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		Foreword

		

		Thank you for continuing this journey with Jordan and Daisy. If you've made it this far—through the initial discoveries in Book One and the escalating tensions of Book Two—then you know these aren't your typical characters stumbling into the lifestyle. I’ve tried to write them like real people, flawed and curious, trying to navigate desires they barely understand themselves.

		In the first book, we watched Jordan discover the Neighbourhood Watch wasn't what it seemed, and Daisy's academic curiosity began blurring dangerously with personal interest. Book Two pushed them further with Daisy taking more and more risks and Jordan becoming increasingly involved.

		Now, in Book Three, the stakes rise considerably. The research excuse is wearing thin. Daisy's dissertation provides less cover with each encounter, and Jordan's own complicity becomes impossible to ignore. The people they come across are showing them what this life could look like if they stopped pretending it's purely academic.

		This book asks harder questions than its predecessors. How much can a marriage bend before it breaks? When does curiosity become commitment? And what happens when the fantasy collides with reality?

		Jordan and Daisy aren't perfect. They make mistakes, communicate poorly, and sometimes their arousal overrides their judgment. But, hopefully, that's what makes their story compelling. They're figuring this out in real time, no guidebook adequate for the complexities they're facing.

		Thank you for investing in their journey. For understanding that exploring taboo doesn't mean endorsing recklessness, and that erotic fiction can examine the human condition as thoroughly as any literary novel.

		The ride gets wilder from here, especially the last line of the last chapter. (Don’t spoil it for yourself by flicking to the end!)

		Enjoy.

		

	
		Chapter 1

		For The Dissertation

		

		The water pounded over my head hard enough to sting, and I let it.

		I stood with my forehead against the cool tiles, eyes closed, while the spray worked its way through my hair and down my face, flattening the last traces of smoke and sweat from the night before. I had a series of small red marks where Daisy had clutched at me in the car, nails digging in when she came, and there was a bruise on my hip that I had no idea how I’d gained.

		I tried to relax, to reset, but every time I tried to let my mind go blank, it slid back to the fire pit.

		The mental image of Spencer’s profile in the orange light wouldn’t go away. Elia beside me, quiet, watching, commenting softly as Daisy’s grip moved up and down his erection. The moment Spencer’s head had tipped back, jaw tight, as she pushed him over the edge. His cum shooting out onto the cool, damp grass between them.

		My cock ached with desire, but I didn’t wank off. I needed to get over this need, this illicit urge to see her with someone. It wasn’t right.

		But it felt right last night.

		I turned the temperature down a notch, more out of self-preservation than bravery. I had to get off. I needed release. I needed to be functional, not walking around half hard and dazed, thinking about my wife’s fingers wrapped around my best friend’s penis.

		Through the slightly open bathroom door, I heard sounds of movement downstairs. Daisy was already awake, probably somewhere between toast and her second cup of coffee, going through her Friday morning ritual before driving into work. The normality of that almost made me laugh. Less than twelve hours after she’d done something I’d only ever admitted wanting in the darkest corners of my head, she’d be sitting in a legal office room with her boss and a client, possibly talking about marital issues like she hadn’t just jerked a man off who wasn’t her husband. Like everything was normal.

		I wanked off, only taking thirty seconds to empty my balls into the water spiralling down the plug hole between my feet. Then I washed my hair, rinsed off my body, turned off the water, and listened for a second. Daisy was still downstairs. I could hear the radio playing. I dried off quickly, stepped out into the bedroom and pulled on a pair of jeans and a T‑shirt, preparing to face her for the first time sober.

		Daisy’s side of the bed was already made. Of course it was. She’d pulled the duvet straight, smoothed the pillows, erased the visible evidence of how we’d practically attacked each other in the car and then stumbled upstairs, too wired to care who might be looking out of their windows when we’d finally climbed off each other on the driveway, and then fucked again in bed. Twice.

		The faint smell of her perfume still hung in the room. I caught sight of my own reflection in the wardrobe mirror: damp hair, light beard shadow, eyes a little too bright. I looked like a man who’d had a good night. I also looked like a man who’d just watched his wife get someone else off and hadn’t stopped it.

		I headed downstairs.

		Daisy was in the kitchen, back to me, one of my oversized hoodies hanging loose over bare legs. She’d tied her blonde hair up in a rushed knot that exposed the back of her neck, a few damp strands clinging to her skin. Two mugs of coffee steamed on the table, and a plate of toast sat between them, crusts already neatly trimmed from her slices.

		She glanced over her shoulder as I came in and gave me a quick, easy smile.

		“Morning, my modern husband,” she said. “I heard you in the shower and made you coffee and toast.”

		“Thanks,” I said, rubbing a hand through my hair. “I’m surprised you’re not nursing a sore head.”

		“I went downstairs, after we… you know.” Her face coloured slightly, but she kept talking, “And drank a full glass of water. You were asleep when I came back to bed, but I think it did me good.”

		“Good,” I nodded, wondering when we were going to broach the subject of what had happened.

		She smiled and slid a mug toward my usual chair with her fingertips.

		“Sit. You look like you need caffeine more than I do. Last night was… intense, wasn’t it? I can’t remember the last time we did it three times in a row.”

		The way she said ‘intense’ made my heart skip a little. She didn’t sound embarrassed. Or apologetic. She just seemed… factual. As if wanking off my best friend wasn’t anything important.

		I took the chair opposite her. From this angle, I could see the hem of the hoodie barely covered the tops of her thighs when she sat, one leg folded under her, the other stretched out, toes flexing absently against the cold kitchen floor.

		“Do you remember everything?” I asked. “Everything that happened last night.”

		She picked up a slice of toast and took a bite, chewing thoughtfully.

		“I guess I’m a little fuzzy,” she admitted. “Too much wine. Too much… everything.” Her brown eyes met mine over the rim of her mug as she took a sip. “But, yes. I remember. I guess we should talk about it.”

		“I keep getting flashbacks,” I said softly. Heat crawled up my neck. I blew on my coffee while gathering my thoughts. “What happened in the garden. What you did with Spencer. Then the drive here, you playing with me, having sex in the car outside.”

		“And are any of those flashes making you regret it?” she asked.

		“I was wondering the same thing about you,” I returned the question, aiming for casual and landing somewhere closer to careful. “You’re the one that… did the thing.”

		She tilted her head, considering, then shook it once.

		“No,” she said. “That’s the weird bit. After I drank that water, I lay there for a bit, thinking I’d wake up this morning and hate myself. Or you. Or Spencer. Or all three of you for letting it happen. Instead…” She shrugged, a small, helpless movement. “Instead, I kind of want to figure it all out. How you feel, how Spencer felt, how Elia felt watching. Take notes.”

		I nearly choked on my coffee.

		“Notes?” I repeated. “Like… For your course?”

		“Yes.” She swirled the dark liquid in her mug, a small smile playing on her lips. “That’s why I went through with it.

		“That’s the only reason?” I stared at her. She met the stare head-on. There was no shying away from what she’d done. “You didn’t do it out of curiosity about Spencer? It wasn’t about finishing what you started all those years ago at Jake’s party?”

		“I never wanted you to know about that.” Daisy sighed, then stretched, her arms above her head, pulling the hoodie tightly over her breasts for a second. “I’m sorry if that hurt your feelings. It was years ago. A mistake. It meant nothing.”

		“I know,” I nodded, “But you were loyal to me. You said all the right things. You know that Elia has always known about it, right?”

		“I didn’t.” Daisy’s brown eyes met mine for a moment, then she looked down into her coffee. “I wonder how they’re feeling about things today. The way he came… felt like he’d been waiting years for me to do something like that.”

		I leaned back in my chair, feeling the hard wood press against my spine, trying to hide the obvious effect her words were having on me under the table.

		“He probably has,” I said, my voice rougher than intended. “Spencer’s always had a thing for you, Elia told me.”

		“And you still let me get him off,” she murmured, her gaze sharpening. “You stood there with his wife and watched me make him cum. You liked it.”

		It wasn’t a question.

		“Yeah,” I admitted. “I liked it.”

		“And you have no regrets,” she continued, leaning forward so the hoodie gaped slightly at the neck. I caught a flash of pale skin, the inner curves of her breasts. “I wondered if you’d wake up today feeling jealous. But you don’t?”

		“Not at all.” I shrugged. “What about you? Are you jealous of Elia? Now you’ve seen Spencer’s… you know what I mean.”

		Daisy hummed, a satisfied sound in the back of her throat. She finished her toast, licking a crumb of butter from her thumb with deliberate slowness.

		“So, that’s your reaction,” she said, checking the clock on the kitchen wall. “Not jealous but perhaps insecure. I’ll have to add that to my dissertation notes later. ‘Subject A displayed heightened arousal post-transgression but then exhibited insecurity about Subject B.’ Interesting.”

		She stood up, stretching her arms over her head, the hoodie rising just enough to show the band of her pink panties and the smooth skin of her waist. “Right now, though, I have to get dressed and get to work. Then at lunchtime, I have a video call with my Professor. He wants to discuss my chapter on ‘The Psychology of Permissiveness.’ After last night, I’m not sure I’ll be able to look him in the eye.”

		“Maybe you should talk to him about… this?” I gestured vaguely between us.

		“God no,” she laughed. “I’m going to talk to him about theory. While trying very hard not to think about how my best friend’s husband came in my hand. Or how weird it felt to have you watch me do it.”

		“Weird?”

		She ignored the question, walked around the table and stopped beside my chair, dropping a quick, hard kiss on my mouth. She tasted of coffee and butter… and trouble. Then she disappeared upstairs, leaving me to finish my breakfast before reappearing just as I was finishing my toast and coffee. She’d gotten changed quickly.

		“Be good while I’m gone,” she whispered against my lips as she gave me another kiss. “Try not to wank yourself raw thinking about last night.”

		Almost as soon as I heard the front door click shut behind her and the car start up outside before fading down the street, my phone buzzed on the table. I glanced at the screen. It was from Spencer.

		How’s it going? My head is still spinning from last night. I hope you and Daisy are okay after your introduction to the lifestyle last night.

		I stared at the message for a moment, fingers hovering while I worked out how to respond. I decided just to be myself, honest. This was my friend, I could trust him.

		We’re good, I replied. Last night was hot. Daisy and I were both really turned on when we got home.

		No regrets today? His reply was immediate.

		I can’t stop thinking about it, I admitted. But as I said last night, don’t expect it to go any further. Daisy was curious, but she did it more for research.

		Spencer took a few minutes to reply this time. I get it. It’s cool, don’t worry. As long as you’re both feeling fine about it today. It felt good though, I have to admit. I came really hard.

		I left the conversation there because Daisy was right. I was definitely going to wank. Spencer saying my wife’s hand on his cock felt good was the tipping point.

		I put the phone down and looked out at the garden, at the neat hedges and the manicured lawns of Far Bridge Rise. Somewhere out there, behind those curtains, people like Tyler and Morgan and Frank were waking up, making coffee, living their secret lives. And for the first time, I didn’t feel like an outsider looking in.

		I felt like I’d just been handed a key.

		I took a fresh coffee into the studio, telling myself I was going to work. The morning light was perfect for sketching, casting long, clean shadows across my desk. I had to start working on concept ideas for the other two characters, but when I sat down, I didn’t pick up the stylus.

		Instead, I pulled the sketchbook from under a pile of reference prints. The second part of the Husband’s Guide fell to the floor, but I resisted the urge to read it. That could wait. I needed to get my head right, to stay objective and realistic. Work would do that. I put it back into its hiding place.

		Turning back to the sketchbook, I flipped past a few early drawings and picked up a pencil, letting my hand draw what was in mind, light lines at first, then darker, more deliberate. Eventually, I had an image: A woman’s hand gripping a big, thick cock, sperm shooting from the tip in smudges of graphite.

		It wasn’t good art. But it was honest. I stared at the drawing, adding darker lines, perfecting the drawing. Daisy’s fingers. Spencer’s cock.

		“It’s very hard,” she’d said.

		My hand moved to my belt almost without my permission. I undid the button, pushed my jeans down just enough to free myself. I was already leaking pre-cum, the head sensitive against my thumb.

		I closed my eyes and stroked myself, not fast, just enough to maintain the edge. I imagined her at work right now, sitting in her office, maybe shifting in her seat as memories of last night hit her. Was she wet? Was she thinking about Spencer? About how his cock felt in her hand?

		I groaned, my hips bucking involuntarily as I sped up my hand. The image of her face shifted in my mind, not looking at me, but at Spencer’s cock in her hand. Watching it tense, then pulse as he came.

		“Fuck,” I hissed, then came hard, spilling into my hand, leaving me panting in the silent room.

		I cleaned myself up with a tissue from my paint box, this time feeling that post-nut clarity I’d read about wash over me. Shame? A little. Excitement? Definitely. But mostly, resolve. With my release, didn’t come regret, instead it attuned me. Focused me on what I wanted.

		Daisy intended to investigate. She wanted to treat Far Bridge Rise like a research project. Fine. I would be her research assistant. I would help her find exactly what she was looking for, with the help of Morgan and Tyler and anyone else who offered.

		By the time Daisy got home, the sun was already dipping low, scarlet light illuminating the cul-de-sac. I watched from the living room window as she pulled into the drive. She sat in the car for a moment after killing the engine, staring at the steering wheel. Then she checked her makeup in the rearview mirror, smoothed her hair, and got out.

		“Hey,” I said as she came through the door, taking her bag. She looked tired. “How was work? And the call with your professor?”

		“Just a routine day at work,” she said, kicking off her boots. “Dr Patterson loved the chapter draft. He said it was insightful but missing a few points. I told him I’ve done some more research, so I’ll send him a new draft.” She laughed, throaty and rich. “If only he knew what kind of research.”

		She walked into the kitchen and went straight for the fridge, pulling out a bottle of white wine.

		“Fancy a glass?” she offered.

		“Sure.”

		She poured two large glasses and leaned against the counter, watching me.

		“I did some thinking on the drive back,” she said, taking a long sip. “About the neighbourhood watch. About us. About… everything.”

		“And?”

		“I wasn’t sure if we should confront this head-on, just ask right out what’s going on. Who’s involved and who isn’t. There’s definitely more to this than simply Paul and Corinne being swingers.”

		“I agree,” I nodded, feeling a mixture of both nervousness and excitement.

		She set the glass down. “I want to know everything, Jordan, but I don’t think confronting them is the best way. I could reach out to Tyler, ask if he enjoyed watching us have sex, but I realised something. It’ll be more fun to figure it out gradually. Who’s sleeping with who. Who’s into what exactly? Who’s in charge?” Her eyes locked onto mine. “I want to know what they do, but I also want to know why they do it.”

		“For the dissertation,” I said, keeping my face neutral.

		“Yes,” she said. “For the dissertation.”

		But the way she said it wasn’t convincing. It felt like a lie. Or at least, not the whole truth.

		“Okay,” I said. “So where do we start?”

		“We start with the ones we know,” she said. “Spencer and Elia are the entry point, along with Paul and Corinne. But the real centre… I think it’s the Watch.” She tapped a fingernail against the kitchen worktop. “Tyler and Morgan, and Frank and Linda, are the coordinators, right? They’re definitely involved. But who else?”

		“Kelly?” I pretended to guess. “Russell and Charlotte?”

		“I think so,” Daisy said softly. “And I think I know how we found out.”

		I nodded. “Go on.”

		“We join the Watch properly,” she said. “We speak to them and volunteer for the next slot. Patrol duty and observation duty.”

		My mouth went dry. Patrol duty. What might she see, walking the dark streets of the cul-de-sac at night?

		“Are you sure?” I asked. “You never know what you might see.”

		“I think it’s necessary,” she said, picking up her wine again. “If we want to understand what’s truly going on, we have to be part of it. If it’s okay for Tyler to watch us, then it’s okay for us to watch them.”

		She took a step closer to me, her voice dropping.

		“Besides… I have a theory.”

		“Yeah?”

		“I think they want us to see,” she whispered. “I think the patrol isn’t about security. I think it’s a show, a way of letting us find out.”

		I felt my dick stir again, but I was also impressed. Daisy was really onto them.

		“And if they do?” I asked. “What do we do about it?”

		Daisy smiled, and it wasn’t the sweet smile of the girl I’d married. It was the smile of the woman who’d jerked off my best friend by firelight.

		“We watch, Jordan,” she said. “And then we decide how to join them.”

		

		FIELD NOTES: CASE STUDY 08, "THE TRIAL EVENT"

		

		Subject D (Female, mid-twenties, married) described a significant escalation in her exposure to non‑monogamous dynamics during a social event. While previously inexperienced, Subject D participated directly for the first time, masturbating her husband’s close friend (Subject S) to orgasm.

		Subject D reported a partial dissociation during the act, a sense of clinical curiosity regarding the difference in penis size between Subject S and her husband (Subject J). However, she also noted an acute awareness of having an audience. She described heightened physiological arousal not only from the act itself, but from the knowledge that Subject J was witnessing it alongside Subject S’s partner (Subject E).

		I hypothesise that Subject J did not experience jealousy but a form of possessive pride. His own obvious arousal appeared to stem from the surrender of exclusivity, a paradoxical strengthening of their bond through a shared transgression. While Subject S facilitated this encounter, Subject E was the partner who instigated the experienced couple into their open relationship. I am not sure what this suggests about the couple’s hierarchy, but I shall do further research to find out. Subject D admits to a lingering excitement or ‘buzz’ post‑event, which she attributes to adrenaline rather than genuine desire. Subject D is not currently considering further participation in the lifestyle described, but knows that Subject J would probably not object should she change her mind. Additional research is needed, and I have new subjects in mind for the next interview.

		Daisy Hoyland

		

	
		Chapter 2

		Making Progress

		

		“Join them?” I stared at Daisy. “What do you mean, ‘join them’?”

		Daisy was still leaning against the counter with her wine glass in hand. She rolled her eyes. “Not like that,” she said immediately. “I don’t mean joining in whatever… I’m not talking about us putting a pineapple outside the front door and opening a sign-up sheet.”

		“I don’t even know what that means.”

		Daisy giggled. “Never mind. I just mean getting on the inside,” she said. “Not as participants, but as observers. If I walk up to Tyler or Morgan tomorrow and say, ‘Hey, I’ve worked out you’re swingers, tell me everything for my dissertation,’ they’ll shut down. They’ll smile, say it’s all a misunderstanding, and I’ll get the safe, PR‑approved version.”

		She pushed herself off the counter and began pacing, glass in hand.

		“People in non‑normative sexual communities are used to being judged,” she went on. “They don’t want everyone knowing all their secrets. If we make it obvious that we know, some of them will panic. They’ll put the walls up.”

		“Some already know we know,” I pointed out. “Paul and Corinne are bound to tell Tyler and Morgan about us being at Spencer and Elia’s party, if they haven’t already.”

		“They’re our way in.” Daisy took a sip of her wine, then tapped her lip in thought with a slender figure. “When you overheard Spencer and I talking outside last night, how much did you hear?”

		I thought back to the conversation by the fire pit, Elia and I listening from behind the trellis.

		“I don’t know. You’d been out there for a while before Elia told me to come out. Why?”

		“Did you know Paul told him that he’s seen my… you know… when I bent over?”

		“Spencer told me,” I nodded, then smiled awkwardly, not knowing how she felt about it. “He told Paul he was jealous.”

		“He said the same to me,” Daisy chewed her lip, her cheeks turning pink. “I told him it was an accident. Unlike the time I let Tyler watch, but I blamed that on being drunk.”

		“Paul’s got a big mouth,” I pointed out. “Which makes me sure that if our other neighbours on the Rise are swingers, as you suspect they are, he’ll tell them about us being at the party. And if he doesn’t, I’m sure Jake or Alex will.”

		“Well, even if someone does,” she immediately replied, undoing her hair bobble and shaking it loose as she talked, “I was only there for research, right? I was being nosy, and people in the lifestyle don’t like nosiness. I really don’t think you have to worry about Tyler or Frank turning up over the weekend, asking us if we’d like to join in their next orgy.”

		You might be surprised, I thought to myself, but didn’t say it.

		“So your plan,” I said, “Is what? Get close to Paul and Corinne, find out as much as you can by making them think we’re cool with it. Then get close, but not actually… do anything?”

		She was pacing again, but stopped and looked at me like it was obvious.

		“Yes,” she said. “We already are closer than we were. Tyler and Morgan have practically adopted you, and invited us onto the Watch. Kendall wants to model for you, she’s clearly attracted to you. Russell couldn’t keep his eyes off me that time at the meeting, and Paul and Corinne seem to like us. If we’re on the inside of their social circle, they’ll relax, especially when they find out that we’re cool with the lifestyle. They’ll gossip around us. They’ll show off.”

		“Or… we could just tell them we know and ask them for an interview for your degree,” I suggested. “Rather than dancing around the edges and doing this all covertly⁠—”

		“They might,” she said. “But if I come at them too directly, they’ll curate it. Edit themselves. I don’t want their polished version of events, I want what they’re like when they think they’re just talking to friends. The way Corinne was with me at the lingerie party. When she started talking about Spencer like it was nothing.”

		“Okay. Let’s do it your way,” I said slowly. “We could volunteer to do a watch or a patrol this weekend.”

		“Exactly.” Her smile flickered, quick and sharp. “If there’s swinging going on, by watching and patrolling, we’re bound to see something. Paul saw me that time. Tyler too. I think the patrols, watching out of the windows, it’s a part of it. A voyeuristic, exhibitionistic part of it. Also, we go to their parties and meetings and whatever else they come up with. Now we’re on the lookout for sexual chemistry between them, certain behaviours, we’ll see it next time.”

		I nodded, even as my stomach tightened. This was all going to come out in the open sooner than I thought. Daisy was on the cusp of figuring it all out.

		“But what if they want us to do more?” I asked. “You really think they’ll be happy with us hanging around the edges forever? What if they expect us to become… full members of the group? As you’ve pointed out, several of the guys fancy you.”

		“And you, too. I have thought about this,” she said quietly. She took another sip of wine, then set the glass down. “Which is why we go slowly. We don’t promise anything we’re not prepared to give. If they start pushing, we set boundaries.”

		“It’s not just the neighbours we have to manage, either,” I said, leaning back against the counter. “Spencer texted me earlier.”

		Daisy looked up sharply. “Oh?”

		“He was just checking in, making sure we were okay after… everything that happened last night.”

		“Elia did the same,” she admitted. “She sent me a message around lunchtime. Just being friendly like Spencer, but definitely fishing to see if I was freaking out.”

		“Spencer was more direct,” I said, watching her face closely. “He told me he enjoyed it and said he came really hard.”

		Daisy sucked in a deep breath, trying to hide her tension, but I caught it. That pink flush rose on her neck again.

		“Did he really say that?”

		“Word for word.” I paused, letting it sink in for a moment. “What we did last night, it’s changed things, like it or not. You’ve been intimate with him now. You made him cum. That… line’s been crossed.”

		She bit her lip, looking down into her wine.

		“They’re not going to just forget that happened,” I added. “They might want more, Daisy. They might expect this to be the start of something.”

		Daisy straightened up, her brown eyes meeting mine with sudden steel.

		“Trust me, Jordan,” she said firmly. “I might be taking my time, figuring out how to handle things on Far Bridge Rise, but I know exactly what I’m doing with Spencer. And Elia. I can handle them. If there are any unwanted advances, I’ll shut them down.”

		“Unwanted?” I challenged softly.

		“Unwanted,” she repeated, though her cheeks were still glowing. “I never intended for that to happen last night. Things got a little crazy, but from now on, we’re doing this on our terms. Okay?”

		I nodded, though I wasn’t entirely sure if Daisy meant ‘our terms’ or ‘her terms.’ She wasn’t as in control as she liked to think, but I had to follow her lead and hope it worked out.

		After that, we didn’t talk about it all evening. Not directly, anyway. We made dinner — pasta and sauce from a jar, nothing fancy — and ate it on the sofa with a streaming series playing in the background. Something light and forgettable involving people having problems that didn’t involve their neighbours watching them have sex.

		Every so often, I’d catch Daisy staring past the television, her brows knitting for a moment before she smoothed her face out again. I knew I was doing the same, my thoughts kept slipping away from the onscreen plot and back to the predicament we found ourselves in, and the revelations about our friends.

		After a while, she tucked her feet under my thigh and rested her head on my shoulder, like it was just any other night. I put an arm around her automatically and tried to relax, pretending to watch the TV while thinking about something else entirely. Just as I’d started to push things to the back of my mind, Daisy headed upstairs after the second episode, stretching and saying she wanted to wash the day off and change into something more comfortable.

		"Don't you dare start episode three without me," she warned with a smile over her shoulder. "I won't be long."

		I heard the shower start up a moment later, the boiler on the wall humming noisily for a moment. I sat there for a minute, staring at the paused screen, my mind drifting back to Spencer's text and Daisy’s plans and then a knock at the front door made me jump.

		I glanced at the clock, nearly nine. A bit late for a casual caller, unless you lived on Far Bridge Rise. I went to the door and opened it to find Paul standing on the porch, Bluebell the Weimaraner rubbing against his legs. He was dressed for a nighttime walk in a heavy jacket and jeans, his breath misting in the cold air.

		"Evening, Jordan," he said, his smile crinkling the corners of his eyes. "I saw your lights were still on and thought I'd see if you fancied a quick chat while I was passing. I can tie Madam here up for a few minutes."

		Bluebell whined and pushed her nose toward the gap in the door.

		"Come in," I said, stepping back. "It's freezing out there. Bring her in, it’s fine."

		Paul stepped inside, stamping his feet on the mat. Bluebell immediately trotted past him into the hallway, nose to the ground, sniffing around with enthusiastic interest.

		"Sorry about the late call," Paul said, unzipping his jacket. "I just wanted to check in. I spoke to Spencer today."

		I should have guessed that would happen. "Oh?"

		"Yeah. We had a bit of a catch-up." Paul's eyes twinkled with knowing amusement. "He mentioned the party got a bit... hands-on toward the end. Is Daisy home, by the way?"

		“She’s in the shower.” I led him into the living room, keeping my voice low so as not to carry upstairs over the sound of the shower. "How much did he tell you?"

		"Spencer and I go back a long way," Paul said comfortably, leaning against the doorframe while Bluebell investigated the sofa. "We haven’t hung out for a long while, but he likes to tell me everything, when we do talk. He said she opened up to him in the back garden, then wanked him off. And that you and Elia watched." He paused, watching me. "Does this mean you and Daisy are officially dipping your toes in? Joining the club, so to speak?"

		"It's complicated," I said, a line I was probably going to have to get used to using. "Daisy and Spencer... they have a history. They almost hooked up years ago at a party. We'd all had a few drinks last night, they ended up talking about it, and things just... escalated. It was just an impulsive thing. A moment."

		"A moment," Paul repeated, sounding unconvinced but amused.

		"Daisy's treating it like research," I added quickly. "For her psychology course. She's already interviewed me about how it made me feel."

		"Is that right?" Paul raised an eyebrow. "And how did it make you feel, watching your wife wank off your best friend until he shot his load?"

		"It was..." I hesitated, then shrugged. "It was a turn-on. I can't deny that."

		"Good man." Paul nodded approvingly. "There’s nothing wrong with you. Men like us, we’re not so rare. And Daisy? Any regrets the morning after? Sometimes the guilt hits hard when the wine wears off."

		"No," a voice said from the doorway behind us. "No regrets."

		We both spun around. Daisy was standing at the foot of the stairs, damp hair loose around her shoulders. I hadn't heard the shower stop or her come down. She was wearing one of her bedtime T-shirts that clung to her damp skin and a pair of tiny pyjama shorts that left her long legs completely bare.

		She walked into the room, calm and composed, despite having clearly overheard us talking about her.

		"We had amazing sex afterwards, actually," she said coolly, looking Paul right in the eye. "In the car, right outside the house. You might have seen it yourself, if you’d been walking Bluebell instead of slipping away with that other couple and Corinne."

		Paul didn't look embarrassed. If anything, his grin widened. "Ah, you caught that, did you?"

		"It was hard to miss," Daisy said. “You walked out of the door hand-in-hand with them.”

		"They were fun," Paul admitted. "Nice people. We swapped for a bit. Although..." He made a vague, so-so gesture with his hand. "The guy wasn't quite as well-hung as Corinne usually likes. She has high standards."

		I felt a flash of inadequacy, remembering how Corinne had talked about Spencer’s cock being big. Daisy, however, didn't blink.

		"There’s nothing wrong with having high standards," she said, taking a step closer to him. Bluebell approached her, sniffing her freshly-showered legs, and Daisy knelt down, patting the blue-grey hound’s head. "You seem to walk Bluebell down this end of the cul-de-sac a lot. Like the night you saw me in the kitchen. You told Spencer you saw… everything."

		Paul held up his hands in mock surrender. "Guilty as charged. I was walking the dog, same as tonight, yes. Your curtains were open, lights were on... you bent over and, well… a man can't help looking at a beautiful woman."

		"Does it turn you on?" Daisy asked, her voice sharp, clinical, but with an edge of tease. "Like it does Tyler? Do you get off on spying on your neighbours?"

		Paul's expression shifted, becoming careful. He glanced at me, then back at Daisy, reading the room. "The Watch is a close-knit community, Daisy. We look out for each other. Sometimes... curtains are left open deliberately. Occasionally, doors are too. It's not really for me to say more than that."

		"You're being very vague," Daisy observed. “I bet you know everything that goes on here, on Far Bridge Rise, right?”

		"Discretion is important in the lifestyle," Paul replied with an apologetic smile. “As is people’s privacy.”

		Daisy laughed, a low, throaty sound. "So your respect for privacy is why you watch half-naked women through windows?”

		“I apologised,” Paul repeated, but the teasing smile was still on his face. “I can’t speak for Tyler, but I simply got caught up in the moment. Like you did with Spencer last night.”

		“I see.” Daisy glanced at me, a twinkle of mischief in those dark eyes. “So, tell me, Paul. Should we leave our curtains open more often, then? Is that what you'd like? Would you tell me more about the Rise if I do that for you?"

		I stared at her, unable to believe what she was suggesting, but she avoided my gaze, keeping her eyes on Bluebell as she scratched behind her ears.

		Paul's gaze dropped for a second, lingering on the way her nipples pressed against the thin fabric of her shirt, hard from the cool air after the shower, or from excitement, I couldn’t tell which. I felt my own cock twitch seeing him look at her like that.

		"If you're offering to put on a show like you put on for Tyler," Paul said, his voice dropping an octave. "I'm sure I would appreciate the view. And if you’re being so generous, can I say if you ever need another subject for your... research, as you did with Spencer, I'd be more than happy to offer my services. Corinne would love to watch you make me cum. I’m certain Jordan would too, right Jordan?"

		It was a bold, direct proposition, not even trying to veil his intent. I held my breath, wondering how she'd react, unable to answer because of the tension in my chest.

		But Daisy didn't flinch. She smiled, sweet and sharp as broken glass.

		"I'll keep that in mind, Paul," she said. "But my research schedule is pretty full right now. I'm focusing on quality over quantity."

		Paul laughed, loud and genuine. "Fair enough. You can't blame a guy for trying. I look forward to seeing you sometime, through the window or not. It’ll be nice to see more than just your pussy." He whistled for the dog. "Come on, Bluebell. It’s time to go. Jordan and Daisy are definitely fine. We've taken up enough of their time already."

		He moved to the door, zipping his jacket back up.

		"I’ll let Corinne know you’re making progress," he said, pausing on the threshold. I wasn’t sure if he was talking to me, about my desire to see Daisy with someone else, or talking to my wife about her university research. His eyes did one last, slow sweep of Daisy's body. "It was fun to talk. Bluebell seems to like you, too. Goodnight."

		He let himself out, the door clicking shut behind him, and Daisy didn't give his departure a second thought. She simply turned away from the door, walked back into the living room, and flopped onto the sofa as if we hadn't just been propositioned by our neighbour.

		"Right," she said, reaching for the remote. "Episode three. I need to know if they find the body."

		She curled her legs under her, pulling a throw blanket over her lap. I sat down next to her, but my mind was still racing. The way she'd handled Paul, cool, provocative, completely in control, was impressive, but it also unsettled me. She was adapting to this world faster than I was, and I wasn't sure if that was exciting or terrifying.

		We watched the episode in relative silence, Daisy reacting to the plot twists with normal gasps and comments, while I mostly stared at the screen without seeing it. When the credits rolled, she stretched and yawned.

		"Bedtime," she announced. "I'm shattered."

		We went upstairs, brushing teeth and going through the nightly routine in a comfortable quiet. It wasn't until we were both in bed, the lights out, that she spoke into the darkness.

		"I want you to go see Tyler tomorrow morning," she said softly.

		I turned my head on the pillow to look at her silhouette. "About the patrol?"

		"Yes. Volunteer us for the next available slot. Tomorrow night, if there's space. You did last Saturday, right? I want to start this 'research' properly, so this time, it’ll be both of us. We can watch from the windows, but it’d be good to actually walk around the Rise."

		"Okay," I agreed. "I'll go over early."

		"And Kendall," she added. "You should take her up on her offer to model. Why don’t you text her tomorrow, see if she’s free on Monday?"

		“You’re serious?” My heart skipped a beat. "Monday… evening?"

		"Dead serious. No, Monday daytime. While I’m out, she’ll talk to you without me there, I feel. She's close to Jake. I want you to see what you can find out from her. Casually, of course."

		"Daisy..." I hesitated. "Are you sure? Me alone with her, drawing her?"

		"I trust you," she said simply. "And we need the information."

		I let out a slow breath. "Okay. I'll text her."

		Silence settled for a moment, heavy and charged. There was no way I was going to fall asleep with all the questions in my mind. I waited for her to do something… either go to sleep, or talk, or make the first move. My cock was hard beneath the sheets. She must know how horny I was.

		"Daisy?"

		"Hmm?"

		"Did you mean it? What you said to Paul? About leaving the curtains open?"

		She didn't answer immediately. I could hear her breathing change, deepening slightly. “Yes.”

		"Okay. Can I ask something?” My hand slid beneath the covers, finding her, pulling her body close.

		“Of course you can.” Her body was warm against mine. I pressed my erection against her hip, letting her know I wanted her.

		“Does it turn you on?" I pressed, my voice low. "Be honest with me. The idea of someone watching. The idea of strangers seeing you, naked, having sex."

		It took her a long time to answer. It felt like forever. Had I pushed her too far?

		"Yes," she finally whispered. The single word hung in the air, electric.

		My heart thudded in my chest as I continued, pushing like I’d read to do in the Husband’s Guide. "And Spencer?" I needed to know, needed to hear her say it. "Did it turn you on, making him cum? Seeing his cock, after all these years of fantasising about it?"

		Daisy shifted, turning to face me in the dark. I couldn't see her expression properly, but I could hear her breathing, heavy and rapid. She didn’t deny anything.

		"Yes," she admitted, her voice trembling slightly. "It did. It turned me on so much that I couldn’t wait to get inside to have sex. Knowing how much he wanted it by how quickly he came, it’s flattering and... a turn-on, yes."

		"Do you wish you'd fucked him?" I asked, the question tearing out of me. "Years ago, that night at Jake’s party? Do you wish you'd just done it and got him out of your system?"

		"Sometimes," she confessed, turning onto her side, her hand finding my chest, her fingers tracing the line of my collarbone. "Sometimes I wonder what would have happened, how it might have been. At least I know what he’s like now. And there’s some satisfaction in knowing I could have him, if I wanted."

		She moved her hand down, finding the hardening bulge in my boxers.

		"But I won't," she said fiercely. "I won't ever go further than I did last night, Jordan. Watching people, maybe letting people see us... if that turns you on, if you want to show me off, if you want to let Paul or Tyler or whoever watch us fuck through the window... maybe that's something we can do. But that’s all. No more handjobs. And certainly nothing more than that."

		She squeezed me through the fabric, her touch possessive and desperate.

		"My body is yours," she swore. "Only yours. No one else gets to have me. I'm not my mother, Jordan. I'm not her. As tempting as it might be."

		I couldn’t wait any longer. I needed her. I pulled her to me, kissing her hard, tasting the honesty and the arousal on her lips. She wrapped her legs around me, pulling me on top of her. At some point, she’d slipped her shorts down without me noticing.

		"Go on then," she growled against my mouth. "Take what’s yours."

		Daisy’s hand slid between us, between our bodies, her fingers wrapping around me as I wriggled out of my shorts. Her touch was firm, possessive, and I hissed a breath through my teeth as she stroked me, her thumb circling the head just once before she guided me toward her pussy.

		I reached down too, my fingers finding her wetness, teasing her clit. But as my fingers brushed against her swollen bud, I paused. Smooth skin met my touch where soft hair usually was.

		"Why did you shave?" I asked, my voice rough with arousal. "Did you do it for the party? In case something happened with Spencer? Be honest with me."

		"No," she gasped, her hands gripping my shoulders, nails digging in. "No, Jordan. I did it for you. Just for you. I wanted to see... I wanted to see what it would be like."

		I didn’t believe her but didn't ask again. I didn't care if it was true or not. The unwanted thought that maybe she’d done it for him was enough to snap the last of my control. I lined myself up and thrust into her, burying myself deep in one long, smooth stroke.

		Daisy cried out, her head thrown back against the pillow, her legs locking around my waist to pull me deeper. The feeling of how wet she was, how turned on she was by the rawness of our conversation, was incredible.

		"Mine," I growled, withdrawing and slamming back into her, needing to make her moan, needing to cum inside her, to mark her as mine after she’d wanked another man off and made him cum.

		"Yours," she groaned back, matching my rhythm, meeting every thrust with a desperate roll of her hips. "Only yours. Always yours."

		We fucked with a desperation that surpassed even the passion of last night. I pounded into her, reclaiming her with every stroke, erasing the image of her hand on Spencer's cock and replacing it with this, her body yielding to mine, her pussy gripping me, her voice crying my name in the dark. We moved together in a frenzy of sweat and lust until the tension coiled tight in my balls and exploded.

		I came with a long, deep moan, spilling myself deep inside her, holding her close as the waves of pleasure washed over me. Daisy’s fingers found her clit, and a moment later, she shuddered beneath me, clamping down around my cock as her own orgasm hit, her body trembling in my arms.

		We lay there for a long time afterwards, tangled together in the cooling sheets, listening to our breathing slow in the quiet room. Outside, the streetlights of Far Bridge Rise cast long shadows against the curtains, but in here, in the dark, she was just Daisy. And she was mine.

		For now.

		

		THE HUSBAND’S GUIDE TO WIFE SHARING, PART TWO

		

		An excerpt from Chapter One: The Turning Point

		The moment your wife admits she enjoyed something outside the usual limits of your marriage, a lingering look, a flirtation, the thrill of another man’s attention, or something more than that, is the critical threshold in your journey as a sharing husband. Many men panic here. They minimise, change the subject, or pretend not to notice, and in doing so, they close the very door they have spent years secretly longing to open.

		You must not hesitate. This is the point at which fantasy can begin to translate into shared reality. Your task is to align your desires with what she has already confessed to enjoying. If she admits she liked being looked at, you frame your interest as wanting to explore how being seen affects her confidence and arousal. If she confesses she liked the feel of another man as they touched, if she is attracted to someone and he returned that attraction, you express curiosity about how that made her feel. Did it make her feel powerful, desirable… alive? You do not lead with your need to see her with others, you lead with your permission and your enthusiasm to let her understand… and gentle encouragement to let her move forward on her terms.

		Spoken calmly and without pressure, this is where you say: “If that turned you on, I want to explore it with you, together.”

		You’ve taken the first, but most significant step. Handle this right, and there’ll be no stopping her from doing everything you’ve ever dreamed of.

		

	
		Chapter 3

		The Rundown

		

		If it wasn’t for the fact that we’d just discovered we lived on a cul-de-sac full of swingers, this Saturday morning would have felt entirely normal. The house was quiet, the only sound being a cooking show on the TV, playing to itself in the corner of the living room while I dusted the coffee table and rearranged the family photos on the mantelpiece.

		Daisy had left early, a whirlwind of tote bags and lists, heading into town for what she called ‘strategic Christmas shopping’, which mostly meant buying things she couldn’t or didn’t want to buy with me there. She’d kissed me on the cheek, smelling of vanilla perfume, and left me with a single instruction:

		Talk to Tyler.

		I finished my tidying up, made a coffee and sat at the kitchen table, my phone resting on the placemat in front of me, while I figured out exactly what I was going to say and do. Did I do it innocently, like we simply wanted to help with the Watch? Or did I tell him everything, Daisy’s plans, where I was with it all, where she was and the rest?

		He would know it wasn’t just about the patrol. By now, Paul had probably told him about us being at Spencer and Elia’s party and what had happened after he and Corinne left. He might even know about the flirtation between Daisy and Paul last night. But how should I play it?

		Hey Tyler. It’s Jordan. Are you and Morgan around for a quick chat today?

		I sent the text, then set the phone down and waited. One minute. Two. Nothing. I could ring him, or just call around, but I needed more time to figure this thing out.

		I stood up, restless, and wandered through to the studio. The morning light was cold and grey, flattening the colours of the room. I flicked through the old sketchbooks in my file, revealing the black faux-leather notebook hidden beneath.

		The Modern Husband’s Guide to Wife Sharing: Part Two.

		I hadn’t read much of it since Morgan had given it to me the other day. Part One had been enlightening, a primer on the basics, the psychological rewiring required to accept and encourage sharing your wife. But Part Two... I had no idea what these pages would hold.

		I opened it to a random page.

		“The first time is rarely perfect,” the text read. “It is messy, awkward, and filled with hesitation. This is normal. Do not confuse the clumsiness of early experiences with failure. The arousal comes not from cinematic perfection, but from the breaking of the taboo itself. The fact that it is happening at all is the turn-on.”

		I turned the page.

		“Your role in the early stages is not to push, but to facilitate. You are the architect of her permission. She needs to know that her pleasure, especially pleasure derived from another man, does not diminish her standing in your eyes. It enhances it. You must become the safety net that allows her to fall.”

		My phone buzzed in my pocket, making me jump. I shoved the book back amongst the sketchbooks, feeling slightly guilty, hiding things from my wife.

		But it wasn’t Tyler.

		Hey! How’s my three characters coming along?

		I smiled, the tension in my shoulders loosening slightly. Sarah, my client contact at the indie studio. Something normal to worry about, work stuff.

		Slowly but surely, I replied. Nova is done, and the other two will be progressing forward this week. I have another female model to work with.

		Cool. Do you want to grab a coffee next week? I’ll be passing by your area, and I’d love to see what you’ve done so far.

		I tapped out a reply, agreeing to meet on Tuesday. It would be good to get out of the house, to talk about something other than who was sleeping with whom on Far Bridge Rise. Just as I hit send, a new message popped up at the top of the screen.

		Hey Jordan. We’re over at Frank & Linda’s right now, packing for our vacation. Come over, if you like?

		I stared at the message. The word ‘we’ implied Morgan was with him at Frank and Linda’s. Could I talk to them all together? Maybe it was better. With a group of them, Tyler might be less inclined to get too heavily into Daisy’s recent antics.

		Sure. I’ll be there in five minutes.

		I grabbed my jacket and stepped out into the crisp late November air, the cold nipping at my exposed ears. As happened often lately, it struck me how Far Bridge Rise looked deceptively normal, a neighbour I didn’t know washing his car on his drive, a cat stalking something under a hedge, the distant drone of a lawnmower. But it wasn’t normal here. Not at all.

		I walked down the gentle slope of the cul-de-sac toward number fourteen. It was a detached property, larger than ours, with an immaculately paved driveway that currently hosted Frank’s sturdy 4x4 and Tyler’s sleek saloon.

		The front door opened before I could knock.

		“Jordan! Good to see you.” Frank Petrosky stood in the doorway, blocking the view inside with his broad shoulders. He was dressed in a beige cable-knit sweater that emphasised his military bearing, holding a pile of folded clothes in his arms. “Come in, come in. Excuse the chaos.”

		I stepped in, hearing talking coming from the kitchen. “Tyler said you were packing? Going away?”

		“Tomorrow,” Frank said, gesturing down the hall. “Linda’s trying to decide how many bikinis are necessary for a two-week cruise.”

		The kitchen at the back of the house was vast, dominated by a central island that looked like it had been hit by an unseasonal summer wardrobe explosion. Tyler was leaning against the counter, mug in hand, looking relaxed in a dark polo shirt. Morgan sat on a high stool next to him, scrolling through her phone.

		And in the centre of the storm was Linda.

		I’d met her plenty of times before, but I’d never really looked at her. She was older than Daisy, probably early fifties, but she had a good physique, slim and yet shapely for a woman of her age. She was holding up a sheer leopard-print sarong, frowning at it. Her dark blonde hair was cut in a sharp, expensive bob that swung as she turned. She wore fitted black trousers and a silk blouse that clung to a chest that defied gravity, and likely nature.

		“Jordan,” she said, her voice smoky and welcoming. She dropped the sarong onto a pile of brightly coloured fabric. “Welcome to the madhouse. Tyler said you wanted a chat?”

		“Hi Linda,” I said, nodding to the room. “Tyler, Morgan.”

		“Coffee?” Tyler offered, already reaching for a spare mug. “Or something stronger? It is the weekend.”

		“Coffee’s fine,” I said. “Thanks.”

		I took the mug after he made the drink, and leaned against the doorframe, feeling like an applicant at a very strange job interview. Four pairs of eyes were on me, Frank’s assessing blue stare, Tyler’s amused dark eyes, Morgan’s predatory gaze, and Linda’s cool appraisal.

		“So,” Morgan said, breaking the silence. She crossed her legs, the denim of her jeans pulling tight. “Just you? No Daisy?”

		“No, she’s downtown, buying Christmas presents.”

		“So, it’s a good opportunity,” Frank said, leaning back against the island next to his wife. “To talk.”

		“Yes. I wanted to be upfront with you all,” I began, gripping the warm mug. “Daisy... she’s figured things out. About the neighbourhood. About the Watch.”

		Tyler exchanged a glance with Morgan. A small smile played on his lips. “Has she now?”

		“She’s a smart girl,” Linda said, picking up a gold-lamé bikini top and inspecting the clasp. “We knew she’d catch on eventually.”

		“She doesn’t know that I already know. She thinks we’re figuring this out together. She asked me to call over today and volunteer for a patrol. Together this time,” I said. “As soon as you can fit us in.”

		The room went still. Linda slowly lowered the bikini top. Frank crossed his arms, the cable-knit stretching across his chest.

		“Why?” Frank asked, his voice neutral. “What is she hoping to achieve?”

		“She’s admitted to knowing that Tyler was watching us have sex,” I admitted, deciding honesty was the only currency that would work here. “We went to a party at our friends’ house. It turns out they’re in the lifestyle, and not only that, they know Paul and Corinne. Intimately. And, of course, they were at the party. Daisy now knows that there’s… certain things going on between the neighbours. She knows a guy named Jake who was also at the party and mentioned that he knows Kendall. Then there’s Alex, who–”

		“We already know,” Tyler interrupted me with a laugh, a short bark of sound. “Corinne and Paul told us everything.”

		Morgan smiled then, a slow, shark-like expression that transformed her face from suburban matriarch to something dangerous.

		“They gave us the highlights from the party,” she purred. “Including what happened after they left.”

		“She wanked your friend off,” Frank elaborated, his eyes locked on mine. “Made him cum, right there in the garden while his wife… and you, watched.”

		“She and Spencer are old friends. They had a thing once, a long time ago. Or they nearly did. So, she was just curious as to what his dick was like. She wouldn’t go any further than a handjob,” I said, trying to sound as earnest as possible. “And it’s research, for her dissertation.”

		“That doesn’t sound like research to me, Jordan.” Morgan raised an eyebrow at me. “That sounds like a woman scratching an itch.”

		“Maybe there’s a bit of that to it, sure.” I felt my face heat up. “It was... a complicated situation.”

		“There’s nothing complicated about a young, married woman wanting to feel a new cock throb in her hand,” Morgan murmured. “The only question is what she wants to do next.”

		“More research. It’s just research,” I insisted. “She wants to lean deeper in, and with a swinging group right on her doorstep, disguised as neighbourhood watch, she thinks she can embed herself, observe without participating, and write it all up as an academic study.”

		Morgan slid off her stool and walked over to me. She stopped just inside my personal space, her perfume heavy and expensive.

		“And you, Jordan?” she asked softly. “What do you want to happen next?”

		“Has watching her jerk off your friend made you want more?” Tyler added, setting his mug down. “That must have been horny as fuck.”

		I thought of the raw, animalistic sex we’d had in the car, the image of Daisy’s hand on Spencer’s cock burning behind my eyes the whole time.

		“It was... hot,” I admitted, keeping my voice even and hoping I didn’t get an embarrassing erection. “And she’s admitted to enjoying it too. We fucked all night when we got home.”

		“And what did she say about me watching?” Tyler asked, his dark eyes thoughtful. “Did she admit to enjoying that, also?”

		“Yes,” I answered honestly, my cheeks heating up. It felt strange to confess such things about my wife, but I was in the type of company where I could share without fear of being judged. “She suggested that she’d do it again to Paul last night. She’s said she’ll allow it because it turns us both on. But that’s it. No more handjobs, no sex with anyone outside our marriage. She’s focused on her research.”

		They all stared at me for a second, then Linda let out a peal of laughter.

		“Oh, you’re funny,” she said, shaking her head. “You’re both hilarious. The perfect modern couple. He’s the supportive, modern husband. Happy to do all the housework while she goes out and earns a living, And also willing to let her have the power in bed too. She’s academic, willing to indulge him occasionally, but keep it to limits, her rules, all in the name of research. It’s a beautiful story.”

		“But we don’t believe it for a second,” Frank finished flatly. “A woman doesn’t do what Daisy did with Spencer because she’s writing a paper. She does it because she’s horny.”

		I shifted my weight, feeling the familiar mix of defensiveness and arousal coiling in my gut.

		“So, will you let us on the patrol?” I asked, steering the conversation back to the point. “Because Tyler watched us, and Paul, she’s worked out that there might be some exhibitionist and voyeuristic stuff going on. Like when you set up that show for me, Frank.”

		“She’s a clever one,” Linda said, turning back to her packing pile and holding up a sheer black kaftan. “We’re going on our cruise tomorrow, the Caribbean, the four of us. So if we’re going to do this, tonight’s as good a time as any.”

		Tyler pushed off the counter. “Yes, tonight’s good. We hadn’t planned anything because of our trip tomorrow, but I’m sure we can make sure there’s something worth seeing.”

		“What did you have in mind?” I asked, my heart speeding up just a little at the thought.

		“Leave the details to us,” Tyler said. “Just make sure you’re both ready at ten. I’ll text you beforehand to let you know where to look.”

		Morgan nodded. “And Jordan?”

		“Yeah?”

		“Wrap up warm,” Morgan teased. “It’s turning cold.”

		The air in the kitchen suddenly felt intense, a conspiracy I was now part of. They were humouring me, humouring Daisy’s ‘research’, but we all knew the game. They wanted her to join the club fully, and they knew that I wanted the same thing. Just like me, they were betting that once Daisy saw whatever was going to happen tonight, her veneer of reluctance would crack again.

		“I should go,” I said, setting my empty mug on the island. “Daisy will be back soon.”

		“Of course,” Morgan replied, a mischievous glint in her eye. “Have fun tonight.”

		“And make sure you read more of the Guide while we’re on the cruise,” Frank said, dismissing me with a nod.

		I left them to complete their vacation preparations, walking down the hall, ignoring the murmured conversations that sprang up behind me, discussing Daisy and how excited they were to welcome us to the watch properly.

		Stepping out onto the driveway, the cold air hit me like a slap. I took a deep breath, trying to clear my head and the sense of embarrassment beneath their knowing looks. I looked up the street toward our house.

		Daisy’s car was just pulling into the drive.

		I quickened my pace, my mind racing. I had a few hours to prepare. A few hours to figure out how to tell Daisy we were in, without telling her I was already in. And somewhere in the back of my mind, a guilty part of me was already wondering what Frank and Tyler had planned for tonight. And hoping it would be filthy.

		Daisy was unloading bags from the boot when I reached our driveway. Her cheeks were pink from the cold, and she looked ridiculously wholesome in her wool coat and scarf, a stark contrast to the conversation I’d just left.

		“Hey!” she called, her breath misting. “Perfect timing. Grab these, would you? I think I bought half of John Lewis.”

		I took the heavy tote bags from her, the handles digging into my palms. “Successful trip?”

		“You could say that. I got the new lights for the tree, and... a few other things.” She flashed me a smile that was equal parts innocent and conspiratorial. “Did you speak to Tyler?”

		“I did better,” I said, following her into the house. “I went over. They were all at Frank and Linda’s.”

		Daisy stopped in the hallway, unwinding her scarf. Her eyes sharpened instantly. “All of them? Like a meeting?”

		“Tyler, Morgan, Frank, Linda. They’re packing for a cruise tomorrow.”

		“A cruise?” Daisy raised an eyebrow. “Just the four of them?”

		“Yep. The Caribbean, which makes me a bit jealous.” I set the bags down on the kitchen table. “But before they go... we’re on for tonight. Ten o’clock. Patrol duty.”

		Daisy let out a breath, a mixture of nerves and excitement. “Okay. Ten o’clock. Did they say anything else? Did they suspect?”

		“They think it’s great,” I lied smoothly. “They’re happy to have someone do tonight so they don’t have to, and they can have an early night. Tyler gave me the rundown. We check the perimeters, check the back paths, walk the full length of the cul-de-sac.”

		“Right. Okay.” She started unpacking the bags, her movements a little too quick, shielding some of the items with her body so I couldn’t see them. “Hopefully, we’ll be in the right place at the right time to see something.”

		“You’re still convinced there’s more to it than just Paul and Corinne.”

		“Completely.” She pulled a string of fairy lights out of a box, turning them over in her hands. “Did they seem... weird? About us asking?”

		“No,” I shrugged. “I just told them we want to help out.”

		She laughed, the tension breaking. “God, we’re awful. Lying to our neighbours so we can spy on them.”

		“If you’re right about all this, then they’re lying to us too,” I reminded her. “Saying it’s just neighbourhood watch when they’ve been watching us instead.”

		Daisy nodded, her expression turning serious again. She reached into one of the bags and pulled out a smaller, sleek black box. She didn’t open it, just held it for a second before sliding it across the table to me.

		“Anyway,” she said softly. “I bought this. For you. For us.”

		I looked at the box. There was no picture, just a discreet brand name in silver foil. L’Agent.

		“Lingerie?” I asked, my throat dry.

		“On second thoughts, we can open it later,” she said, taking the box back before I could touch it. “After the patrol. I need to take these things upstairs. What do we have to eat? I’m hungry.”

		She turned and headed for the stairs, the box and the one last unopened tote bag clutched in her hand.

		“I’ll make you a snack,” I called after her as she scampered upstairs. What had she bought, and why?

		The rest of the evening passed relatively quickly and without any complications. Daisy sat at the dining table with her laptop, ostensibly working on her dissertation notes, though I noticed she stared at the same page for twenty minutes without typing a word. I lay on the sofa with the football on, the commentary washing over me as meaningless noise, waiting for the promised text to tell me what the plan was.

		At nine-thirty, just as I was starting to think they’d forgotten, it came through.

		Kelly’s house. The rear path. Do the full perimeter first, to sell it.

		None long after, at nine-forty-five, Daisy closed her laptop with a snap.

		“Right,” she said, standing up. “Time to go.”

		She went upstairs to change. When she came back down ten minutes later, she was wearing thick leggings, her hiking boots, and a heavy parka with a fur-lined hood. She looked ready for an expedition to the Arctic, not a walk around a suburban estate.

		“Warm enough?” I asked, standing up and stretching.

		“It’s freezing out there,” she said, pulling on a pair of black gloves. “And... if I get spotted, perhaps they won’t recognise me.”

		“Okay, fine.” I grabbed my own coat and the torch Tyler had lent me weeks ago. “Ready?”

		“Ready.”

		We stepped out into the night.

		

		FROM THE HUSBAND’S GUIDE TO WIFE SHARING, PART TWO

		

		An excerpt from Chapter Two: Exposure

		The next step after the confession is exposure. You must show her what’s out there, not through fantasy, but through real, tangible experience. For many wives, the idea of another man’s cock is abstract. It’s forbidden, not to be thought about. They’ve never seen one outside of porn, never seen how other couples actually fuck. That’s where the real work begins.

		Take her somewhere sexual. A strip club/sex club is ideal. Accessible, legal, and full of real bodies. The key isn’t to push her to touch or participate; it’s to let her watch. Let her see the variety of penises, the different ways men are built, and the way women move around them. Let her see how other women enjoy being desired, how they handle attention, how they ride, or kneel or take a cock in their mouth. This isn’t about her wanting to be a stripper, it’s about her understanding that sex with other men is normal, physical, and something women actively enjoy.

		If a club feels too much, which it likely will if you’re reading this guide, start with porn. Not softcore, not romantic fluff, not professional gonzo porn, but real, raw, homemade porn that shows actual fucking between normal people. Watch it together. Talk about it. Ask her what she likes, what she finds attractive, and what she finds intimidating. The goal is to desensitise her, to lower the taboo around other men’s bodies and the act of sex. When another man’s cock stops being a scary, forbidden thing and starts being just another body part, another option, the door to sharing swings open.

		This exposure serves two purposes. First, it shows her what’s on offer, what she might be missing or what she might enjoy. Second, it makes the idea of sharing her own body with another man feel less like a betrayal and more like a natural extension of what she’s already seen and accepted.

		When she stops seeing other men as threats and starts seeing them as possibilities, that’s when you know she’s ready to be shared.

		

	
		Chapter 4

		The Most Natural Thing In The World

		

		The cold was biting, sharper than it had been earlier. The streetlights cast pools of orange glow on the tarmac, leaving deep pockets of shadow in between. The cul-de-sac was silent, most of the houses dark or showing only the flickering blue light of televisions through drawn curtains.

		“Where do we start?” Daisy whispered, her voice sounding loud in the quiet air.

		“We do the perimeter first,” I said, falling into the role. “Walk the main loop, check the back paths, then finish at the end of the cul-de-sac.”

		We set off, walking side by side but not touching. Our breath plumed in front of us. I could feel Daisy vibrating with tension beside me, her eyes darting to every window we passed.

		“It’s so quiet,” she murmured as we walked the long way around, as instructed. Frank and Linda’s house was dark, the driveway only holding their car now. Tyler and Morgan’s was in front of their own house. “Do you think they’re asleep?”

		“Already in bed, probably,” I said. “Early start for their vacation.”

		We turned the corner, heading down the path that ran behind the houses on the odd-numbered side. Here, the streetlights didn’t reach. To our left was the dense shadow of the woods; to our right, the back fences of our neighbours.

		“This is where the kids hang out,” I said, sweeping the torch beam along the tree line. “The ones Tyler was worried about.”

		“I don’t see anyone,” Daisy said. She stopped, peering over the fence of number eleven, Russell and Charlotte’s. The garden was dark, the lights were off.

		“Nothing there,” I said.

		“No,” she agreed, sounding almost disappointed. We heard movement in the garden, and I shone the torch into the dense bushes, startling a fox that sped down the path.

		“Maybe nothing’s happening tonight,” Daisy said as we looped back onto the main road, heading toward the end of the cul-de-sac. She sounded relieved, but there was a thread of frustration in her voice too. “Maybe it’s just a quiet night.”

		“We’ve still got a ways to go yet,” I said, my heart starting to thud against my ribs. “The path that goes behind our house, Tyler and Morgan’s, Kelly’s.”

		“Hold on,” Daisy whispered, pulling me to a stop in the shadow of a large oak tree as we were about to move on.

		A light flicked on in the downstairs living room, and the curtains were open just a little, maybe a foot or so, but it was enough to see inside. The room was modern, minimalist, with a large abstract painting on the far wall. Then Charlotte walked into view, wearing nothing but a pair of tiny, black lace panties.

		Her back was to us as she moved to a drinks cabinet, pouring something into a glass. Her body was incredible, with long, toned legs, a narrow waist, and a perfect, heart-shaped ass that was framed by the delicate lace.

		“Jesus,” I breathed.

		Daisy’s hand tightened on my arm. “Sshh.”

		Charlotte turned, holding her glass, and we got a full frontal view. Her breasts were firm, high, and completely bare. She took a slow sip of her drink, then walked over to the window.

		For a terrifying second, I thought she’d seen us. But her gaze was unfocused, staring out into the dark.

		Then Russell appeared behind her. He was fully dressed in a dark shirt and trousers. He walked up to her, put his hands on her waist, and whispered something in her ear. He didn’t seem to care that they were visible from the street. He looked directly out of the window, his gaze sweeping the darkness. I was sure he couldn’t see us, hidden as we were, but the feeling of being surveyed was intense.

		Charlotte laughed, shook her head, and then walked out of view, disappearing deeper into the house. Russell stayed at the window for another moment, his expression unreadable, before he pulled the curtains closed, ending the show.

		“Come on,” Daisy whispered after a few seconds, tugging on my sleeve. “Nothing’s happening there. Just a couple together at home. We shouldn’t have seen that.”

		She sounded almost disappointed as we walked past the rear gardens of the other houses, heading towards our own home, past the main road and back down the other side of the cul-de-sac. We passed Tyler and Morgan’s, where the lights were on, but all the curtains were drawn. We moved on, leaving our house behind until, ahead of us, Far Bridge Rise ended in a turning circle. Number twenty-three sat facing us, Kelly’s place, a large detached house with a sprawling garden that backed onto the woods. Unlike the dark façades of its neighbours, it was brilliantly lit. The large bay window glowed gold against the night, like an illuminated fishbowl.

		“Wait,” Daisy whispered, stopping dead on the path right behind the house. “Look! It’s Kelly!”

		“I see her.” Through the glass, Kelly had walked into the frame of view. She wasn’t wearing the sensible trousers and top she’d worn to the neighbourhood meeting. Instead, she was in a black lace teddy that cut high on her hips, sheer stockings held up by suspenders that flashed against her pale thighs. Her long auburn hair was tied back in a loose ponytail as she carried a silver tray loaded with crystal tumblers, moving with the unhurried grace of someone who knew exactly how good she looked.

		“She’s serving drinks,” Daisy murmured, lowering the binoculars slightly. “In lingerie. On a Saturday night. Here we go.”

		Then another figure walked into view. Linda.

		Daisy sucked in a sharp breath. “Oh my god.”

		Linda was completely naked. Her body, usually hidden under conservative clothes, was on full display, mature but firm, her breasts heavy and natural, tipped with large, dark nipples, her hips curving out into soft, pale flesh. She took a glass from Kelly’s tray, downed a mouthful, and set it back down. The casualness of the motion while being naked in front of her neighbour was jarring, even to me, fully expecting some like this.

		“She’s nude,” Daisy hissed, gripping my arm. “Completely nude. Just standing there, with it all… just hanging out.”

		Then Tyler walked in. He was naked too, his long, thick, black cock waving around in front of him, standing out erect.

		“Oh, shit! Tyler,” Daisy said, her voice rising an octave. “Look at him, he’s totally… Wow. This is crazy. God, he’s hard. They’re going to do it, aren’t they? Where’s Morgan?”

		Tyler walked straight to Linda, his dark skin a stark contrast to hers. He took her face in his hands and kissed her, deep, slow, possessive. Linda’s hands came up to grip his shoulders, her nails digging in slightly.

		“They’re kissing,” Daisy narrated, the words tumbling out fast. “Like, really kissing. In front of Kelly. This is insane. They’re full-on swingers.”

		Inside the room, they were only just getting started. Tyler’s hands moved to Linda’s waist, guiding her forward until she bent over the back of the velvet sofa. Her breasts swung heavily beneath her as she leaned forward. Tyler moved behind her, positioning himself.

		“He’s going to fuck her,” Daisy said, breathless. She wasn’t looking away. She was leaning forward, her whole body tense, like a wire pulled tight. “In the living room with the curtains wide open so anyone could see.”

		Kelly watched from a few feet away, one hand on her hip, the other bringing a vape to her lips. She exhaled a cloud of vapour, her expression cool, appreciative.

		And then Paul walked into the room.

		He was naked as well, striding in with a confidence that bordered on arrogance. He stopped in the centre of the room and looked directly out of the window, straight at where we were standing in the shadows.

		“Fuck! Paul’s there too!” Daisy flinched, taking a step, ducking behind my shoulder for a split second. “Did he see us?” she whispered frantically against my coat. “Jordan, did he see us?”

		“I don’t think so. Stay still.”

		Paul turned back to the others. When Daisy peeked out again, the scene escalated. Linda was still bent over, Tyler moving rhythmically behind her, his hips snapping forward, his cock sliding in and out. Paul moved in front of her, offering her his cock, only average or slightly larger, semi-hard, the head big and bulbous. Linda looked up at her neighbour for a moment, then opened her mouth, taking him inside. Within moments, her head was bobbing on him, her lips and tongue working him to full hardness while Tyler took her from behind.

		“I knew it!” Daisy whispered fiercely, a sudden, fierce triumph cutting through the shock. “I fucking knew it! I was right. And it’s a full-on orgy. Look at them!”

		She was vibrating with excitement against me, her eyes wide, reflecting the light from the window. Her hand had moved from my arm, clasping the other hand where she leaned against the fence.

		“This is it,” she said, her voice shaking but victorious. “Kelly, Paul, Tyler, Linda, which means Morgan and Frank too. It’s real, Jordan. My theory about the Neighbourhood Watch. It’s actually real.”

		She watched for another few seconds, Linda’s mouth moving up and down Paul’s erection, Tyler’s cock slamming into Linda’s pussy from behind, Kelly blowing smoke rings at the ceiling, and then she seemed to snap back to herself.

		“Okay,” she said, her voice tight as Paul and Tyler moved, swapping places, Tyler slapping his cock against Linda’s cheek, which made her laugh. Behind her, Paul thrust into her hard, which ended the laugh, her head throwing back with a look of pleasure on her face. Kelly pulled down the straps of the teddy, her round breasts sliding out into view, reddish nipples proud and erect.

		“Okay. I’ve seen enough.” Daisy pushed herself from the fence and stepped between me and the scene behind her. “We’re going. Now.”

		She grabbed my hand, her fingers cold but her grip like iron, and pulled me away into the dark.

		“Yes, I don’t think we need to watch the rest,” I pretended to agree, looking over my shoulder at the two men now fucking Linda from both ends while Kelly walked over, presumably to join in somehow.

		“I can’t believe it,” Daisy muttered as we power-walked around the path, joining the cul-de-sac on the corner, our boots suddenly making a scraping noise as we stepped onto the tarmac from the soft earthy path. “I mean, I suspected. I had the theories. But actually seeing it...”

		“Especially something as explicit as that,” I added, but Daisy ignored me, lost in her thoughts.

		She shook her head, her breath coming in short white puffs. “Paul and Corinne, fine. We knew about them, and looking back, there’s something about them that gives it away. Their mannerisms, something. I don’t know what, but it doesn’t make it shocking. But Frank and Linda? And Tyler? Morgan? They’re the Neighbourhood Watch coordinators, for God’s sake. Do you think everyone in the watch knows what they’re into?”

		“It is surprising,” I lied, trying to match her energy. “And how organised it is. I can’t believe Kelly was hosting a gangbang.”

		“It wasn’t really a gangbang,” she corrected, her voice sharp with adrenaline. “More of a threesome or foursome. But it was very organised, yes. Kelly serving drinks, the lights being on, the windows open for someone to watch.” She glanced at me, eyes wide in the dark. “Do you think they do this every Saturday?”

		“Maybe. Or maybe just when the mood takes them.”

		“No, it’s not spontaneous, I’m sure of it. And Russell and Charlotte?” she mused, more to herself. “We saw Charlotte earlier. I wonder if there was more to that than I first thought. With some of the others? But where do the others fit in? Jake? Kendall?”

		“We don’t know yet,” I said. “Maybe we should just… I don’t know, ask?”

		“No. Asking will just make them shut down.”

		We reached our driveway, and Daisy unlocked the front door with shaking hands. Inside, the warmth of the house hit us, but she didn’t stop to take off her coat. She kept pacing the hallway, unzipping the heavy parka but leaving it on.

		“Are you okay?” I asked, reaching out to touch her arm. “You’re shaking.”

		“I’m fine. Just... processing.” She looked at me, her pupils blown wide. “It’s a lot, Jordan. Seeing people we know... Do you know something? I’ve never seen people have sex before.”

		“You’ve watched porn, surely.”

		“That’s people I don’t know, on a screen,” Daisy slid the parka from her shoulders, tossing it onto the sofa. “It’s different.”

		“Are you upset?” I asked quietly. “Or… I don’t know… turned on?”

		She paused, biting her lip. “I don’t know. I honestly don’t know. I went out with you looking for this. Expecting to see… something, but this? After doing what I did with Spencer, I thought I was prepared and ready to see it, but now... I need to think.”

		I remembered what she said about catching her mother having sex.

		“Maybe we should have a drink, some supper. Forget about it tonight and–”

		“No, it’s fine.” She rummaged in the drawers next to the TV and pulled out the binoculars we’d been given. “I’m going upstairs. I want to see if... if there’s anything else.”

		“Daisy, I doubt anything else is going to happen tonight,” I said, following her up the stairs. “The show’s probably over.”

		“You don’t know that,” she shot back, heading straight into our bedroom and leaving the lights off. She went to the window, parting the curtains just enough to peer through. “If my theory is correct, there’ll be something else.”

		“What theory?” I asked, but she didn’t answer. I stood behind her in the dark room, watching her silhouette against the streetlamp glow outside. She was rigid, focused entirely on the street below.

		“Anything?” I asked after several minutes of silence.

		“No. Maybe you were right,” she whispered. “Wait. There’s… Who’s that? At the end of the road.”

		I moved closer, looking over her shoulder. Down at the turning circle, the front door of number twenty-three opened. A figure stepped out.

		“It’s Kelly,” Daisy said, lifting the binoculars. “She’s dressed now.”

		Kelly began walking up the street, clutching her fur coat around her against the cold. She didn’t look like someone going for a casual stroll. She looked like someone with a destination.

		“Where is she going?” Daisy muttered. “I haven’t seen the others leave, Tyler, Linda, Paul. Why is she leaving her own party?”

		Kelly passed our house, reaching the junction where Far Bridge Rise branched towards the main road. She stopped under a streetlight as two figures stepped out of the shadows around the corner to meet her.

		Daisy gasped, the binoculars pressing against the glass. “No way.”

		“Who is it?” The figures were blurry in the distance for me.

		“Charlotte,” she reported. “And... oh my god. Is that Michael? Kendall’s brother?”

		I borrowed the binoculars for a moment, and through the gloom, I saw them. Charlotte, recognisable instantly by her blonde hair and the way she held herself. And a younger man, tall and athletic. Michael.

		Daisy let me watch for a moment, then took the binoculars back and used them to peer out the window again.

		“What are they doing?” I asked impatiently after a long moment.

		“She’s kissing him,” Daisy said, her voice filled with disbelief. “Kelly is kissing Michael. On the mouth. Like... properly kissing. And Charlotte’s just… watching, saying something.”

		I squinted out of the window. The three of them stood there for a moment, under the orange streetlamp, then Charlotte took Kelly’s arm, and Michael took the other, and they began walking back further up the street, toward the end of the cul-de-sac that held Kendall and Charlotte’s houses.

		“They’re walking arm-in-arm,” Daisy narrated, lowering the binoculars slowly. “Like it’s the most natural thing in the world. Kelly, Charlotte, and a twenty-year-old boy.”

		She turned to face me, her face pale in the gloom, eyes dark and serious.

		“It’s not just Frank and Tyler and their wives that are involved, Jordan,” she whispered. “It’s everyone in the Neighbourhood Watch. They’re all in on it. Every single one of them.”

		“Fuck,” I breathed, trying to act like the information was new to me. “No way.”

		“Yes way.” Daisy’s brown eyes bored into mine. “And I’m pretty sure seeing everything that we saw tonight wasn’t an accident. This was all staged, Jordan. The moment you asked if you could patrol tonight, they set this up for us.”

		“Set it up? Why?” My heart was thumping so hard in my chest, I was worried she’d see straight through me and know I was lying.

		“There can only be one reason,” Daisy smiled sweetly. “They don’t just want to watch us fuck anymore. They want us to join them.”

		

		NOTES FOR TODAY

		

		Daisy M Hoyland

		I observed a small, private gathering where three people engaged in a consensual threesome. No romantic pairings among them; each participant had a partner elsewhere, fully aware and trusting their lover to have sex without them present. The host (a fourth person) derived pleasure from orchestrating and watching, not from direct participation. So the key themes to explore here are trust, negotiated boundaries, and the erotic pull of sex with others on a purely physical basis. The host’s role is particularly interesting. She was not a participant, but perhaps a facilitator whose arousal comes from enabling and witnessing the act, not from being in it. It’s a complex web of desire here, the host enjoying a show she’s enabled, the participants purely here for the sexual pleasure, and the absent partners possibly deriving gratification by not knowing what their partners are doing, a loss of agency. It’s a delicate mechanism built on honesty, permission, control and the lack of it.

		Personal Note to Self (delete later)

		I keep thinking about how it must have felt for Linda to be wanted by two men at once, to be pleasured by them and to pleasure them. I remember how it felt to be watched by Tyler, knowing he was seeing my married body, knowing he probably envied Jordan, that he was likely hard and wanting to fuck me himself. It was exciting, letting someone else see me in a way that only Jordan ever has, giving myself to him. That’s exhibitionism, and it scared me a little, but it also felt… free, alive, like being on a rollercoaster ride. I need to understand that excitement, to get it properly, not just as a drunk, blurry moment, but as something I choose, and can explore mentally and emotionally as it happens. Showing my body to strangers in real life is the closest I’ll ever come to actually sharing myself, and it’s a good way to do it. It’ll appease Jordan’s desires while teaching me that feeling of being shared. It might not be the real thing, like I saw Linda enjoying earlier, but it’s as close as I’ll get. I’ll let them look, I’ll let them want, but I won’t cross that line. Not now, not ever. I won’t put Jordan through what my father suffered.

		

	
		Chapter 5

		Two Birds, One Stone

		

		I sat at my desk on Sunday morning with my sketchbook open, coffee going cold by my elbow. I’d blocked out rough shapes for the next piece already, the poses I wanted Zara in. She was the game’s tech specialist, burgundy hair, svelte and slim and scantily clad. Now, I was thinking in colours more than lines: deep-sea greens to contrast with her hair, electric purples, thin streaks of neon white cutting through shadow. Something mysterious, low‑lit and intriguing. Something Kendall’s curves would fit into perfectly when I finally texted her to come over and pose.

		The man, Drake, was harder. I flipped back and forth between pages that were all variations on the same theme, a taller figure, faceless, all posture and intention. He was a soldier, muscular, intense. Inspiration would come to me in time. I had to get Zara finished first.

		“Doing some work?”

		I hadn’t heard Daisy come in. She was wearing an oversized hoodie, hair twisted into an uneven knot, no makeup, bare‑legged. Her voice was steady, but her eyes had that slightly distant, over‑bright look I’d noticed last night and tried not to push on.

		“Yeah,” I said. “Trying some different compositions, alternate colour ideas. Something Kendall will be comfortable doing.

		She padded closer, stole a sip of my coffee, then sat opposite me. Her gaze dropped to the sketchbook, lingered on the outline of the female form, then flicked to a discarded rough sketch of the second figure.

		“Who are you going to get to pose for the male character?” she asked.

		I gave a half‑shrug. “I haven’t even thought about it yet. Maybe I’ll ask Spencer, if he promises to behave.”

		Her mouth tugged into a small, wry smile at that, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes. For a moment, neither of us said anything.

		“So,” I tried, keeping my voice light, “How’d you feel today?”

		She knew I was asking more than that.

		“I’m tired,” she said. “I woke up in the middle of the night and couldn’t get back to sleep.”

		I watched her fingers absently trace the edge of the sketch lines on the discarded page. “You seemed… I don’t know… a bit shaken by everything last night.”

		“That’s one way of putting it.” She almost laughed. “We literally watched our neighbours putting on a sex show for us.”

		“We watched consenting adults have sex,” I said gently. “That’s all.”

		“Married consenting adults,” she added. “Having sex with people who aren’t their partners. From like… ten yards from where we were watching.”

		“Yeah,” I breathed.

		I thought back to how the night had ended. The way Daisy had gone quiet after finishing the watch. In bed, she’d pressed herself against me and kissed me like she owed me something, dutiful, almost apologetic. I’d tried to tease her, to nudge the conversation toward what we’d seen, what she thought about the revelations, but every time I mentioned any of it, she’d deflected, kissing me again, before asking me to make love to her, then to sleep.

		We’d done it, slow and attentive, waiting for a moment that would let me in to talk, but it never happened. She came quietly, with her face turned into my shoulder, and then told me to cum inside. Then she’d rolled away and gone still, like a switch had flipped.

		Now, the morning after the night before, that distance was still there. Not a wall, exactly. More like a pane of glass, I could see her, hear her, but there was definitely a barrier between us for some reason.

		“You’ve barely talked about it,” I said. “Don’t you think we should talk?”

		She winced, just a little. “I know. Yes. I just… I don’t know what to say yet. It’s a lot to take in.”

		“That we live in a neighbourhood full of swingers?”

		“It’s good for my dissertation, but with everything…I don’t know,” she said. “It felt exciting, at first, knowing we’d figured it out. Got to the bottom of Far Bridge Rise’s secrets. But now… it’s complicated,”

		“Complicated bad,” I asked, “or complicated interesting?”

		Her mouth twitched. “Ask me when I’ve actually let myself think about it,” she said. “Last night I just wanted to shut my brain off and pretend we were still boring.”

		“We’re not boring,” I said.

		She looked up at me then, and I caught a flash of the same heat I’d seen in her eyes when she’d pressed forward, watching over the garden fence. It flickered, conflicted, then pulled back into something more guarded.

		“I know,” she said quietly. “That’s what scares me.”

		“You don’t need to be scared of anything.” I picked up my pencil and began to sketch a new idea of Zara, one where she was standing, looking up at something, perhaps a giant monster rearing over her. “It’s just sex. We don’t have to get involved. We can keep them at arm’s length once you’ve got all the information you need for your degree.”

		“I guess.” Daisy stood up, stretched, the hem of the hoodie riding just high enough to distract me. “I’m going to make waffles, try to be a normal married woman for at least an hour.”

		“Too late for that,” I said.

		She flashed me a quick, real smile and padded into the kitchen, and for a little while, the house smelled like breakfast and coffee instead of sex and questions.

		A little while later, a text came through. Tyler. I put my pencils down and got up, checking where Daisy was before I opened it. She was upstairs, quiet music coming from the bedroom. She was probably studying or napping. Either way, she was having a slow, lazy Sunday morning,

		I went into the kitchen, empty mug in hand, needing a coffee refill, and I opened the message while the coffee machine hissed into action.

		We’re getting on the plane now, but Morgan told me to check in. I hope Daisy enjoyed the show.

		I hesitated before replying, weighing my best approach. I wasn’t sure whether she had enjoyed it. Seeing something like that wasn’t for everyone.

		I think she did. She’s figured it all out. She saw Kelly with Michael and Charlotte. I don’t know where we go from here, but she’s definitely curious to find out more.

		Tyler didn’t reply. Instead, a message came through from Morgan.

		When we come back, I’ll talk to Daisy. We have a couple of weeks to figure out the best way forward, but if she hasn’t immediately rejected what she saw, it’s a good sign, Jordan. We’ll have you both as full members of the Watch before long, I’m sure.

		I texted back, telling her I wasn’t so sure of that, but agreeing to talk when they got back from the Caribbean, and wishing them a good holiday.
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		The rest of the day and the next few days were… weirdly ordinary.

		Daisy said she needed to make notes about everything, what she’d seen, how it made her feel, and she wanted to lay out some guesses as to how the network operated. Then, when Morgan and Tyler came back, she planned to sit down with them and talk about it. Full disclosure, she called it. And then see how close her guesses were.

		Until that happened, she wanted to slow everything down and re-centre herself. No discussing the threesome. No talking about Spencer and Elia. She wanted to get back to the grounded version of us that we’d been when we first moved here.

		I was okay with that. This was all a lot for me to take in as well. She went to university and work, while I stayed home and sketched, in between going out and doing some Christmas shopping, getting some chocolates and wine for Tyler and Morgan, and a little something for Sarah, a hat and scarf set that I thought might keep her sweet.

		When Daisy came home, she was either making notes or studying, late‑night reading materials scattered across the couch. We cooked, we watched TV, we synced our calendars like any other couple who needed to remember bin day and dentist appointments.

		Nothing dramatic happened. No unexpected visitors. No dog walkers pausing outside our windows to see if they could catch Daisy semi-naked. No neighbours enjoying clandestine meet-ups on the street catching our attention. Instead, December crept in like it often did, letting us know its arrival with colder mornings, earlier and earlier nights and even a couple of snow flurries that didn’t quite settle.

		Thursday evening changed that. We were sitting on the sofa, watching TV, when the doorbell rang, followed by the faint sound of someone laughing outside. When I answered it, Kelly stood on the step, her breath steaming in the cold air, coat zipped right up to her chin. Paul was beside her in a hoodie, broad shoulders filling the doorway, and Kendall hovered just behind them, hands tucked into her jacket pockets. All three of them on our porch at once made me worried for a moment, until Kelly smiled warmly.

		“Sorry for just showing up,” she said, already stepping inside when Daisy called out for them to come in. “We wanted to give you a heads-up about Christmas on the Rise. There are a few traditions we thought we’d let you know about.”

		Daisy joined me in the hallway, smoothing her hair down with one hand. Her smile was polite, but her fingers curled into the hem of her T-shirt for a second when Paul’s gaze slid over her. My mind jumped straight to last Saturday night, to Kelly’s naked breasts bouncing as she served wine to her guests, to Paul’s cock as Linda sucked him. The images floated in front of me for a moment, and by the way Daisy’s eyes went distant for a beat, I knew she was thinking the same thing.

		“Traditions?” I asked, stepping back to let them all in.

		Kelly unzipped her coat as the warmth of the hallway hit, her eyes bright. “A few of us go pretty hard with the house decorations and lights,” she said. “It can be a bit much if you’re not expecting your bedroom to glow neon for two weeks.”

		Paul chuckled, leaning against the wall like he’d done this speech before. “It’s part of the deal out here,” he said. “We’ve all got our own thing going. Some tasteful, some… not so much. We didn’t want you thinking the street had lost its mind overnight.”

		“Carol singers from the local school are a thing. And there’s the annual Neighbourhood Watch party,” Kelly added. “Every year, one house hosts the cul-de-sac Christmas do. This year, it’s at Russell and Charlotte’s the weekend after next. We’re waiting until Tyler, Morgan, Frank, and Linda get back from the cruise. Everyone’ll be there. You guys should come, first Christmas on the street and all.”

		Daisy nodded, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “We’d love that,” she said, giving me a sideways glance. “Thank you for telling us. Let us have the details, and we’ll be there.”

		Paul shifted his weight, looking past us toward the conservatory with its tall glass windows. “There’s also a truck coming in on Saturday,” he said. “A local guy with Christmas trees. He parks up at the junction and does the rounds. If you want one, I can put your name down. He’ll be here late afternoon. They’re good quality.”

		Daisy’s answer was immediate. “Yes, please,” she said. “We were going to get one this weekend anyway.”

		Paul smiled, a quick flash of teeth. “Consider it sorted. I’ll let him know.”

		He paused a beat, then added, almost offhand, “While Morgan and Linda are away, I’m arranging the patrols. Just to let you know, Russell and I are covering them between us. This Saturday, it’ll be myself and Kelly. So, you don’t need to worry about that. If you see us passing, say hi.”

		Kelly’s eyes were on mine, a smile forming on her lips. Was she waiting for us to say something about seeing them last week? I decided to leave it to Daisy, but my wife didn’t mention it. “We’ll be busy decorating the brand new tree,” she said after a moment. “Wave if you see us.”

		That was a weird thing to say, and for a moment, an awkwardness settled in the hallway until Kendall stepped forward, hands sliding out of her pockets. The young woman had been quiet until then, gaze skimming between Daisy and me.

		“Also,” she said, looking straight at me, “I was going to text, but since I’m here, do you still want me to model for your piece? You never got in touch. If you’ve changed your mind–”

		Heat crept up my neck. I rubbed the back of it, suddenly aware of everyone looking at me. “No, not at all. I… Yeah,” I said, a bit too fast. “Yeah, I do. I’ve just… we’ve been busy. I was going to message.”

		Daisy glanced at me, one eyebrow lifting just enough to make the point, then turned to Kendall with an easy smile. “He was supposed to contact you this week,” she said. “He dropped the ball. He’ll text you tomorrow and set something up.”

		“I will,” I said, meeting Kendall’s pretty brown eyes now. “Maybe you could come over Monday? We can work around whatever’s easier for you.”

		She shrugged, casual but interested. “My schedule’s pretty open,” she said. “I’ve got the house to myself at the moment. Mum and Dad are away, and Michael’s gone to see his friends in London for the week. So if you wanted to use my place, that’s fine too.”

		I hesitated, picturing her house, remembering when I saw her naked with Jake. “My studio might be better,” I said finally. “More space, better light. But I’ll think about it. I’ll text you tomorrow, and we’ll fix a time.”

		“Perfect.” She smiled, small but real, and stepped back as Kelly and Paul moved toward the door again.

		“Well, it’s been nice to see you,” I began, relieved to see them go, but Kendall cleared her throat then, shifting her weight like she’d held onto the real reason she tagged along.

		“Main thing I came for,” she said, pulling a small cloth bag from her jacket pocket. “Another tradition on the Rise is Secret Santa. We do it every year, and this year, I’m running it. Draw a house number, that’s who you buy for. Simple stuff, twenty-pound cap. All gifts get dropped anonymously at the party, no names unless you want to.”

		Daisy leaned in as Kendall held the bag out, shaking it once to mix the slips inside. She reached in blind, fingers pinching one out, unfolding it slowly under the hall light, then showing it to me. Number 4. Robert and Margaret’s house. We didn’t know them well, but hopefully they’d be easy to buy for.

		Kelly, Kendall, and Paul left, promising to give more details about party times later. When it was quiet again, Daisy leaned her shoulder into mine, both of us staring at the door for a long moment.

		“So,” she said, voice soft, eyes still on the glass. “Christmas on the Rise just got a bit more interesting.”

		“It sure did,” I nodded, wondering what the Neighbourhood Watch party involved. I was pretty sure it included more than just exchanging gifts and innocent kisses beneath the mistletoe.
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		Saturday afternoon rolled around, overcast and gloomy, with the kind of December chill that made the tip of your nose and ears hurt. I’d texted Kendall first thing Friday, like promised, Monday morning at my studio, while Daisy was at university. She replied quickly with a thumbs-up and a ‘looking forward to it’ message.

		The truck showed up on schedule, parked crooked across the junction of Far Bridge Rise with trees piled high under blue tarps. The guy behind the wheel was rough around the edges, mid-thirties, a thick beard with grey streaks, a flannel shirt stretched over a broad chest, forearms roped from years of hauling. Frank’s buddy, Paul said later, his name was Rick, an ex-military guy, presumably Navy, because of the anchor tattoo peeking out from his cuff. He hopped down with a grunt, clipboard in hand, and nodded politely at me before giving Daisy a long, appreciative look as she gave him our names.

		“He’s cute,” Daisy commented quietly into my ears, causing me to frown at her.

		“Since when do you like men like–” I started to say, but was interrupted by Paul arriving, just as Rick was unhooking our tree. I grabbed the trunk end.

		“Put it on here,” Paul said, wheeling around a large sack barrow he’d brought with him. Rick helped us load the tree onto it before moving on to deliver to Eleanor and Geoffrey, the older couple from the other side of the Rise. I held the tree steady on the barrow as Paul wheeled it down the road and onto our drive, while Daisy held the front door wide against the wind, which had gotten up and was turning frostier as the afternoon wore on.

		We’d had the stand ready in the living room since lunch, Daisy fetching it from the storage cupboard, a trusty metal tripod we’d used for years, sturdy and heavy. Paul took the top branches, angling them through the hall while I carried the base, the sharp bark scratching my palms, the sharp green pine scent flooding the space. Daisy guided from the side, kicking clear a path through the ornament boxes that she’d got ready. We slotted it home, Paul twisting the screws tight while I steadied the trunk until it locked vertically.

		“All yours,” Paul said, dusting a few needles from his hoodie. “It’ll look fabulous when it’s decorated.”

		The tree was tall, with only a few inches between the top branch and the ceiling. Daisy looked it up and down, then turned to Paul. “Thanks. We owe you one.”

		Paul straightened, wiping his hands on his jeans. “You’re welcome. Now I’ve got to get one to Tyler’s next door. They left a key with me. Would you mind giving a hand, Jordan? As you can see, it’s a two-man job.”

		I glanced at Daisy, and she nodded, already unpacking some lights from one of the boxes. “Sure,” I said.

		Tyler’s place smelled like it had been empty for a week, that still, stale air smell as Paul unlocked the side door, flicked on the lights, and we hauled their tree through. It was smaller than ours, but dense, with branches scraping the walls. He disappeared for a moment while I held the tree upright, returning with a stand. I held the base while he set it up, the silence stretching until the screws bit home.

		Paul exhaled, stepping back, hands on his hips. “Job done. Now listen,” he said, voice dropping low, even though it was just us two in the dim living room. “I’m patrolling later with Kelly, around nine. It would be fun if you left your curtains open. Let us see what you’re up to. A display like what Tyler got would be fun.”

		I nodded slowly, pulse ticking up. “Yeah. I don’t know about that. After last Saturday… what we saw, I’m kind of unsure where Daisy wants to take things. It’s all gone quiet with Tyler and company being on vacation.”

		“Regarding that.” He leaned in a fraction, eyes steady. “There’s been a lot of discussion. Morgan’s been texting from the cruise, but the thing is… Kelly’s not sold on you two. She thinks Daisy’s just playing some sort of game. Perhaps just using us for her university research, and that’s it. Kelly’s not as open when it comes to this, like Corinne and me and the rest. She’s slightly more private. In fact, she didn’t know what was going on last week until the very last minute. That’s why she didn’t join in. Linda didn’t tell her until right before you showed, so she was kind of pissed. We had to talk her into going topless, but that’s all she said she’d do.”

		“Ah. Shit,” I cursed. “She seemed okay earlier, though?”

		“She is okay,” Paul nodded, his eyes scanning the tree again, making sure it was straight. “She just has her doubts about you two, doesn’t trust you with her secrets like the rest of us do. She could do with some convincing, if you see where I’m going with this.”

		The implication hung between us for a moment, the emptiness of the house, and the fleeting memory of Tyler and Morgan fucking on the coach next to me amplifying it.

		“I’ll talk to Daisy,” I said. “I can’t make any promises, but I’ll tell her about Kelly.”

		Paul clapped my shoulder once, firm. “Good man. Remember, 9 o’clock. Keep an eye out for us.”

		We locked up and parted in the driveway, him heading off, me trying to think of how and what to tell Daisy while walking the few yards home. She had the first box of ornaments open already, lights unravelled in a loose pile on the rug, her back to me as she tested a strand with a flick of the plug switch.

		She glanced over when the door closed behind me. “All good?”

		“Yeah.” I headed to the kitchen, washing my hands, then rejoined her in the living room. “I… um… had an interesting conversation with Paul.”

		Her eyebrows lifted as she started wrapping the lights around the tree. “Interesting how?”

		I hesitated, then let it out straight. “Kelly’s not sold on us. She’s onto you. She knows you’re only interested in the group for research purposes, and sees it like we’re trying to fool them all, I guess. She’s been vocal about it to Linda and Morgan in texts to them this week.”

		“Hmm, there are bound to be a few in the group that aren’t as outgoing as the others.” Daisy stopped for a second, a series of clear lights dangling from her fingers. She left them for a moment, picking up the tree-topper, a golden star, then straightened slowly, eyes fixed on the tree like it held the answer. “I feared this might happen.”

		“Paul says she needs some convincing, that’s all.” I joined her by the tree, picking up a miniature Santa Claus ornament and hanging it on a branch. “He’s doing the patrol tonight with Kelly and suggested we… put on a show, as we did for Tyler. He thinks that’ll convince Kelly that we’re in this for the right reasons.”

		Daisy didn’t say anything straight away. She took the ornament from the branch I’d just hung it on and moved it higher. “Or it could simply be that he wants to see us have sex,” she said finally, her voice even, turning to face me. Her arms crossed loosely under her chest, pulling her hoodie tight across her breasts. “I’ve got an idea. In fact, I’ve been waiting for an opportunity like this. We can convince Kelly and maybe get Paul to tell us more at the same time. Two birds, one stone.”

		“What kind of idea?”

		She shook her head, a small smile tugging one corner, eyes bright with whatever idea sparkled behind them. “Leave the tree. We’ll decorate it together later tonight. You’ll see.”

		

		NOTES TO SELF: WHY AM I DOING THIS?

		

		To delete later.

		I can’t get the night at Spencer’s out of my head, even after going through it all with Jordan numerous times now.

		I don’t hate Spencer. That’s the first thing. I like him. I’ve always liked him. He’s funny and kind, and he’s been in our lives for so long that he feels like part of the furniture. That’s what makes it so weird. It wasn’t some stranger whose name I’ll forget. It was Spencer. My almost‑mistake from years ago, sitting there listening to me, and then suddenly we’re talking about that night at the party. We’re talking about us. Him and me.

		I keep remembering the way he looked at me when I said yes. Not smug, exactly. More like surprised, grateful, and turned on all at once. And I liked that. I liked knowing I could do that to him and that Jordan was right there, seeing it, not stopping it. I liked the feel of his cock in my hand, knowing I got him hard, the way his body kind of shook when he got close. And I hate that writing this makes me blush, even though nobody is ever going to read it.

		The worst bit is the tiny part of me that wanted to go further. Not full‑on sex, I don’t think I could have done that, not now, not ever, but there was this moment where I felt, if he’s this horny from me wanking him off, how would he react if I sucked it… and I stopped myself. I told myself I was keeping control, that I wasn’t going to give him everything he’d fantasised about since university. But I can’t pretend I didn’t feel that pull.

		And of course, now my brain drags me straight back to Mum and Kelvin, because apparently I’m not allowed to enjoy anything without also digging up family trauma. Twelve years old, coming home early, thinking I’d watch cartoons, and instead I walked in on my mother with a man I didn’t know. He was black, tall, strong, and she was making sounds I’d never heard before. The two of them grunting and moaning like animals as they fucked. Dad wasn’t there, he was still at work. I never told him what I’d seen, but somehow he found out anyway. The shouting, the doors slamming, and then the really awful bit, the quiet conversations later, not quiet enough because I could hear them from my room.

		I remember lying in bed and hearing Dad say, if he couldn’t satisfy her, if she needed other men to be happy, then he’d try to live with it. Imagine loving someone so much that you offer that. At twelve, I thought it sounded weirdly romantic. Now it just sounds like he put a knife in his own chest and asked her to twist it slowly. It didn’t save them. After dozens of lovers, he asked her to stop, and she promised she would, but she didn’t. He caught her again and again, and bit by bit it hollowed him out until he finally left.

		So now I’ve got Jordan telling me it turns him on to watch, that he liked seeing me with Spencer, and all I can think is, am I walking the same path just with more information and different circumstances? Is this really just research for my dissertation, or am I dressing up the same story my parents lived through and hoping for a different ending?

		The horrible truth is, I enjoyed it. I enjoyed making someone else cum. I enjoyed being the centre of attention, the feeling of power, the way everyone looked at me afterwards like I’d surprised them. But as well as being horny, I also felt sick with guilt on the drive home. Both things can be true at once, and that scares me.

		I keep repeating to myself that I’m not my mother. I love Jordan, and I’m not going to blow up everything we’ve worked so hard to build together for a sexual thrill. But there’s a part of me that’s curious and awake now. What would Spencer’s cock have felt like in my mouth? In my pussy? And I don’t know how to put that curiosity back to sleep. So I’m writing it all down, hoping that by putting it into blue ink on a piece of lined paper, I can keep some kind of handle on it, instead of pretending it isn’t there.

		

	
		Chapter 6

		Merry Fucking Christmas

		

		We ate dinner on the sofa while watching some TV, but Daisy’s mind was clearly elsewhere the whole time. I cleared the plates when we finished, stacking them in the sink, aware of the clock ticking toward nine. The tree loomed in the window, the lights only halfway wrapped around it, just a few sparse decorations hanging from the branches. The rest were still in the boxes, waiting for Daisy’s plan.

		Then she got up, poured me a glass of the special whisky we’d been saving for Christmas, the peaty Islay stuff from her dad, the amber liquid catching the overhead light as she swirled it around before handing it over with a small smile. I watched, puzzled, as she fixed herself a gin and tonic, ice clinking sharp against the glass. Her eyes closed for a beat as she took a sip.

		“I thought we could make the tree decoration special,” she explained, noting me staring at her. “Plus, if I’m going to do this, I need a bit of Dutch courage.”

		“Do what?”

		“All will become clear,” she said, setting the glass down half-finished already. “First, I need to go and get ready.”

		“Get ready? For what?” I asked, the whisky warming my throat as I took a sip, confusion pulling my brows together.

		She got up but paused at the base of the stairs, looking back over her shoulder. “I told you. Decorating the tree. It’ll be more fun if we’re in the Christmas spirit.”

		I had no idea what she was talking about, but I waited patiently on the sofa until she came back down. Eight-thirty came and went with me alone on the couch, whisky burning slow down my throat, the curtains wide open like Paul suggested. Headlights swept the street once, twice, but no patrolling neighbours passed the garden path.

		When Daisy descended the stairs, her jaw dropped. She filled the doorway into the living room in red fishnet stockings that climbed her thighs like a second skin, garters clipping taut at the tops. The skirt — if you could call it that — was a scrap of scarlet velvet barely covering her ass, white fur trim brushing her waist. And above that, a tiny red bra cupped her breasts tight, thin straps crossing her shoulders, more ermine edging the low cups that left half her cleavage bare and spilling. A matching Christmas hat perched tilted on her head, the crimson cone flopping lazily, the white pom-pom dangling over one ear.

		She struck a pose against the frame, one hand on her hip pushing the skirt higher, showing the curves of her bare thighs, the other lifting her refilled gin glass in mock toast.

		“I bought it the other day,” she giggled, voice light, eyes gleaming with that mix of nerves and thrill, “I was going to save it for a Christmas treat for you, but after what you said earlier, I thought Paul might appreciate it too.”

		“What do you mean?” I asked, setting the whisky down, eyes tracing the fur trim clinging to her curves. “Paul appreciating it?”

		Daisy took a slow sip of her gin, the ice shifting with a faint clink, her lips curving around the glass rim. “It’s time to decorate the tree,” she said, so casually that she might as well have been suggesting a walk. “And it’s almost nine, so Paul will be passing by on patrol with Kelly. I thought it might be fun to give him a little show. Not like what happened with Tyler, but something more... Christmassy.”

		I blinked, still lost, the peaty burn lingering on my tongue. “A show?”

		She didn’t answer. Instead, she just sauntered past me toward the tree, her hips swaying under the tiny skirt. The lights lay tangled on the rug in a loose pile, plug dangling, and she bent at the waist to scoop them up, slow and deliberate, knees locked straight, the scarlet velvet riding clean up over her hips.

		And that’s when I saw it. She wasn’t wearing panties. Her pussy lips parted slightly in the motion, bare and smooth, framed perfectly by the red garters and fishnet tops. She held the pose for a second, twisting to unravel the first strand of lights, the full view of her behind unashamed toward the wide window.

		My cock twitched hard in my jeans. Now I understood. Paul would be passing by at nine, Kelly beside him, and on display for them would be my Daisy, bending over, practically bare from the waist down, just as she had been that night when Paul saw her the first time.

		Christmassy, alright.

		“Are you sure about this?” I asked, stepping closer as she straightened with the lights in hand, her bare pussy disappearing back beneath the skirt.

		“Yes,” she said, firm, a tipsy glint in her eyes from the gin. “Paul’s seen it before. This might convince Kelly I’m game, fit for the Watch. Even if it feels strange having a woman see my private parts.”

		The thought hit me hard, my cock twitching in my shorts at the mental image of them both staring at my wife’s pussy through the window. I grabbed the plug end of the lights, joining her by the tree, kneeling to feed the cord while she draped the first loops high, body twisting side to side, her boobs threatening to fall out of the skimpy bra top.

		Right on nine, they appeared, Paul and Kelly, strolling along the pavement, coats zipped against the December chill, chatting between themselves. They slowed at the end of the garden, their silhouettes caught in the wash of a passing car for a moment. The street behind them was dark and damp, the tarmac shining faintly in the frosty cold as they looked towards the house.

		“Watch this,” Daisy murmured, as soon as she saw them.

		She moved the little plastic stool that she’d brought out of the storage cupboard into place, set one heel on it, then the other, and climbed up like she’d rehearsed it. From the outside, the tree filled the window, deep green and wide, and Daisy was a splash of red in front of it, stockings climbing her thighs, the tiny skirt riding higher as she stretched.

		She reached up with both hands for the top branch, the golden star tree-topper in her fingers, and the motion pulled the velvet up and over the curve of her backside. From the side, I could see the full round of her butt cheeks, pale against the red, the soft smoothness of her pussy just visible between her parted thighs. From the pavement outside, the view would be clearer, everything visible perfectly through the glass.

		Out on the Rise, Paul had stopped with his feet planted, hands resting lightly on the fence, head tipped forward as he stared in. Kelly stood close to him, arms folded over her breasts, one eyebrow raised. They weren’t pretending not to look. They were obviously watching.

		Daisy held the pose a second too long, fingertips fussing with the star like it needed more care than it did to get straight. Then she took a step down and leaned forward, reaching down the front of the tree for a coil of tinsel. The skirt rode higher, then surrendered completely, sliding up so that the entire curve of her ass was on view, her cheeks spread slightly with the bend, her pussy bare between them.

		My breath stuck in my throat. She knew exactly how far the fabric had gone and made no move to tug it down.

		As she straightened, one of the thin red straps slipped off her shoulder. The cup sagged, fur trim tilting, holding on for half a heartbeat before gravity did its work. Her left breast fell free, firm and full, the nipple tight and dark from the cool air. She glanced at me, then out at the window, and didn’t lift a hand to cover herself.

		She swapped the bundle of tinsel from one hand to the other, and the second strap slid away. The other cup clung just enough to keep that breast mostly covered, but the exposed one bounced with every small movement. She wrapped the tinsel around the tree loosely, then flicked the switch on the wall, and the fairy lights blinked to life along the branches.

		Outside, Paul dipped his head in a slow nod, like he was approving of the show. Kelly’s face was impassive, she watched with her lips pressed together, eyes moving up and down Daisy’s body in calm, steady passes.

		Daisy bent again, slower this time, ass pointing straight at the window. She reached for another loop of tinsel and wrapped it around the stand, giving them a long, clear look at her pussy, a faint shine of wetness when she shifted her weight from one foot to the other. When she came back up, she turned toward the window, breast still out, and lifted her fingers in a little wave, the pom-pom on her hat swinging with the motion.

		My breath froze in my chest for a moment, but they didn’t turn away. Kelly leaned closer to Paul, said something against his ear, and he answered with a short laugh, eyes never leaving Daisy. Then they stepped off the pavement together and started up the path, towards the door.

		“They’re coming to the door,” I hissed, heart thudding. “What do we do?”

		Daisy didn’t flinch. She slipped the fallen cup back over her breast with one quick adjustment, fingers smoothing the fur trim, then picked up her gin and took a steady sip. With a calm face, she adjusted the ridiculously short skirt, and looked me dead in the eye.

		“Let them in,” she said. “I can handle Paul. And whatever Kelly has to say, I’ll deal with it.”

		I wiped my sweating palms on my jeans on the way to the hall. When I opened the door, the cold rushed in around them. Paul’s eyes were bright from the frosty air as he stamped his feet on the mat. Kelly’s hair was pulled back under a wool hat, a few auburn strands curled damp at her temples.

		“Good evening,” Paul said, stepping inside when I moved aside. His eyes flicked past my shoulder, taking in Daisy in the red fishnets, the flickering glow of the tree behind her. “We thought we’d see if you needed a hand. It’s a big tree, and it looks like you’re struggling to reach the top.”

		Kelly shut the door softly behind them, unwinding her scarf. Her gaze went straight to Daisy, then down her legs, then back up again. “It looks good, so far,” she said. “But I’m sure you could use another pair of hands, right?”

		Daisy smiled like they were purely being neighbourly. The bra was back in place now, but the outfit still showed way too much flesh to be appropriate for a stranger’s eyes. “Any help would be great,” she said. “I didn’t realise how tall it was until I got up there.”

		The four of us drifted back into the living room, the atmosphere already tense. Paul took the heavier box of baubles while Kelly grabbed another tangled garland of red beads and started working it loose. I hovered by the sofa, passing Paul and Daisy some hanging hooks, trying not to stare at how close Paul stood behind Daisy when she reached for a branch.

		It was Kelly who cut through the small talk.

		“You have a lovely body,” she said, almost offhand, as she looped a section of garland around the middle of the tree. “Did you enjoy watching us last Saturday?”

		The air tightened. I felt my stomach drop, but Daisy didn’t miss a beat. She hooked a glass ornament onto a low branch, the red glitter catching the light, then glanced over her shoulder.

		“I did,” she said. “It was surprisingly erotic. I had an inkling the watch was a cover for more than just security purposes.”

		Paul huffed a laugh. “Only partly true,” he said. “We do actually watch the neighbourhood. The Rise backs onto woods, and we’ve had trouble before. Burglaries, kids messing about, the usual. But yeah, a lot of the Watch are in the lifestyle too.”

		“So, I understand you’re curious,” Kelly said, finally turning to face Daisy full on. Her arms were folded now, hip slanted, eyes sharp but not unkind. “Is that just for your university research? Because I don’t want to be a test subject. And neither does anyone else.”

		Daisy met her stare, shoulders dropping a notch, like she’d been waiting for that question. “The research is part of it,” she said. “Of course it is, I’m studying unconventional relationships. I’d be lying if I pretended it wasn’t interesting to me for that purpose. But there are other reasons too.”

		Kelly arched an eyebrow. “Such as?”

		Daisy’s mouth twitched, a quick, wry smile. She slid another bauble onto a higher branch, the movement making her skirt shift just enough to show her bare skin beneath. “Such as the fact that last week,” she said, “I wanked off Jordan’s best friend at a party. He came all over my hand while his wife and Jordan watched.”

		Paul snorted. “I can confirm,” he said. “That happened.”

		Kelly nodded once, like she’d been expecting that fact to be raised. “Yeah,” she said. “I’ve heard about that. Did you enjoy it, Jordan?”

		I felt my face heat, but stayed quiet, merely nodding, then watching Daisy, waiting for her response.

		“So, what do you actually want, Daisy?” Kelly asked. “Not in theory. In practice. Wanting to understand why people do this is one thing. Wanting to participate in it is another.”

		Daisy turned and looked at the tree instead of at her, fingers lightly rearranging a branch that didn’t need it. “I’m figuring it out slowly,” she said. “I’m not that sexually experienced, so I’m not just going to jump into bed with a stranger because everyone else is doing it.”

		Paul leaned back against the wall, crossing his ankles, watching her with open interest. Kelly’s posture softened a fraction, arms unclasping as she adjusted a stray light.

		“Good answer,” Kelly said. “But a safe one. Do you want to do more than just wank someone off?”

		“Yes.” Daisy’s brown eyes met mine, her tongue tracing her lips, the first sign of nerves that she’d shown this whole time. “I do.”

		Kelly tilted her head, arms crossing again. “You could just be saying all that,” she said. “You could be playing us. Getting us to open up so you can fill your notebook with… insights.”

		Paul pushed off the wall, shaking his head. “Come on,” he said. “She’s standing here practically naked, giving us a show. She let Tyler watch her and Jordan fuck last week. That’s not just talking.”

		Kelly’s mouth pressed flat, eyes narrowing on Daisy. “I appreciate that,” she said, measured. “But talk’s still cheap. Maybe she should prove herself.”

		The room went still. The fairy lights flashed behind her, casting shifting shadows on the wall. Daisy turned and stood with her back to us for a beat, fingers resting on an empty branch, the velvet skirt barely covering the swell of her ass. I recognised the look on her face when she turned her head just slightly, chin dipped, her eyes calculating. The others probably missed it, but I’d seen it a hundred times. She was making a decision.

		She didn’t answer Kelly with words. Instead, she stepped away from the tree by a couple of feet, right in front of Paul, and bent at the waist, slowly and deliberately. The tiny skirt slid clean up over her hips. Her pussy was right there, inches from Paul’s groin, bare lips parting pink and slick, the soft folds glistening under the lights. She reached for a bauble that had fallen to the floor, her fingers closing around it with no rush.

		Paul’s breath caught audibly. His eyes locked on her pussy, his pupils dilated, his jaw tight. She hung the bauble back on a low twig, adjusting it with small, unnecessary twists that made her ass flex.

		When she straightened and turned back to face us, her left breast had slipped free again, her nipple hard and dark, pointing straight at him. She didn’t tuck it away. She simply let it hang there, rising and falling with her breaths, the fur-trimmed cup useless beneath it.

		Paul stared. He didn’t blink, didn’t look away, his hands flexing once at his sides like he was fighting not to reach out.

		My cock throbbed hard against my zipper. The air in the room felt heavy, charged with sexual tension. Kelly’s gaze flicked from Daisy’s exposed breast to her face, then to Paul, reading something between them.

		“So are you guys just going to fuck, or what?” she murmured, a grin quirking the corners of her mouth.

		Daisy reached forward, stroking the bulge in the front of Paul’s trousers, but when he moved to touch her back, she caught his wrist, stopping him. “When I’m ready to take the next step,” Daisy said, voice steady, eyes on Kelly, “I will.”

		Kelly held her gaze for a long moment, something unreadable flickering across her face. Then, without warning, she reached out. Her hand moved through the air between them like she was testing the water, giving Daisy every chance to step back, to stop her like she’d stopped Paul.

		But she didn’t.

		Kelly’s fingertips brushed the exposed nipple, feather-light, circling the dark peak once before giving it the gentlest pinch. Daisy flinched, a quick intake of breath, shoulders tensing, but then her mouth curved into a small, defiant smile.

		Kelly nodded once, satisfied, and pulled her hand back. She turned to Paul, adjusting her scarf like nothing had happened. “Maybe Morgan is right. We should leave them to enjoy the rest of their evening,” she said, tone casual, already moving toward the hall. “We’ve still got a patrol to finish.”

		Paul blinked, the spell breaking. He dragged his eyes off Daisy’s breast with visible effort, cleared his throat, and followed Kelly without a word. I walked them to the door on legs that felt unsteady, the cold air rushing in again as they stepped out onto the porch.

		“We’ll see you at the party next weekend,” Kelly said over her shoulder, her boots crunching down the path.

		I shut the door and leaned against it, heart still hammering. When I turned back, Daisy was standing by the tree, one breast still bare, the pom-pom on her hat askew, her gin glass in her hand again. She took a long pull from it, then met my eyes and let out a soft, breathless laugh.

		“Merry fucking Christmas,” she said.

		

		FROM THE HUSBAND’S GUIDE TO WIFE SHARING, PART 2

		

		An excerpt from chapter three: The Fear of Being Used

		Most wives who are curious about sharing their bodies aren’t afraid of the act itself. They’re afraid of what comes after. They’re afraid that once another man has had her, their husband will see her differently. That he’ll stop loving her. That he’ll start seeing her as ‘used goods,’ as damaged, as no longer his in the way she used to be. That’s the real wall. Not jealousy, not morality, not even shame. It’s the fear of losing his love.

		If your wife is stuck there, you need to understand this: she’s not resisting because she doesn’t want it. She’s resisting because she’s terrified that wanting it will cost her the one thing she values most, your love, your respect, your sense of possession.

		So how do you remove that fear?

		First, you have to make it clear that sharing her doesn’t mean giving her away. She still belongs to you. In fact, in many ways, she belongs to you more because now she’s doing something for you, as well as for herself, with your permission, under your control. You’re not losing her, you’re gaining access to a deeper, more honest version of her.

		Second, you have to show her, over and over, that your love isn’t conditional on her being ‘pure’ or ‘untouched.’ Your love for her includes everything: her mind, her body, her desires, her flaws. If she sleeps with another man, that doesn’t erase who she is. It adds to her. It makes her more interesting, more alive, more yours in a way that goes beyond simple belonging. More than just words said before God.

		Third, you have to be honest about your own feelings. If you’re turned on by the idea of her being with someone else, say so. If you’re proud of how desirable she is, say so. If you want to hear about it, want to see it, want to be part of it, say so. That honesty reassures her that you’re not just tolerating it, you’re embracing it. And that makes it safe for her to embrace it, too.

		Finally, you have to give her time. She won’t wake up one morning and suddenly be ready to sleep with a stranger. But she can start small. Letting other men look at her. Letting them touch her, within limits. Letting them know she’s wanted. Each step builds her confidence and reduces her fear. And each step is a gift to you.

		The moment she realises that sharing her body doesn’t diminish your love, but actually deepens it, that’s the moment she becomes truly free.

		

	
		Chapter 7

		Not What We Signed Up For

		

		“So, what do you think?”

		We stood side by side, staring at the tree that we’d finished decorating after the departure of Paul and Kelly.

		“What do I think to the tree?” I replied. “Or to what just happened?”

		She turned her head towards me, smiling nervously. “Well, the tree looks great,” she said.

		I looked into her dark eyes for a moment. The Christmas lights flashed prettily, casting multi-coloured shadows across her face. She was still in her Miss Santa outfit, the tiny red bra barely containing her breasts now that she’d tucked them back in, the scrap of velvet skirt riding low on her hips, fishnets seeming to disappear when the lights turned red.

		I exhaled slowly, rubbing the back of my neck, trying to find words that wouldn’t either make her feel guilty or scare her away. My jeans were still tight across my hard cock, the feeling of it throbbing almost against the denim. “I think,” I said carefully, “that I’m horny as hell.”

		She laughed softly, breathlessly, the sound spilling out of her like relief. “Yeah?”

		“Yeah.” I stepped closer, close enough to smell the gin on her breath, the faint vanilla of her skin over the potent smell of pine needles. “Paul saw everything. Your tits. Your pussy. Then, when Kelly touched your nipple… I thought I might cum in my pants. And now they’re gone, and we’re standing here like we just finished hanging fucking tinsel.”

		“We did just finish hanging fucking tinsel,” she pointed out, reaching up to straighten the star further with one hand, the motion making her tits shift under the thin fabric.

		“You know what I mean,” I said.

		She dropped her hand, turning to face me fully now, the tree lights washing her in shifting reds and greens again. Her eyes searched mine, something vulnerable flickering behind the bravado. “Are you okay with this?” she asked quietly. “Don’t you feel jealous that another man just saw my breasts, close up? My pussy? The parts of me that are supposed to be for your eyes only.”

		I swallowed, my throat tight. “I’m more than okay with it,” I said. “Seeing you like that, showing off your body, knowing Paul wanted you, then Kelly touching you… that was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. I just…” I trailed off, not sure how to finish.

		“You just what?” she prompted, stepping closer, her hip brushing mine.

		“I don’t know what happens next,” I admitted. “Kelly wanted you to prove yourself. You did. So now what?”

		Daisy bit her lip, gaze dropping to the floor, then back up. “I don’t know either,” she said. “But we’ll figure it out.”

		I crossed to the window and pulled the curtain shut, the fabric swishing closed over the glass. People had seen enough for one night. When I turned back, she was watching me, arms still crossed under her breasts, the tiny red bra pushing them up, fishnets still turning invisible sometimes in the flashing lights. She looked amazing.

		“You know this isn’t enough for them,” I said, sitting down on the sofa, patting the cushion beside me. She came over, sinking down close, our thighs touching. “Showing off, letting them see, letting them watch us. Paul wants more, that much is clear. And when Tyler and Frank find out… If this is just for your research, we’re walking a fine line.”

		“We’re playing with fire.” She looked down at her hands, fingers clasping together. “I know that.”

		“Do you?” I pressed. “Because they’re going to know eventually that you’re not willing to actually go the distance. Right now, they think you’re serious. They think you’re building toward something, working your way into the lifestyle. Remember, this is where we live now. We’re going to have to live with these people for years. When they find out you’re just teasing them for your degree, they’re going to be pissed.”

		Her jaw tightened, eyes flashing when she looked up. “I’m not just teasing them. You make it sound like I’m leading them on deliberately. I can tell them I’ve changed my mind at any time. I’m sure lots of couples dip their toe in, then decide it’s too hot for them and back out.”

		“Well… Maybe that’s what you’re really doing,” I said softly. “Testing the water. Pretending to me, and to yourself, that it’s just for your research.”

		The suggestion sat heavily between us. For a moment, I thought I’d made a mistake, pushed it too far, too fast. Then she exhaled slowly, uncrossing her arms, letting them fall to her sides. My hand found her thigh, palm sliding over the fishnet, feeling the warmth of her skin beneath.

		“I’m not going to lie and say it’s not… exciting,” she whispered, her eyes finding mine, wide and earnest. “I know you’re enjoying this, that this is a fantasy coming true for you, but I don’t know how far I want to take it, Jordan. I don’t want you to think it’ll go any further and be disappointed.”

		“Did you want to go further?” I asked. “When you felt Paul’s bulge through his jeans?”

		She bit her lip, nodding once. “Yeah,” she admitted softly. “I did. I didn’t expect it, but when I felt how hard he was… yeah.”

		“And Kelly?”

		She shifted, turning toward me more fully. “I’m not a lesbian,” she said firmly. “I don’t get turned on by other women. But I wasn’t going to let her make me flinch. She was testing me, so I tested her back.”

		My cock throbbed hard now, the ache urgent. I reached down, adjusting myself through my jeans. Her eyes followed, then her hand covered mine, pressing my palm harder against the bulge.

		“If you wanted to do something with a guy,” I said, voice rough, “With Paul, or if you wanted to take things further with Spencer… someone you know, someone you’re more comfortable with–”

		“Jordan, wait–”

		“No, let me finish,” I insisted. “I need to say this. Daisy, if you wanted to do more than just wank someone off. If you wanted to do oral sex, you on them, them on you, let them lick you, finger you, even go all the way, let them fuck you… I’d like that.”

		Her breath caught, fingers tightening over mine. “I know you would,” she sighed. “But I don’t know. It’s not what I signed up for when we got married.”

		“I understand that,” I said. “And I understand you don’t want to repeat your mum’s mistakes. It just turns me on, that’s all.”

		“Oh, Jordan.” She leaned in close, lips brushing my ear. “If I’m totally honest, the thought turns me on too,” she whispered. “But it’s just too scary. What if it changes us? What if you look at me differently after? Like I’m no longer your Daisy. Like I’m just a common slut.”

		I groaned as her hand found my bulge again, squeezing it gently. I let my hand slide higher up her thigh, slipping under the velvet skirt to bare skin. “I won’t⁠—“

		“Shh.” She pushed me back against the sofa cushions, swinging her leg over to straddle me, the tiny skirt riding up completely. Her bald pussy pressed wet and hot against the denim of my jeans. I could see she was already soaked. “Let me think things over,” she said, reaching between us to undo my belt, my zipper. “For now, no more talking.”

		She pulled my cock free, already leaking pre-cum, and lifted her hips just enough to angle me into her wet hole. Then she sank down, taking me deep in one smooth glide. Her head tipped back, her blonde hair rippling away from her face, her eyes closing, and her lips falling open, and she started to move.

		She rode me hard, the sofa creaking beneath us, her tits bouncing in the thin red fabric, threatening to spill free again with every thrust. I gripped her hips, fingers digging into the fake ermine at her waist, guiding her rhythm, watching her face flush and her teeth bite her lip in arousal.

		“Do you really want to watch someone fuck me?” she gasped, grinding down hard. “You want Spencer or Paul to bend me over and⁠—”

		I groaned, thrusting up to meet her. “And fuck you hard? Yeah⁠—”

		“Sshhh.” She opened her eyes. “I said no more talking,” she repeated, clamping a hand over my mouth, riding faster now, her other hand between her legs, finger on her clit as she fucked me, chasing her orgasm. I came first, thrusting deep, pulsing inside her, and the feeling seemed to push her over the edge. She cried out, then collapsed forward onto me, breathing hard against my neck, her body shuddering as my cock began to wilt inside her.

		We stayed tangled together for a long moment, sweat cooling, her weight soft and familiar on top of me.

		“Just let me think everything over,” she sighed eventually, climbing from me, my cum oozing down the inside of her thigh and into the fishnet material. “It’s my body. My decision. Okay?”

		I nodded, satisfied physically but also with her response. This was happening. It was actually happening. I just had to make sure to manage the situation carefully.

		She changed into her pyjamas after we cleaned up, a pair of soft cotton shorts and an oversized T-shirt, and curled up on the other end of the sofa with her laptop and a stack of notepads. I made us both toast and tea for supper, something normal and comforting, the Miss Santa outfit and everything that just happened and been said disappearing as if it had never happened.

		She fell asleep around eleven, laptop sliding sideways on her thighs, head lolling against the cushion. I closed the screen gently, set it on the coffee table, then scooped her up carefully, one arm under her knees, the other supporting her back. She mumbled something incoherent, nuzzling into my chest as I carried her upstairs and tucked her into bed, pulling the duvet up over her shoulders.

		When I came back down, the living room felt quiet and strange, the tree lights still blinking softly in the corner. I poured myself another whisky and took it through to my studio, pulling Morgan’s handbook from the drawer where I’d last stashed it. There had to be something in here about what she’d said tonight, about me not being jealous. About her worrying that I’d see her differently if she slept with someone.

		I settled into the chair by the conservatory window, swirling the whisky in its glass, warming it with my palm. I found what I’d been looking for, a section about reassurance, how to convince your wife that going outside of the marriage won’t lessen your opinion of her, won’t change your love for her. It talked about the fear most women have that they’ll be seen as used goods, that their husbands will love them less because they’re no longer pure or innocent. It laid out specific ways to counter that, verbal reassurance, honest communication about desires, examples of what to say, what not to say, how to frame it so she feels desirable, special, and not a possession or a cheap toy.

		I read it twice, underlining a few lines with my finger, as I tried to digest the information. Leaving the notebook on the desk, I went back to the living room to finish tidying up and giving myself time for the advice to sink in. The laptop was still open on the sofa, where she’d fallen asleep, and the screen lit up when I moved it. She hadn’t logged out. I reached again to close the lid, but a line on the document on the screen caught my eye, the cursor blinking mid-sentence.

		I shouldn’t have read it. But I did.

		The top section was academic, something about married women and curiosity about other men, how most feel it at some point, how it’s normal to think about missed sexual opportunities, the men that got away, the one-night stands that never happened. She was feeling it herself, something that was interesting to read her admit.

		But lower down, the tone changed, and a line caught my eye. It was about Spencer.

		I liked knowing I could do that to him and that Jordan was right there, seeing it, not stopping it. I liked the feel of his cock in my hand, knowing I got him hard, the way his body kind of shook when he got close. And I hate that writing this makes me blush, even though nobody is ever going to read it.

		It didn’t stop there. I kept reading, even though I know I shouldn’t.

		The worst bit is the tiny part of me that wanted to go further. Not full‑on sex, I don’t think I could have done that, not now, not ever, but there was this moment where I felt, if he’s this horny from me wanking him off, how would he react if I sucked it… and I stopped myself. I told myself I was keeping control, that I wasn’t going to give him everything he’d fantasised about since university. But I can’t pretend I didn’t feel that pull.

		There it was. Confirmation of what I’d suspected. That this wasn’t all about research, she wanted this too. She wanted to explore, even if she wouldn’t allow herself.

		Then something even more interesting. About her mum and dad. Her father knew about her mother sleeping with other men. He’d let it happen, encouraged it even, at first. Two years, dozens of men, her mum transformed by it. Then her father wanted her to stop. She said she would. She didn’t.

		So now I’ve got Jordan telling me it turns him on to watch, that he liked seeing me with Spencer, and all I can think is, am I walking the same path just with more information and different circumstances? Is this really just research for my dissertation, or am I dressing up the same story my parents lived through and hoping for a different ending?

		The words blurred for a second, my pulse loud in my ears.

		I enjoyed making someone else cum.

		I couldn’t stop reading.

		What would Spencer’s cock have felt like in my mouth? In my pussy?

		My heart was thudding as I skimmed through it one last time.

		I keep repeating to myself that I’m not my mother. I love Jordan, and I’m not going to blow up everything we’ve worked so hard to build together for a sexual thrill.

		Daisy wasn’t afraid of wanting someone else. She was afraid of becoming her mother. Afraid I’d become her father, asking her to stop when it was too late, when the hunger had taken root. Afraid she’d lose me the way her mum lost him.

		I logged out so Daisy wouldn’t know I’d seen the document, then closed the laptop gently, and put it in the drawer when she kept it. After downing the rest of the whisky in one swallow, the peaty burn settling my nerves, I headed upstairs for the night.

		Daisy was still out cold, curled on her side, her breathing slow and even. I slid in behind her, draping an arm over her waist, the warmth of her body pulling me toward sleep. But my mind wouldn’t switch off. I knew where Daisy’s head was at. I’d learned a lot tonight, but I didn’t know what to do with the information. I needed advice. Frank and Tyler were on a ship somewhere in the Caribbean. I didn’t trust Paul. But there was someone I could turn to.

		I grabbed my phone from the nightstand instead, scrolled to Spencer’s number, and texted him before I could talk myself out of it.

		Sorry for the late text, but something happened tonight. Something exciting, and I need some advice. You up?

		The three dots appeared almost immediately. I held my breath.

		Something exciting? About Daisy?

		I texted him back, ‘Yes,’ and then went on to detail everything that had happened in a back-and-forth text conversation. Daisy letting Paul see her body up close, feeling his bulge. Letting Kelly touch her nipple. The talk afterwards, the confession that she was turned on. The content of the document. It felt weird to tell Spencer that she’d written about what it would be like to suck him, to fuck him, but I told him. If he was going to give me good advice, he needed to know everything.

		This is all good. Don’t worry. I can help. I’ll talk to Elia first, then call in the morning. We’ll meet up. Talk this out.

		I texted to say thanks and wished him goodnight, then set the phone face down, a cautious excitement building in my chest. I lay there staring at the ceiling, but sleep was still nowhere close. After a while, I rolled onto my back and picked my phone back up and opened my browser instead, searching the same terms I’d looked up weeks ago. Wife sharing. Hotwife. The same blog popped up near the top, Sultry Whispers, by the mysterious new blogger, Sinner Minnie. I’d read her first couple of posts, but the newest one caught my attention.

		It was about the first time she’d had full sex with another man with her husband watching. The thumbnail showed an image of her, with her face pixelated. Sitting on the edge of a hotel bed, legs crossed, wearing nothing but stockings and a smile. I opened it.

		The post was raw and detailed, sexy and unapologetic. She described the buildup, the nerves, the anticipation, and the surprise that the man she did it with wasn’t the man they’d planned for. She described the first awkward moments, then the shift when she relaxed into it, when she started to enjoy being fucked by someone else while her husband watched from close by, close enough to stop it, but he didn’t. The most interesting bit was the aftermath. Her husband had been worried it had changed them. She admitted that it had, but changed things for the better.

		I read it twice, cock stirring despite the late hour, so I wanked off, quietly and subtly so as not to wake Daisy. After I’d done, wiping my hand on a tissue from the bedside drawer, I finally found sleep tugging at my eyelids. As I drifted off, I let the blog post run through my head one more time, the parallels and responses both fascinating and comforting.

		Minnie had crossed the line that Daisy stood on now. And she’d come out the other side stronger. Could we do the same?

		

		THE FIRST TIME: WHAT HAPPENED AFTER

		

		Sultry Whispers

		A blog by @SinnerMinnie

		It wasn’t who I thought it would be. Not the guy I’d been flirting with for months, not the best friend of Mr Stag, not the hot guy my best friend was dating. Instead, it was Mr Stag’s colleague from work, the last person I’d expected it to be. The one who’d always been polite but watchful, the one who’d shaken my hand a little too long at the office party.

		Nerve-wracking doesn’t even begin to cover it. Exciting doesn’t either. Heart hammering, palms sweaty, that mix of wanting to bolt and yet wanting to dive in headfirst at the same time. Mr Stag was there. I remember thinking his enjoyment from this was as important as my own and our bull’s. I had to please him. This wasn’t just about me.

		My first ever bull was different to Mr Stag. Bigger. Rougher. Not in a bad way, just not my husband. The way he filled me up, the way he gripped my hips, the way he didn’t hold back. It hurt a little at first, stretched me in ways I wasn’t used to. But then I relaxed, and I was riding him, moaning into his mouth, cumming harder than I expected while Mr Stag watched every second.

		But here’s what I really want to talk about: what happened after.

		We went home that night. Mr Stag fucked me again, slow and tender, like he was reclaiming something. I was sore and sensitive from a bigger, rougher man, but it made it better somehow. More intense. He asked me then, voice casual, but eyes serious: “Now that you’ve done it, now that I’ve seen you with another man... can we go back to normal? Back to just us?”

		I said what he wanted to hear. “Okay,” I told him, stroking his hand. But I kept the truth to myself, that I realised I’d wanted to try other men for years, that this was just the first. Being with someone else had opened my eyes to new sexual experiences, and I didn’t want to close them just yet.

		Now, a few more lovers later, I can verify it: things didn’t go back to normal. Instead, they got better. We discovered a new normal. Mr Stag loves watching me with other men, loves hearing about it afterwards when he’s not there, loves fucking me after. I love the attention, the variety, the way it makes me feel desired in ways one man alone can’t sustain. Who doesn’t want that excitement? Who doesn’t want to feel like the centre of attention, like every man in the room wants you, and your husband is proud to share you?

		If you’re reading this and wondering if you’ll ruin your marriage by crossing that line, let me tell you: you won’t. But only if you communicate well. Only if you both want it, truly want it. Things will change, yes. They won’t go back to the way things were before. You can’t undo what you did. But they can change for the better. You can find a new normal, a hotter normal, one that makes you both feel more alive.

		I’m sure I’ll talk about this more in a future blog. I’m still learning, as is Mr Stag. We’re still growing. There are still things I want to try.

		And I’ll be writing about it all here.

		Yours, in a new normal,

		Sinner Minnie

		

	
		Chapter 8

		The Interview

		

		Daisy gripped the steering wheel a little tighter than necessary, her knuckles pale against the black leather. The Sunday late afternoon traffic hummed around us, brake lights flickering red through the windscreen as we crawled toward the restaurant Elia and Spencer had picked.

		“I’m starving,” I said, breaking the silence. “I hope this place is good.”

		She nodded, eyes on the road, the SatNav telling her to turn left after 50 yards. “Me too. I’ve never heard of it, but it’s meant to be nice.”

		Her voice was steady, but her knuckles flexed, betraying the nerves. We’d barely spoken about last night, her little strip show by the Christmas tree for Paul and Kelly, and then her admission that she’d enjoyed it. Spencer had called as promised this morning, followed by Daisy’s phone ringing with a call from Elia.

		“You’re nervous.” It wasn’t a question.

		“I am a bit,” she admitted. “I can’t believe you told Spencer I admitted to enjoying… all of this.”

		I leaned back in the passenger seat, watching the familiar town streets slide past. “Spencer’s cool. He knows you. Knows us. Elia’s your friend. They’re into this. They understand it. I had to talk to someone. Get advice. And they’re the best people for us to go to.”

		She glanced over, flashing me a quick smile before cursing as she almost missed her next left, the SatNav telling her at the last second. “That’s why I said yes to meeting up with them.”

		We pulled into the car park ten minutes later, and now it was my turn to curse as I recognised the restaurant. It looked exactly as I remembered it from that night with Sarah, the low building tucked off the main road, fairy lights strung along the eaves even in daylight, the sign above the door faded gold on black: Kamol’s. The same potted palms flanking the entrance, same warm glow spilling from the windows.

		My stomach dropped. “Shit,” I muttered.

		“What?” Daisy killed the engine, unbuckling.

		“This is the place,” I said. “The one I met Sarah at. It belongs to her aunt.”

		“You said it was nice,” Daisy shrugged.

		“I did,” I nodded, “But⁠—”

		Before I could say anything further, the front door swung open, and Spencer stepped out, tall frame filling the doorway. Elia appeared behind him a second later, her pale blonde hair loose over her shoulders, both of them smiling and beckoning us inside.

		Daisy grabbed her bag. “Come on,” she said. “Let’s get this out of the way… plus, I’m hungry.”

		Inside smelled the same, lemongrass and chilli, faint jasmine underneath. The same round tables with crisp white cloths, the same low chatter from a handful of early diners. And behind the bar, wiping down glasses with the same efficient movements, was Kamol. Mid-forties, sharp cheekbones, her black hair pulled back in a tight bun, her eyes landing on me the second we walked in.

		“Jordan,” she said, smile immediate and knowing. “Nice to see you again.”

		Spencer and Elia turned to me, eyebrows raised. “You know her?” Spencer asked.

		“My client’s aunt,” I said, the words awkward in my mouth. “We… uh… came here a couple of weeks back, to discuss an art commission.”

		Kamol laughed, waving us away. “Go. Sit. I’ll do a family discount for you,” she said, winking. “Your table’s ready. Follow Mei.”

		Daisy shot me a look, half amused, half curious, as we followed Mai, a pretty young waitress, to a corner booth. As she left us to ponder the menus, Spencer clapped my shoulder once, grinning. “Jordan, you never cease to surprise me. I thought this place was our secret.”

		Elia wore a long, plain grey overcoat that she slipped off as we sat, revealing a deep green wrap dress that hugged her curves without trying too hard, the fabric shifting smoothly against her tanned skin, gold hoops catching the light when she turned her head. Her almost-white blonde hair fell loose in waves, a few strands tucked behind one ear, makeup natural but deliberate, winged eyeliner sharp, her lips nude gloss. Daisy shrugged out of her own long jacket, revealing black trousers and a cream silk blouse, blonde hair swept back out of her face, and minimal makeup that somehow made her deep brown eyes look even bigger. Spencer had on dark jeans and a charcoal sweater that fit snugly across his chest and shoulders, sleeves pushed up to show forearms corded with muscle, his hair cropped short, stubble neat along his jaw. I’d thrown on chinos and a button-down top, sleeves rolled, trying for casual but feeling underdressed next to them all.

		Kamol appeared at our table as the menus closed, notepad in hand, her smile landing on me first. “Jordan,” she said, voice warm, leaning in just a fraction closer than necessary to clear the table. “Drinks?” Her eyes crinkled at the corners, flirty or just friendly, I couldn’t tell, but my face warmed anyway for some reason.

		“A beer for me,” I managed. “Lager.”

		She jotted it down, lingered a beat. “You look good. Sarah talked about you the other day. Said she’s bringing you here again next week, maybe.”

		Daisy raised an eyebrow beside me but said nothing. Spencer cleared his throat, amused. “Beer for me, too. Whatever he’s having.”

		“I’m driving, but I’ll have one,” Elia said. “Vodka and Coke, please.”

		“Just Coke for me,” Daisy added. “I’m driving too.” Elia nodded and smiled. She’d parked her sleek Audi outside, around the back. The window next to our table showed the rear car park, where it gleamed beneath the solitary security light.

		Kamol winked at me as she turned away. “Coming right up.”

		Drinks arrived fast, condensation beading on the cold glasses. Starters followed, crispy spring rolls, chilli prawns, served on hot plates that we passed around. Spencer waited until we’d all taken a few bites before leaning forward.

		“Right,” he said. “So, let’s get down to business. The reason we’re here. I want to hear it from you, Daisy. Everything. Jordan gave me the headlines, but I want your side. Uncensored, if you will.”

		“We want all the dirty details,” Elia giggled, stuffing a spring roll into her dainty mouth.

		Daisy puffed out her cheeks, then let out a dramatic breath. “I only did it to convince Kelly and Paul we’re serious about joining the Neighbourhood Watch. Kelly thought I was just being nosy, wanting information for my dissertation.”

		Spencer nodded slowly, eyes steady on her. “You did… what, exactly? I want to hear it from you, Daisy.”

		“But it’s… embarrassing to talk about.” Daisy speared a prawn, considering how to tell it. “I bought this sexy Miss Santa outfit for Jordan, originally, as a surprise. But I had the idea of giving Kelly and Paul a little show. To prove we were serious.”

		“But not through the window this time,” Spencer prompted her to continue, “They came inside.”

		“She wasn’t wearing any panties,” I clarified. “Or bra beneath the top. Her boobs fell out, and her pussy was completely on show when she bent over. They saw everything.”

		“I’ve already heard your side of the story.” Spencer put his fork down and gave me a stern look. “Carry on, Daisy.”

		“Jordan’s telling the truth.” Daisy’s cheeks were pink, and a light sheen of sweat coated her forehead. She dabbed at it with a napkin from the table. “Paul was only a couple of feet away. But, as I said, it was just to convince them.”

		“It’s more than that,” I said. “Tell them. That’s why we’re here. You got horny, you admitted to me later, more horny than you want to admit.”

		She met my gaze across the table, fork pausing halfway to her mouth, a king prawn dangling from the metal tines. Elia watched quietly, interested. The restaurant chatter hummed softly around us.

		“Fine,” Daisy said finally, setting the fork down. “I enjoyed it. It was a turn-on, letting Paul look at my body. Happy now?”

		Spencer grinned, leaning back in his seat. “Paul’s a lucky bastard. I’ve known you all these years, and he’s only known you for two minutes, yet he’s seen you naked, and I haven’t.”

		Elia elbowed him lightly. “Patience,” she said, but her mouth twitched in amusement. Daisy flushed but held his gaze, chin lifting a fraction. The plates of food sat forgotten between us, the air charged with sexual tension.

		Spencer finally leaned forward again, elbows on the table, eyes locked on Daisy. “Was it hotter than letting the other guy watch you fuck?” he asked. “He was outside, yards away, right? Whereas Paul and Kelly were close enough to touch. Just inches away.”

		Daisy took a slow sip of Coke, ice clinking against the glass, buying herself a second. “Them being so close, yeah,” she said finally. “But the thrill was doing it so brazenly. With Tyler, I just pretended he wasn’t there. I blocked him out of my mind and focused on the sex with my husband. But deliberately showing Paul my tits and pussy as I did, that was… intense. Knowing he was looking, wanting me. But Kelly? There wasn’t really a thrill there. I’m not a lesbian.”

		Elia nodded, understanding. “But you let her touch your nipple.”

		Daisy set her glass down, fingers lingering on the stem. “Okay, so… that was hot, I guess,” she admitted. “Letting her touch me like that, but only because there were two men watching. Doing something like that in front of my husband and a stranger… that’s what made it sexy.”

		Spencer grinned appreciatively while shaking his head. “And I wasn’t there to see it. It’s so unfair.”

		Elia tilted her head, ignoring her husband, moving the conversation along. “What about when you watched Paul and Tyler have sex with Linda? How did that feel?”

		“You really did tell Spencer everything,” Daisy murmured to me, and when I nodded, her eyes went distant for a beat. “It was… also… unexpectedly a turn-on,” she said. “I’m not really into watching porn. It’s not my thing. The last time I saw anyone having sex was my mother and one of her lovers. I thought it would repulse me, like that did, but it didn’t. I couldn’t stop watching, at first. Seeing how Tyler fucked. How big his cock was. How big Paul was. But then, suddenly, I felt… weirdly wrong about it, like we were spying, seeing something we shouldn’t, even though they obviously did it deliberately for us to watch. Even though it was probably a turn-on for them.”

		“The pull you felt was due to the taboo,” Elia said simply. “Knowing you’re seeing something you shouldn’t, seeing into someone’s most private moments. The taboo of it is intriguing and exciting.”

		Spencer nodded. “Watching is just as hot as being watched. As long as it’s consensual on both sides, there’s nothing wrong with it.”

		Daisy looked between them, then at me, nodding to confirm her understanding. The main courses arrived then, steaming plates of pad Thai, green curry, jasmine rice, but the conversation hung thicker than the smell of garlic and chilli rising from the bowls.

		Spencer twirled noodles around his chopsticks, steam curling up from the pad Thai in lazy spirals. He chewed slowly, swallowed, then set the chopsticks down deliberately, the wood clicking against the porcelain. His eyes fixed on Daisy, steady, probing. “Something’s bothering me,” he said, voice low but clear over the restaurant’s murmur, the clink of glasses, distant sizzle from the kitchen woks, the murmur of conversation.

		Daisy paused mid-bite, her spoon hovering, vibrant red sauce dripping one thick drop onto the tablecloth below. She wiped it quickly with a napkin, pushing up the sleeves of her cream blouse to show her delicate wrists. “What?”

		“If you really want information for your university course,” Spencer said, leaning in, forearms flexing under his own pushed-up sweater sleeves, “Why not just ask us? An interview, questionnaire, whatever you want. You don’t need to get involved with a bunch of strangers in some creepy fake Neighbourhood Watch sex group.”

		Elia dabbed her lips with a napkin, green dress shifting as she crossed her legs under the table, the grey overcoat draped over the back of her chair behind her. She picked up her vodka and Coke, lime wedge bobbing on the top, condensation trailing down the glass in thin rivulets. “She’s not just after insights and data,” Elia said, her light eyes glinting. “She wants to be on the inside. She wants to witness it all up close, so she can see the emotions, the heat, the passion, the… depravity, for real.”

		“That’s right,” Daisy nodded, pointing her spoon at Elia. “That’s it. Interviews, questions, they don’t tell the real story. I want the truth, the real, uncensored, raw truth.”

		“Even if it means dipping in a toe and experimenting,” Elia continued softly, a knowing look in her eyes. “Tasting a little of it for yourself.”

		Spencer held up a hand, a chopstick pointed to the ceiling. His stubble caught the warm overhead light, jaw set firm. “Exactly. But she could do that with us. She only needs to say the word.” He paused, letting his words land, chopsticks tapping once against his plate. “You’ve already made me cum, Daisy. Remember? You’ve already taken that first step with me. We could go further any time. Elia wouldn’t mind. And Jordan would love it. There’s no need for all this crazy sneaking around with strangers. No games to try to convince them, trick them, whatever it is you’re doing.”

		Daisy’s spoon slipped from her fingers, clattering against her bowl, scattering a few grains of rice across the tablecloth now. Her cheeks flushed pink under the smooth makeup, brown eyes wide, her lips parted, but no words came. She glanced at me, then back to Spencer, the logic pinning her like a spotlight, no easy way out.

		Kamol glided past our table then, balancing a tray of fresh lime wedges and a sweating pitcher of iced water, her voluptuous hips swaying none-too-subtly under the black uniform skirt. She paused just long enough to refill Elia’s glass, just Coke this time, pouring slowly, ice cubes rattling. Her eyes flicked to us. She must have caught the tail end of Spencer’s words, the weight in Daisy’s silence. She straightened, shot me a knowing smile, lips curving before turning away, humming an unknown tune to herself.

		I shifted in my seat, chinos tight against my thighs, trying to shake off the worry twisting low in my gut. What if she pieced this together and told Sarah? I pushed the thought down, forced my voice steady. Sarah had no interest in our private lives, scandalous or not.

		“Spencer’s got a point,” I said, spearing a chunk of chicken from the curry, sauce clinging glossily. “It would be simpler and safer to take things further with them. Hotter, even.”

		Daisy exhaled slowly, picking up her chopsticks, and scooped up a clump of sticky rice. Her long tan coat hung over her chair beside Elia’s grey one, her shoulders finally relaxing a fraction. “I’d have come to you earlier if I’d known,” she said, meeting Spencer’s gaze directly now, the flush fading to a warm glow on her cheeks. “But you kept it all a secret until recently. By the time we found out from Paul and Corinne, Jordan and I were already mixed up with Frank, Tyler, and the Neighbourhood Watch. It was too late to back out, even if we wanted to.”

		Spencer nodded, satisfied, popping a handful of peanuts between his teeth, the crunch audible. Elia sipped her fresh Coke, watching Daisy as if she were measuring the next move.

		“It’s not too late to ask, Daisy,” the pale-haired woman murmured over the rim of the glass, her eyes switching between my wife and me in turn. “We’d be happy to show you the ropes.”

		Daisy set her chopsticks down, rice bowl half-empty, steam long gone. She traced the edge of her glass with one fingertip, nail pale pink against the slick surface. “It’d be weird,” she said, voice dropping softer. “You’re our friends. Elia. It’d feel almost… illegal. Even what I did with Spencer at the fire pit feels kind of… like it shouldn’t have happened. Whether I enjoyed it or not.”

		Spencer leaned back, sweater stretching across his chest, grin easy and unashamed. “I definitely enjoyed it,” he said. “Every single, illegal second.”

		Daisy laughed then, light and breathy, breaking the tension, her head tipping back, the cream blouse pulling taut across her breasts. “Okay, fine. I’ve thought about it too, and yes, I enjoyed it. But we shouldn’t have gone there. Don’t you think? What if it fucks our friendship up?”

		Elia set her Coke down, her green dress fabric whispering as she shifted forward, elbows on the table, gold hoops swaying in her ears. “It won’t fuck anything up. We’re happy to help, Daisy,” she said, her voice like warm silk. “In an advisory capacity or… in taking it further. Physically. You and Spencer. Jordan and I watching. Whatever you need for your… research.”

		Daisy’s breath hitched faintly, her arms coming together, pushing her breasts so they trapped the cream fabric of her blouse between them for a second. Her brown eyes darkened, and she licked her lips nervously. The restaurant noise faded around us as I waited to see how she’d respond.

		She pushed back her chair, napkin folded neatly beside her plate. “I need the Ladies’ room. Do you want to go too?” she said to Elia, who nodded and rose, her green dress settling back into place, close to the skin. They threaded through the tables together, heels clicking on the tiled floor as they went.

		Spencer waited until they vanished around the corner, then turned to me, voice low, eyes sharp. “They’ll be a while in there,” he said, swirling the last of his beer, foam clinging to the glass sides. “Gives us time to talk in private.”

		I nodded, spooning the last of my cooling pad Thai into my mouth, waiting for him to continue.

		“We have a plan,” Spencer said, leaning in close, stubble rough under the light. “Trust me. Whatever happens after the restaurant, agree to it. Play along. Don’t let Daisy back out.”

		Intrigued, I set my spoon down. “What plan?”

		He shook his head, grin wolfish. “I’m not allowed to tell you. Not yet. Elia thinks you ight freak out, but it’s really nothing to worry about. Just trust me.” He glanced at Daisy’s empty seat, the coat flipped over the back. “Daisy’s got me jealous as hell, though. I hope you don’t mind me speaking bluntly, but I’ve always wanted to fuck her.”

		“I know,” I nodded, taking a long pull of my beer to avoid eye contact.

		“So tell me,” Spencer continued, his voice impatient. “Is there a chance?”

		My pulse kicked up, chinos suddenly tight against my stiffening cock. “Yes. I think so.”

		“Would you allow it?”

		“Yeah,” I said, voice rough. “If I’m honest… I’d like it.” It was hard to admit that out loud, but I managed to say it, the words hanging raw between us for a moment.

		Spencer exhaled dramatically, the tension in his shoulders easing. “Good man.” He tapped his glass against mine. “What about you and Elia? She thinks you’re cute. If you wanted her, I’d let you. She certainly wants you, if you haven’t picked up on that yet.”

		I rubbed my jaw, glancing toward the bathrooms. I hadn’t gotten that vibe from her, but I’d come to realise that I was useless at reading signals by now. “I’m flattered, Spencer, but… I don’t know. I haven’t talked to Daisy about anything like that. This has all been about her with other guys.”

		He nodded in understanding. “Okay, so put that on the back burner for now.”

		Mai brought us over two fresh beers, and I waited for her to leave before asking the next question, before the girls came back from the bathroom. “So, this plan of yours. Are you sure we can take this to the next level, without blowing it all up?”

		“Trust me,” he said firmly. “We’ll make this happen. Starting tonight.”

		“Tonight? What do you⁠—”

		The women returned then, Elia gliding ahead, composed, while Daisy followed, looking slightly flustered, her cheeks once again high with colour, the curve of her lips forced. She avoided my eyes at first, smoothing her trousers, the air shifting around us noticeably.

		I leaned toward Daisy, my voice casual and low. “Is everything okay?”

		She nodded quickly, her fingers twisting her napkin smooth. “Yeah. Fine.”

		Elia slid into the seat next to her, picking up her Coke glass, her eyes meeting mine over the rim as she took a long sip. “We were talking,” she said. “I told her about my most recent fuck. A young footballer. Tall, handsome, fit. He screwed me into next week. Had a nice big cock, too.”

		Spencer chuckled low, taking a pull of the fresh beer. “And I wasn’t even there to enjoy it. Elia plays solo sometimes, when the guy demands it. He took her to some fancy hotel, wined her and dined her while I had a microwave meal and wanked off at home as she texted me the details.”

		Daisy laughed, tension easing from her shoulders, blouse settling as she breathed out. She’d undone the top few buttons, the merest hint of her cleavage showing. “Hearing the details from Elia just now got me a little bit flustered,” she confessed, her eyes meeting mine before turning back to Spencer. “Tell me more about the lifestyle,” she said to them both, leaning forward, eyes bright with curiosity. “Elia told me she met this guy in a nightclub, but usually, how do you find men? Who picks who? Who sets the boundaries before a meet?”

		Spencer fielded the first. “Apps, sometimes. Online swinging websites. Friends of friends. Word of mouth. Elia sometimes chooses the guy. Sometimes I find couples.”

		“Then talk it out first, usually before the first meet. We discuss hard limits, soft limits, signals, and safe words.” Elia nodded, picking up a lime wedge and squeezing the juice out into her glass. “And then aftercare is as important as the consent. We make sure to reclaim each other. Then debrief. We talk about what we liked, what we didn’t. What we’d do differently next time.”

		Daisy absorbed it, then asked more general questions that Spencer and Elia were happy to answer. I kept silent, watching and listening to the three of them interact, wondering where all of this was going to lead until, eventually, after dessert, Daisy stretched and yawned. “I know it’s not that late, but I’m feeling kinda tired. I think it’s the food. A full belly always makes me want a nap. Shall we ask for the bill? Are we splitting?”

		She signalled to Kamol, who came over with the card machine. Spencer paid, insisting he didn’t want to split, but, as before, we stood to leave, plates cleared, napkins crumpled beside empty glasses. Elia held up one hand, her slim fingers commanding attention. “Wait,” she said, voice steady, commanding soft attention.

		Daisy stilled, coat halfway off the chair back. I glanced at Spencer, who nodded once as if to remind me to trust him.

		Elia leaned forward, green dress taut across her chest, gold hoops swaying as she reached out and took Daisy by the hand. “Before we head home, I want an honest answer. Do you want to go further? Try the lifestyle properly? Have some fun, no commitments, no pressure. We’ve talked all night, but I need to know, Daisy.”

		Daisy’s throat bobbed, fingers tightening on the coat while Elia held the other hand. The restaurant hummed around us, the distant clatter of dishes, music coming from the speakers, a couple laughing two tables over, Kamol counting coins at the till.

		“I’m curious,” she admitted finally, voice barely audible above the noise. “I think we could… try something. But I’m not my mother. I don’t want to fuck our friendship up, and I don’t want to fuck my marriage up.” Her eyes found mine, searching. “Jordan might think he’s cut out for this, but what if he’s not?”

		Spencer put his hand over Daisy and Elia’s, covering them both. “We go slow,” he said. “Baby steps. We already started with the handjob. And Jordan was cool with that. You’ve already shown yourself to strangers, watched someone else fuck. All that was fine, right?”

		Elia nodded. “Daisy, we had an idea earlier. Something Spencer and I thought you’d find informative. Something useful for your course. Real experience, without going too far.”

		Daisy exhaled shakily, pulling her coat on properly now, tan cotton settling over her blouse. “What is it?”

		Spencer stood, pushing his chair back smoothly, grabbing his jacket from the seat. “Follow us in your car. I won’t take long. We want to take you somewhere, not too far away. You’ll be back before late, we promise.”

		Daisy looked at me, a question written across her flushed face, her lips parted uncertainly. I stood too, donning my jacket, hoping it was long enough to cover the bulge at the front of my chinos. “I’m game, if you are?”

		She held my gaze a beat longer, then nodded once.

		Elia rose first, wrapping the long coat around her and buttoning it up. “One more bathroom stop first,” she said, eyes flicking to Daisy, who nodded and stood, buttoning her coat ready for the cold outside. The two women moved together through the tables again, and Kamol glided over once last time, that knowing smile still playing at her lips.

		“I hope you had a good night,” she said quietly in my ear, eyes bright with mischief. “It certainly sounded like you were having fun.”

		My face heated, throat tight. “Just dinner with friends.”

		“Good friends, for sure.” She wiped her hands on her apron. “I’ll tell Sarah I saw you. She’ll want to know you’re doing well.”

		I nodded stiffly, my pulse kicking up again. What had she heard exactly? The handjob? Daisy stripping for Paul? But Kamol just winked and turned away, hips swaying as she headed to the till, leaving us standing awkwardly by the table, ready to leave, waiting for our wives.

		

		A FEW PERSONAL NOTES: SUNDAY MORNING

		

		Daisy M Hoyland

		I fell asleep while revising last night and left my laptop open, so my battery was nearly dead this morning. My main concern is that Jordan put it away after he took me to bed. I hope he didn’t see any of this stuff I’ve been writing. These notes are messy, raw, full of the kind of self-figuring-out shit that I always throw in the bin or delete once I’ve got it out of my head. But last night I fell asleep before I could delete it. I must remember to go through my notes one last time before I submit anything properly formatted for the dissertation. Can you imagine if I left something personal in there, like this?

		Something weird happened this morning, though. I was tidying in the conservatory — Jordan’s makeshift studio and general dumping ground for anything he doesn’t want cluttering the lounge — and I found this booklet on his desk. The Husband’s Guide To Wife Sharing, Part Two. Part Two. Which means there’s presumably a part one somewhere, but I haven’t found it yet.

		I don’t know where he got it from. He hasn’t mentioned it. Not once.

		I skimmed through it while he was in the shower. The whole thing reads like some dodgy manual about turning a reluctant wife into someone happy, maybe even eager, to be shared with other men. Techniques, psychological triggers, and how to introduce the idea gradually without scaring her off. It’s... thorough. Disturbingly so.

		I’m going to ask him about it later. But for now, I’ve hidden it, tucked behind some textbooks on the top shelf in our room. Let’s see if he notices when he goes looking for it. If he does, I’ll know he’s been reading it. If he doesn’t... well, maybe it’s something the Watch planted. I wouldn’t put a trick like that past someone like Paul or Kelly.

		We’re going out with Elia and Spencer tonight. Jordan texted Spencer last night. He told me this morning. He feels like he needs advice about everything that happened after I let Paul and Kelly see me in the Miss Santa suit. I still can’t believe I went through with that. I was so nervous, my heart was pounding, my hands were shaking as I decorated the tree, knowing they could see everything. Everything! But I had to make it convincing. If these people are going to open up about the Neighbourhood Watch properly, they need to believe we’re serious. That I’m not just a nosy university student looking for some inside information.

		Paul had a hard-on. I don’t know where I found the courage to tease him, but I did, giving it a feel. He was really hard. I wonder if he and Kelly have fucked. They must have, right?

		Anyway, so we’re having dinner with Elia and Spencer later. It’s potentially useful for the research, but it’s also probably going to be embarrassing because Jordan’s told him everything, about Tyler, about Paul and Kelly. And Spencer’s bound to try it on, he always does, and he’ll be even more keen now I’ve jerked him off. That’s the reason I’m glad we’re meeting on neutral turf, in public, at a restaurant that they know. It’s harder for things to escalate when there are waiters hovering and other diners watching.

		But once that’s out of the way, and we’re back home, I’ll sit Jordan down properly and ask him directly about this Husband’s Guide. Where did it come from? When did he get it? And why is he keeping secrets from me? He’s obviously trying to work through all of this on his own, but since when did we not talk about things? When did we start keeping secrets from each other?

		

	
		Chapter 9

		The Middle Of Nowhere

		

		The roads stretched dark ahead, streetlights sparse, orange glow bleeding weakly onto cold, slightly icy tarmac. Elia’s silver Audi led the way, rear lights flaring red at turns, Spencer’s silhouette solid beside her. Daisy seemed tense as she drove, hands tight on the wheel, her coat pulled around her like armour.

		“Where are they taking us?” she asked, voice soft, breath fogging the cold air in the car.

		I adjusted the heater, warm air rushing through the vents. “I have no idea, but I guess we’ll find out soon enough. They said it wasn’t far.”

		The town fell away behind us, houses thinning to fields, hedgerows black against the clouded sky. Daisy leaned forward, glancing at the weather indicator on the dashboard screen, then peering back through the glass. “It feels like it might snow.”

		As if on cue, the first flakes drifted down, lazy, large, melting instantly on the warm bonnet. Then more, swirling thicker in the headlights, settling pale on the verges on the sides of the country road we found ourselves on.

		Elia’s brake lights flared again, turning sharply into a wide, darkened, gravelly car park. At first, I thought it was empty, but then I spotted two other cars parked at the far side, shadowed in the darkness. This felt like a hiker’s car park. There were no buildings, no lights. Just open gravel and mud bordered by drystone walls and bare trees, branches skeletal against the night.

		“Where the hell are we?” Daisy whispered as we followed Elia across the space.

		The Audi stopped smoothly, headlights cutting off. We pulled up beside them, tyres crunching in the gravel. The snow fell lightly now, flakes drifting gently through the headlight beams before I killed the engine. Silence followed, only disturbed by the gentle metallic tick of the car cooling down.

		“Now what?” I murmured, just as one of the two other cars flashed its interior light, a brief warm glow illuminating two shapes inside, then darkness again.

		“I’m not sure,” Daisy replied softly, flexing her knuckles on the wheel as we waited for something to happen.

		Spencer’s door opened first, his frame unfolding tall as he got out, his breath clouding in the freezing air. Elia followed, her grey coat pulled tight, careful of her footing as she got out, both of them turning toward us. Spencer beckoned for us to come over to them.

		I realised what this was, right before Daisy did: an isolated car park, the vehicles deliberately spaced, headlights off but engines running warm against the cold. A dogging spot. Spencer had brought us to a fucking dogging spot.

		Daisy’s hand found mine, cold fingers squeezing. “Jordan?”

		I squeezed back. “You know what this is, right?”

		“I do. I think,” she whispered, voice trembling between shock and fascination. “Outdoor sex? Dogging?”

		I nodded, and we stepped out into the falling snow, cold biting through my jacket and through my button-down, flakes catching in Daisy’s blonde hair as we crossed the short distance to where Spencer and Elia waited.

		“I was going to write about this,” Daisy said as we got to them. “I didn’t think this was a real thing. I thought it was an urban legend.”

		“It’s real, alright,” Spencer smiled, snowflakes melting on his shoulders as soon as they landed. “This is a regular spot, every Sunday evening. We thought it’d be something fun for you to learn about.”

		“Something to expose you to,” Elia added, rubbing her hands together to keep warm. “Another experience.”

		Then they beckoned us to follow them, and the four of us moved together toward the car that had flashed its interior light.

		As we approached the first car, a dark saloon, windows slightly fogged, the occupants became clear even in the dark. A middle-aged couple, complete strangers, nobody we knew. The woman was straddling the man in the passenger seat, her unbuttoned top bunched around her waist, riding him steadily, her curvy hips rolling rhythmically, her head thrown back. The man had her full breasts in his hands, his fingers stroking her large, dark nipples.

		Spencer tapped on the window twice, lightly. “Protocol,” he whispered to us. The woman glanced over, slowed but didn’t stop, then wound the window down halfway, warm air rushing out of the car.

		“You can touch,” she said, her breath ragged. Snow caught on the edge of the glass, melting instantly.

		Spencer reached in without asking, cupping her breast through her open blouse as the man moved his hands to the woman’s hips. She moaned softly, still riding the hard cock inside her, jutting out her chest into his palm.

		“Do you want her to suck your cock?” the man offered, voice breathy, his eyes moving from me to Spencer, barely giving the two women beside us a glance.

		“I’m saving it for my wife,” Spencer said, withdrawing his hand after giving her breast one last firm squeeze and then stepping back.

		The second car’s door opened, a single guy, maybe forty, with a heavy build, stepping out into the snow in jeans and an open jacket. He rounded the car to the driver’s side, unzipping as he walked, cock already half-hard in his fist by the time he got close.

		“I’ll take you up on the offer.”

		The wife had seen him coming and beckoned him around, winding the window further without stopping her rhythm, and reached out. He stepped close as we moved aside, offering her his girthy cock, and she wrapped her fingers around him without any hesitation, wanking him off while she rode her husband, one hand on the stranger, one braced on the car seat for balance.

		Two more men emerged from the shadows near the trees, younger, in their twenties maybe, tracksuits and hoodies lightly dusted white with snow. They approached confidently, already pulling their dicks out, stroking themselves slowly, breath clouding as they crowded round the passenger side where we’d been a minute ago, watching through the window, muttering quietly to each other.

		Then their attention shifted. To Elia. To Daisy.

		The first guy, tall and stubbled, grinned at our two wives in turn. “You two down to fuck then?”

		Elia smiled politely but firmly, her hands pulling her grey coat tighter, her voice calm and measured. “No. We’re here to watch.” She paused, tilted her head. “But thanks for the offer.”

		“Come on,” the second one pressed, stepping closer to Daisy, his dick – average-sized like his friend’s – in hand, still stroking himself. “Give us a wank at least. Women at a dogging spot are begging for it, yeah?”

		Daisy flinched back, eyes wide, alarm flashing across her face. “No. I — no. Thank you.”

		I moved smoothly between them as Spencer did the same, my hand raised, voice even. “She said no. We’re just watching tonight.”

		The men grumbled but backed off a step, returning their focus to the woman in the car, who was gasping louder now, husband grunting beneath her, the guy at the window groaning as she milked him faster.

		Elia touched Daisy’s elbow gently. “So, you can see. It’s a real thing. Let’s go back to the cars where it’s warmer, and we can talk without guys shoving their dicks at us.”

		We retreated across the slightly snowy tarmac, footsteps crunching, Daisy’s breath coming quick and shallow. Once we reached our cars, we stood for a moment, sheltered between our two vehicles, Elia continued.

		“As Spencer told you, this is a regular spot,” she said. “Sunday evenings, around this time. There are usually more cars than tonight, six, eight sometimes, but the cold puts people off. There are normally couples fucking in cars, and single men watching, joining in. The women might get passed around if they’re willing. Couples in cars might do full swaps, even gangbangs in the back seats.” She glanced at Spencer, who nodded confirmation. “We’ve participated numerous times.”

		Daisy leaned against our car, tightening the buttons on her coat, her face pale in the darkness. “Jesus,” she breathed. “And this stuff happens all the time?”

		“It does.” Elia stepped closer, voice softening. “We thought about taking you to a sex club, but there’s the whole thing of becoming a member, and we thought it might be too much.”

		“Tonight was just for you to see,” Spencer added. “To understand what’s out there.” He grinned and winked at Daisy. “For your research, of course.”

		Daisy looked at me, eyes searching, then asked quietly, the sound half-swallowed by the wind carrying the still-light snow sideways across the car park. “How far have you gone? When you’ve ‘participated’?”

		Elia glanced back at the saloon, where the woman’s moans peaked sharply, the fucking couple visible through the fogged glass, the other two men crowding closer. She turned back to Daisy, shivering visibly. “I’ve never been gangbanged, if that’s what you’re wondering. It’s too risky. There’s no way of vetting the guys properly.”

		Spencer huffed softly, breath clouding. “That’s the thrill, though.”

		“Stop.” Elia shot him a look, fond but firm. “I like the exhibitionist part. It’s hot to be watched, touched, even fingered through the windows. But not fucked, not unless it’s prearranged, someone we know.” She paused, considering. “We did that once. I took Spencer and another guy in a threesome, someone we’d met previously at a club. They both fucked me on this very car bonnet, right here in this car park. While a group of men watched, wanking around us.”

		“She let some of them cum on her after,” Spencer recalled, arousal evident in his voice.

		Daisy’s lips parted, eyes wide, cheeks flushed despite the cold biting through her coat. “What was it like?”

		“You’re slipping into interview mode.” Elia glanced at the saloon again as the woman moaned loudly, possibly orgasming on her husband’s cock. “Let’s get in my car to talk before we go home. It’s freezing out here.”

		Spencer moved first, rounding the Audi to the passenger’s side, brushing snow off the door handle before sliding in. Elia followed, settling into the driving seat, turning on the heater immediately. I opened the rear door for Daisy, who climbed in quickly, desperate for warmth, and I followed, shutting us into the quiet cocoon, the windows fogging instantly with our breath, leather cold against my back, snow falling soft and silent outside, muffling the distant grunts and groans from the other car.

		It was more private now, as well as warmer — just the four of us, huddling for warmth in the close interior of Elia’s Audi.

		Elia shifted in the passenger seat, turning to face us, her eyes bright in the dark. “Okay, so back to the threesome we did here. You asked how it was… and if I’m honest, it was incredible,” she said, her voice low, intimate. “I felt like a fucking porn star. All those men watching, wanting me, envious that Spencer and our friend got to fuck me. Wanking their cocks off furiously… We’d done it before at a sex club, but there’s something about doing it out in the open, where anyone could just turn up and watch… Something that makes it really dirty and horny.”

		Spencer nodded, one hand on the wheel, though the engine was off. “She came really hard. They probably heard her back in town.”

		“Stop embarrassing me!” Elia punched him in the shoulder playfully.

		Headlights swept across us then, another car pulling into the car park, tyres crunching in the wet, frosty gravel as it parked near the saloon. Then another vehicle, bigger, a van, its colour indistinguishable in the darkness. A woman got out of the van, tall and slim but older-looking, moving to the back, opening the double doors and climbing in, out of view. Then the man remaining in the front flashed its lights twice. Two men climbed out of the first car, their breath clouding, walking toward the van’s open rear doors to watch whatever was going to happen.

		“I don’t even want to know what’s going on there,” Elia said, then grinned at me and reached for the dashboard, fingers hovering over the light switch.

		“Wait,” Daisy said, alarm spiking her voice. “What are you doing?”

		Elia flashed the interior lights, two quick pulses.

		“Elia!” I said, pulse hammering.

		Spencer turned, calm. “Trust us.”

		“You don’t have to do anything,” Elia said softly. “Just sit where you are. Watch. If it’s too much, get out and leave. Your car is only there.”

		“We didn’t come this way out not to have any fun,” Spencer chuckled.

		Daisy and I locked eyes in the dim back seat, her pupils wide, her chest rising fast beneath her coat. My throat was dry. “What do you think?” I whispered.

		She bit her lip. “Let’s... trust them. We can watch. Just watch.”

		“For research?” Spencer chipped in, still chuckling to himself.

		“For research,” Daisy laughed back nervously.

		Some of the men noticed our flashing signal, their heads turning. A couple more guys had appeared at some point, I didn’t know where from. Three broke away from the saloon, approaching slowly across the snow-dusted gravel, their silhouettes solidifying under the weak moonlight filtering through the clouds above us. My heart slammed against my ribs.

		Then Elia shrugged off her grey coat, and my breath caught in my throat. Beneath it, the green dress was gone. She was wearing just a black lace bra, skimpy, barely containing her small breasts, and matching panties, sheer enough to show she was shaved.

		“When did you—” Daisy breathed.

		“In the bathroom before we left the restaurant,” Elia said simply, smiling.

		Spencer reached over, unclasping her bra with one hand while pulling it away with the other. Her breasts spilled free, small and pert, her nipples so pale they were hard to see the outline against her skin, but they were already hard with the cold. Then, before I had time to prepare myself mentally, he hooked his thumbs into her panties, sliding them down her thighs, over her knees. She lifted her hips, letting him strip her completely. Her pussy was indeed shaved smooth, her mound small, her slit glistening slightly.

		It was my first time seeing Elia naked. Her eyes met mine, as if daring me to say something. My cock pressed hard against the inside of my pants.

		The men reached the car, slowly surrounding it, snowflakes lightly crusting the glass on the outside. One of them wiped it so they could see through, then tapped the glass. Protocol, Spencer had said.

		Elia ignored him for now, turning to Spencer, kissing him hard, her hand sliding to his belt, unbuckling, unzipping. She pulled his big cock free, already hard, his veins prominent along the shaft. Then she leaned sideways, her full lips wrapping around the head, sucking him slowly while Daisy and I watched from inches away.

		“This is really happening,” I whispered, incredulous at what we were doing.

		“Feel free to do the same back there,” Spencer replied, glancing over his shoulder.

		“No way,” I replied. “I’m not getting my dick out in front of a load of dirty pervs wanking off outside.”

		Elia continued to suck Spencer’s cock for a few minutes as everyone watched, then sat up, winding down the passenger window halfway as the man outside knocked on the glass again. A few snowflakes fluttered in, instantly evaporating. A man leaned close, bearded, middle-aged, his stiff cock in hand. “Are your mates gonna fuck too?” he asked, nodding toward Daisy and me.

		Daisy shook her head straight away. “No. We’re just here to watch, like you. We’re new. Still learning. But maybe I’ll come back.”

		Another man crowded the rear window at Daisy’s side. “Wind yours down, love. Give us a wank at least.”

		“I’m not ready for that,” Daisy said, firmer now. “Sorry.”

		The men grumbled, drifting back toward the other cars where the action was guaranteed, and Elia closed the window, which misted up instantly, like the other windows were starting to do.

		“You want to watch us fuck?” she asked quietly, but didn’t wait for an answer. She slid from the driver’s seat, vaulting the space to straddle Spencer, who pulled his trousers down fully so she could grab his long, thick erection. Then Daisy and I watched in silence as Elia guided his cock inside her, sinking down slowly, gasping as he filled her.

		“Fuck,” I breathed, hearing Daisy’s own breathing, heavy in the silence. I’d seen a few people fuck by now, but never as close as this. We were just a couple of feet from Spencer and Elia as she began to ride him steadily, her round breasts bouncing, hands braced on his shoulders, leather seat creaking beneath them.

		Daisy’s hand found mine, squeezing hard, thighs pressed together as we watched our best friends have sex right in front of us, hearing them moan softly together. I’d never been so turned on in my entire life.

		Spencer reached over after a few minutes, found the seat release, and pulled it, so the passenger seat dropped back a few inches, invading my space slightly. I shifted sideways, closer to Daisy, as his head fell back, eyes finding my wife still watching intently. “I’m so jealous of Paul and Tyler,” he groaned, voice rough, desperate. “I really want to see you naked. Your tits, at least. Please. Show me, while Elia fucks me.”

		“I want to see, too,” Elia added, her voice shaky, her eyes meeting mine.

		I glanced at Daisy, expecting her to refuse immediately, but she didn’t. I saw a familiar look on her face, arousal, but a conflict in her eyes. She was horny, curious, but nervous. This was Spencer’s plan all along. I leaned close, lips brushing her ear. “It’s up to you, but you know I’d like it.”

		She exhaled, the sound trembling with nervousness. But then she nodded. “Okay.”

		She slipped off her coat, and I watched as she reached up, her hands trembling as she unbuttoned her blouse, opening it, then changing her mind and sliding it off completely. She sat there for a moment, her black bra on show, then surprised me by unbuttoning her trousers, kicking off her shoes and then taking them off too, sitting there in her bra and matching panties.

		“Wow,” Spencer gasped, waiting for more, but Daisy hesitated, her brown eyes finding mine in the gloom.

		“Let me,” I said, reaching around to unclasp her bra. She let me take it off, and as it fell away, her breasts were exposed to Spencer for the first time, not huge but bigger than Elia’s petite bosom, her pink nipples tight peaks in the cool air. I hooked my fingers into her panties, waiting for permission, and she gave it by lifting her bottom from the car seat enough for me to pull them down her thighs, over her ankles. She was completely naked now. I could tell her face was flushed pink even in the dark.

		The windows were steamed thick now, condensation dripping slowly. A shadow passed outside, a figure walking by, but Daisy didn’t flinch, surprising me.

		“Open,” Spencer said, reaching into the backseat and pushing one knee aside so he could see her shaved pussy. Daisy let him gaze at her as Elia continued to ride his cock, and then we kissed, deep, hungry, Daisy’s tongue sliding against mine. My cock was straining against the inside of my shorts, knowing that Spencer was looking at my wife’s naked tits and pussy.

		“I want to see your cock,” Elia’s voice made me open my eyes, and Daisy broke the kiss, her hands fumbling with my button and zipper, yanking down my pants and freeing my stiff cock. She sat there for a moment, letting Elia lean forward to see me, then leaned forward, wrapping her lips around my throbbing erection, her cheeks hollowing as she started to suck me.

		I looked down at Daisy, watching her head bob up and down, savouring the feeling but scarcely able to believe we were doing this, then looked up. Elia and Spencer had stopped moving, watching us now, his cock still buried inside her.

		“Nice dick,” Elia grinned, the dim light shining on the edges of her firm tits, just a foot or so away. “I could work with that.”

		“Daisy knows how to suck it too,” Spencer said, his voice strained. “Look at her. Fuck. I wish I was you right now, Jordan.”

		“Really?” I found myself saying.

		“I just want to touch her,” he continued, “Can I touch? I need to feel those tits. Play with that pussy.”

		Daisy murmured something around my cock.

		“What was that?” Elia asked.

		“Okay,” Daisy repeated, taking my cock out of her mouth for a moment to speak, then resuming the blow job.

		Spencer didn’t say anything, he simply reached out, his hand sliding up my wife’s thigh. I watched as he reached her pussy, his fingers opening up her lips, one sliding inside. Daisy shuddered at his touch, her legs clamping together, so he moved his hand across her belly to her breasts, cupping and squeezing the closest.

		“Why don’t we swap places?” he suggested. “It’s a bit awkward to reach from here. Please, Jordan. I just want to feel her body. We’ve come this far.”

		“You can say stop at any time, and we stop,” Elia added. I pulled my eyes away from Spencer’s hand on Daisy’s tits and looked up at her. She smiled and licked her lips.

		Then, to my complete surprise, Daisy pulled off me, my cock slick with her saliva. “Do it,” she whispered.

		“What?”

		“You heard them. We’ve come this far, and we can stop at anytime.” Daisy’s eyes were wide as she sat up, totally naked in the back seat. “I want to experience this. Just one time.”

		“Okay,” I said, pulling up my trousers and pants and opening the car door, cold air suddenly hitting us, snowflakes melting on my flushed face as I got out. A single man stood nearby, watching, his cock out, his fist bunched around it. I ignored him, rounding the car, climbing into the front passenger seat. Spencer slid out, moving to the back, settling beside Daisy. The sound of the two doors slamming shut seemed loud in the small space as I got comfortable.

		Elia turned to me, her small but perfect breasts swaying. She’d got one leg out in front of her, the other curled beneath her, and I could see her pussy, even closer now, wet from fucking Spencer. She leaned in, smiling sweetly as though this was the most normal thing in the world.

		“Are you having fun?” she asked.

		“Are you having fun?” Elia asked, her voice soft and teasing, breath still quick from riding Spencer.

		I swallowed hard, my throat dry. “Yeah. This is... incredible.”

		She smiled, leaning closer, her hand sliding onto my thigh, fingers tracing slow circles through the fabric of my chinos. “Good. Just relax and enjoy.”

		Behind us, Spencer had wasted no time. His hands moved over Daisy’s body with deliberate hunger, his palms sliding up her ribcage, cupping her breasts, thumbs brushing over her nipples until they peaked hard again. Daisy’s breath caught, her head falling back against the headrest, eyes fluttering closed.

		“God, you’re beautiful,” Spencer murmured, his voice rough with need. His hand drifted lower, over the soft curve of her stomach, fingers trailing down before sliding between her thighs. She parted her legs instinctively, giving him access, and his fingers found her pussy again, stroking along her slick folds.

		Daisy gasped, her hips lifting slightly off the seat.

		“Can I kiss you?” Spencer asked, voice low, reverent almost.

		Daisy’s eyes opened, finding mine in the dim light filtering through the fogged windows. I saw the question there, the permission she was seeking. My pulse hammered in my ears.

		I nodded. “Yes, okay.”

		“Yes,” Daisy echoed, barely a whisper.

		Spencer leaned in, capturing her mouth with his. The kiss started slow, their lips pressing, testing each other, but deepened fast, his tongue sliding against hers, her hand coming up to grip his shoulder. His hands roamed freely now, one kneading her breast, the other between her legs, fingers circling her clit in quick strokes that made her moan into his mouth.

		Elia’s hand tightened on my thigh, her breath warm against my ear. “Watch them,” she whispered. “Doesn’t she look gorgeous with him?”

		I couldn’t look away. Daisy’s free hand had found Spencer’s cock, wrapping around the thick shaft, stroking him tightly from base to tip, her thumb smearing the bead of precum leaking from the head. Spencer groaned into the kiss, hips bucking slightly into her grip.

		“Suck it,” Spencer breathed against her lips, breaking the kiss, his forehead pressed to hers. “Please, Daisy. I need to feel your mouth on me.”

		She hesitated, her hand stilling on his shaft. I held my breath, surprised she was even considering it. Then she glanced at me again, eyes dark and glassy with arousal. Again, I nodded.

		“Okay,” she said, voice barely audible.

		Spencer shifted, leaning back against the door, giving her room. Daisy turned, bending over, her arse lifting toward the window where light snow covered the glass.  A man’s hand wiped it clear from outside, his face leaning forward, staring at my wife’s pussy as she leaned over fully.

		But my attention was focused on Daisy. Her lips parted, tongue darting out to wet them, then she lowered her head, taking Spencer’s big cock into her mouth.

		He groaned loudly, head falling back, eyes squeezing shut. “Fuck. Yes. Finally. Suck my cock, Daisy.”

		Elia’s fingers worked their way inside my still-undone chinos, and I didn’t stop her. I was totally fixated on the sight before me, my wife giving head to my best friend. Elia managed to free my cock, wrapping her hand around it, stroking slowly and firmly. I looked at her and smiled, putting a finger to her lips to stay quiet as she wanked me off.

		Spencer caught my eye as I turned back to what was happening in the backseat. Daisy bobbed her head, taking him deeper, focusing on sucking his thick cock the best she could. He winked at me — smug, almost triumphant — then his hand moved, sliding over Daisy’s back, cupping her ass and pulling her closer. Then he reached around further, finding her pussy, and slid two fingers into her. She moaned around his cock, but didn’t stop him this time.

		“She’s so fucking wet,” Spencer said, voice strained, watching me. “Your wife’s dripping for me, Jordan.”

		My cock twitched in Elia’s hand, the words hitting hard, but I simply kept watching. At the same time, Elia wanked me off, even when Spencer began to finger Daisy harder, thrusting roughly into her, turning his wrist and finger-fucking her, the wet sound of her pussy filling the interior of the car.

		I could see the man standing outside, wanking his cock furiously. Elia saw too and laughed softly as though it was funny, then caught me by surprise, turning me by the shoulder and forcing me back into the passenger seat. I stared at her, but again she put a solitary finger to her full lips, then leaned down, her lips brushing the head of my cock before wrapping around it, sucking me into the wet heat of her mouth. Her tongue swirled, her head bobbing in rhythm with Daisy’s in the back seat as I looked over my shoulder, the car filled with the obscene sounds of sucking, wet fingers thrusting, and Daisy’s muffled moans.

		Spencer’s fingers worked faster, rougher, Daisy’s hips rocking back to meet each thrust. “Let me fuck you,” he begged, voice cracking with desperation. “Please, Daisy. I need to be inside you.”

		I pushed Elia away, turning to watch, to see how Daisy would respond, and she pulled off his cock with a wet pop, gasping, one hand still stroking him as the other wiped her chin. “No,” she said, breathless. “That’s too far.”

		“Please—”

		“No, Spencer. Not here. Not like this.”

		He groaned, frustrated, but didn’t push. His cock looked huge in her hand, wet with her spit, throbbing. “Can I cum in your mouth then?”

		Daisy paused, not looking to me for permission this time. “Yes.”

		She took him back between her lips, sucking hard, his fingers still buried deep inside her. She came before he did, her thighs trembling, her hips jerking erratically, suddenly crying out around his cock. He held his fingers inside her, despite her body seizing up, her back arching, the orgasm ripping through her fast and intense. As soon as she stopped wriggling against his grip, she carried on sucking his cock and seconds later, he came too. His hips bucked forward, ramming himself right into her throat, eyes closing and groaning as he came hard, filling her mouth. I watched, utterly transfixed as she swallowed, her throat bobbing, her breasts swaying beneath her. She stayed there for what felt like forever, not spilling a drop, then pulled off slowly, wiping her lips with the back of her hand.

		“What about me?” Elia said from beside me, her voice husky. “Do I get to fuck Jordan?”

		My heart stopped. I hadn’t considered this might happen, but Daisy sat up quickly, her hair wild, her face flushed, breathing hard. “No,” she said quickly. “We… We haven’t discussed that part of it. I mean, I’m not against the idea but…”

		“We need to talk about it first,” I finished for her, strangely grateful for the intervention. I wanted to fuck Elia, who wouldn’t? She was beautiful, but doing it right now, while Spencer and Daisy and who knows who else outside watched? That was too much, even as horny as I was.

		Elia paused, as if she was going to say something else, then nodded, understanding. I saw Daisy look down, seeing my chinos around my hips and my cock standing out proudly, right as Elia took hold of it.

		No one said anything. Daisy just watched as Elia wanked me off, her thumb pressing just under the head where I was most sensitive. It was too much, I was too close to the edge. My hips bucked, my balls hardening tightly, and then I was cumming, hot spurts coating her fingers, my hand gripping the seat hard. She milked me through it, then reached across, popped open the glove box, pulled out a tissue to wipe her hand clean, and passed it to me to clean up.

		Silence fell heavy in the car, punctuated only by our ragged breathing. The windows were completely fogged now, opaque white, the world outside almost invisible. Snowflakes settled softly against the windscreen.

		Then two knocks, soft but deliberate — on Daisy’s window, the only panel that you could see through clearly.

		She jumped, eyes wide, then seemed to steady herself. “Shall I…?”

		Elia shrugged, and Daisy giggled, seeming almost euphoric in the aftermath of everything that had just occurred. She wound the window down halfway, cold air rushing in, and a man leaned forward, peering inside, the same man I’d seen when I swapped seats with Spencer. Middle-aged, glasses fogged, hand still wrapped around his cock, jerking off fast.

		“That was awesome,” he said, his breath ragged. “I’m close. Fancy giving me a hand?”

		I wondered for a second if she was going to do it, but then I noticed the look on Daisy’s face — recognition, as they locked eyes.

		The same expression dawned across his face. His hand slipped from his long, stiff cock.

		“Daisy?” he said, voice disbelieving.

		“Doctor Patterson?” she gasped.
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		Thank you for making it to the end. Seriously. These books don't write themselves, and they certainly don't find readers without people like you taking a chance on indie erotica.

		That curveball in the last paragraph? Doctor Patterson? Yeah. I know. Even as I was writing it, I felt that delicious twist of "oh no, this changes everything." That's the moment where Daisy’s fantasies and real-world consequences collide spectacularly, and there's no going back. Daisy and Jordan have been dancing around the edges of this lifestyle, convincing themselves they're in control, that it's all research and experimentation. But when your college professor recognises you at a dogging spot, hands still sticky with someone else's husband's cum? Yeah, we’ll see how that goes down.

		Book Four is coming soon, and I promise you—promise—it will bring this arc to a proper conclusion. No cliffhangers left dangling. We'll resolve the Doctor Patterson situation, explore what Daisy finding the Husband's Guide means for their relationship, and see whether Jordan and Daisy can navigate the treacherous waters of the Xmas Party without capsizing completely.

		But here's the exciting part: Book Four won't just wrap up their story. It's going to lead directly into the next series, where worlds collide in ways you won't expect. Remember Millie from the Trad Wife series? (Sinner Minnie, as she appears in this series.) She's returning. And when her path crosses with Jordan and Daisy's... well, let's just say things are about to get significantly more complicated.

		Thank you again for your support. For buying these books, for leaving reviews (if you haven't yet, please do—they make an enormous difference), and for trusting me to take you somewhere dark, sexy, and emotionally complex. Indie authors survive on word-of-mouth and reader loyalty, and I'm grateful every single day that you've chosen to spend your time and money on my stories.

		See you in Book Four.

		Until then, stay curious, stay kinky, an stay horny!
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