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  Foreword


Dear Reader, 
Thank you so much for purchasing "The Modern Husband's Guide To Becoming A Cuckold - Part One." I wanted to explore what happens when a young married couple like Jordan and Daisy discover desires they never knew existed, hidden beneath the surface of their seemingly ordinary suburban life. This first volume establishes the foundation for Jordan's journey into fantasies he's barely admitted to himself, while introducing the secrets of Far Bridge Rise that will change everything.
I hope you enjoy reading this as much as I enjoyed writing it. If you do, please consider leaving a review on whichever platform you purchased from. Your feedback means the world to independent authors like me. And keep an eye out for Part Two, coming out in November, where things get much more intense!
Thanks again for buying and reading the book,
Paul






  
  Chapter one
Chapter 1: The New Neighbours


One moment, we were unpacking groceries from the boot of our car: bags of fresh vegetables, Daisy's favourite coffee, and food to fill up the freezer. The next moment, chaos exploded in the quiet cul-de-sac where we lived. 
I was stacking bags on the porch when a sudden bark cut through the afternoon's peacefulness. A beautiful Weimeraner, all silvery coat and bright eyes, darted out from behind a parked car across the street. Its leash trailed behind it, clearly having slipped from the jogging owner's hand: a woman with vibrant red hair pulled back in a ponytail, curvy yet clearly fit, as evidenced by her tight running wear.
"Oh no, Bluebell!" she called out, but it was too late.
Before any of us could react, the dog bolted straight onto the street. A car, pulling too fast off its drive, screeched to a halt, veering onto the path to avoid the animal.
And that's when everything spiralled out of control.
The car clipped a figure — a young woman on a bicycle - who lost her balance and skidded sideways onto the asphalt, her arms flailing, landing hard on one elbow. A sharp cry broke the stunned silence.
The driver slammed the brakes and jumped out, and at the same time, I dropped the shopping bags with a curse, my heart hammering, and ran over to help.
"Are you okay?" I asked as I crouched beside the stricken young woman, who had managed to push herself to a sitting position on the kerb.
She winced, brushing dust from her scraped elbow, but managed a rueful smile. Even shaken and dusty, she was striking. She had olive skin, dark eyes, and long, dark hair escaping from her cycling helmet, probably in her early twenties and clearly very fit. "I think so. Just… that hurt like hell. I'm Kendall."
"Jordan," I replied. "Let me take a look at that elbow."
From behind, the jogger appeared, breathless and panicked, the Weimeraner now safely on its leash. The woman was probably in her early thirties, curvy but athletic, and her green eyes were wide with worry. "I'm so sorry! I'm Corinne. I live at number one. Bluebell's usually so good, but he saw a squirrel and just bolted."
Kendall looked up at her, pain mixing with understanding. "It's okay. These things happen. At least your dog's alright."
The bike was half-lodged in a shrub, and I pulled it free, giving it a quick scan. The paintwork was slightly scratched, but both wheels were intact. I turned back towards Kendall and checked her over, too. She looked fine, mostly. No blood was visible except from the grazed elbow, and as I helped her to her feet, there didn't seem to be any broken bones or other injuries. By some stroke of luck, everyone was okay.
The driver finally walked over to us, and I found myself looking at a handsome man in his early forties. His hair was prematurely greying, as was the stubble on his chin, and he was well-built with striking blue eyes. His voice was steady but shaken. "I'm Alex. I was just visiting my friend. Is everyone okay? That dog came out of nowhere."
I nodded. "Looks like it. Kendall's got a scrape and probably some bruising, but nothing serious."
Alex pulled out his phone. "I'm really sorry about this. If anyone needs anything, whatever, here's my number." He handed me a business card. I offered it to Kendall, and she slid it into the pocket of her tight cycling shorts.
"Hey. Our house is right here, we were just bringing in the groceries. Why don't you both come in?" Daisy appeared beside me, ever the hostess. "Kendall, we should clean that elbow properly, and Alex, you look like you could use a cup of tea."
Corinne checked her watch. "I should get Bluebell home before she causes any more mischief. Kendall, I'm so sorry again. Please let me know if you need anything. I'm just at the far end at number one."
I tried not to look at Corinne's shapely backside as she jogged away with the excitable grey dog. Alex helped us gather the last few bags of groceries while Kendall walked her bike slowly toward our front door. "That's really kind of you," she said to Daisy. "But I only live there," she pointed up the road. "At number fourteen with my family, so we're neighbours."
"Hello, neighbour," Daisy smiled, then shook her head, her long blonde hair flowing around her shoulders, "But seriously, I insist. Let me make sure you're all okay."
"Please?" I asked, my gaze switching between the two neighbours. "She'll be offended if you say no."
"Sure," Kendall nodded, Alex following suit.
"If it makes you feel better," the driver added.
Once we got everyone inside, Alex placed the last of the shopping bags on the table, but declined Daisy's offer of tea. "I promise, I'm fine. I really do need to get home. It's an hour's drive, and my kids will be wondering where I am." He shook my hand firmly, then turned to Kendall. "I really am sorry about all of this." He looked at me one final time. "Thanks for taking charge out there."
"Jordan loves being the hero," Daisy teased me, elbowing me gently in the ribs, then seeing him to the front door.
After he left, I found myself in our kitchen with Kendall, carefully cleaning her scraped elbow with antiseptic while Daisy made tea. The graze wasn't deep, but some attention didn't hurt.
"You're very kind," Kendall said, watching me work. "You're the new couple on the street, aren't you?"
"Daisy and Jordan Hoyland. We moved in a couple of weeks ago," Daisy introduced us properly, bringing over the tea. "We wanted to be closer to the university. I'm finishing my master's in psychology."
"Wow." Kendall smiled. "That's very cool. I deferred my degree for a year and never went back. I'm still figuring out what I want to study. Maybe I'll finish my education one day."
"How old are you?" I asked, applying a sticking plaster to her elbow. "All done, by the way. Take it easy on that bike for a few days."
"Twenty-one," the olive-skinned woman replied. "You guys are… what? Twenty…"
"Twenty-five," Daisy nodded. "Jordan's a year older."
"And you're married?" Kendall rolled down her sleeve, grimacing a little as she straightened her bruised arm. She looked around our tidy kitchen and living room through the open door. "No children?"
"Not yet," I nodded. "We've only been married two years."
"When the time's right, we'll start a family," Daisy added, pushing her blonde hair behind one ear, her face turning pink for some reason.
"Anyway, thanks again." As Kendall prepared to leave, she paused at our door. "I meant what I said about us being neighbours. Maybe this weekend, we could have that cup of tea without the drama. You can meet my parents. They run the local neighbourhood watch."
"That would be nice." I watched her leave, wheeling her bike down the street towards home. After she'd gone, Daisy and I stood in our hallway, looking at each other.
"Well," Daisy said, her hands on her hips, her brown eyes wide, "That's one way of getting to know some of the locals."
I glanced out the window toward the cul-de-sac, the neat lawns, the parked cars, the street back to its formerly quiet self. This was our new home, and I had a feeling that we would be happy here. But having a good relationship with the neighbours would certainly help along the way.
Later that evening, after dinner, Daisy buried herself in her study notes. She was sitting at our dining table, laptop open, her work glasses perched on her nose, the blue glow illuminating her high cheekbones. Her fingers danced furiously on the keys, and every so often she'd sigh, rub her eyes, and mutter to herself as she read back a paragraph.
I tidied the kitchen, stacking pans, wiping surfaces, and sweeping up a few stray scraps. Not that we were messy, but it was easier to keep on top of things these days. Even back at our old place, I'd picked up the slack at home, and it felt good. Daisy was relentless, studying for her master's degree while also working as a legal assistant at a family law firm. Tomorrow, she had another early meeting, a conference call with the partners about a mediation case.
She closed her laptop before ten and stretched, arms reaching high, her T-shirt sliding up at the waist to show just a sliver of pale skin. "God, I'm shattered," she groaned, plucking off her glasses and tossing them onto the table.
I smiled from where I was, by the sink, putting the last few dishes away. "You say that every night, you know."
She grinned back. "You'd think by now my boss might actually start paying attention to my hours and giving me some time off occasionally." She pointed at me, finger wagging in a mock scold. "You'd better have my coffee ready in the morning."
I dried my hands, weaving through the kitchen towards her, catching her wrist and spinning her into my arms. "I'll have it ground fresh. The good stuff, just the way you like it."
"I don't deserve you," she whispered, her smile softening. She smelled good. She always did, even without perfume. "Seriously, I don't. Most guys would be telling me to get off my laptop and cook dinner."
I pressed a kiss to her forehead, and she breathed in deep. "Most guys aren't trying to be modern husbands."
She snorted. "Most guys wish they were half as modern as you, Jordan Hoyland. I don't say it enough." She wrapped her arms around my neck, lips close to my ear. "But I love you. I love how you are, and I wouldn't swap you for anyone in the world, even when you're acting as a hero to random women in the street. You're supposed to be my hero. No one else's."
I laughed. "I am yours, Daisy Hoyland. Always and forever."
Her hands slid down my chest, slow and warm. "Then take me to bed, Modern Husband. Before I fall asleep out here."
We didn't say much more. I pulled her gently toward our bedroom, my hand finding the small of her back, guiding her upstairs and through the doorway. I switched on the bedside lamp, casting a warm glow across the room, and when I turned to face her, Daisy was already reaching for the hem of her T-shirt.
"Let me," I whispered, catching her hands in mine.
She smiled, that soft, teasing expression that never failed to make my chest tighten with love and my dick harden with attraction. I lifted the top slowly, revealing the pale curve of her waist, the gentle swell of her breasts beneath her white T-shirt bra. Her skin was warm under my fingertips as I traced the line from her hip to her ribs.
"You're beautiful," I murmured, meaning it completely.
She stepped closer, her hands working at the buttons of my shirt, fingers nimble and sure. "Why, Mr Hoyland, you've never told me that before," she breathed against my chest as she pushed the fabric away from my shoulders.
When she reached for the clasp of her bra, I covered her hands again, drawing her against me, skin to skin. The contact sent a ripple of arousal through us both. I could feel it in the way she gasped softly, the way her body melted into mine.
"I love you," she whispered as I finished unclasping her bra, her lips finding my neck, pressing warm kisses along my collarbone.
"I love you too," I replied, cupping her face in my hands as the bra fell away, and drawing her into a kiss that started gently but quickly deepened into hunger. Her tongue danced with mine as I walked her backwards toward the bed, never breaking the kiss. When the backs of her legs hit the mattress, she pulled away just long enough to shimmy out of her jeans and white panties, leaving her completely bare before me.
Even after two years of marriage, the sight of her naked body never failed to amaze me, and my breath caught in my throat. Her breasts were only average-sized but perfectly shaped, with dark pink nipples already hardened with anticipation. Her hips flared gently from her narrow waist, and the soft tuft of light hair between her thighs made my mouth water.
"Come here," she said, reaching for my belt buckle with eager fingers.
I helped her, stepping out of my clothes as quickly as I could manage, desperate to feel her skin against mine again. When I finally joined her on the bed, she was already reaching for my hard cock, guiding me on top of her, her legs parting in invitation.
"Make love to me," she whispered, her dark eyes heavy with desire.
I positioned myself at her entrance, feeling her warmth, her wetness as the tip of my cock nestled between her lips. "If you insist."
"Oh, I do," she whispered, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling me down for another kiss.
I entered her slowly, savouring the way she wrapped her thighs around me, the soft moan that escaped her lips as I went all the way in. For a moment, we just held each other, breathing in unison, both of us enjoying the sensation of being together.
Then I began to move, setting a rhythm that had her arching beneath me, her hands gripping my shoulders, her breath coming in short gasps against my ear. She felt incredible as always, tight, perfect.
"Jordan," she moaned, her hips rising to meet mine, matching my pace. "Faster."
I buried my face in her neck, breathing in her scent, losing myself in the feeling of her pussy, of making love to the woman I adored. Her body responded to mine instinctively, and I could feel her getting closer, her muscles tightening around me.
"You feel so good," I whispered, increasing my pace slightly, angling to hit that spot that I knew drove her wild. She reached down with her hand, between our bodies, finding her sensitive clit and rubbing it, pushing herself over the edge.
She cried out softly, her back arching, and I felt her climax ripple through her, her pussy pulsing around me. The sensation, combined with the look of pure bliss on her face, her eyes rolled back, pushed me over the edge. With a groan, I thrust deep one final time, spilling myself inside her as the familiar surge of pleasure crashed through me.
Afterwards, we lay tangled together, her head on my chest, both of us still breathing heavily. I stroked her golden hair, watching as her eyelids grew heavy.
"Thank you," she murmured sleepily.
"For what?"
"For being you. For loving me the way you do. For everything you do in the house." Her voice was already fading as sleep claimed her.
Within minutes, she was out completely, mouth slightly parted, her blonde hair messy against the pillow, one arm draped across my chest. I watched her sleep for a while, marvelling at how peaceful she looked, how utterly content.
I lay there for a long moment, listening to Daisy's even breathing, feeling it slow and deepen as sleep took hold. Eventually, I slipped out from beneath the tangled sheets, careful not to wake her. My jeans were still folded neatly where I'd left them, so I dug my phone out of the pocket and sank into the armchair by the window.
Daisy was exhausted tonight, but me? I wasn't tired. I enjoyed these quiet, solitary moments when she was tucked away in bed, allowing me to relax for a while before sleep.
I was as much of a news junkie and a sports fan as the next person, but I also enjoy stories and essays about modern husbands, relationship dynamics, and the push and pull of roles at home and in love. It helped me reconcile the more challenging aspects of our marriage.
Daisy was the breadwinner, the powerhouse; I was the struggling artist lucky enough to have a partner who was patient and believed in what I did. I respected that deeply, and I respected her enough to balance it by taking on the majority of the household chores —including cleaning, cooking, and any other tasks that needed to be done —things a wife might have traditionally done, but not in our marriage.
Recently, I discovered some blogs and posts written by women who have embraced a different path, the opposite of what I lived, the 'Trad Wife' path. It fascinated me to see what they believed and how they lived, the contrast to our own dynamic.
One of them in particular stood out. It was why, I had to admit, I'd been a little horny all day long. Her handle was DemureMillieGrace, and she was gorgeous. The name had popped up in my recommended feed this morning, as it often did, but today's video wasn't like any of her usual TikToks. I had watched it once already, but I searched it out as I sat in the chair by the bed, and pressed play again.
The video started the same way as many of hers did: the lovely brunette Millie chopping herbs in her kitchen while talking about what she was going to cook for dinner. And then a moment so innocent, so subtle, that I almost missed it the first time I watched. Her delicate blouse gaped open as she turned to the side. It was brief, just a glimpse of pale breast, a flash of pink nipple, before she straightened and continued her domestic routine, completely oblivious. But it was sexy in a way that was both pure and compelling, teasing but unintentional.
Despite only having cum a short time ago, I felt my cock twitch as I watched it again, freeze-framing the video and admiring the soft curve of her tit. Millie was beautiful in her own way; that classic retro housewife look suited her, embodying tradition with a sensual grace that was undeniably attractive. But Daisy? I couldn't compare the two women. My Daisy was even prettier than Millie, blonde, fierce, independent, a career woman. She was everything I loved and admired.
The video ended, and I found myself scrolling through her blog, reading her latest posts about marriage, homemaking, and the joys of supporting her husband. Her words were thoughtful and genuine, but they painted a picture so different from our own life that it felt like glimpsing an alternate universe.
I glanced back at Daisy, sleeping peacefully in our bed, blonde hair spread across the pillow, and smiled. We were happily married, but still figuring out some things: her career, my art, our future together, and when the right time would be to start a family.
I watched Millie's post and her nipple slip one last time, then browsed the news and sports scores before setting my phone aside and getting into bed. I tried to sleep, but my mind kept wandering. What would it feel like if Daisy were ever to have a moment like that? An unintentional nip slip of her own. I'd be turned on, I knew I would. The thought of other men seeing her naked always sent an unexpected thrill through me.
An even bigger fantasy, though — the one I could never voice to her — was wondering what it would be like if she were with someone else. Not leaving me, not betraying our marriage, but her sleeping with someone else, with my permission or knowledge. The thought of her with another man was a huge turn-on, one that made my pulse quicken and my body respond in ways I couldn't quite explain.
She'd had two boyfriends before me, two lovers before we first dated, and I often found myself fantasising about what they were like, how they made her cum, what sounds she made when they were inside her. But whenever I tried to bring it up, even casually, she'd shut it down. She wasn't into that kind of talk. Those relationships were in the past, and she preferred to keep them there.
So I kept my little fetish to myself, this secret desire that felt both thrilling and shameful. We were married now. We'd made vows to be faithful to each other, to forsake all others. Those weren't just words; they were promises we'd both meant when we spoke them. Daisy especially took those vows seriously, given what her mother's infidelity had done to her family.
I glanced back at her sleeping form, feeling a mixture of love and frustrated longing. She was everything to me, but there was this part of my desires that would always remain hidden, locked away in fantasies and the occasional late-night
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