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Foreword




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

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

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

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

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

Paul








  
  

Chapter one

The Truth Of The Neighbourhood Watch





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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Love you too.”

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

Except nothing felt normal anymore.

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

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

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

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

I opened to where I’d stopped reading.

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

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

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

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

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

A knock at the door jolted me from the page.

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

Frank Petrosky’s stocky silhouette was unmistakable.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My blood went cold. “Both?”

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

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

“I... I wasn’t—“

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

“What?”

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

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

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

“Jesus Christ.”

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

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

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

He let that sink in before continuing.

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

“I don’t—“

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

He paused.

“Would you like me to fuck your wife?”

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

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

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

“I did wonder,” I nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

“I...” I swallowed hard.

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

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

I nodded slowly, my mind spinning.

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

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

“I... I don’t know.”

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

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

What Every Husband Needs to Understand About Female Desire

The Husband’s Guide To Wife Sharing: Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

The Reality You’re Working Toward

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

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

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

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








  
  

Chapter two

A Better Reference





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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My phone buzzed again.

5 mins away! Did you eat already? x

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

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

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

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

“Just sandwiches. Nothing fancy.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, I know.”

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

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

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

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

“But you’re better.”

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

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

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

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

“Nice. Hold that.”

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

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

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

“Nothing. Just... I think I got it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

My mouth went dry. “Daisy—“

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

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

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

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

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

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

The doorbell rang.

We both froze, breathing hard.

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

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