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      Thanks for picking up this book, Part Four of The Modern Husband’s Guide To Wife Sharing.

      If you’ve followed Jordan and Daisy’s journey this far, no doubt you’ve been waiting for the continuation of the car park scene. Well, that’s where the book starts, and from there, things escalate quickly.

      Part Four is the last book in the series, so I hope you enjoy the continuation of Daisy’s development into a shared wife as she gets deeper and more closely involved with Far Bridge’s Rise’s Neighbourhood Watch.
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            Secrets and Bargains

          

        

      

    

    
      "Daisy?"

      "Doctor Patterson?"

      The exchange hung in the freezing air between them, sharp and disbelieving, as if neither of them could quite process what they were seeing.

      My brain stalled completely. Time seemed to slow, every detail magnifying into painful clarity: the snow melting on the fogged glass, the condensation dripping down the inside of Elia’s car windows, the cum still glistening on my wife’s lips. The man standing outside Daisy’s half-open window, his glasses dotted with snowflakes, his hand falling away from his exposed cock, which was still hard, as recognition flooded his features.

      This was Dr Patterson. Daisy’s dissertation supervisor. The man who held her academic future in his hands. The professor she’d mentioned dozens of times over dinner, quoted in her essays, the one whose approval she needed to complete her master’s degree.

      And he’d just watched her swallow another man’s cum in the back seat of a car at a dogging site.

      Fuck.

      Daisy made a strangled sound, her hand flying to her mouth, the same mouth that had been wrapped around Spencer’s cock thirty seconds ago. She was still completely naked, her pale skin flushed pink from orgasm and cold, her strawberry-blonde hair wild, her breasts rising and falling with panicked breaths. Spencer sat frozen beside her in the back seat, his softening cock still out, trousers bunched around his thighs, looking like he’d been caught stealing from the collection plate at church.

      In the driver’s seat, Elia had gone very still, her eyes flicking between Daisy and Patterson like she was watching a car crash in slow motion.

      "I…" Patterson started, then stopped. His gaze swept the interior of the car, once more taking in Daisy’s nakedness, Spencer’s state of undress, Elia sitting there topless with her small breasts on full display, and me with my chinos still undone. His throat worked as he swallowed. "I didn’t… I wasn’t…"

      "What are you doing here?" Daisy’s voice came out high and tight, almost accusing, which was rich considering the circumstances.

      Patterson’s face cycled through several shades of red. "I could ask you the same thing."

      For a moment, nobody moved. The only sound in the car was the soft patter of snow against the glass. Outside, I could hear the distant grunts and moans from the other cars, oblivious to our little crisis.

      Then Daisy seemed to snap into motion. She grabbed her coat from where it had fallen on the floor, yanking it around herself, covering her nakedness even though it was way too late for modesty. "I’m getting out," she said, her voice steadier now, controlled in that way she got when she was forcing herself to be professional. "I need to talk to him. Properly. Not like this."

      "Daisy — " I started, reaching for her.

      "It’s fine," she cut me off, not looking at me. "Just… stay here. Let me handle this."

      She shoved the door open, cold air rushing in like a slap, and climbed out into the snow in nothing but her coat and bare feet. Patterson took several awkward steps back as the door swung his way, and she gestured for him to follow her, clutching the coat closed with white-knuckled fists. I watched through the fogged windscreen as they moved away from the vehicle, putting distance between them and us, their figures becoming blurred silhouettes in the falling snow.

      "Shit," Spencer breathed from the back seat. "Shit, shit, shit. That’s her professor, right? The one who — "

      "Yes," I said, my throat dry as sandpaper.

      "Can he… I mean, can he get her kicked out? For this?" Spencer was hastily pulling his trousers up, tucking himself away, trying to make himself presentable even though it didn’t matter anymore.

      "I don’t know," I admitted. My hands were shaking. I reached for the door handle. "I should go out there. She shouldn’t have to — "

      Elia’s hand caught my wrist. "Wait," she said quietly. "Give her a minute. She knows what she’s doing."

      "Does she?" I challenged, but I didn’t pull away.

      Through the windscreen, I could just make out Daisy and Patterson standing perhaps twenty yards from the car, their breath clouding between them in the frigid air. He’d put his cock away at least, zipping up his jeans with fumbling fingers. They were talking, heads close together, their voices too low to hear over the idling engine.

      "He was watching," Elia murmured, almost to herself. "The whole time. He saw everything."

      "Yeah," I said hollowly. "Everything."

      Spencer made a frustrated noise. "Fuck. I’m sorry, Jordan. I didn’t check if anyone was — "

      "It’s not your fault," I cut him off, though part of me wanted to blame someone, anyone. "None of us checked properly. We were all too… caught up."

      That was putting it mildly. Caught up in watching my wife suck my best friend’s cock while his wife wanked me off in the front seat. Very caught up.

      Outside, Patterson gesticulated with one hand, saying something that made Daisy’s spine stiffen. She shook her head sharply, then said something back that made him go very still. Even from this distance, I could see the tension crackling between them.

      "What do you think she’s saying?" Spencer asked.

      "Probably negotiating her academic survival," I muttered.

      But as I watched, something shifted in Patterson’s posture. His shoulders dropped slightly. He nodded slowly, then said something else. Daisy’s response was briefer this time. Another nod from Patterson. Then they stood there for a long moment, just looking at each other, the snow falling between them like a curtain.

      Finally, Daisy turned and walked back toward the car, her bare feet leaving footprints in the thin layer of snow that had accumulated on the gravel. Patterson remained where he was for a few seconds longer, then turned and headed toward his own vehicle, parked in the shadows at the far side of the car park.

      Daisy yanked the rear door open and climbed back in, slamming it shut behind her with more force than necessary. She was shivering violently now, whether from cold or shock or both, I couldn’t tell.

      "Well?" I asked, twisting in my seat to look at her. "What did he say?"

      She pulled the coat tighter, drawing her knees up to her chest, making herself small. For a moment, she didn’t answer, just stared out the window at Patterson’s retreating figure.

      "He apologised," she said finally, her voice distant. "For… interrupting. For being here." A humourless laugh escaped her. "Like he walked in on us having a private conversation instead of…" She gestured vaguely at the car’s interior.

      "What did you tell him?" Elia asked gently.

      Daisy’s eyes finally focused, meeting mine in the dim light. "The truth. That we’re here for my research. That I’m studying non-monogamous relationship dynamics and community-based sexual behaviour." She looked at the three of us as if daring anyone to challenge her on that being the real reason we’d done what we’d done. "He understood. He’s been studying human sexual behaviour for twenty years. Apparently, he’s done his own… field work."

      "Field work," Spencer repeated flatly. "Is that what we’re calling it?"

      "That’s what he called it," Daisy shot back. "And it’s not entirely inaccurate, is it? I’m literally writing my dissertation on this." She took a shuddering breath. "In the end, he said… he said my secret is safe with him. As long as his is safe with me."

      "Mutually assured destruction," I said.

      "Essentially." She wouldn’t quite meet my eyes now. "We agreed to discuss it properly tomorrow. After my seminar. In his office. Away from…" She gestured at the car park, the other vehicles, the men still prowling between them. "All of this."

      "And you believe him?" I pressed. "That he won’t use this against you?"

      "He can’t," Daisy said, and there was steel in her voice now. "Why would he? What does he have to gain? And even if he did, if he reported me for some reason, he has to explain how he knows, where he saw me. What he was doing there. A senior professor wanking off while watching students sucking cock in car parks? That’s career suicide. He knows it. I know it. We’re okay."

      She said it matter-of-factly, but I could hear the tremor underneath. More had been said between them, but I decided to let it go for now.

      Patterson’s car headlights flared as he reversed carefully out of his spot. For a moment, the beams swept across our car, illuminating us all in harsh white light, then they were gone, swallowed by the falling snow and the dark lane leading away from this place.

      "Are you okay?" I asked quietly.

      Daisy let out a long, shaky breath. "Ask me tomorrow after I’ve talked to him." She finally looked at me properly. "But yes. I think so. He’s not going to kick me out. And I’m not going to ruin him. We’ll come to an understanding."

      "What kind of understanding?" Spencer asked carefully.

      "I don’t know yet." She started gathering her discarded clothing from the floor: her blouse, her bra, her panties. "But we’ll figure it out. I’m good at negotiating." She pulled on her underwear without ceremony, wriggling in the cramped space beside the quiet Spencer. "He suggested we might even be able to help each other. Share observations. Collaborate, possibly."

      "Collaborate," I echoed. "On what?"

      "On understanding all of this." She gestured around us again. "The psychology of it. The community dynamics. He’s been studying it theoretically for decades. I’m studying it practically for my dissertation. We both just discovered we’re doing field research in the same… field."

      "More of a car park than a field," Elia joked, and Daisy smiled at the pun. She’d been quiet throughout this whole exchange, watching Daisy dress with an expression I couldn’t quite read. "For what it’s worth, I don’t think he’ll cause trouble. He looked more embarrassed than anything. Like he’d been caught doing something shameful."

      "He was," Spencer pointed out. "Same as us."

      "Exactly," Daisy said, fastening her bra and pulling on her blouse. "We’re all equally compromised. Which means we’re all equally safe." She found her trousers and pulled them on, finishing getting dressed. "But the mood is definitely dead now. Can we go home?"

      "Yeah," I agreed immediately. "This was fun, but let’s get out of here now."

      Spencer and Elia exchanged a glance, some wordless communication passing between them. Then Elia nodded. "Of course. We can follow up on this anyother time."

      "Absolutely," Spencer said firmly. "And… Daisy, I’m really sorry. About all of this. If I’d known your professor was going to be here — "

      "You didn’t know," Daisy interrupted, doing up her coat buttons with fingers that still trembled slightly. "None of us did. It was just… incredibly bad luck. Wrong place, wrong time." She paused, pulling on her coat properly now. "Or right place, right time, depending on how you look at it."

      "How are you looking at it?" I asked.

      She was quiet for a moment, considering. "Because I enjoyed it. We had fun. It’s too late to pretend that I didn’t." She reached for the door handle. "Can we call you tomorrow evening? After uni? Maybe we can all… debrief. Talk about what happened. All of it. Not just the Patterson part, once I’ve had time to get my head around it all."

      "Of course," Elia said. "We’ll be home all evening. Call whenever."

      Spencer nodded his agreement. "And seriously, if there’s anything we can do to help with the professor situation — "

      "There’s not," Daisy said, but not unkindly. "This is between him and me. But thank you."

      She climbed out into the snow again, this time fully dressed, and I followed, my legs unsteady as I stood on the frozen gravel. The cold hit me like a physical force after the warmth of the car, biting through my clothes, stealing my breath.

      Around us, the car park continued its illicit business as though nothing had happened. The couple in the saloon were still fucking, the woman’s moans carrying across the clearing. The men continued their prowling, some watching, some participating. The van’s doors were closed now, but it rocked gently on its suspension, suggesting whatever was happening inside was vigorous.

      None of them knew what had just transpired. None of them cared.

      I walked Daisy to our car, my arm around her shoulders. She was shaking properly now, her teeth chattering. I unlocked the doors and helped her into the driver’s seat, then rounded to the passenger’s side, brushing snow off the windscreen with numb fingers before climbing in.

      The engine turned over smoothly as Daisy started it up, and I cranked the heat as high as it would go. Behind us, Spencer and Elia’s Audi started up, headlights flashing once in acknowledgement.

      "Are you really okay?" I asked again, turning to look at Daisy properly.

      She stared straight ahead through the windscreen at the falling snow. "I had Spencer’s cock in my mouth," she said quietly. "I came on his fingers. I swallowed his cum. And my dissertation supervisor watched me do it while he wanked himself off." She laughed, a broken sound. "So no, Jordan. I’m not really okay. But I will be."

      I didn’t know what to say to that, so I just reached across and took her hand. She squeezed my fingers hard enough to hurt.

      "Can we just go home?" she whispered.

      "Yeah," I said. "Let’s go home."

      She put the car in reverse and backed carefully out of our spot, the tyres slipping slightly on the snow-dusted gravel. Spencer followed as we navigated out of the car park, his headlights steady in the rearview mirror as we turned onto the dark lane leading back toward civilisation.

      The drive back was silent. I didn’t want to talk just yet either. I’d let Elia suck and wank my cock. She’d made me cum. How did Daisy feel about that? It wasn’t something we’d ever discussed doing.

      It wasn’t until we were turning onto Far Bridge Rise, our quiet cul-de-sac bathed in the familiar faint glow of the streetlamps, that Daisy finally spoke.

      "Did you mean what you said?" she asked, her voice a little stronger. "That you had fun?"

      "Did you?" I deflected, not knowing if she was referring to what I’d done with Elia, or what she’d done with Spencer. "You said the same."

      "We both came," She turned to look at me for the first time since we’d left the car park. "So, I guess we’d be lying if we pretended we didn’t enjoy it."

      She pulled into our driveway and killed the engine. The house was dark, waiting. Safe. Home.

      "Do you want to talk about it?" I asked, tentatively. "About what happened? Before Patterson showed up?"

      Daisy unbuckled her seatbelt but didn’t move to get out. "Spencer?" she asked quietly. "You want to know how I feel about what I did with Spencer? Or what you did with Elia?"

      "Both."

      She was quiet for a long moment, her hands folded in her lap. "With Spencer… I don’t regret it," she said finally. "Is that what you want to hear?"

      "I want to hear the truth."

      "That is the truth." She turned to face me, her brown eyes serious in the dim light from the streetlamps. "I don’t regret it. He made me cum, and I returned the favour. It was… hot. And wrong in all the ways that made it feel right."

      "And Elia? Are you angry at me?"

      "No. I can’t begrudge you some fun, considering what I did," she replied quietly.

      "I didn’t mean for that to happen."

      "I know. She wanked you off. Sucked you. Made you cum." Daisy’s voice was carefully neutral, like she was asking about the weather.

      I swallowed. "Yeah. She did."

      "Did you enjoy it?"

      "I can’t say I didn’t," I admitted, choosing honesty over self-preservation. "Elia’s sexy. She’s beautiful. And what she did felt… good. Of course it did."

      Daisy pulled back slightly, enough to look at me. "But?"

      "But it’s not what this is about for me," I said, meeting her eyes. "Not really. Elia could be anyone. It’s you I want to watch, Daisy. You with other men. That’s what really turns me on. Not me with other women. Watching you discover what you like, what you want, seeing other men desire you the way I do… that’s the fantasy. That’s what made tonight so intense."

      She paused. "I’m not ready to talk about all of this yet, Jordan. I’m scared. Scared about what it means. Not about Patterson, but about where this goes next. About…" She didn’t finish the sentence.

      "What happened tonight just… it just happened," I shrugged. "We didn’t plan it, and maybe that’s a good thing. I know you were insisting back there that you’re doing all of this for research, but I think tonight showed that perhaps we’re both more interested in this than we want to admit."

      "You say that, but… where does it end?" she whispered. "Tonight it was Spencer’s fingers. His cock in my mouth. What’s next? Do I fuck him? Do I fuck Paul? Tyler? Apparently, every man on Far Bridge Rise wants a piece of me, so where does it end?"

      "That’s up to you," I said. "We decide together. But Daisy, you need to know," I swallowed hard. "I loved watching you tonight. Seeing you with Spencer. Knowing he wanted you and that you wanted him back. It was… God, it was the hottest thing I’ve ever experienced."

      Her eyes searched mine. "Really?"

      "Really." I kissed her forehead. "I’d love to take this further. Experiment, one step at a time. But only if you want it too. Only if it makes you feel good. Not just physically. Emotionally. The moment it stops being that, we stop. Completely. No questions."

      She leaned into me, her head on my shoulder. "Ask me again tomorrow," she murmured. "After I’ve talked to Patterson. After I know whether my academic career is going to survive this. Then maybe I can think about what comes next."

      "Okay," I agreed. "Tomorrow."

      "Okay." She opened her door. "Come on, my modern husband. Let’s go inside before we freeze."

      I followed her up the path to our front door, my arm around her waist, the snow crunching under our feet, the house waiting warm and safe. I fumbled with the keys, my fingers numb from the cold, and finally got the door open, ushering her inside.

      The warmth hit us immediately, the heating still on from earlier. Daisy kicked off her shoes and moved into the hallway, shrugging out of her coat. I closed the door behind us, locking it, sealing out the night and everything that had happened in it.

      "You wanted the truth," Daisy said suddenly, not turning around. Her voice was different now, harder, more deliberate. "Earlier. You said you wanted to hear the truth."

      "I did. I do."

      She turned to face me, her arms crossed over her chest. "Then let’s talk about the… what’s it called? The Husband’s Guide To Wife Sharing, isn’t it?"

      My stomach dropped. "What?"

      "The little handbook I found in your studio." Her eyes locked onto mine, not angry exactly, but intense. Focused. "The one you’ve been reading. The one you never told me about."

      Fuck. "Daisy, listen…"

      "Don’t lie to me," she cut me off. "I’ve been waiting for you to tell me about it all day, but you never did."

      I felt my face flush hot with shame, and a mild panic swept through me. How long had she known? Then I cursed inwardly, remembering how I’d left it on my desk last night. "I was going to tell you, I just didn’t get around to it."

      "When?" she challenged. "After I’d already done everything it suggested? After I’d already crossed every line it told you to push me toward?"

      "It wasn’t like that." I ran a hand through my hair, my mind racing. Half-truths, I needed half-truths. The full truth could break us. "Look, I found out about the Neighbourhood Watch before you. Morgan figured out I was curious, and she gave me that handbook to read. To help me understand what it all meant."

      Daisy’s eyebrows rose. "Morgan gave it to you? You already knew about her and Tyler?"

      "Yeah. She… Look, I made them promise not to tell you. I thought it might freak you out, considering that you’ve always been against it, and you were enjoying playing detective and figuring…" I trailed off.

      "Figuring it out for myself," Daisy finished, her voice flat.

      "Yes." I took a step toward her. "I was trying to protect you, to not scare you off. I was trying to let you discover things at your own pace without feeling pressured or — "

      "Manipulated?" she supplied. "Because that’s what it feels like, Jordan. Like you’ve been following some kind of instruction manual on how to turn your wife into a hotwife. Like I’m a project you’ve been working on."

      "That’s not fair," I said, heat rising in my voice now. "What about you? What about what you’ve been hiding?"

      "What have I been hiding?" she shot back. "What do you mean?"

      "Spencer." The name hung between us like an accusation. "What almost happened at Jake’s party all those years ago. You wanted to fuck him back then, and some part of you has been thinking about it ever since."

      She flinched. "That was years ago — "

      "So, tonight, when you had his cock in your mouth, you weren’t thinking about research, were you?" I pressed. "You were thinking about finishing what you started. About finally knowing what it would be like."

      "Stop it — "

      "I saw your notes, Daisy."

      The words came out before I could stop them. Her face went white.

      "What?"

      "Your notes," I repeated, quieter now. "After you fell asleep the other night, I put you into bed, and when I came back downstairs, your laptop was open. I saw what you’d written."

      She stared at me, frozen. "You read my private notes?"

      "I didn’t mean to. It was just… there. And once I started reading, I couldn’t stop." I took another step toward her. "You wrote about wanting to know what Spencer’s cock would feel like in your mouth. In your pussy. About being curious and awake now. About not knowing how to put that curiosity back to sleep."

      "Jordan — "

      "So, don’t talk to me about manipulation," I said, my voice rougher than I intended. "Don’t act like I’ve been pulling strings while you’ve been some innocent victim. You wanted this too. Maybe you needed permission to want it, maybe you needed me to make it okay, but you wanted it."

      Tears welled in her eyes. "You had no right to read that."

      "You’re right. I didn’t." The anger drained out of me as quickly as it had come. "I’m sorry. I should have told you."

      "Yes, you should have." She wiped at her eyes with the back of her hand. "Both things. The handbook and the blog. You should have told me."

      We stood there in the hallway, the warmth of the house suddenly feeling stifling, both of us breathing hard.

      "Why didn’t you tell me?" I asked finally. "About your father. About him allowing your mother to take lovers. You always made me think she just cheated on him, behind his back."

      Daisy’s face crumpled slightly. "Because it’s humiliating," she whispered. "My father loved her so much that he let other men fuck her, and it still wasn’t enough. She always wanted more, even when he wanted her to stop. She destroyed him, Jordan. And everyone in the family knew. My brother knew. I knew. We all watched him try to hold onto something that was already dead." She swallowed hard. "That’s not something you tell people. That’s not something you want anyone to know."

      "But I’m not anyone," I said quietly. "I’m your husband."

      "And that’s exactly why I couldn’t tell you." She looked at me, her brown eyes swimming with tears. "Because what if we’re doing the same thing? What if I end up like her and you end up like him? What if this thing you think you want, watching me with other men, what if it destroys you the same way it destroyed him?"

      I closed the distance between us, pulling her into my arms. She resisted for a second, then collapsed against me, her face buried in my chest.

      "I’m not your father," I said into her hair. "And you’re not your mother. We’re different. This is different."

      "How?" Her voice was muffled against my shirt. "How is it different?"

      "Because we’re talking about it. Because I know what I want, and I’m telling you. Because you’re not sneaking around behind my back, we’re exploring this together, with permission, with encouragement. That’s not betrayal, Daisy. That’s trust."

      She pulled back enough to look up at me. "Is it? Or are we just lying to ourselves?"

      I didn’t have an answer for that. Not one that would satisfy her. Not one that would satisfy me.

      "I don’t know," I admitted. "Maybe we are. But I’d rather find out together than pretend this isn’t happening. I’d rather this than go back to how things were before and spend the rest of our lives wondering what if."

      She studied my face for a long moment, then nodded slowly. "Me too," she whispered. "Even though it terrifies me."

      We stood there in the hallway, holding each other, the house silent around us. Outside the windows, the snow continued to fall, blanketing Far Bridge Rise in white, covering everything in a layer of false innocence.

      "I’m upset with you," Daisy said finally. "About the handbook. About reading my notes. About not telling me what you knew."

      "I know. I’m sorry."

      "And I’m upset with myself," she continued. "About keeping secrets. About not being honest. About… about enjoying what I did tonight and feeling guilty about enjoying it."

      "That’s allowed," I said. "Both things can be true."

      "I know." She pulled away, wiping her eyes properly now. "But I can’t deal with all of this tonight, Jordan. Patterson, Spencer, the handbook, my parents… It’s too much. I need to sleep. I need to think."

      "Okay."

      "Tomorrow," she said. "After I’ve talked to Patterson. After we’ve both had time to process. Then we can talk properly. About all of it. But not tonight."

      "Tomorrow," I agreed.

      She nodded, then turned and headed for the stairs, leaving me standing alone in the hallway. I didn’t follow her right away. I locked the front door, drank some water, turned off the downstairs lights, and followed her up to bed. She was already under the covers when I came in, her back to me, her breathing steady but not quite the rhythm of sleep. I undressed quietly, climbed in beside her, and lay there staring at the ceiling.

      "Truce?" I said softly. "Until tomorrow?"

      A long pause. Then, "Truce."

      I reached across the space between us, finding her hand under the covers. She squeezed my fingers once, then let go.

      We lay there in the darkness, not touching, both awake, both thinking about truths told and truths withheld, about lines crossed and lines yet to be discovered. Tomorrow, I thought. Tomorrow we’ll figure it out.

      But as I finally drifted toward sleep, I couldn’t stop thinking about Patterson and what deal they’d strike. About Spencer and Elia and the lines we’d crossed tonight. About the handbook and her notes and all the secrets we’d been keeping from each other.

      And beneath the anxiety and uncertainty and the fragile truce we’d negotiated, buried deep but undeniable, was the thrill of not knowing what came next.

      AN EXCERPT FROM THE HUSBAND'S GUIDE TO WIFE SHARING: PART TWO

      "The Confession" from chapter four

      There will come a moment, perhaps after the first shared experience, perhaps before, when you and your wife must face each other with complete honesty. No more hints. No more careful suggestions disguised as hypotheticals. No more testing the waters. Just the raw, terrifying truth of what you want and what she's discovered she wants too.

      This moment is both necessary and dangerous.

      Necessary because a marriage built on unspoken desires is like a house built on sand. You cannot guide her toward sexual liberation while hiding your own motivations. She cannot explore her sexuality authentically while wondering if you're secretly judging her for the very things you claim to encourage.

      Dangerous because once you say the words out loud, once you admit "I want to watch other men fuck you" or she admits "I enjoyed touching him, I want to go further," you cannot unsay them. The knowledge becomes permanent. The fantasy becomes reality. The marriage you had before is gone, replaced by something new and uncertain.

      Many men reach this crossroads and retreat. They've gotten their wife to flirt with a stranger at a bar, maybe even let another man touch her, and suddenly the fear overwhelms the arousal. What if she likes him more than me? What if this changes everything? What if I've made a terrible mistake?

      These fears are valid. But they cannot be navigated through silence.

      The confession, the real, honest conversation about desires that live outside the traditional bounds of marriage, requires courage from both partners. You must be brave enough to admit what turns you on, even knowing she might judge you for it, might see you as less of a man, might use it against you in anger later. She must be brave enough to admit her own curiosity, her own desires, knowing that society will call her a slut, a bad wife, a woman who doesn't respect her marriage.

      This is the leap of faith that the lifestyle demands.

      You are asking each other: Can we be honest about the darkest, most shameful parts of our sexuality and still love each other? Can we admit that we want things society says we shouldn't want, and trust that this honesty will make us stronger rather than tear us apart?

      Most marriages never face this test because most couples never dare to ask these questions. They bury their desires, pretend they don't exist, and wonder why their sex life feels stale and performative.

      You and your wife are different. You've begun the journey. But the confession is where many couples falter, where one partner admits too much or too little, where old wounds resurface, where fear masquerades as anger.

      When the confession comes, remember:

      
        
          	
        She may be angry that you've been thinking about this for longer than she realised. Let her be angry. Anger is often fear in disguise.
      

      	
        You may discover she's been harbouring her own secrets, desires she's ashamed of, attractions she's tried to suppress. Don't punish her for finally being honest.
      

      	
        Past trauma will surface. If her mother cheated, if your father left, if either of you has been betrayed before, those wounds will bleed again. Acknowledge them. They are valid. But don't let them dictate your future.
      

      	
        Confession is not the same as resolution. You may need days, weeks, even months to fully process what you've shared with each other. That's normal. Give yourselves time.
      

      

      

      The morning after the confession, you may both feel raw, exposed, and uncertain whether you've made a terrible mistake. This is the most dangerous time, the time when couples retreat into silence, when shame reasserts itself, when the walls go back up.

      Don't let that happen.

      The confession is not the end. It's the beginning of building something new: a marriage where desire isn't shameful, where honesty isn't dangerous, where both of you can be fully yourselves, including the parts that society says you should hide.

      Turn the page. You’re onto the final stretch in this journey. Good luck.
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