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            Foreword

          

        

      

    

    
      Welcome to the final chapter.

      This is Book 4 of The Hotwife Diaries — the twelfth and concluding volume in a twelve-book series that began with How To Turn Your Trad Wife Into A Hotwife In 10 Days (Books 1–4), continued through The Modern Husband’s Guide To Wife Sharing (Books 1–4), and now reaches its climax with Daisy and Jordan’s journey in The Hotwife Diaries.

      From the very first tentative steps of a curious traditional wife discovering her desires, through the emotional, psychological, and deeply erotic evolution of a couple learning to share pleasure openly and honestly, to the full flowering of Daisy’s confidence as a hotwife and Jordan’s growth as her proud, supportive modern husband, this has been one long, wild, heartfelt ride.

      Thank you for buying this book.

      Thank you for reading the entire series.

      Whether you’ve been with us since the very first page or only recently discovered Daisy and Jordan, I’m truly grateful you chose to come along for the conclusion.

      I hope you enjoy this final instalment. May it leave you satisfied, smiling, and perhaps a little inspired.

      Now… let’s finish what we started.

      Paul Garland

      July 2026
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            Brought To Completion

          

        

      

    

    
      The first session had ended with Sariya’s warm, soft hand milking the last thick pulses of my cum onto her perfect tits, her own powerful orgasm shuddering through her as she lay spread-eagled and gasping on the sunlit floor, while her husband, Niran, watched in composed silence from his chair in the corner. I had driven home that afternoon with dried paint on my hands and a deep, insistent ache in my groin that even a long, cold shower couldn’t fully extinguish.

      In the week that followed, I had texted Sariya several times. The messages were professional on the surface—check-ins to see if she was happy with what we’d done so far—but they had a double-meaning, too. How are you feeling after the sitting? Still want to complete the session next week? She’d replied just as professionally, that she felt great and was excited to see it through to completion.

      I texted her on Monday to say I’d be there this week and that I had my equipment ready. Her reply arrived within minutes: Your equipment is very impressive. I can’t wait.

      The next day brought another fun exchange: I’ve done some sketches of you from memory in my studio this week. It’s made me excited to complete the portrait this week. Her response: I’ve been excited this whole time. I can’t wait for you to finish me off.

      By the time the day of the second session came around, the exchanges had grown more explicit and less innuendo: Ready to get naked for me later? Her reply: Maybe you should finish the portrait naked, too? Me: I don’t want to get paint on my erection. Her: It’ll have more than paint on it when we’re done.

      Daisy had seen me do those sketches I mentioned. She could see who I was drawing and never said anything, but this morning over breakfast, she finally addressed it directly. I was texting Sarah and smiling at that last message when Dasy set her coffee mug down slowly and looked at me across the table with an amused expression.

      “So… Sarah,” she enquired, “Isn’t your second session today?”

      “Today, yes. Eleven o’clock.” I took a bite of my toast, waiting for the inevitable question to follow it up.

      She stirred her coffee slowly, the spoon making soft rhythmic clinks. “Do you think you’ll finish it this time? Or will it take longer?”

      “It’s not a huge picture. I got all the line work as base colours done last time, so, yes, I should be able to complete it this time.”

      Daisy held my gaze steadily. “Jordan.”

      “What?”

      “You know what I’m going to say.” She folded both hands neatly on the table, her voice calm and measured. “If she wants you to fuck her, text me first. I’ll say yes. She’s obviously someone you need to get out of your system, and she probably feels exactly the same way about you. Don’t hold back on my account. Just let me know, okay?”

      “Daisy—”

      “I’m not asking for reassurance. I’m being practical.” A small, knowing smile curved her lips. “Finish the painting. Then finish what you started with her. Just text me when it happens.”

      I reached across the table and squeezed her hand, a familiar rush of love and profound gratitude washing over me. This woman continued to amaze me with her depth, her confidence, and her unwavering support. “You’re remarkable,” I said softly.

      “I’m realistic,” she replied simply, and that was the end of the conversation. We finished breakfast in comfortable silence, me getting my painting equipment ready, Daisy leaving for university shortly afterwards.

      “Have a good day.” I kissed her on the lips as she stepped out of the door.

      “You too,” she grinned. “Just… not too good, okay?”
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      Niran answered the door when I knocked at eleven exactly. He was dressed in a pale shirt and dark trousers, exuding the same composed warmth as before. The faint, inviting scent of cardamom and freshly brewed coffee filled my nose as I stepped inside, and my stomach growled at the delicious smell.

      “Hungry?” he asked as he took my coat.

      “I’m sorry,” I apologised for my noisy gut. “Something smells nice, that’s all.”

      “Kamol came over last night,” he explained, hanging my coat on the peg before gesturing for me to head towards the back room. “She cooked a wonderful green curry. We have leftovers in the fridge if you’d like some?”

      “I’m fine, really,” I said, smiling. Then, with a polite nod, Niran led me through to the room with the French doors opening onto the garden, where Sariya was already waiting.

      She stood by the window in a dark red silk robe, her long, glossy black hair cascading loosely around her shoulders and down her back. When I stepped into the room, she turned, her dark eyes meeting mine across the room. As Niran left us, Sariya held my gaze for a long, loaded moment, the anticipation that had built through our texts hanging in the air.

      “Good morning,” she said, her voice already carrying a husky edge.

      “It certainly is,” I replied, my own voice steadier than I felt. “It’s lovely outside. Warm, for a February morning.”

      Without replying, she crossed to the cream linen sofa and arranged herself precisely as she had the previous week — half-reclining against the cushions, one knee drawn up gracefully, the robe parting teasingly at the lapel to reveal a tantalising glimpse of smooth, warm brown skin.

      “Is this how you want me?” she said softly, her cheeks flushing lightly.

      “Perfect,” I said, nodding as I uncovered the canvas, adjusted the easel to the ideal height, and positioned the floor lamp for the ideal blend of warm artificial light and cool natural light streaming through the French doors.

      Niran returned with two cups of coffee, set them down on the small side table by the window, and retreated to his usual armchair in the corner, silent and watchful. I’d grown accustomed to him watching last week, so I didn’t question it this time.

      Sariya stood slowly from the sofa, her dark eyes never leaving mine. With deliberate, unhurried movements, she reached for the belt of the dark silk robe. She untied it with a single gentle tug, letting the two sides fall open like curtains parting on a private performance. The robe slipped from her shoulders inch by inch, first revealing the full swell of her breasts, round and soft with a natural, pendulous weight that made them sway gently as she moved. Her large, dark brown nipples were already stiff, catching the warm light from the lamp. The fabric continued its slow descent, gliding over the smooth, flat plane of her belly and the generous curve of her hips, until it revealed the neat triangle of fine, dark hair crowning her pussy.

      She let the robe pool silently at her feet, then stepped out of it and returned to the sofa. She arranged herself back into the exact pose from the first session—half-reclining against the cushions, one knee drawn up, the other leg extended slightly, her body now completely exposed to the light and to my gaze. Her breasts shifted and settled with the movement, one arm resting along the back of the sofa, the other hand resting lightly on her thigh. The pose opened her legs just enough that I could see everything: the soft pink slit of her pussy, the subtle sheen of wetness along her folds.

      The sight hit me like a punch to the gut. My cock stiffened instantly inside my trousers, and it took everything I had not to reach down and adjust myself. Instead, I swallowed hard, adjusted my grip on the brush, and forced myself to channel that ache into the painting.

      The second session unfolded in a much quieter atmosphere than the first, yet the air crackled with unspoken tension. Last week, there had been a careful, professional conversation to ease into the process. Today, the silence was deliberate and electric, charged with everything that had simmered between us for the past seven days. I worked with intense focus, mixing the colours, filling the canvas slowly, refining the final elements that would elevate the portrait from strong to exceptional. I deepened the warm golden highlights along the elegant curve of her shoulder, where the mixed light kissed her skin, creating a luminous glow. I carefully softened and layered the subtle shadows beneath the natural swell of her breasts, capturing the way they rose and fell with each breath. I paid meticulous attention to the complex depth in her dark eyes, trying to capture the excitement that had evolved across both sittings.

      Sariya watched me as intently the entire time. Every small shift in her posture— the subtle arch of her back, the way her fingers flexed against the cushion—sent fresh waves of heat through my body. Her large, dark brown nipples were prominently hard, and a visible flush had crept across her chest and up her throat. She was unmistakably aroused, and she made no effort to conceal it. I could see the faint sheen of perspiration on her skin from the warmth of the lamp, and the way her thighs pressed together occasionally, as if seeking relief.

      I stepped back several times to assess the overall composition, adjusting the lamp once more to perfect the tonal contrast across the generous curve of her hip and the smooth expanse of her inner thigh. The portrait was alive on the canvas now—the warmth of her brown skin rendered with rich undertones, the soft fullness of her figure captured with loving accuracy.

      We stopped for a cool drink, fresh orange juice that Niran fetched for us from the kitchen, glasses filled with ice. We made some small talk, but the tension in the air was palpable until I started the final touches. Then, nearly two full hours since I first walked in, I finally set my brush down and stepped back one last time.

      It was finished. The contrast between her naked form and the cream sofa was perfect, her skin seeming to glow in the light, the eyes exactly right. This was easily the best portrait I had ever painted. I felt it in my bones, a deep artistic satisfaction mingling with the raw physical desire that had been building all morning. What would happen now?

      “All done,” I said quietly.

      Niran rose from his chair and crossed the room to study the canvas. He took his time, his expression shifting through pride, admiration, and unmistakable arousal as he shifted his weight from one foot to the other and licked his lips.

      “Extraordinary,” he murmured at last. “You have truly captured her beauty, Jordan.”

      Sariya, who had remained beautifully naked on the sofa throughout the entire session, now rose gracefully. She stepped over to join her husband in front of the easel, her warm brown skin glowing in the mixed light. I stayed close, intensely aware of her nudity right beside me, the soft sway of those large breasts with each step. She studied the finished portrait for a long moment, a deep blush spreading across her cheeks and down her chest. But it was a happy blush, one of genuine pleasure and pride. A slow, radiant smile broke across her face.

      “It’s perfect,” she whispered, almost to herself. “You made me look… beautiful.”

      “You are beautiful,” I shrugged. “You’re incredibly sexy. It was a pleasure to paint you.”

      She turned toward me, stepping close enough that her bare breast brushed lightly against my arm. The contact sent a jolt of heat straight through me. Leaning in, she pressed a soft, lingering kiss to my cheek, her lips warm and full against my skin.

      “Thank you, Jordan,” she murmured, her breath brushing my ear. “I love it. I hope it… awakens something in my husband.”

      Then she turned towards him, still standing close enough to me that I could feel the warmth radiating from her naked body.

      “Niran,” she said, her voice low, steady, but threaded with clear need. “Would you mind giving us some time alone now? As we discussed before?”

      He looked from her to me, then gave a single, deliberate nod, the gesture of a man who had spent the entire week preparing himself mentally and emotionally for this exact moment. “Of course,” he replied softly. He left the room without another word, pulling the door almost fully closed behind him but leaving it ajar just an inch.

      The room suddenly felt smaller. Sariya stood before me, utterly naked, her dark eyes burning with hunger.

      “I’ve been thinking about you all week,” she whispered, stepping closer until barely a foot separated us.

      “So have I,” I admitted, my voice rough with need.

      “And I’ve been thinking about how I’d do this, once the portrait was done.” She chewed her lip nervously. “I’ve imagined just pushing you onto the sofa and kissing you. I’ve imagined dragging you upstairs, tearing your clothes off, but now we’re actually here, I don’t know what to do.”

      “You want to thank me again,” I murmured softly. She smelled so good, like roses and oud. “Like last week.”

      “No, I want more this time,” she sighed. “Every time I’ve touched myself this week, I’ve imagined your hands instead of mine.”

      “You want me to make you cum this time?” I guessed.

      “No.” Her eyes flashed with raw, unfiltered hunger. “I want you to fuck me, Jordan. Really fuck me. I need it. I’m so fucking turned on.”

      I pulled out my phone with hands that were no longer entirely steady.

      “Wait, one moment,” I said softly, my cock throbbing in my shorts.

      Daisy. It’s happening. Are you sure you’re okay with this? I texted.

      Her reply came almost instantly: Yes. Obviously yes. Text me after. Love you x

      I pocketed the phone. This was crazy. Surreal. And unbelievably exciting.

      Sariya’s hand slid up my chest and around to the back of my neck. She kissed me fiercely, deep, hungry, a week of pent-up frustration exploding between us. Our tongues tangled as I walked her backwards until her legs bumped the sofa. She pulled me down on top of her, her fingers working frantically at my shirt buttons, her full, heavy breasts pressing warm and soft and heavy against my chest as she tossed it across the room.

      “Niran,” I breathed, as I kissed my way down her body with greedy, unhurried attention. “Doesn’t he want to watch?”

      “No. Ssshhh,” she hushed me. “No talking. Just do it.”

      I cupped her tits, enjoying the weight of them compared to Daisy’s. I sucked her dark nipples until
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