daisy said at last. Her voice was steady. “I’m married. Things are different now. I’d never cheat on Jordan. Never. He’s my rock. I’d die for that man.”

		“Well said. That’s the correct answer,” Spencer said, and I could hear the smile in his voice again. “But also… I know Jordan wouldn’t mind.”

		Daisy let out a disbelieving laugh. “How do you know that?”

		I made to move again, and again Elia pulled me close, holding my wrist firmly. “Let them talk,” she urged me. “Just a minute more.”

		Spencer took a slow sip from his glass, then set it down on the low wall. “Because he told me,” he said, his tone turning more deliberate. “We talked about this whole thing, swinging, the lifestyle, whatever you want to call it. And then Paul told me about what he saw as well. That night you were loading the dishwasher in just Jordan’s shirt. He said he got a perfect view of your pussy, bent over, when he walked past with Bluebell.”

		Daisy covered her face with her hand in shame. “Oh. Shit.”

		“And your other neighbour,” Spencer continued. “The guy next door. Tyler? Jordan told me he watched you two have sex in the conservatory.” He paused, then added, “And Jordan says he enjoyed every minute of it.”

		For a long heartbeat, Daisy said nothing. I could see her profile from where we stood, the way her jaw tightened, the way she stared into the flames rather than at Spencer.

		“So,” Spencer went on, softer now, “That’s why I’m fairly confident that Jordan wouldn’t mind.”

		Daisy let out a slow breath. “Jordan’s always harboured these desires. He’s told me that he’d love to see me with someone else, but I always shut it down, Spencer. It’s just not for me. I always vowed I’d never be like my mother,” she said finally. “I want to be faithful. True to my marriage. I’ll never, ever, cheat.”

		Spencer nodded slowly. “But it’s not cheating if you have permission.”

		Another pause. Then, surprising me, Daisy said, “Fine. Okay. You can show me.”

		My pulse spiked.

		Spencer shifted on the bench. “Are you sure?”

		“I won’t touch it,” she added quickly. “So don’t ask. That would be cheating. I’m just… curious after what Corinne said. Are you sure Elia won’t mind?”

		“She’d probably encourage it,” he laughed softly. From our angle behind the trellis, I couldn’t see Spencer’s cock. I saw him rise, saw his hands move to his belt, the metallic clink of the buckle loud in the quiet garden. I watched Daisy’s face instead, the way her eyes dropped, the way her lips parted slightly, the flush that crept up her neck and into her cheeks.

		“Why is it hard?” she asked, voice very small now.

		Spencer laughed under his breath. “Why do you think?”

		She didn’t answer. Her gaze stayed locked downward, pupils blown wide, fingers tightening around her drink.

		Beside me, Elia leaned in again, her lips brushing my ear. “Are you okay?” she whispered. When I nodded, she continued. The birthday party they talked about? I knew about that. Spencer told me ages ago, but I assume you didn’t know?”

		I managed the slightest shake of my head, eyes never leaving Daisy.

		“Don’t worry,” Elia murmured. “She proved herself that night. And she’s been good ever since… hasn’t she?”

		Out by the fire, Daisy let out a shaky little laugh. “Okay,” she said. “You can… put it away now. My curiosity is satisfied.”

		Spencer made a show of sighing. “Aww, I was hoping you’d at least rate it.”

		She snorted. “You want a score out of ten?”

		“That’s kind of what a rating is,” he grinned. “Are you sure you don’t want a feel?”

		“There is no way I’m grading your dick,” she said, still flustered but recovering. “And no, I’m not feeling it. I told you. I’m married.”

		“Once again, correct answer,” Spencer said. “Give the girl a gold star. But you know… I still think Jordan wouldn’t mind. Maybe we should go find him and ask his permission first, as I suggested. I know he’d tell you to do it.”

		“You’re assuming. How can you possibly know that?” Daisy demanded. “Know it for sure, I mean>”

		Elia chose that moment to step out from behind the trellis, tugging me with her into the firelight.

		“Because he’s right here,” she said lightly. “If you want to ask him, Daisy, you don’t have to go far.”

		Daisy’s head snapped around. Her eyes widened when she saw us, then dropped for a fraction of a second toward Spencer, who was still in the process of tucking himself back into his trousers, fingers fumbling with the zip. Colour flooded her face.

		“Oh my god,” she breathed. “How long have you been there? What did you hear?”

		I moved closer, hands open, trying to project calm I didn’t quite feel. “Pretty much all of it,” I said. “From ‘the birthday party’ onwards.”

		Spencer barked out a laugh, not even pretending to be embarrassed as he finished fastening himself up and sat back down.

		Daisy covered her face with one hand for a second, then dropped it, eyes searching mine. There was panic there, yes, but underneath it, I saw the memory of her own words: Jordan’s amazing. I love him. I wouldn’t change anything. I’d never cheat.

		“It’s okay,” I said quietly. “You said all the right things.”

		She blinked at me. “I… what?”

		“You told him you wouldn’t change anything,” I reminded her. “That you love me. That you wouldn’t cheat. You held the line, even drunk and with his cock out. I can live with curiosity.”

		Spencer laughed again. Elia smiled, watching us both with bright, interested eyes.

		Daisy let out a breath she’d been holding. The tension in her shoulders eased, her mouth softening. “We should go,” she said, shaking her head as if to clear it. “It’s late. I’ve got enough for my research, I think. And I have work tomorrow.”

		Spencer groaned theatrically. “One tiny almost-swing and you’re already heading for the door? You can’t leave a swingers’ get-together without at least some kind of swinging experience.”

		“Watch me,” Daisy shot back. “I am absolutely leaving without asking my husband if I can touch his best friend’s dick.”

		Mixed emotions flooded through me, equal parts jealousy and arousal, excitement and disappointment. I stepped closer, catching her eye. “Don’t you even want to know?” I said, keeping my tone light but honest. “What I’d say if you did ask me?”

		Her eyes widened again, searching my face, but she already knew I wasn’t angry or judging her. She knew what the answer would be.

		“Jordan,” she said slowly, “that’s not why I’m here. Research, right?”

		“I know,” I said. “Let me ask a question then. Did you want to touch it when he asked?”

		She didn’t answer right away. The fire popped loudly, sending a small spray of sparks up into the night. Spencer and Elia both watched her with open fascination, the entire night hanging on what she said next.

		She sat there, firelight dancing across her face, mouth slightly open as she processed my question. I stood opposite her, heart pounding, more turned on than I’d ever admit, waiting to hear my wife tell the truth. And next to her, Spencer was grinning, leaning back on the bench with his arms crossed. Elia stood beside me, cool and observant, waiting to see how this would play out.

		“Did I want to?” Daisy repeated slowly. “Jordan, are you seriously expecting me to answer that?”

		“Yes. I’m asking if you wanted to touch his dick,” I clarified. “You were curious enough to look. Aren’t you curious to know how it might have felt if Elia hadn’t woken up and stopped you that night?”

		She let out a disbelieving laugh, shaking her head. “No. Wait. Hold on.” She turned the question back on me, her eyes narrowing. “What do you want, Jordan? Do you really want to see your wife with another man? You’ve always thought about it, I know you have. Don’t you find it kind of... weird?”

		I felt the weight of Spencer and Elia watching us, the fire crackling between the silence.

		“I’m not alone in being weird,” I said. “Loads of guys are. Spencer, for one. Paul. And half the men at this party tonight.”

		Spencer chuckled. “It is kind of fun, actually,” he said, his tone light. “Watching your wife with someone else. Knowing she’s yours, but seeing someone else enjoy her. It’s… intense.”

		Elia laughed, not harshly, but warmly, supportively. “He’s not wrong. I told Jordan this earlier: the first time I was with another man while Spencer watched, I thought he was going to explode. And not from jealousy.”

		Daisy glanced at her, then back at me, still processing. “So this is… normal? For you”

		“Define normal,” Elia said with a smile.

		Spencer leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “Can I ask you something, Daisy? Have you ever felt a bigger dick than Jordan’s?”

		Daisy blinked, taken aback by the bluntness. “I… yes. One of my two other boyfriends was bigger. The other was a bit smaller.”

		“As big as mine?” Spencer asked, his grin widening.

		“No,” she admitted, her voice quieter now.

		Elia laughed again, this time with genuine amusement. “Oh, for fuck’s sake. Just wank him off already. Then he’ll leave you alone,” she said, waving a hand dismissively.

		Spencer’s eyes lit up. “Well, I might do. It depends on how good she is.”

		Daisy stared at Elia, then at Spencer, then at me. “Are you serious right now?”

		“It’s just an idea,” Elia said with a shrug. “You’re curious. He’s willing. Jordan’s standing right here. It’s not cheating if everyone’s watching and agreeing.”

		“It’s a handjob,” Spencer added. “Not exactly swinging. Think of it as research. You’ll see how it affects Jordan. What it does to our friendships.”

		The absurdity of the conversation hit me all at once, the four of us standing around a fire pit in the middle of the night, casually discussing whether my wife should jerk off my best friend while I watched. It should have felt wrong, uncomfortable, crossing every line we’d ever drawn. Instead, it felt… oddly natural. Light-hearted, even. Like four friends negotiating the terms of a game.

		“I can’t believe we’re even discussing this,” I muttered, shaking my head.

		“Neither can I,” Daisy said, but she was smiling now, a nervous, incredulous smile that told me she was teetering on the edge of something.

		“Do you want to?” I asked her again, keeping my voice soft. “Because if you do… I’m okay with it.”

		She looked at me for a long moment, searching my face for any sign of doubt or resentment. “You’re sure?”

		“I’m sure.”

		She let out a long, shaky breath. “No more than a wank,” she said, her tone firm. “That’s it. Nothing else.”

		“Deal,” Spencer said immediately, standing up and unfastening his trousers again. This time, he pulled his cock out fully. It was thick, already hard, the firelight casting it in sharp relief. It was bigger than mine. Much bigger, with a larger head, so much so that I felt weird. Was Daisy comparing us as she looked at it?

		She hesitated, her eyes fixed on it, then she looked back at me, the reflection of the fire flickering in her brown eyes.

		“Go on,” I said quietly.

		She stepped closer to Spencer, her hand trembling slightly as she reached out. Her fingers closed around his shaft, tentative at first, just a light touch, testing. Spencer let out a low breath, his head tilting back slightly.

		“There you go,” Elia murmured beside me, her voice low and encouraging. “See? Not so scary.”

		“It’s very hard,” Daisy breathed. Her grip tightened, and she began to stroke him, slow, deliberate movements, her hand sliding up and down his length. Spencer’s breathing deepened, his hips shifting forward slightly into her touch.

		I stood there, transfixed. My heartbeat was ringing in my ears, my cock hard and aching in my jeans. Watching her hand move on him, seeing the way her fingers barely touched because of his girth, the way her cheeks flushed with a mix of embarrassment and arousal. Spencer was right when he used the word intense. It was the most intense thing I’d ever witnessed.

		“Fuck, Daisy,” Spencer muttered, his voice rough. “That feels good.”

		She didn’t respond, just kept stroking, her rhythm picking up slightly. Spencer looked down, watching her wank him, his hips pumping in time with her hand. Elia moved closer to me, her hand resting lightly on my arm again, her breath warm against my ear.

		“You’re enjoying this,” she whispered.

		“Yes,” I admitted.

		“Good,” she said. “So am I. And so is Daisy.”

		And she was right. Daisy’s lips were parted, her breathing quick and shallow, her free hand resting on Spencer’s thigh for balance. She wasn’t just doing this out of curiosity anymore. She was getting into it.

		Spencer’s breath hitched, his hips bucked. She was wanking him fast, her fingers moving up and down the full length of his shaft. “Daisy, I’m close.”

		She hesitated for a fraction of a second, then tightened her grip and stroked him faster, her wrist twisting slightly at the top of each stroke. Spencer groaned, his hands clenching into fists at his sides.

		“You’re good at this. Fuck—“

		He came with a shudder, thick ropes of cum spilling over Daisy’s hand, onto the grass, glistening in the firelight. Daisy kept stroking him through it, milking him until he sagged back onto the bench, breathing hard.

		She pulled her hand back, staring at it for a moment, at the slick cum on her fingers, before Elia stepped forward with a pack of tissues from her purse.

		“Here,” she said, handing them over with a knowing smile.

		Daisy wiped her hand clean, her face a mixture of shock, embarrassment, and something else that I knew was arousal.

		“That was…” she started, then trailed off.

		“Hot,” Elia finished for her. “That was hot.”

		Spencer laughed, still catching his breath. “Really fucking hot. That was a world-class handjob, Daisy.”

		She looked at me, her eyes wide and uncertain. “What about you, Jordan? Did you enjoy it like you thought you would?”

		I crossed to her, pulled her into my arms, and kissed her, hard, a strange possessiveness taking me over. When I pulled back, I whispered against her lips, “That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

		She let out a shaky breath, her body melting into mine. “I have to admit, it was kind of hot for me, too.”

		Spencer tucked himself back in, grabbed a handful of tissues Elia had produced and wiped his hands clean, tossing them into the fire pit where they curled and blackened in the flames. Then, fastening his trousers with a satisfied grin, he pointed at my groin.

		Elia’s eyes drifted down to see what he was indicating, the pronounced bulge straining against my jeans. Her smile widened.

		“Perhaps I should wank Jordan off in return,” she said to Daisy, so casually that she might as well be suggesting we all have another drink. “The poor guy is about to burst through his zipper.”

		I became acutely aware of my erection, the way it pressed insistently against the denim, impossible to hide. My face turned hot.

		Daisy laughed, a genuine, bright sound that cut through the tension. “Oh no,” she said, stepping closer to me and looping her arm through mine. “That’s all mine. I’m saving it for later.”

		Elia chuckled. “Fair enough. Don’t say I didn’t offer.”

		The moment hung there for a heartbeat, charged and strange, and then I felt the reality of it all crash down on me, the fire pit, the four of us standing in a garden discussing my erection, my wife’s hand still wiping another man’s cum from her hand.

		“We should go,” I said suddenly, my voice a little too loud.

		Daisy nodded quickly. “Yes. We should have gone a while ago. I have work tomorrow.”

		Spencer and Elia exchanged a glance. “You’re not leaving because you regret it, are you?” Elia asked, her tone gentle but probing.

		“No,” Daisy said firmly. “Not at all. Actually…” She looked at Elia, something tentative but determined. “I’ll talk to you this weekend about it all. I’m intrigued. I want to know more. I need to know more for my degree.”

		“Even though you don’t want to do more?“ Spencer pressed, his grin teasing.

		“Even though,” Daisy confirmed. “But I do want to at least talk about it more.”

		Elia smiled, stepping forward to kiss Daisy on both cheeks. “Well, I’ll hold you to that. Call me.”

		Spencer hugged me, clapping me on the back. “I hope you had fun tonight, Jordan. I’m jealous of the fuck you’re going to get when you’re home.”

		We said our goodbyes, kisses on cheeks, more hugs, the sexual tension between all four of us still humming like a live wire. As we walked back through the house and out to the car, I felt Daisy’s hand slip into mine, her fingers trembling slightly.

		The moment we got into the car, and I closed the door, Daisy turned to me, eyes ablaze but not with anger.

		“Drive fast,” she said, her voice low and urgent. “I’m so turned on, and I can’t wait to get you into bed.”

		I stared at her, my pulse spiking again. “Daisy—“

		“I’m not going to admit to enjoying it,” she admitted, breathless. “Wanking Spencer off. Feeling how hard he was. Making him cum. I don’t want to talk about it right now. But I will admit that I’m horny as hell. I want you. So let’s go home.”

		I started the car, my hands shaking on the wheel, and pulled out onto the road. The drive back to Far Bridge Rise took a good ten minutes less than it took to get here, but it still felt like an eternity. Daisy’s hand slid onto my thigh, her fingers trailing higher, brushing against the bulge in my jeans.

		“Daisy,” I warned.

		“Drive faster,” she whispered, as she unzipped me, pulled my cock out and started to stroke me.

		I drove faster.

		When I pulled up on the driveway, Daisy couldn’t wait. She climbed over the console, straddling me in the driver’s seat, her hands fumbling with my belt, freeing me fully.

		“Daisy. What are you… Someone might see,” I said, even as my hands gripped her hips.

		“Fuck it. I don’t care,” she breathed. “I want you now.”

		She finished pulling my shorts down, then lifted her skirt, pushed her panties aside, and sank down onto me in one smooth motion. We both groaned, her pussy enveloping me, tight and perfect. She immediately started riding me hard and fast, her hands braced on my shoulders, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

		“God, Jordan,” she moaned. “I needed this. I needed you.”

		I looked out the car windows as they began to steam up. There was no one nearby. No neighbourhood watch patrols. No dog walkers. I turned my attention downwards, looking at Daisy’s pussy, freshly shaved, her bald mound thrusting forwards, her pussy lips stretched around my shaft.

		I came hard, my fingers digging into her hips, pulling her down onto me as I spilled inside her. She followed seconds later, her fingers finding her clit and rubbing it until her body clenched around me, a sharp cry escaping her lips.

		We stayed there for a moment, panting, tangled together in the dim light of the car. Then Daisy laughed, a soft, disbelieving sound.

		“I can’t believe we just did that,” she said.

		“Neither can I.” I shook my head. “I can’t believe any of it. You wanked Spencer off, then fucked me in the car.”

		We straightened ourselves, climbed out of the car, and walked toward the house. Halfway up the path, Daisy stopped, her hand still in mine.

		“Jordan,” she said slowly, her voice thoughtful. “I’ve been thinking.”

		“About?”

		“Alex was at Russell’s house that day,” she said. “The day of the accident. And if he was there… Russell and Charlotte must be into it. Swinging.”

		I nodded, not trusting myself to speak.

		“And Jake told me tonight that he knows Kendall,” she continued. “He said they’re good friends. Which means Jake is probably fucking her too. And if that’s the case… Frank and Linda might be involved. They’re Kendall’s parents, after all. They’d know.”

		My stomach felt like it had turned upside down.

		“And Tyler and Morgan,” she went on, her eyes bright now, piecing it all together. “They’re definitely into it. You said so yourself. Morgan is so flirty. Tyler openly watched us have sex. And Kelly, too, maybe. And who knows who else?”

		She turned to me, her expression half-amazed, half-triumphant.

		“Jordan, the Neighbourhood Watch isn’t just a neighbourhood watch. It’s a swinging society. I bet the whole of Far Bridge Rise is full of swingers. And I’m going to find out everything.”

		I opened my mouth, the confession right on the tip of my tongue, the guidebook, all the conversations I’d had with the members of the watch. The fact that Russell had watched us. That I’d seen Morgan and Tyler have sex. Everything I’d known and kept from her.

		But I stopped.

		She’d worked this out for herself. She was excited and curious to learn more. And if I told her now, it would feel like a betrayal, like I’d been keeping secrets, manipulating her.

		So I said nothing, just squeezed her hand, unlocked the front door, and followed her inside. But the moment I walked through that doorway, I knew that nothing would ever be the same again. I’d watched her wank another man’s big cock, seen her make him shoot his load all over her hand. And now, in what I’d heard one of the women call ‘post-nut clarity,’ the only clarity I felt was this:

		I wasn’t satisfied with seeing her wank someone off.

		I wanted to see her fuck.

		

	
		Afterword

		If you’ve made it this far, thank you. Really. There are thousands of books you could be reading, and the fact you chose to follow Jordan and Daisy through another round of questionable decisions and late-night revelations is not taken for granted.

		Part Two leaves them in a very different place than where they started. Daisy has more questions than answers. Jordan is in deeper than he ever imagined. We’ve seen more of the neighbours (literally). But there’s still a lot hanging in the air.

		Will Daisy stay in the “research only” lane, or has the line already been crossed? How long can Jordan keep his own secrets about the Rise before it all blows up?

		Part Three is coming soon, and it will pick up those threads and tug hard. The next installment will push their boundaries further, complicate relationships, and start answering the big question: can a marriage survive when both people decide to stop pretending their fantasies aren’t real?

		Until then, thank you again for buying, reading, and supporting this series. If you enjoyed the book, telling a friend or leaving a review helps more than you’d think. See you back on Far Bridge Rise very soon.

		Paul
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