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      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.
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      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
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      “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.”
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