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            Foreword

          

        

      

    

    
      Thank you for picking up this book. It means a great deal that this next chapter of Jamie and Millie’s story has found its way into your hands, and I hope you enjoy spending time with them as their journey continues.

      This book carries some of the biggest turning points of Jamie and Millie’s story so far. The choices made here matter, the consequences matter, as the emotional weight of everything finally hits home.

      So thank you again for reading, and I hope this book gives you everything you came for.

      I’ll see you at the end of the story,

      Paul

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Taking The Leap: You Deserve It

          

          Home and Heart

        

      

    

    
      A blog by @DemureMillieGrace

      Dear readers,

      Sometimes the most memorable moments begin with a small break in routine.

      A woman can spend years doing things the proper way. Taking the same route home, making supper at the appropriate time, saying the sensible thing when the sensible thing is called for. There’s comfort in that. Real comfort. But every now and then, something stirs. A thought, a chance, a little spark of recklessness.

      And if she’s brave, she follows it.

      Not far. Not into anything foolish. Just far enough to notice how it feels to step outside the usual pattern for a little while. To do something she might once have dismissed as not for her. To choose curiosity over caution, if only for one evening. To let herself be surprised by her own heart.

      I think there’s a difference between carelessness and courage. One ignores the consequences. The other understands them, prepares for them, then goes ahead because the moment matters.

      We spend so much time trying to be sensible that sometimes we forget how good it feels to be a little less certain. To loosen our grip. To trust that one small risk won’t undo everything, but might teach us something new.

      Perhaps the most interesting parts of life begin exactly there, at the edge of the ordinary.

      Yours in curiosity and quiet courage,

      Millie Grace
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            New Friends

          

        

      

    

    
      Karen was at the reception desk when I came through, coat already on, keys in hand.

      The redhead looked up. “Leaving early? Should I be jealous?”

      “I’m meeting some friends for coffee,” I said. “Nothing exciting. Callum’s got the floor. He knows where I am if anything comes up.”

      “Friends,” she repeated, raising a finely drawn eyebrow that was darker than her hair. “I didn’t know you had any.”

      “Someone as charming as me?” I pushed the door open, grinning at her. “How rude. This is why you’re not a saleswoman. Leave the sales to Callum.”

      “No promises,” she called after me.

      Outside, the January cold had softened slightly, enough that the walk to the car was almost pleasant. I texted Millie as I unlocked it. On my way. Ten minutes. She replied immediately with a thumbs up and nothing else, which meant she was already out of the house and probably closer to town than I was.

      I pulled out of the car park and joined the mid-morning traffic, which was light enough that my mind had nothing to do but wander.

      It went straight where it always went lately.

      The night Millie had her one-night stand.

      I’d been parked outside the Marriott, watching the lobby with a painful erection, too wired to sleep while waiting, too aware of what was happening up on the fourth floor to think about anything else. When she’d finally appeared through the glass doors, hair loose, makeup smudged, heels in her hand, I’d felt something I still hadn’t entirely found the right word for. Not relief, exactly. Not jealousy. Not pure arousal. Something that was a blend of all three and burned hotter than any of them.

      She’d got in the car, and I’d set off home after short sentences punctuated by sexy silences, but we only made it as far as a nearby darkened road, where we stopped and fucked, unable to wait until we got home.

      She’d told me the details, sitting in the dark in a layby. Then more later, lying in bed, the lights off, her voice quiet and steady. Everything. And I’d listened, and she’d watched my face while she talked, checking in, the way she always did. Then we fucked again.

      I’d called Sophia the next morning while Millie was on the school run. Told her it had gone well.

      Well, Sophia had said, and I could hear the satisfaction in it. I’d hoped so. Come and see me on Thursday, Jamie. I have some thoughts on where we go from here.

      Thursday was now tomorrow. She’d be at the showroom by ten, and I’d already told Karen to hold all calls during the meeting.

      Then there was Kate. I hadn’t heard from her since that night on her doorstep, since she’d told me about her sister, what she knew and what she’d threatened to do with it. Kate had said she’d handle it. I believed her, mostly. She was the most capable woman I’d ever met in my life. If anyone could shut that situation down quietly, it was her. But it sat in the back of my mind all the same, a worry that I could do without.

      And then, somewhere above amongst all of this, there was Daniel.

      Millie had arranged dinner with him for tomorrow night. She’d told me over breakfast yesterday, matter-of-fact, pouring Grace’s orange juice with one hand and holding her phone with the other, like it was something she’d been thinking about carefully and had then simply decided. Which, knowing Millie, was exactly what it was.

      I’d said yes. Of course I had. She’d looked at me the same way she always did, checking that I meant it, and I did. I just hadn’t quite got used to the idea yet. I’d been initially reluctant to her seeing an ex—her only ex—albeit one she’d only wanked off, not had full sex with.

      I found a space on the High Street, fed the meter, and walked the last two minutes to the Black Sheep Café.

      Millie was already outside, standing near the door with her hands tucked into the pockets of her long coat, dark hair loose around her shoulders. She looked up when she heard me coming, and the smile she gave me was hers, not the trad-wife camera smile, just the real Millie one, and a touch nervous-looking.

      “You’re late,” she said.

      “Fashionably so.”

      “Still.” She nodded toward the window. “I think they’re already in there.”

      
        * * *

      

      The café was warm and smelled of roasted beans and tempting pastries. It wasn’t too busy, a few free tables dotted around the room, people working on their laptops, shoppers enjoying an afternoon treat. It was one of those trendy places with its exposed brick walls, mismatched chairs, and the effort put into looking effortless.

      Millie spotted them first, a small squeeze of my arm guiding my eyes to the right corner.

      A guy stood up and waved. He was mid-twenties, with light brown hair pushed back from his face, warm brown eyes, and an easy, open smile. He was good-looking, tall without being imposing, and the fitted grey jumper he was wearing suited him well.

      I raised a hand back, and we started across the room.

      Then I registered the woman sitting next to him, and promptly walked into a chair.

      She was blonde, with long hair falling past her shoulders in soft waves that Millie spent forty minutes trying to recreate on special occasions. Slim, long-necked, full lips, high cheekbones, dark lashes. She was, without any exaggeration, one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen in real life. She wasn’t overly made-up or overdressed. She was just naturally, almost unfairly, stunning.

      And I was very aware that I was staring.

      I looked at Millie. Her shoulders were drawn up slightly, her smile fixed a fraction too carefully. She really was nervous. Her trad-wife persona and her Sinner Minnie alter ego both disguised it so well that I sometimes forgot a naturally shy Millie was still there underneath, but here it was.

      “Hi!” The guy stepped forward, hand out. “Jamie? I’m Jordan. This is Daisy.”

      His handshake was firm and enthusiastic without turning into a competition. Daisy stood as he said her name. She was taller than I’d registered from across the room, and she moved with a gracefulness that added to her sexiness.

      “Hi,” she said. Her voice was warm, a little low. She shook my hand, then turned to Millie with a smile that reached her eyes. “Millie. It’s so lovely to finally meet you. Jordan’s been telling me all about you.”

      Millie smiled back. “You too. Sorry, I’m—“ She laughed softly at herself. “I’m better at this on the internet, in front of a camera.”

      “We love the internet stuff,” Jordan said, pulling out a chair for Millie automatically as if it was something he always did for everyone. “Honestly. Home and Heart got me through about three weeks of being single when Daisy was first doing her placement. The lemon chicken recipe alone. I’ve made it about four times since.”

      Millie blinked, genuinely caught off guard. “You did? Do you enjoy cooking?”

      “Out of the two of us, I’m the stay-at-home one.” He said it without any embarrassment, a plain fact. He returned to his seat when we were all sitting down. “Daisy earns the money, I keep the house running. It works for us.”

      I looked at Daisy, who raised an eyebrow in quiet confirmation.

      “I work in law,” she said. “Currently studying for my master’s, which is as joyful as it sounds.” Her full lips curved. “Jordan works too, from home, but he enjoys being the home keeper. He calls it being a Modern Husband.”

      “That’s right. So, I feel like we have things to talk about right away,” Jordan said to Millie, leaning forward on his elbows. “Modern Husband, Trad Wife. We’re different sides of the same coin.”

      Millie’s shy smile shifted into something warmer and more relaxed. “Yes,” she said, something visibly settling in her. “I think we might be.”

      We ordered drinks and cakes, and did the usual dance of polite small talk. I told Jordan about the showroom — the Porsches, the Ferraris, the clients who came in knowing exactly what they wanted, and those who wanted me to spend forty minutes convincing them that they weren’t being pretentious buying a hundred grand car. He told me he worked from home, freelance illustration, mostly commercial stuff with the occasional personal project squeezed in around the edges. It didn’t compare with Daisy’s income, he said, but it was something he loved doing, and she supported his passion.

      I tried to pay attention. Daisy kept looking at me. Or I thought she was. She had a way of holding eye contact for a moment longer than usual, calm and direct, and every time I told myself I was imagining it, she did it again. I focused on my flat white. I focused on Jordan. I found reasons to look at Millie, who had relaxed considerably and was now talking with her hands, always a good sign.

      Daisy asked about the children. Millie’s face lit up immediately.

      “Sweetpea and Sunbeam,” she said, then laughed. “That’s what I call them online. Ethan and Grace, in real life. He’s six, she’s four. He’s obsessed with anything with wheels, she’s currently going through a phase of refusing to wear anything that isn’t pink.”

      “Aww. They sound perfect,” Daisy said, and she meant it. There was something briefly unguarded in her expression.

      Jordan reached across and touched her hand gently. “We’re thinking about it,” he added. “Starting a family. Not quite yet, but soon.”

      “We want to do a bit more… living… first,” Daisy said, her eyes moving from Millie to me and back again. “Fully explore this new side of ourselves that we’ve discovered, while it’s still just the two of us. Then we can settle down properly.”

      The table went quiet for a second, not uncomfortably. It was the first time any of us had referenced the real reason we were here. Millie picked up her coffee cup, brought it to her lips, but didn’t drink from it immediately.

      “So, how long have you two been...” she started.

      “Exploring?” Jordan supplied the word she was trying to find.

      “Yes.” Millie smiled. “That.”

      Daisy leaned forward slightly, and I made a reasonable effort not to notice how good her modest breasts looked as they touched the edge of the table.

      “We only started exploring before Christmas, actually,” she replied. She glanced at Jordan with a small smile. “But we’ve learned quite a lot about ourselves in a short space of time.”

      And just like that, we were talking about sex.

      “Us too,” Millie said, surprised. “It all happened in just a couple of weeks, the end of November into December.”

      “I figured as much,” Jordan said, looking between us, “From what I read on your Sinner Minnie blog. Although I didn’t know if you’d done things you haven’t shared. It sounds like you’ve been taking it slow. We did, at first, but then…”

      Daisy laughed, low and genuine. “Jordan, don’t show off.”

      “It’s true.” He wasn’t embarrassed about it. “We went from zero to sixty in a month.”

      “It was ten days for us, but we’ve only probably hit… thirty?” I chuckled.

      Millie smiled at me. “How did you start?” She asked, leaning forward now, the last of her shyness gone.

      Jordan and Daisy exchanged a look, the silent negotiation of two people deciding how much to share and in what order. Daisy went first.

      “Our neighbours,” she explained. “We recently moved, and it turned out the couple next door were swingers. And then it turned out they weren’t the only ones on our street. There’s a whole little community of them, right there in our cul-de-sac.” She shook her head slightly, still faintly disbelieving. “Then we learned our best friends are in the lifestyle, too. That’s when we realised that it’s more common than you think. People you think you know, quietly living this completely different life that we knew nothing about.”

      “Your neighbours,” Millie said. “And your friends, too? Wow.”

      “I know.” Daisy wrapped both hands around her Americano mug. “Once you know, it’s hard not to be curious. And we were more than curious. It’s something I’ve studied, something we’d already talked about between ourselves, but it felt like this abstract thing, something other people did. Then suddenly it was right there on our doorstep, literally, and it didn’t look abstract at all. It looked very normal. Like normal people who were having more fun than we were.”

      “What made you so curious?” I asked. “Some people would run a mile.”

      Jordan answered that one. “Daisy, mostly. I’d always been interested in the idea, but Daisy shut it down. She had her reasons.” He looked at her, leaving it to her to pick up or not.

      She picked it up without hesitation, which told me she’d made peace with it.

      “My parents,” she said. “My mum cheated on my dad for years. Serially. It was a mess, it damaged everyone, them, me, my brother, and growing up in the middle of that leaves a scar. I was curious about other men, had always been curious, but there was this voice that told me wanting that made me like her.” She paused. “It took me a long time to understand that the difference between what she did and what Jordan and I do is consent. She lied and cheated. We’re not going to do that.”

      The table was quiet for a moment. Millie nodded slowly. I could see her processing every word.

      “I had different baggage,” Millie said softly. “I’d only ever been with Jamie. He was my first, my only. And my whole identity was built around being a traditional wife. Faith, home, family. The idea that I might want other men felt like a betrayal of everything I thought I was.”

      “What changed?” Daisy asked.

      Millie glanced at me. “We had some outside help. Jamie’s ex-boss was experienced in the lifestyle. He saw something in Jamie, then in me, and basically created situations that eased us into it, step by step. It sounds strange when I say it out loud.”

      “It doesn’t,” Jordan said.

      “He had a plan, a ten-day, step-by-step plan. Each new sexual thing we tried pushed Millie’s boundaries forward,” I said. “Which was the point. Left to our own devices, I’d probably still be fantasising about it instead of doing it, and Millie would continue to be harbouring frustrations and regrets.”

      “We needed the nudge from next door,” Jordan said. “You got the push from your boss. Same idea, different delivery.”

      “I read on your blog that you’ve got your friends involved too?” Daisy asked, looking at me with that steady eye contact again.

      “We’ve swapped with them, yes,” I said. “Our best friends. Dean and Sarah. It was...” I searched for the word.

      “Intense,” Millie finished quietly. “But also complicated, because while they’re still our friends now, they feel like more. It’s a hard thing to describe.”

      Daisy nodded. “We know that one well.” She looked at Jordan. “We swapped with our best friends as well, although they were already swingers. They encouraged it, rather than the other way around. They’re still our closest friends, but they’re also kind of our fuck buddies, I guess you might say.”

      “Maybe Dean and Sarah could become that for us,” I replied. “But we’re looking outwards now, seeing what else is out there.”

      “Sounds like a good idea. So, if you’re looking for new things, what things have you already done?” Jordan asked, settling back in his chair with his coffee. It was an open question, aimed at both of us.

      Millie looked at me. I nodded.

      She went through it, measured and calm, almost in her trad wife persona now. My work colleague in the showroom, fast and unplanned, over my boss’s desk while we watched. Then my boss after that, in the hotel, arranged this time, slower and more deliberate. The night with a local barmaid friend, a surprise threesome for me, which had surprised them both with how natural it felt. The time she’d ended up on her knees in front of her sister’s boyfriend, just to see if she could handle a bigger man. And then last week, the bar, the stranger, the hotel room she’d texted me from while I waited in the car outside.

      Daisy listened without interrupting, her expression interested and entirely without judgement.

      “Your turn,” Millie said, almost breathless after the confessional.

      Jordan looked at Daisy and made a small gesture that said, go ahead, this is yours.

      Daisy told it simply and without dressing it up. Several of the men from their friendly swinging community, including a threesome, a foursome if you counted Jordan. Dogging — she said the word plainly and watched Millie’s eyes widen slightly — letting a group of strangers watch her naked, sucking Jordan’s best friend’s cock in the back of the car. White guys, black guys. A swinging venue where she’d ended up fucking a couple of men, including a family friend — she said that carefully — while people she’d never met stood and watched.

      I was staring at my almost empty flat white the whole time, because if I looked at Daisy while she talked, whatever was happening in my head was going to be extremely obvious. As it was, I was getting a very detailed, very uninvited mental image of her — that gold hair, those full lips — doing each thing as she described it, and my cock was responding with complete disregard for the fact I was in a public setting.

      I shifted in my seat uncomfortably.

      She was beautiful and she was funny and she talked about sex the way other people talked about weekend plans. I needed to pull myself together because we were here for Millie. That was the point. Millie wanted a couple to talk to, people who understood the lifestyle from the inside, friends who got it without needing it explained. That was why we were sitting in this café on a grey Wednesday afternoon at the end of January.

      Not so I could sit here building a private fantasy about a woman I’d met forty minutes ago.

      Besides, I was already carrying enough. Kate was a secret that was heavy enough on its own. The last thing I needed was to start looking at Daisy like that.

      I reached for my flat white, finished it, ordered another and made myself focus.

      “The swinging club,” Millie was saying, leaning forward, fascinated. “What was it like? Is it as terrifying the first time as I imagine it to be?”

      Daisy smiled. “Yes,” she said. “But once I realised that everyone in there was there for the same reason as me and Jordan, I stopped being scared.”

      We had a second coffee, drinking them slowly, none of us in any hurry. The conversation flowed naturally now, easy and unhurried, dipping in and out of the serious stuff and just as comfortable on the ordinary things. Daisy revealed that she enjoyed well-endowed men. Millie agreed, shyly saying she wants to go bigger. Jordan had strong opinions about sourdough. Daisy thought Jamie Oliver was overrated. Millie disagreed this time, politely but firmly, and somehow that turned into a ten-minute argument about whether making your own pasta was worth the effort that had all four of us laughing.

      It was good. Genuinely, unexpectedly good.

      “I’m really glad you reached out,” Millie said eventually, gathering her coat from the back of her chair. “I mean it. I didn’t know how much I needed this until we were actually sitting here.”

      “Same,” Daisy said. “It’s not like you can have this conversation with just anyone, is it. We have friends, but they’re all more experienced than we are. It’s nice to be able to talk to someone who’s on the same journey that we are.”

      “That’s exactly what I was going to say,” I replied and Daisy’s brown eyes met mine. There was definitely something there, a spark. I held her gaze, suddenly not wanting to shy away from it.

      “I’ve read almost all of your Sinner Minnie blog,” Daisy added, looking at Millie, then paused. “I’m doing my dissertation on the dynamics of extramarital relationships. Consensual non-monogamy, how couples navigate it, the emotional architecture of it. Would you mind if I used some of your material? I’ll properly credit you in the references, obviously.”

      Millie blinked, then smiled, clearly pleased and flattered. “That would be a pleasure. Genuinely.”

      “But I don’t want you to think that’s the only reason I’m here,” Daisy added quickly.

      “Not at all,” Millie reassured her, almost immediately, “In return, would you mind if I wrote about you two? In the blog? I wouldn’t use your names, obviously.”

      Jordan spread his hands. “Write whatever you want. We’re not shy.”

      Daisy smiled. “Clearly.”

      Jordan set his empty latte glass down and shifted forward slightly on his seat, picking his words with a little more care than he’d used for most of the conversation.

      “Can I ask something? And tell me if it’s too soon.”

      “Go on,” I said.

      “Would you want to do this again? Meet up for another talk? Hang out? And maybe, once you’ve both had a chance to think about it and talk between yourselves...” He paused. “Maybe explore whether there’s something we could do together. Something more than talking. I have to admit, I find Millie very attractive.”

      Millie went quiet. Her shoulders came up slightly and she looked down at her hands on the table.

      Jordan clocked it immediately. “I’m not proposing a couple swap or anything like that,” he said quickly. “That’s not what I meant. No pressure, nothing like that.”

      “Unless you want to,” Daisy said, and she looked directly at me when she said it. “Jamie isn’t a bad-looking guy.”

      My brain went completely blank for a full two seconds. I opened my mouth, closed it, and reached for my empty coffee cup for something to do with my hands, realised it was empty, and put it down again.

      Jordan carried on, mercifully. “What I actually meant was more that we have a community around us. People who know what they’re doing, who’ve been in the lifestyle a long time. People who could probably help you find the path forward that you seem to be looking for.” He nodded at Millie. “Your blogs suggested you’re both stalled a little. Not unhappily, but stalled.”

      “He’s right,” Millie admitted quietly.

      “We could introduce you,” Jordan said. “No agenda, no pressure. Just a group of like-minded people. That’s all they are.”

      Daisy rested her chin on her hand. “And if you wanted to experience something new first, just the four of us, we could do something else. Lower key, or something more exciting. Dogging, maybe, if that’s something you’ve ever been curious about. Or we could take you to Euphoria. It’s the club we went to. It’s well run, friendly, no one makes you do anything you don’t want to do.”

      Millie’s expression moved through curious, intrigued, and faintly terrified in quick succession. “It’s all very tantalising,” she said. “And I appreciate the offer of help. But I’m not sure what Jamie and I actually have to offer you two in return.”

      “You don’t have to offer us anything,” Jordan started, but I was already talking.

      “You could come to my showroom,” I said. “Seriously. Both of you. I’ll take you out in one of the sports cars. Give you an experience you won’t forget in a hurry.”

      Daisy’s eyes lit up. “Now that I would love.”

      Jordan looked considerably less certain. “I’m not really a car person,” he said.

      “Lots of people say that until they’re doing a hundred on an empty road in a Porsche 911,” I told him.

      He laughed. “Fair enough. Maybe.”

      We settled the bill between us, though Jordan tried hard to cover it and had to be overruled, and then we were outside on the high street. The sun had disappeared, either below the horizon or it was still hiding behind the grey clouds, I couldn’t tell, but the cold late afternoon air cut through after the warmth of the café, the four of us standing on the pavement doing that thing where nobody quite wants to be the first to leave.

      Numbers were swapped. Daisy and Millie had a brief, warm exchange that looked like a new friendship being made, and Jordan shook my hand again, that same easy grip.

      “I’m glad we did this. You seem like good people, and you make an awesome couple,” he said simply, quietly enough that it was just for me.

      “Yeah. You too. I mean that,” I replied, and I did.

      We watched them head off down the street, Daisy’s arm through Jordan’s, before Millie turned to look at me with an expression I recognised. Excited. Slightly overwhelmed. Trying to process too many things at once.

      “Well,” she whispered, even though they were already far enough away not to be able to hear. “That went rather well.”

      “It sure did.” I smiled. “Shall we go home and check that Ethan and Grace aren’t doing Andie’s head in too much?”

      “Yes. Talking about everything has made me horny,” Millie replied. “Let’s get them in bed early.”

      She slipped her hand into mine as we walked back to the car, and I let the conversation roll back through my head. The offer of a swinging club, dogging — I mean, dogging? Really? — the swinging community on their street, everything else that Jordan had mentioned. The look Daisy gave me when she said, “Unless you want to.”

      I had absolutely no idea where any of this was going.

      Which, I was slowly learning, was usually when it got interesting.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Dinner With A Ghost

          

          Sultry Whispers

        

      

    

    
      A blog by @SinnerMinnie

      Hello, my sinful little saints,

      Tonight, I’m having dinner with a ghost.

      Not the sheet-over-the-head kind, but the kind that lives in your body memory. The boy you almost slept with and never quite did. The one whose name still makes something low in your stomach tighten, years after you both supposedly moved on.

      Let’s still call him David.

      David was my university almost-everything. My first great crush, my first real lover in every way except one. Hands, mouth, fingers, all the trembling, fumbling intimacy you can imagine… but we never crossed that final line. And the honest reason? I was intimidated by him. By his size. By the idea of what it might feel like to actually take him inside me.

      He was, to put it bluntly, generously endowed. I knew even then that not every boy looked like that. I also knew I wasn’t ready.

      I’ve told myself for years that I made the right choice. That if I’d gone all the way with David, maybe I’d have ruined myself for anyone else. Maybe I’d have met Mr Stag later and judged him unfairly, comparing like-for-like instead of seeing the whole man I was meant to build a life with.

      But I’ve also wondered, quietly, what it would have been like to say yes.

      Tonight, if all goes well, I might get the chance to find out. To take that particular what-if and turn it into a memory instead of a question. To exorcise the demon of the dick-that-got-away and see if it really was the monster my younger self believed… or just a man I wasn’t ready for yet.

      Either way, I’ll go home to the only man I was always meant to keep.

      Yours in unfinished business and very large maybes,

      Minnie x
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            The Price of Control

          

        

      

    

    
      It was early. Not even eight o’clock, so the showroom was empty when I got to work. I unlocked the doors and turned on the lights. The polished floor was still spotless from the evening clean, and the cars sat under their spotlights waiting for the day to begin. Karen and Callum wouldn’t be here for an hour yet. Plenty of time for my early morning meeting with Sophia.

      I put my bag in the office, made a coffee, and stood for a moment looking out across the sales floor while I waited for the caffeine to kick in. Sophia had asked that our meeting be before the showroom opened for business, and I had spent most of the drive here trying to anticipate how it would go.

      There was some business to discuss, but the main reason she wanted to talk to me was about Millie. We’d let her know the one-night stand had gone well. That she’d gone all the way with a stranger for the first time. I wondered how much detail she’d want. If she had a next step for us to take in mind. I put my empty cup on the side in the little kitchenette, crossed the floor, and went into the small staff bathroom to relieve myself before Sophia arrived.

      I had just started peeing when I heard heels on the corridor floor outside.

      “Jamie?” Sophia called through the door. “Are you in there?”

      “Yeah,” I said, keeping my voice normal. “I’ll just be a moment.”

      The door opened anyway.

      I turned my head, still peeing, and there she was, stepping straight into the bathroom as if I hadn’t answered. She didn’t look embarrassed. Sophia never looked embarrassed. She wore a cream blouse that fitted neatly across her full chest, a dark pencil skirt that showed off her legs, and heels high enough to make her taller than me. Her black hair was pinned up with a few loose strands falling around her face, and her lipstick was a deep red that made her mouth stand out immediately. She looked as beautiful and polished as she always did.

      She stood beside me, close enough that I could smell her musky perfume, and looked down at my cock with open curiosity.

      I felt my face warm immediately. “You do realise this is the men’s toilet.”

      “I’m aware.” Her blue eyes flicked down, then back up. “You’re taking your time.”

      I gave a quiet laugh, more from nerves than amusement. “I’m on my second coffee of the morning. It’s early. I wanted to be ready for this meeting.”

      “You look ready.” She looked back at my dick, which was, to my embarrassment, beginning to harden. “Now give it a shake and let’s talk.”

      I did as asked, tucking myself away as she folded her arms and leaned slightly against the wall.

      “So,” she said, a slight smile still on her lips. “How was it?”

      I turned on the tap and washed my hands, trying to focus on the water rather than the woman beside me. “Who?”

      “The stranger in the hotel.”

      I looked at her in the mirror. “You’re very direct this morning.”

      “I have a flight later,” she replied, meeting my gaze. “Milan. So, I’m not wasting time. Was it good? Did she enjoy it?”

      “Yes. She enjoyed it. A lot.”

      Sophia nodded once, as if that was what she had expected to hear. “And you?”

      “You know I enjoyed it.”

      “Then tell me about it. As much detail as you can manage.”

      I dried my hands and turned round properly then, because there was no point pretending I could ignore her. She looked as composed as ever, and entirely at ease in a room that should have made her extremely uncomfortable. I wasn’t sure there was anything in the world that could make Sophia uncomfortable.

      “Do you mind if we talk in my office?” I asked. “This feels like a slightly strange place to be having this conversation.”

      She led the way across the showroom, my brain still trying to catch up with the fact that she had just walked into the bathroom while I was peeing and seemed to think that was entirely normal. Then again, nothing was really normal in my life any more. Did I miss normality? I wasn’t sure that I did.

      My desk was tidy, my laptop and everything else still in my bag by the chair. Sophia took a quick look around, then sat on the edge of my desk without asking permission, crossing one sheer, stockinged leg over the other.

      “Well?” She gestured to the chair opposite. “Sit down. I’m all ears.”

      I sat down, swivelling slightly in the seat so I wasn’t facing her straight-on. The view up her skirt was enticing, and I needed to keep my cool. “Millie went through with it,” I shrugged, not knowing exactly how much she needed to know. “She flirted with a few guys in the bar, then we headed to the club, where she had a few more guys hit on her. Finally, she met a guy she really liked, and he took her to a hotel. She stayed a few hours with him while I waited outside in the car.”

      Sophia’s eyes stayed on my face. “And he fucked her.”

      It wasn’t a question, but I answered it as if it was. “Yes.”

      “And you stayed there the whole time.”

      “Yes, and it was excruciating.” I knew that was what she wanted to know: how I felt. “Then she called me when she’d done, and I took her home. Although we ended up fucking in the car before we even got back.”

      She nodded, like she was fitting the pieces together. “Was he a white guy? Black?”

      “White. Good-looking. She said he had a decent cock, not huge, but girthy and rock hard.” I ran a hand through my hair. I was sweating slightly, though it wasn’t even warm in my office. “She says he fucked her really good.”

      “Excellent.” Sophia smiled faintly. “So a black guy is still an unticked box on her to-do list.”

      “I guess so. Is that what you’re thinking we do next?”

      “Next?” She tilted her head. “So you want our arrangement to continue?”

      I let out a breath I hadn’t realised I was holding. “Yes. We both do, although we have a few plans of our own, too.”

      Sophia gave a soft hum of approval. “Very sensible. What do these plans involve?”

      I hesitated, then told her about Daniel, Millie’s ‘one that got away’ and how she wanted to get him out of her system. When Sophia nodded that she understood and prompted me to continue, I explained the coffee shop meeting with Jordan and Daisy, their offer to introduce us to their local group, and the way the whole thing had ended with numbers exchanged and plans to meet again. Sophia listened in silence, her face unreadable except for the occasional flicker of interest.

      When I finished, she leaned back on my desk and looked at me for a moment.

      “So,” she said. “You’ve got a new couple to potentially play with, a new possible social circle, and Millie has an unrequited old flame waiting in the wings.”

      “She’s having dinner with him tonight, as it happens.”

      “It all sounds very organised.” Sophia folded her hands neatly in her lap. “You’ve gone from dithering to suddenly having multiple options. I’m impressed.”

      I gave a short laugh, then eyed her cautiously. It felt like there was a ‘but’ coming. “You helped us get there. Without you giving us the necessary push, we’d probably still be sitting at home waiting for something to happen.”

      “However,” Sophia leaned forward on the desk, shifting slightly as if to get comfortable.

      I was right. There was a ‘but’

      “I’m going to need something from you first.”

      That made my stomach tighten, even though I’d half expected it.

      “You want to sleep with me,” I said. “That’s what this is about, isn’t it? Millie did what you asked, now you want your side of the deal.”

      Sophia smiled, slow and pleased, like a teacher whose favourite student had finally caught up. “Of course I want you,” she said. “But if you think a quick fuck in your office settles our accounts, you’ve underestimated me.”

      “Then what do you want?” I stood and walked to the coffee machine with my empty cup, placing it beneath the pourer and pressing the start button. “Should I be worried?”

      “I have plans for you that go beyond getting you out of your trousers, Jamie. I enjoy sex, but I enjoy control more. We’ll work out the final balance later.” She waved that away, as if the idea of using me once and being done with it bored her. “For now, tell me: what do you and Millie want to tick off that little list of hers next?”

      “We haven’t decided yet,” I admitted. “We’ve talked about a few of them, but nothing concrete.”

      She tutted softly. “Indecisive again.”

      “Or smart enough to know when to ask an expert,” I replied, sitting back down with my coffee, once more trying not to look up her skirt. “I think you should choose what we do next. If I ask Millie tonight, I’m almost certain she’ll say the same. There’s a thrill in having someone else make the decision. As you said, it’s all about control. Or the lack of it.”

      Sophia considered that, eyes steady on mine. “Very well. I’ll choose. I’ll look at the list, think about your new little friends and Daniel, and I’ll send you instructions tonight when I’m settled in my hotel in Milan.”

      “We’ll be looking forward to it.” I knew how nervous I’d be waiting for that text to come through, but I also knew how excited I’d be, too.

      She checked her watch. “The staff will be here soon, won’t they?”

      “About half an hour,” I said. “I need to unlock the doors by then.”

      “Then we don’t have much time.”

      She shifted forward on the desk, fingers going to the buttons of her blouse. One by one, she undid them, the cream fabric parting to reveal a black lace half-cup bra beneath that barely contained her breasts. Then undid the zip on the side of her skirt and shimmied out of it, letting it fall to the office floor. Beneath it, a black suspender belt held up her sheer stockings, and a tiny triangle of black lace covered her pussy.

      My mouth instantly went dry. “Sophia…”

      “You said you’d pay me,” she said calmly. “Consider this an installment. On your back, on the sofa. Now. Don’t waste my time.”

      I should have said no. I knew that. Instead, I found myself doing exactly as I was told.

      Sophia stood over me as I lay back on the small office sofa, her eyes locked on mine with that calm, predatory focus. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her tiny black lace thong and slid it down her stockinged legs, stepping out of it with elegant precision. Her pussy was waxed smooth, already glistening, the lips plump and flushed. Without a word, she climbed onto the sofa, swung one leg over my chest, and settled her knees on either side of my head.

      “Use your tongue,” she said quietly, gripping the back of the sofa for balance. “Slow circles around my clit first. Then inside me.”

      I obeyed instantly. The moment my tongue touched her, she let out a low, satisfied breath. She was warm, slick, and tasted faintly sweet with that rich, musky edge that made my cock throb painfully against my trousers. I licked slow, obedient circles just as she’d ordered, feeling her hips begin to rock gently against my face. When I dipped my tongue inside her, she moaned softly and tightened her fingers in my hair, pulling me harder into her.

      “Deeper,” she instructed. “Fuck me with it. And give me two fingers.”

      Again, I did as I was bid, pushing my tongue into her, then shifting so I could slide two fingers into her tight heat while my tongue worked her clit in firm, steady strokes. Sophia’s breathing changed—still controlled, but heavier now. Her thighs trembled as she rode my face with increasing urgency, grinding down so my nose pressed against her mound. I curled my fingers upward, stroking that spongy spot inside her, and she rewarded me with a sharp gasp and a fresh flood of wetness across my tongue.

      “Right there—don’t you dare stop.” Her voice was velvet and steel. “Make me squirt on your face like a good boy.”

      I doubled my efforts, moving my hands to her hips, pulling her against my face and sucking her clit between my lips. Sophia’s grip in my hair turned almost painful as her body tensed. Then she came—shuddering hard, thighs clamping around my head, a low, throaty moan escaping her wide-open mouth. I kept licking through every thrust of her hips, every twitch, even when a flood of juice erupted from her, covering my chin, until she finally lifted herself off me, glistening strands of her arousal still connecting my lips to her pussy.

      She looked down at me, flushed but still perfectly composed, and smiled that slow, dangerous smile.

      “Now let’s take care of you.”

      Sophia slid down my body, unzipped my trousers with deft fingers, and freed my aching cock. It sprang up, rock-hard and already leaking precum. She wrapped one manicured hand around the base and gave it a slow, teasing stroke, her thumb smearing the sticky, clear bead over the head.

      “Such a pretty cock,” she murmured, almost to herself. Then she lowered her mouth and took me in one smooth glide, lips stretching around my thickness until I felt the back of her throat.

      “Fuck…” I groaned, hips jerking involuntarily.

      She pulled off just long enough to say, “Stay still. Don’t talk unless I ask you something.” Then she sank down again, hollowing her cheeks, tongue swirling along the underside as she bobbed with ruthless skill. Her free hand cupped my balls, massaging them gently while her mouth worked me—wet, tight, and relentless. Every time I got close, she slowed, edging me cruelly, only to speed up again until my thighs were shaking.

      At some point, she released me from her mouth with a wet pop and stroked me firmly with both hands, twisting at the head on every upstroke. Her eyes never left my face.

      “You do want to fuck me, don’t you?” Her voice had dropped to a low, intimate murmur.

      I hesitated, heart hammering. The word caught in my throat.

      “Say it,” she whispered, squeezing the head of my cock just right. “Out loud. You want to fuck me so much, don’t you? You want my pussy. You want to bend me over that desk and fuck the living shit out of me.”

      Resistance felt laughable. I was hers in that moment.

      “Yes,” I breathed, voice ragged. “I want to fuck you so fucking bad.”

      Sophia made a soft, pleased sound that had nothing to do with lust and everything to do with victory. “Good boy.”

      She leaned down and took me deep again, sucking hard and fast until my balls drew up tight. I tried to warn her, but it was already too late. Pleasure slammed into me like a freight train. I came with a strangled groan, pulsing thick ropes of cum straight into her warm, willing mouth. Sophia swallowed every drop without hesitation, milking me through the aftershocks until my legs felt like jelly and my vision blurred at the edges.

      When she finally sat up, she wiped the corner of her lip with one elegant finger, then licked it clean. She looked utterly satisfied.

      “Consider that your first down payment,” she said, already reaching for her skirt. “There will be more.”

      I swallowed. “Right.”

      We dressed in silence, both of us breathing harder than we should have been for a workday morning. I straightened my tie; she re-buttoned her blouse and stepped back into her skirt as if she’d just finished a meeting and not just made each other cum.

      “The next payment will be you fucking me properly.” She picked up her bag, voice light. “At my house, and on my terms. And my husband is going to sit and watch. That’s the fee.”

      My heart kicked hard. I felt a trickle of sweat roll down my back, cold and wet. “You want Matthew there? While we have sex?”

      “He wants it, too. It’s what we do. We both want it. And I suspect, when you stop pretending to be shocked, you’ll want it too.” Her eyes flicked to mine. “You’ll talk to Millie, of course. I have no interest in sneaking around behind your wife’s back. But when she agrees—and I think she will—you’ll come to my house and do exactly what you’re told.”

      We stepped out of the office together a few minutes later, both of us looking, I hoped, presentable. My hair was still slightly ruffled. Sophia touched up her lipstick in her hand mirror as we walked until it looked as perfect as it had when she’d first arrived. I hadn’t looked, but I’d take a bet on my cock having the bright red colour smeared all over it.

      As we turned into the showroom, we both stopped in our tracks. Karen was already in the showroom, coat off, handbag under the desk. She’d let herself in and was sorting through the morning post.

      “Good morning,” she called, looking up. “You’re both early.”

      My stomach lurched, hard. How long had she been here? How much had she heard or even seen?

      Sophia’s eyes flicked to me for a fraction of a second, a silent warning, then she smiled at Karen with effortless charm. “I’m travelling to Italy this afternoon,” she explained. “I wanted to catch Jamie before the showroom got busy.”

      Karen smiled back, pushing a lock of red hair behind one ear, but there was a hint of something else there. Curiosity, maybe. Or suspicion. But if she’d seen or heard anything, she didn’t let it show.

      When we were a few steps away, Sophia lowered her voice. “You gave her a key already?”

      “I trust her,” I muttered. “She’s good at her job.”

      “She’s also observant,” Sophia said. “Try not to forget that.”

      Outside, Sophia’s car waited under the pale morning light like a predator at rest. It was a sleek, midnight-black Porsche 911 Turbo S, low-slung and aggressive, with tinted windows and that signature wide rear that always made my stomach tighten with envy. Even though I could technically drive almost anything on the showroom floor, which made me think for a moment about which car I’d choose to give Daisy her first sports car ride.

      She clicked the key fob, and the headlights flashed once in acknowledgement. I followed her out, the cool air hitting my flushed skin. Sophia moved with the same effortless confidence she’d shown in my office, heels clicking sharply on the pavement as she rounded the car. The tight pencil skirt hugged her ass perfectly, and I couldn’t help remembering how those same hips had ground against my face only minutes earlier.

      She slid into the driver’s seat, the leather creaking softly as it accepted her. The engine roared to life with a deep, throaty growl that vibrated through the quiet morning air, then settled into a smooth, menacing idle. Through the open window, Sophia turned her head and looked at me. Her blue eyes held mine for a long second, dark with satisfaction and promise.

      She didn’t say goodbye. She didn’t need to.

      Instead, she gave me one last slow, knowing smile and then the Porsche eased forward, tyres crunching against the tarmac, before accelerating smoothly away with a controlled burst of power that echoed behind it.

      I stood there for a moment, hands in my pockets, watching the taillights disappear down the road, the taste of her still on my lips.

      I had Sophia’s promised instructions hanging over me, a dinner date between my wife and her almost-first-love, a new hotwife couple inviting us into their world, and now a future night where I was apparently going to fuck my boss while her husband watched.

      But first, I had to figure out how to tell Millie what Sophia wanted from me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Joining The Club: Exploring Something New

          

          Home and Heart

        

      

    

    
      A blog by @DemureMillieGrace

      Dear wonderful readers,

      This week feels like a return and a beginning all at once.

      First, a small return. After far too long away, I’m finally going back to my little church book club. I’ve missed those evenings more than I realised, the tea in mismatched mugs, the well-thumbed paperbacks passed around, the gentle debates over what a character should have done if only they’d behaved a little more sensibly. There is something so comforting about sitting in a circle of women who love stories and faith and family as much as I do.

      If all goes well, I’ll have some new recommended reading to share with you soon.

      But there’s also… a different sort of ‘club’ on my horizon.

      Nothing scandalous, I promise. Just a gathering of wives and husbands whose marriages don’t look quite as traditional on the surface as mine does. They’re kind, thoughtful people from a little community not far from us, and I’ve been invited to spend some time with them. From what I’ve heard, the wives there challenge a few of the ideas I grew up with about what a ‘good wife’ should be, and one of the husbands even describes himself as a ‘modern husband’ who stays at home while his wife builds her career.

      It will be interesting to see how their version of partnership compares with mine, whether our values are really so different, or simply wrapped in different routines.

      I still believe deeply in devotion, in putting home first, in promising yourself to one person and meaning it. But I’m also learning that there might be more than one faithful way to build a life together.

      I’ll let you know what I learn, from both clubs.

      Yours in books, blessings, and open eyes,

      Millie Grace
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            The One That Got Away

          

        

      

    

    
      Sophia was still burning in my head when I pulled onto our street. Every red light on the drive home had given me another chance to replay the morning — the way she’d stepped into the bathroom while I was pissing, blatantly sizing up my cock. The calm command in her voice when she’d ordered me to lie down on the sofa. Her smooth, wet pussy grinding on my face until she orgasmed. The filthy way she’d sucked every drop of cum out of me and swallowed it like she owned my cock. Maybe she did. Perhaps I was hers now. By the time I turned into our cul-de-sac, my cock was throbbing, desperate to cum again.

      The house looked perfectly ordinary from the outside, warm light glowing behind the living room curtains. One of Ethan’s Transformer toys was on the floor by the front door. I almost tripped over it. Everything felt normal. Whatever that meant now.

      Inside, the TV was loud. Grace was sprawled on the rug in her pyjamas, surrounded by soft toys. Ethan was building a tall, wobbly Duplo tower.

      “Daddy!” Grace called, not looking up.

      “Hey, team,” I said, dropping my keys onto the table. “Where’s Mum?”

      “In the shower,” Ethan answered without glancing away from his creation. “She said she’s going out tonight, so we’re having daddy time.”

      “Absolutely, we are.” I ruffled his hair and headed upstairs.

      Steam was curling out from under the bathroom door. I tapped lightly.

      “Millie? I’m home.”

      “Come in. Join me, if you want.”

      The room was thick with steam, fragrant with the scent of her favourite citrussy shower gel. I closed the door behind me and leaned against it. Through the frosted glass, I could see the soft outline of her petite body under the spray.

      She slid the shower door open a few inches, water streaming down her skin. “How did it go with Sophia?”

      I loosened my tie. “Good. We didn’t even talk business. She wanted to know how your first-ever one-night stand went. I told her everything, and she said she’ll text tonight with her next idea for us.”

      Millie hummed, turning slowly under the water so I could see every inch of her. She was freshly shaved, her pussy completely smooth, the soft mound glistening under the spray. Her small, perky tits were flushed pink from the heat, nipples tight and dark. Water ran in rivulets down her flat stomach and over the gentle curve of her hips. She looked tiny and delicate… and so fucking ready for whatever came next.

      “Jamie!” She caught me watching her and smiled. “You’re staring.”

      “I can’t help it.” I stepped closer, leaning against the shower doorframe. “You shaved your pussy. It looks hot. For Daniel?”

      “Mmm.” She ran her hands down her sides, smoothing water over her skin, then parted her legs slightly so the shower spray hit her bare pussy directly. “I wanted to feel smooth tonight. Just in case things… progress.”

      I swallowed. “Where are you meeting him?”

      “That little Italian place near the station. It’s always busy, so if it feels weird, I can just leave.” She turned, giving me a perfect view of her tight bottom as she rinsed conditioner from her hair. “I’m not planning to sleep with him tonight, Jamie. Don’t worry. But if he does try to slip his hand anyway, at least it’ll feel nice.”

      “Fuck,” I moaned. “Stop. You’re getting me horny.”

      She giggled, turned to face me again, water dripping from her nipples. “Seriously though, I just want to see him again. Have a nice time. Talk. See who he is now. Play it by ear. That’s all.”

      “Play it by ear? What if things go faster than expected?” I asked, voice low.

      She looked back over her shoulder, water cascading over her back. “Then I’ll see how I feel in the moment. But no sex tonight. I promise.”

      She turned off the shower and stepped out, completely naked. I drank in every detail, the way her small breasts moved as she reached for a towel, the smooth skin of her thighs, the bald rise of her mound. She dried herself slowly, almost teasingly, knowing I was watching.

      “There is one thing I wanted to run past you,” she said, wrapping the towel around herself. “I don’t want him to know you know everything. He thinks I’m still the good girl he used to know. I want to feel what it’s like to be a bit… bad. As if I’m… cheating on you. Even though I’m not. I’m going to tell him you know I see other men, but that you don’t know any of the details, the who, the when, the where. I want him to think I’m doing this of my own accord.”

      That caught me off guard.

      “You want to feel like you’re cheating on me,” I repeated quietly.

      “Except I’m not. You know everything. I just don’t want him to think less of you. And I want him to think I’m a bad girl. Trad wife by day, hotwife by night.” She stepped closer, leaning into me and cupped my face. “I’ll tell you every single detail when I get home. And if you say no, I won’t go any further with him. I swear.”

      I thought about Sophia’s mouth around my cock earlier. My tongue on her clit. About Kate. About the secrets I was already keeping.

      “Yeah,” I sighed eventually. “I get it. Go have your fun. As long as you promise to tell me everything. And keep me updated during the night. I still don’t know that this guy isn’t an axe murderer.”

      “He definitely isn’t, I promise. “She kissed me softly, then smiled. “Thank you for trusting me.”

      She got dressed, a dark green, close-fitting dress that suited her perfectly. She spritzed on her favourite Chanel perfume, did her makeup beautifully, subtle tonight, not the slutty look she’d worn for the men in the nightclub. Then, after putting on her best emerald earrings, she got in the taxi and left me with a kiss on the cheek and an achingly hard cock.

      
        * * *

      

      The early part of the evening passed in a blur of kids’ baths, stories, and finally getting them both to sleep. I’d put the Transformer—Bumblebee, apparently—away and was pouring a glass of whisky to take the edge off my nerves, when my phone buzzed.

      It was from Millie. Only her second text of the night. The first had been to say that he’d turned up. She’d been worried he’d chicken out, but he didn’t. She said he looked good, older than she remembered, obviously, but still good-looking. He’d made an effort, dressed smart, smelled good. She’d text again after they’d eaten.

      That was now.

      Dinner was lovely, this new text read. He’s divorced now, no kids, got his own place. He’s paid for dinner, drinks, everything. A proper gentleman. I like him.

      That put my mind at rest a little.

      I typed back: So what’s the plan now? It’s still early.

      But she didn’t reply right away. I put my phone down and settled in front of the TV to catch up with the football from the weekend. I had to trust her. She’d be fine, whatever she was doing. This was Millie. She might be both Sinner Minnie and Demure Millie Grace these days, but she wasn’t going to go crazy and turn into a nymphomaniac cheater overnight.

      It was over thirty minutes before her reply came through.

      I know I said he’s a proper gentleman, but not so much anymore. He took me to a bar after. We had a couple of drinks, then he leaned in and kissed me. Tongues and everything. I let him. I’m so turned on. X

      I’d managed to calm my aching dick earlier, but it started to throb again after reading that. I typed back quickly.

      It sounds like you’re having a good time. I’m turned on too. When are you coming home?

      She replied immediately this time.

      He invited me back to his place. I said yes. We’re in a taxi now. I’m not going to have sex with him. I’m just curious to see his place and see what happens. X

      I stared at the screen, my heart hammering.

      But no more messages came through.

      I put my phone down again. Had I made a mistake, letting her do this? Why would she go to his place unless it was to have sex? She must have willpower as strong as iron if she thought she could resist him, especially after a few drinks.

      I thought about what to do. Should I call her? Tell her I was having second thoughts? But that would make it seem like I didn’t trust her. Like, I didn’t want this new life anymore.

      Fuck. I just had to let her do this. Trust in her. Trust in the process.

      When the next text came through, I picked up my phone so fast I almost dropped it, juggling it in the air for a second before finally getting a good grip and opening the message.

      We’ve been talking about the past. He regrets never fucking me back then. I said I did too. I told him I was intimidated by how big he was. I asked if he’s still that big… He showed me. God, Jamie. He’s huge. X

      “Oh fuck, Millie,” I groaned aloud without meaning to. I was painfully hard now.

      Before I could think of what to reply, a picture message came through. My breath caught in my throat as I opened it, not knowing what to expect.

      It was his cock, his jeans pulled down around his thighs. It was long and thick, shaved totally. A long vein ran up the side, and he was circumcised, the head flaring out proudly, fully erect.

      The caption read: I took the pic. Told him it was for me, but I wanted to show you. God, I want it.

      You said no sex tonight, I replied. Have you changed your mind?

      Millie didn’t reply, which was agonising.

      I was so horny now that I kind of wanted her to fuck him. But at the same time, I didn’t want her to. My own cock, half the size of his, throbbed in my shorts. I was tempted to wank off to relieve myself, but knew that as soon as I came, the regret would hit ten times as hard.

      I turned over the TV. The football had finished, and some reality TV thing replaced it, which just wasn’t my thing. I found a documentary on the Galapagos Islands. Better than nothing.

      I got up, refilled my glass. Sat back down. Thought about calling Dean, just to distract myself. Wondered when Sophia was going to text with her instructions.

      I couldn’t sit still. My mind was racing, ping-ponging between the image of Daniel’s thick cock on Millie’s phone and the memory of Sophia’s mouth around mine this morning. I grabbed my phone again and opened my chat with my boss.

      Millie’s out with Daniel right now. It’s going well. Too well. I’m losing my mind waiting for updates. Is there any chance you’ve got those next instructions ready? I need something to focus on.

      Her reply came quicker than I expected.

      Not tonight, Jamie. Leave it until tomorrow. Marco has taken me out for dinner in Milan. The city is beautiful at night. You should bring Millie here one day. Lake Como is only an hour away. It’s very romantic. She’d like it.

      I typed back immediately, eager to keep her talking.

      Sure. But I could really use some advice. Can I ask you something? I promise not to disturb you after that.

      The three dots appeared, then:

      Fine. If you need a distraction while your wife is probably getting her tight little pussy stretched by her big-dicked ex. Fire away.

      I winced, but my cock twitched anyway. I hesitated for only a second before typing.

      A while ago, I made a stupid mistake. I slept with Millie’s friend. Kate. I still haven’t told her. I don’t know how to.

      Sophia’s response took a moment, the three dots appearing and then disappearing a few times before it eventually came through.

      Why am I not surprised? And I’m betting you haven’t told her about you and me either.

      Not yet, I admitted.

      I told you to tell her. When it comes to my reward for helping you, I don’t want it to be behind Millie’s back.

      I winced again. I was making a mess of this. I needed to sort my shit out.

      I will. I’ll tell her tomorrow. I need to resolve the Kate issue as well. The guilt is eating away at me. She’s always been so transparent with me. I had my reasons at the time, but I feel like I missed my window to tell her.

      A picture of two bowls of a delicious-looking tiramisu came through in reply, along with a message.

      We’re having this, then he’s taking me to the hotel for a proper dessert, so this will be my final message of the night. I’ll think about it and give you proper advice tomorrow. In the meantime, when she gets home, make sure you properly reclaim her. Fuck her like you mean it.

      She’s not going to let him fuck her, I typed quickly. She promised.

      But Sophia didn’t reply. She’d said the previous text was her last message, and she’d meant it. I put my phone down, sighing loudly, wondering how the hell I’d got to this point in my life.

      I went into the kitchen, cleaned up my dinner plates and was just sitting back down when finally, Millie’s next message pinged through, the sound echoing in the quiet living room. It was gone eleven.

      I sucked him, but I could only get the head in my mouth, he’s that thick. He came almost instantly down my throat. Said he’d been thinking about this moment for years. I was disappointed but kind of relieved, too.

      I replied, my hands trembling.

      OMG. What now? Are you coming home?

      But she wasn’t finished. By the time I hit send, she’d already sent another text.

      Then he got me naked, fingered me while sucking my boobs until I came. We were both naked on his sofa. At one point, his cock was right against my pussy… we were so close. Just like it was with Dean. He was hard again, so fast! But I told him no sex tonight.

      I just stared at the screen, unable to resist visualising the moment in my mind. That huge cock from the photo she’d sent, pressing against her tiny, freshly shaved pussy.

      Then one more text: I’m heading home now. See you soon. I love you. X

      I stood up for some reason, knocking my whisky over.

      “Fuck,” I cursed, heading into the kitchen for a mop, then clearing up the spillage, my mind spinning.

      She’d almost fucked him, but stopped. I knew I could trust her. Even so, it had gone further than either of us expected.

      By the time I heard her key in the door, I’d gone upstairs, checked on the kids to make sure they were still asleep, refilled my glass, turned off the TV and was sitting by the window, waiting for her.

      When she stepped inside, cheeks flushed, hair slightly messy, dress creased, I got up and rushed over, taking her in my arms and kissing her. She smelled like his cologne, and her lips tasted of wine and cum.

      We didn’t speak. She simply dropped her coat, reached back, and unzipped her dress. It fell to the floor. She was completely naked underneath except for her heels.

      “He kept my bra and panties,” she whispered, pressing her body against me again, her lips finding mine. “He said I can have them back next time, after he’s had me.”

      We barely made it upstairs. In the bedroom, I pushed her onto the bed, and she pulled me down with her. I gazed at her face, her lipstick was all gone. Her pussy was dripping wet when I buried my fingers inside her,

      “Get undressed. Fuck me,” she begged. “I need you.”

      I wriggled out of my jeans and shorts, pulled my T-shirt off so fast that I thought I heard one of the seams tear.

      Then I slammed into her soaked cunt in one hard thrust. She cried out, pushing up against me.

      “He was right there,” she gasped into my ear as I kissed her neck, starting to fuck her. “His cock is so fucking thick, Jamie. Big, heavy and really hard. I wanted it inside me so badly. I almost let him push it in.”

      I lifted myself from the bed, looking down at her nakedness beneath me, then rammed my cock into her harder, pounding into her bald pussy.

      “He got the head right there,” she confessed. “Started to push it in, until I stopped him… but next time I might not be able to. Next time, I might let him do it, let him fuck properly.”

      “Why didn’t you?” I asked, watching my cock slide in and out of her, trying not to imagine how his would have opened her up more than mine.

      “Because I promised,” Millie replied. “I wanted to, if I’m being honest. I wanted to know what he’d feel like, deep inside me. I didn’t even care if it hurt a bit, he’s bigger than Matthew or anyone I’ve had before. Every bit as big and scary as I remembered.”

      “I’m glad you didn’t,” I told her. My cock was at the point of cumming. I thrust into her hard and fast, doing what Sophia told me, fucking her ‘like I meant it.’

      “He said he wants me,” Millie moaned as I pounded her. “He said he’ll do anything to fuck me. Anything.”

      I couldn’t speak. I kept fucking her, chasing my climax. Millie started rubbing her clit, chasing hers, too.

      “If you let me fuck him,” she breathed, “I’ll let you do anything, Jamie. Anything you want. Please, say I can fuck him next time. I need his big cock.”

      “Okay,” I grunted, “You can fuck him.”

      And that was it. I didn’t even care that I’d lasted just minutes. I came hard, flooding her pussy with thick, heavy spurts while she rubbed her clit and came with me, moaning loudly. Her pussy walls clenched and pulsed around my cock as we both shook.

      Then we collapsed together, sweaty and breathing hard.

      “I needed that,” she sighed into my neck, “I bet you did, too.”

      “I’m sorry I didn’t last long,” I apologised. “Just the thought of you and him…”

      “It’s okay,” she breathed. ”I know. I was horny, too. love you.”

      I lay awake long after she fell asleep, staring at the ceiling, my mind wandering, thinking what advice Sophia would give me on dealing with Kate’s secret. I thought about Daisy, the beautiful blonde from the other side of town with the flirty smile. And the very real feeling that my wife was standing right on the edge of something she couldn’t step back from.

      And the worst part?

      I wasn’t sure I wanted her to stop.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Agony of the Wait

          

          Sultry Whispers

        

      

    

    
      A blog by @SinnerMinnie

      Darlings, your Sinner Minnie is struggling today. I am positively burning up, and it’s all because of the man I call ‘David.’ The man who was almost my first. The man who was so generously endowed that I chickened out. But I won’t make the same mistake twice. Not since I met him last night.

      I haven’t been able to think straight all day. We went out for dinner, caught up with everything that’s been happening in our lives, and then we ended up back at his place. One thing led to another, and we… almost corrected the mistakes of the past and did what we never did back then. But we didn’t.

      However, I did get naked with him. I let him see my body, let him touch me, enjoy my breasts, my pussy, without going all the way. I was curious if his cock was as big as I remembered, and it was. Just being near his raw, masculine energy and seeing the sheer size of him, the biggest I’ve ever seen, left me completely breathless. My mind has been in the gutter ever since. I am absolutely desperate to know what a big cock like that will do to me. I lay awake last night, imagining how it would feel to be stretched by him, completely filled and claimed, while my husband watched.

      But you all know the rules of this game. You know who holds my heart, and therefore my leash.

      Mr Stag has the final say. Always. It’s his decision whether I get to try David or not, and I respect his authority completely. The waiting is an exquisite kind of torture, but last night, I whispered a promise in his ear: I will do anything. Anything, if you let me fuck him.

      And I meant it. I gave him a blank cheque. I know my husband, and I know that wicked mind is already spinning with all the filthy, degrading ways he can use that promise. Whatever dirty thoughts Mr Stag has, however he chooses to abuse that power and push my boundaries, I am on my knees and ready for it. He can use me, command me, and make me perform his absolute darkest fantasies.

      Because if doing all of that earns me David as my reward...? God, I’m dripping wet just typing this.

      Wish me luck, girls. I have a feeling Mr Stag is going to make me work for this one.

      Minnie x

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Hiding In Plain Sight

          

        

      

    

    
      Daniel was still in my head when I sat down at my desk the next morning.

      The showroom looked exactly as it should at nine o’clock on a weekday. The polished tiled floor gleamed under the overhead spotlights, the luxury cars arranged in staggered rows, their paint also catching the soft morning light filtering through the big glass frontage. Everything was pristine, including the staff in their suits and ties. On the surface, everything was normal, ordinary. But my brain was still tangled up in last night, replaying the words Millie had said while we had sex.

      If you let me fuck him, I’ll do anything, I’ll let you do anything.

      Anything.

      Those words kept looping around my mind. Not just because of the filthy possibilities it opened up, or the sheer openness of such a promise. Millie had handed me a blank cheque for whatever I wanted, with seemingly no limits or boundaries. She’d said it in the heat of the moment, but I didn’t doubt that she meant it.

      But all I could think about was how I might finally use it to tell her about Kate.

      I was still turning the idea over in my mind — how to frame the confession that we’d cheated together as part of our bigger journey rather than a betrayal — when the office door opened.

      Karen stepped in without knocking, as she had the bad habit of doing. Not that I minded, because today she wasn’t exactly hard on the eye. A bright lime green dress hugged her generous bust and flared over her wide hips, the fabric clinging just enough to remind me that she was all soft, feminine fullness. Her fiery red hair was twisted up into a loose bun, a few rebellious strands framing her face, and her lipstick was a bold, glossy red that matched her energetic personality. She carried a cardboard takeout tray with two takeaway coffees in one hand and the morning post in the other.

      “You look like you’re miles away this morning, boss,” she said, her slightly northern accent warm and teasing. She dropped the envelopes onto my desk, settled into the visitor chair, crossed her legs with a soft rustle of fabric, and handed me one of the coffees. “Is everything okay?”

      I managed a tired smile. I hadn’t slept well last night. “Yeah. I’ve just… got a lot on my mind. But nothing bad.”

      Karen raised a perfectly shaped eyebrow. “Anything you want to talk about? I’m a good listener.”

      “I appreciate that, but I’m fine. I promise.”

      She took a sip of her coffee and studied me over the rim, her green eyes sharp, appraising me. “Maybe this,” she prompted me to drink the coffee she’d brought with a perfectly manicured finger, “will wake you up.”

      “Hopefully,” I nodded, picking it up and taking a taste. “Oat milk latte. Thanks, Karen.”

      “You’re welcome. I saw you through the glass and thought you could use it. You’ve got that look again. The one you sometimes have, as if you’ve got something troubling you, but for work reasons, you’re pretending everything’s fine.”

      “That obvious?” I leaned back in my chair and rubbed a hand over my face.

      “To someone who sees you every day?” She smiled, but there was real concern behind it. “Yes. You can tell me, you know? Are you and Millie doing all right? Or is it something to do with the showroom? Is my job safe?”

      “It’s nothing to do with you, don’t worry,” I reassured her. I hadn’t realised I was struggling so much to contain my emotions at work. “Everything is fine here. Millie and I are good. Life sometimes gets complicated, that’s all it is. I’m sorry if it’s dragging me down at work. I don’t mean to be a sour face.”

      Karen nodded slowly, her curvy figure shifting as she leaned forward. The dress dipped just enough at the neckline to draw the eye before I caught myself. “You don’t have a sour face,” she said gently, “In fact, I quite⁠—”

      Before I could answer, my phone buzzed loudly on my desk. I looked down. A text from Sophia. The instructions.

      I quickly picked it up, shielding the screen from Karen’s view.

      Check your emails.

      But Karen’s eyes were already staring at my laptop screen with open curiosity. It was tilted at an angle where she could see it. She even leaned in a little, trying to catch a glimpse as I hovered my mouse pointer over my inbox. “You’ve got mail. Want me to handle it if it’s another finance moan?”

      I quickly tilted the laptop away and snapped the lid shut before she could read the subject header.

      For you and Millie.

      “Ah, it’s something private,” I said, a little too quickly.

      “Private emails coming to company email addresses?” Karen sat back, lips twitching with amusement. “From your boss, too? Well, I wouldn’t dream of snooping, but you’ve got me very curious now.” She stood up, smoothing her dress over her hips, the fabric hugging every generous curve. “I’ll be out at reception pretending to look busy if you need anything. Or if you fancy a proper chat. As I said, I’m a good listener. And I don’t judge.”

      The door clicked shut behind her, leaving a faint trace of her perfume in the air.

      I immediately reopened the laptop and quickly opened Sophia’s email.

      It was short, clinical, and devastatingly direct.

      Jamie,

      I’ve given a lot of thought to what’s next for you and Millie. The next experience for you both will be significant.

      I know a man named Leon. Mid-thirties, exceptionally good-looking, tall, athletic, and very well-endowed. Black. I’ve slept with him several times, and every single session has been memorable, for all the right reasons. Matthew actually found him because he wanted to watch me get fucked by a big black cock. You should have the same experience, I feel. Leon is a professional bull and discreet male escort. He’s already agreed to meet you both.

      I want the three of you to enjoy a proper threesome. You can watch, participate, or both. If you do choose to join in, if you can overcome the feeling of inferiority that you’ll feel comparing yourself to Leon, it will neatly tick two major items off Millie’s list in one night: her first black bull and her first time experiencing two cocks in her holes at once. I have access to the luxury suite at the Meridian Hotel and have asked them to reserve it for this Saturday night. All you need to do is confirm with me, bring her, and enjoy.

      I expect a full, detailed report afterwards. Everything you do together. Maybe take photos or a video for me.

      In return, as discussed, you will come to my house and fuck me while Matthew watches. There is no room for negotiation on this. That is the price for my continued guidance.

      On the matter of your infidelity with Millie’s friend, do not merely confess. It could spoil everything you’ve built together. Instead, frame it as part of your new openness. Get Millie to agree to you experimenting more with women going forward. Suggest the friend, saying it’d be easier to play with someone close, someone you know. Once she gives permission for the future, the past becomes irrelevant. You won’t have to confess to anything that already happened. If you handle it right, your indiscretions will simply disappear under the consent and the fact that it’s already a thing.

      But first, speak to Millie today about Leon. Make it all happen. You won’t regret it, I promise.

      Sophia

      I sat back, my heart hammering against my ribs. The words on the screen felt dangerously real. A professional bull. The three of us in a luxury hotel. Two cocks inside Millie at the same time. And the very clear reminder of what Sophia expected from us in exchange.

      My cock twitched hard in my trousers at the mental images of it all, even as my stomach tightened with nerves.

      This was accelerating faster than I’d imagined when we first talked about allowing Sophia to guide us forward. I read the email twice more, making sure I’d read it correctly. A professional bull. Matthew had watched him fuck Sophia. Wow. Could we do this?

      I closed the email and stared back at the spreadsheet I’d been working on when Karen walked into my office. It was going to be difficult to focus on work now, with all these new possibilities buzzing around in my brain.

      I shut the laptop and sat still for a moment, letting Sophia’s words settle.

      I stepped out of the office. Karen was where she should be, sitting behind the reception desk.

      “Sophia’s asked me to handle something while she’s in Milan. I’ll be out for a couple of hours. Can you and Callum hold the fort?”

      “Oh, is everything okay?” Karen studied me, her green eyes narrowing slightly.

      “Yes, it’s something personal. Nothing to worry about,” I replied, keeping my tone light.

      She didn’t look convinced, but shrugged. “Callum’s just with a customer, selling them the Taycan, and we’re already a man down with Kenny being on holiday, but I’m sure we’ll manage.”

      I gave a small laugh. “I have faith in you.”

      She smiled and waved for me to go. I crossed the showroom, pushed through the doors, and headed straight for my car. Ten minutes later, I’d sent Kate a text, got a reply to say she was free, and was pulling onto the High Street where the Black Sheep café was situated, my mind already fixed on Kate and how the hell I was going to have this conversation.

      
        * * *

      

      The Black Sheep Café was busier than it had been when we’d met Daisy and Jordan here. I spotted Kate immediately, sitting at a small table near the back. She was wearing a soft pink cardigan, buttoned up but doing little to hide the generous curves of her cleavage. Her dark hair was down, and she looked pretty — almost innocent — in the gentle morning light coming through the window.

      She smiled when she saw me, but there was a nervous edge to it.

      “Hey,” I said, sitting down opposite her.

      “Hi.” She was squeezing her hands together anxiously. “Is everything okay? You’ve got me worried, last-minute meetings in coffee shops and all that.”

      “Ah, that’s my fault,” I apologised. “I should have told you it wasn’t anything bad. I think I’ve got an idea how we can solve our problem.”

      “Really?” Kate’s shoulders softened. “That’s awesome. I wanted to talk to you about my sister, too.”

      We ordered drinks — a flat white for me, a cappuccino for her — and made small talk until the drinks arrived. As soon as the waitress left, Kate leaned forward slightly.

      “I know about Daniel,” she began, her voice low. “Millie called me just before you texted this morning. She was buzzing. I could tell she was dying to tell someone. She told me everything, how close they got, how big he is…” Kate shook her head, half-amused, half-worried. “She sounded so excited. Like a kid who just discovered something new and shiny.”

      I nodded, feeling my dick twitch at Kate knowing, for some reason. “She was pretty worked up when she got home, so I got the benefit.”

      Kate laughed at that, then turned serious, studying me for a second. “Look, I’m not going to lie. I’m a bit concerned. Sleeping with an ex feels… risky. Old feelings, history, all that. But if you’re genuinely okay with it, then I trust you. You know her better than anyone.”

      “I’m okay with it,” I replied, understanding where she was coming from, but also slightly defensive. “Daniel might have a big dick, but she came home to me. That’s what matters.”

      Kate sipped her coffee, then gave me a small, rueful smile. “I’m also stupidly jealous, if I’m honest. I keep thinking… God, I wish I had someone like you. Someone who actually gets off on me fooling around with well-hung, sexy men instead of losing his mind about it.” She let out another soft laugh. “Selfish, I know.”

      I took a breath. This was my opening.

      “That’s actually why I wanted to see you,” I said carefully. “I had an idea. About us. About what we did and how we tell Millie.”

      Kate’s eyebrows rose. “Go on…”

      “Yeah.” I leaned in, keeping my voice low. “Millie said something last night while we were… in the middle of things. She told me if I let her fuck Daniel, she’d let me do anything.” I paused, watching Kate’s reaction. “Anything. I think we can use that. If we can get Millie to agree that I can sleep with you somehow, then it doesn’t matter if we did it before. We can make out to your sister that Millie knows, and she’s cool with it, then problem solved, right?”

      Kate stared at me, those full lips slightly parted. The implication sank in slowly.

      “So we never actually have to tell her it already happened,” she said quietly.

      “Exactly.”

      She sat back, processing. Her fingers traced the rim of her cup. “And you think she’d actually say yes to that? How do we even get the conversation around to that? You can’t just wake up one morning and say, ‘Can I fuck Kate? You know, your best friend?’ That’s not going to go down well, is it?”

      “After last night? I think I could ask for anything, that’s what she said. She’s desperate to fuck Daniel, but that’s not how we should do it, no.”

      “So how do we do it?”

      I took a drink of the flat white, realising that I was figuring this out on the spot, as I went along. “We need a night out. Get drunk. Blurt it out that you’re jealous of what Millie and I have. Like you did to me. Say you’d love to have a boyfriend who understood what fun an open relationship could be. Someone like me. Say you’d love to sleep with me, or someone like me.”

      Kate was quiet for a long moment, a faint flush creeping up her neck. “Then let Millie suggest it? Sleeping with you.”

      “Yeah,” I nodded. “I think she will. She’s eager for me to have fun, too. She sometimes feels guilty that she’s the one getting to explore herself.”

      “Jesus, Jamie,” she murmured, a mix of nerves and something hotter in her voice. “You’re really serious about this.”

      “I am. That is, if you still think your sister is a problem.” I paused. “You said you had something to tell me, too?”

      Kate’s expression changed. She glanced around the café, then leaned in closer, voice dropping.

      “Are you fucking your boss?”

      The question hit me like a slap. I stared at her, coffee suddenly forgotten. “What? Sophia? And me?”

      “You heard me.” Her eyes were steady. “Are you fucking her?”

      I felt the blood drain from my face. “Why the hell would you ask me that?”

      Kate exhaled slowly. “Because my sister called me last night asking for ‘one last favour’. A grand to clear her final debt. Swore it was the last time. Then she started hinting that she’d heard something else about my ‘lover’.” Kate made air quotes, her voice tight with irritation. “I told her you’re not my lover and to stop with all the bullshit. That’s when she dropped it.”

      “Dropped what?” My mouth was dry.

      “She said she’d heard a little rumour from a mutual friend. That you’re fucking your boss.” Kate’s gaze didn’t waver. “She said if Millie ever found out, that would be really bad, wouldn’t it?”

      I sat there, stunned. My heart was hammering so hard I could feel it in my throat.

      Kate continued quietly, “I paid her the grand. Told her that was it. No more. But this has to stop, Jamie. Whatever’s going on, it needs sorting.”

      I couldn’t speak for a second. My mind was spinning. Who the fuck could possibly know about Sophia and me? We’d been so careful. Marco? This black bull—Leon—that she’d mentioned?

      I sat back, rubbing a hand over my jaw, trying to think straight.

      Finally, I looked at Kate.

      “Wait. What’s your sister’s name?”

      Kate tilted her head slightly, confused by the question.

      “Karen,” she said. “Why?”

      My throat tightened. I swallowed, spoke again.

      “Does she have red hair?”

      Kate blinked, frowned. “Yes, she does. I don’t understand. What’s going on?”

      Fuck.

      I’d been played.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Freedom In Forgiveness

          

          Home and Heart

        

      

    

    
      A blog by @DemureMillieGrace

      Dear wonderful readers,

      One of the hardest lessons I have had to learn is that other people’s behaviour does not have to become my reality.

      We all meet moments in life when someone disappoints us, wounds us, or acts in a way that is less than kind. It is natural, at first, to feel that sting very deeply. To want to replay the moment. To want to hold on to it. To let someone else’s thoughtlessness shape the rest of your day, or even your whole mood.

      But I do not think that is where our power lies.

      I think there is something very strong and very peaceful in choosing not to hand over the reins of your heart to another person’s worst moment.

      Faith in people does not mean pretending they never fail. Forgiveness does not mean saying harm is acceptable. Turning the other cheek does not mean becoming small, or passive, or easy to walk over. It means refusing to let another person’s behaviour define the terms of your life. It means deciding that your joy, your peace, and your dignity belong to you, not to whatever someone else has done.

      I think this is especially important in a home.

      A home can only feel safe if we are willing to protect the tone of it. Not by pretending nothing hurts us, but by choosing what we will carry forward and what we will set down. Sometimes the most loving thing we can do is refuse to feed bitterness. Sometimes the strongest thing we can do is answer disappointment with calm, and hurt with grace.

      That is not weakness.

      That is freedom.

      Because when we forgive, truly forgive, we are not giving someone else permission to keep hurting us. We are taking back the right to decide how our story continues. We are saying you may have acted badly, but you do not get to write the rest of my day. You do not get to govern my mood, my home, or my future.

      I find that thought strangely comforting.

      People will always have their own choices, and sometimes those choices will be messy, unfair, or even cruel. But we do not have to make their shadows longer by carrying them around with us. We can lay them down. We can breathe. We can carry on with grace.

      And perhaps that is one of the quietest forms of strength there is.

      Yours in grace and perspective,

      Millie Grace
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            Quite The Plot Twist

          

        

      

    

    
      Kate went very still when I told her Karen worked at the showroom.

      “She’s your receptionist?” she said, staring at me. “You’ve got to be kidding.”

      I shook my head. “I didn’t know until now. Not until you mentioned Sophia. There’s no way she could know about that unless she was someone close to me.”

      “Unbelievable. I always knew she was devious, but this…” Kate let out a short, incredulous laugh, but there was no humour in it. “It explains a lot.”

      “What does?”

      “Why Karen kept saying things that sounded like she knew more than she should. The little comments, the hints, the way she made it sound like she knew you and Millie somehow.” Kate rubbed a hand over her face. “I thought I was imagining it, or maybe I’d just told her more than I could remember that night when I was drunk.”

      “You weren’t imagining it,” I said quietly. “This is quite the plot twist. Now I just have to work out how to deal with her.”

      “True. I guess this gives us the upper hand.” Kate looked at me sharply. “So, tell me about this Sophia. What’s going on there? Does Millie know?”

      I exhaled. “It’s not what you think.”

      That earned me a sceptical look.

      “She’s my boss, Matthew’s wife,” I explained. “Matthew used to be the one guiding things, but Sophia’s basically taken that role. After she sent him away, promoted me to manager, we felt a bit… lost and out of our depth in this new hotwife lifestyle thing. I talked to Sophia about it. She knows this world better than we do, all the experience she has with her husband. She’s been helping us find our feet.”

      Kate crossed her arms. “So she’s been steering you? She’s the one who suggested the one-night stand that Millie’s been telling me about.”

      “She told you?”

      “She tells me everything,” Kate shrugged, then gave a small, bitter smile. “Too much, at times.”

      I winced. “I’m sure she doesn’t mean to make you jealous.”

      “I never said she made me jealous,” she raised an eyebrow. “But thanks for rubbing it in.”

      “I’d swap all my current problems for your relatively simple life right now,” I replied. “This open lifestyle thing isn’t all plain sailing.”

      “Especially when it’s more open on Millie’s side than yours.”

      We sat there for a moment, the air between us tight and awkward.

      I glanced at the time, then back at her. “Look, I need to get back. I don’t want to give your sister any more time alone at the showroom than is absolutely necessary.”

      Kate studied me for a second longer, then nodded once. “Right. Of course.”

      “I’ll figure something out,” I said. “About Karen. About you and me. About all of this.”

      “You’d better,” she sighed, her voice quieter now. “Because the longer this goes on, the more she knows, the more unpredictable she’s going to get.”

      I didn’t answer that. I just gave her a look that was meant to be reassuring, though I wasn’t sure either of us believed it, settled the bill, then headed back toward work with my head full of the mess that I’d made.

      
        * * *

      

      The moment I got back to the showroom, I knew I needed to act quickly.

      I walked straight into my office and closed the door behind me. Karen was at reception, chatting on the phone, but I didn’t give her time to finish. I sat down, unlocked my laptop, and immediately started cleaning house. I cleared the browser history, deleted the entire email thread from Sophia, and moved anything remotely sensitive into a password-protected folder. I knew Karen couldn’t have accessed the laptop earlier — she didn’t know my Windows login password — but I wasn’t taking any chances now.

      Once I was satisfied, I left the laptop open on my desk, screen clearly visible, and stepped out of the office.

      Karen looked up from the reception desk as I approached.

      “I’ve got to pop out back for a bit,” I told her casually. “I’ll be about fifteen minutes. Can you and Callum hold the fort?”

      “Going out again? You’ve only just come back.” Karen tucked a lock of red hair behind her ear. She was good-looking and good company in the showroom, too. It was just a shame she was a backstabbing liar.

      “There’s a delivery I need to check on.”

      She smiled brightly. “Of course. Take your time.”

      I nodded and walked away, heading toward the rear storage area. The moment I was out of sight, I gave it a few minutes, then doubled back quietly, staying close to the wall. Through the glass partition of my office, I could see her clearly.

      She moved fast, glancing once toward the showroom floor, then slipped into my office. She went straight to my desk, sat down in my chair, and leaned over the open laptop. Her fingers flew across the trackpad as she started opening folders and scanning through whatever she could see.

      I pulled out my phone, staying just out of direct view, and took two clear photos of her leaning over my desk, clearly going through my files. Then I slipped the phone back into my pocket and waited a couple of minutes before walking back in.

      The second she heard my footsteps, Karen straightened up sharply. Her hand moved across the trackpad and closed down whatever she’d been reading in one smooth motion. By the time I stepped fully into the office, she was already standing, smoothing her dress with a perfectly innocent expression.

      “Back already?” she asked, brushing the loose strand of red hair behind her ear again. “I was just dropping off the morning reports.”

      I nodded, keeping my face completely neutral. “Thanks.”

      She lingered for a second, clearly waiting to see if I’d say anything more. When I didn’t, she gave a small, easy shrug and headed for the door.

      “Anything you need, just shout,” she said lightly as she passed me. “Anything at all.”

      I didn’t answer. I wasn’t going to flirt with her anymore. I simply watched her walk back toward reception, her curvy figure swaying in that fitted green dress, before I moved behind my desk, sat down and exhaled a breath I didn’t realise I’d been holding.

      How did I handle this? Sophia needed to know about Karen, and what I planned to do about her, but until my plans were concrete, I wasn’t going to say anything.

      But I had the photos now. Clear, undeniable evidence of her snooping through my things. I stared at the images on my phone for a long moment, feeling a strange mix of anger and cold satisfaction settle in my chest.

      Karen wasn’t just curious. She was dangerous.

      And now I had proof.

      
        * * *

      

      The rest of the day passed in a blessed blur of paperwork and phone calls.

      I buried myself in finance agreements, client contracts, and the endless administrative backlog that had built up while I’d been distracted by everything else. Every time Karen walked past the glass wall of my office, I kept my head down, pretending to be absorbed in spreadsheets and compliance forms. She tried to engage me twice, once with a casual question about her upcoming paid leave, once offering to fetch me another coffee, but I kept my answers short and professional.

      Fortunately, the showroom was unusually busy that afternoon. Callum closed two deals, and I spent the afternoon on the phone with the finance team sorting out a tricky PCP agreement for a high-value client. The constant activity kept my hands busy and my mind from wandering too far, but it couldn’t stop the unease I felt all day.

      Karen knew about Kate and me. I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d pictured it, imagined us fucking. How much did she know about Sophia and me? What did she know about Millie, exactly? She’d found the blogs, it was pretty much all on her Sinner Minnie page.

      And now she’d been caught red-handed trying to dig even deeper. The photos on my phone felt like both a shield and a ticking bomb. I had proof, but I still had no idea how deep her game went or what she planned to do with whatever information she’d already gathered, beyond extorting money out of her sister.

      By six o’clock, the last customer had left, and the showroom lights were dimmed. I waited until Karen had collected her things and said her usual bright goodbye before I locked the main doors.

      I sat in the car for a moment, keys in the ignition, and felt the full weight of the day crash down on me. Sophia’s games, mine and Kate’s secret, Karen’s lies, Millie’s lust for Daniel, the looming threesome with Leon that I still hadn’t told her about. It felt like everything was getting out of control.

      I couldn’t keep doing this. I couldn’t walk through the front door carrying this many secrets and pretend everything was fine. Millie deserved better. We deserved better.

      I needed to think. Just for a little while.

      Instead of driving straight home, I pointed the car toward the Three Feathers. The pub was quiet when I arrived, so I slid onto a stool at the far end of the bar, away from the handful of regulars.

      Mina appeared a moment later, wiping her hands on a tea towel. The pretty Korean took one look at my face, and her usual bright smile softened into something more concerned.

      “Jamie,” she said, already reaching for a glass. “You look like you’ve had a day. Your usual?”

      “Yeah. Thanks.”

      She poured me a pint without comment and set it in front of me, then leaned on the bar, studying me with that open, steady gaze of hers.

      “Are you okay?” she asked after a moment.

      I took a long drink, buying myself time. “Not really.”

      She didn’t push. She never did. She just stayed there, patient, waiting to see if I wanted to talk.

      I stared into my pint, watching the bubbles rise. “I’ve made a mess of things, Mina. A proper mess. Secrets on top of secrets. I thought I was protecting Millie, protecting us, but I’ve just been digging the hole deeper. And now it’s all starting to collapse in on me.”

      Mina was quiet for a while. Then she said gently, “I won’t ask what secrets you’re keeping, but I know they eat away at relationships. Maybe you should go home and talk.”

      I nodded slowly. The decision had crystallised somewhere between locking up the showroom and pulling into the pub car park.

      “Yeah,” I whispered, almost to myself. “You’re right. I need to tell her. All of it. Everything. I can’t keep carrying it anymore. Marriages are built on trust and honesty. Not on lies and half-truths.”

      Mina reached across the bar and gave my forearm a brief, comforting squeeze.

      “Good,” she said simply. “It won’t be easy. But it’s the right thing. And if it doesn’t go the way you want it to, you can come back here. I finish my shift in an hour. We can get drunk together.”

      That probably wasn’t a good idea, but I didn’t say that. I finished my pint in silence, thanked Mina before I left, and then headed back to the car. My stomach was in knots, but for the first time in weeks, my head felt clearer.

      It was time to tell Millie the truth.

      All of it.

      
        * * *

      

      When I got home, I knew straight away that the house wasn’t going to give me the quiet I’d been hoping for.

      Shaun’s car was in the drive, which meant that both he and Andie were here. As I stepped inside, I heard the kids’ voices, happy to see their aunt, and felt a small sense of relief that I wouldn’t have to have this conversation now. I couldn’t, not in front of her family. But I’d have to tell her at some point. It was just delaying the inevitable.

      Millie was the first person I saw as I took my coat and shoes off. She came out of the kitchen with her hands damp from the sink, wiping them on a tea towel as she walked, her face immediately shifting from busy concentration into concern when she saw me. She had her hair tied back loosely and was wearing a tight sky-blue top that made her eyes look brighter than usual.

      “You’re late,” she frowned. “I texted you to let you know Andie was coming over for dinner.”

      I glanced down at my phone as if it might magically explain itself. There were two missed calls and a message, all from Millie. I’d been so distracted, I’d not heard them come through. “I didn’t see it until just now. Sorry.”

      Millie’s gaze held mine for a second longer than was comfortable. She knew me too well to miss the shift in my face. “Is everything okay?”

      “Yeah,” I answered, too quickly. “Just a busy day at work. I’ll tell you about it later. Don’t worry.”

      She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she stepped closer, her hand brushing my arm in that absent, affectionate way she had when she was trying to read me without making me feel interrogated.

      “You look tired.”

      “I am tired,” I admitted, trying to sound however I did when things were normal. “That’s all.”

      Millie studied me for a second more, her expression still thoughtful, but she let it go. For now.

      From the kitchen came the sound of Shaun laughing, followed by Andie saying something back, and then the children laughed, too. I heard the clink of cutlery, the scrape of a chair, the TV playing music in the background. The house felt full and alive and happy. And I was going to ruin it all later, when the time came, which I hated the thought of, but it had to be done.

      I walked in and said hello. Andie looked up at me and smiled. Her blonde hair was loose around her shoulders, she’d made an effort to look good, her top was low-cut, showing more than just a hint of cleavage. I tried hard not to think of her in the video, being ploughed by my old boss. Shaun, by contrast, had his usual slightly crumpled and yet still fashionable look, his shaggy hair curling around his ears, flashing me that easy grin of his as I joined them at the table. Now I had to focus on not recalling Mille sucking his impressive cock. How did he compare to Daniel? Would Millie struggle even harder with her ex-boyfriend than she had with Shaun?

      It still amazed me sometimes how far we’d come. How crazy all of this was.

      That was the trouble with memories like these, they didn’t stay where you left them. They kept coming back in flashes, overlapping with the present until you couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.  I looked at Millie, laughing at something one of the kids said as she sat down, and I felt a strange, sharp twist of gratitude and fear all at once.

      Because none of this should have worked. And yet it had. Or at least, it had worked so far. I was about to risk bringing it all crashing down.

      After dinner, when Andie, Shaun and the children were relaxing in the living room, I managed to catch Millie alone in the kitchen. She was stacking plates by the sink, her sleeves rolled up, her yellow marigold gloves flapping around her slender wrists.

      “I want to talk to you tonight. When the kids are in bed,” I said quietly. “There’s something important⁠—”

      “I want to talk to you, too,” she said, turning enough to look at me, her expression kind but firm. “But not now.”

      I opened my mouth, then shut it again. She was tired, too. I could see it in her eyes. It had been a long day with me coming home late, and then her cooking dinner for her family had taken it out of her.

      Our guests stayed longer than I expected, the conversation drifting from one thing to another, Ethan and Grace inviting them to play with a new Lego set they got for Christmas, Millie asking Andie where she was planning to vacation this year. The whole time, I couldn’t relax. I needed to get this conversation out in the open tonight. It was agony, holding it in. I couldn’t go a whole twenty-four hours feeling this way, waiting for tomorrow night.

      But then, eventually, they were gone. The front door closed after them, and I quickly got everything back into our normal routine, helping Millie get the children upstairs, teeth brushed, story read, lights dimmed, the soft negotiations of sleep time.

      By the time I came downstairs again, Millie was standing in the hallway in a way that told me she’d already made a decision.

      “I’m tired,” she said before I could speak. “I’ve got a headache, and I think I’m just going to go to bed early.”

      Fuck. It was going to have to wait. She looked exhausted now, and probably wasn’t going to be in the best mood to hear what I had to say.

      “Okay,” I said carefully.

      She saw something in my face — hesitation, maybe, or disappointment — and touched my arm lightly again. “That’s all right, isn’t it?”

      “Yeah.” I hesitated, then added, “But we need to talk tomorrow. I’ve been doing some thinking and wanted to⁠—”

      “I know, but I really am shattered,” she said, and this time her voice was gentle rather than defensive. “I promise I’ll make time for you tomorrow. As soon as you come home from work.”

      I almost just blurted it out, purely from frustration. I nearly told her that I’d fucked Kate. That Karen was her sister. That Sophia had set us up in just a few days to have a threesome with a well-hung black stud, and wanted me to fuck her in front of Matthew in return. The words were right there, crowding the back of my throat.

      But Millie was already stepping away from me, stretching her arms above her head, outlining her small breasts against the thin top, then yawning, a clear sign that she was done for the night.

      “I’m going to get up early in the morning,” she informed me, talking to me from the bottom step. “I promised Eleanor I’d go to book club, and I don’t have a book to bring with me. So I thought I’d nip to the bookshop on my way.”

      “Okay,” I nodded. Perhaps it wasn’t totally a bad thing. Maybe having another day would give me time to figure out exactly how to say what I needed to say.

      “I’ll be out most of the day, but I promise to make time for you and whatever it is you need to talk about.”

      I watched her head upstairs, then turned, walked into the front room and sat down heavily on the sofa, and stayed there for a while, deep in thought. Millie seemed… off. I wasn’t sure exactly what was bothering her, but it was more than just tiredness.

      I pushed my concerns to one side. Whatever it was that was worrying her would probably pale into insignificance once I dropped the bombshell that I’d cheated on her with her best friend.
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      I’m shaking as I write this.

      Mr Stag came home tonight in a weird mood. He didn’t say it outright, but I know him too well. He’s having second thoughts again. I could see it in his eyes, in the way he kept looking at me. I managed to distract him and delay the conversation, but I know it’s coming. He’s going to ask me not to do this.

      And I can’t let him.

      I’ve carried this regret for years. I’m not going to live the rest of my life wondering what it would have felt like to finally let David fuck me. To feel what a much bigger, thicker cock can do to me.

      So I’ve made my decision.

      Today I’m going to be a bad girl.

      I’m not going to dress like Sinner Minnie. I’m going to dress like the wife I am, modest, feminine, the real me. The same woman who does all the day-to-day stuff that a wife does. And I’m going to let him have me exactly like that. I want him to fuck the real Minnie. Not the fantasy version. Just me.

      I want to feel that big, thick cock stretching me open while I’m still wearing the clothes of a good wife. I want to know what it feels like to be properly filled and used as the woman I actually am.

      Mr Stag doesn’t have to know.

      This one secret is mine.

      I’m going to stop wondering. I’m going to stop being afraid. I’m going to get what I need.

      Private Note to Self: Do NOT publish this. Ever. Delete after writing. This one stays locked away.
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      The next day felt like I was running on autopilot.

      I managed to avoid Karen again, mostly. She’d made some idle chat at lunch, casually eating her cheese and pickle sandwich next to me as though nothing was wrong. As though she hadn’t been spying on me, listening to Sophia and me talk, stalking Millie and using all the information to get favours from Kate. I hadn’t reacted to her beyond the usual polite pleasantries. How I didn’t lose my shit with her, I didn’t know.

      I’d confront her eventually, I had to. But first, I needed to come clean with my wife.

      By five o’clock, everything was done. Another productive day, despite me having such weight on my shoulders, the prospect of confessing my infidelity to my wife. All I could hope for was that she took it well, that she’d understand how and why it happened, that she’d offset my indiscretion against her own lustful ledger of wants and needs.

      And that nothing got in the way of us talking this time.

      It almost did as I was locking up. My phone buzzed in my pocket. A text from Dean.

      Hey, how’s it going? Sarah is practically begging for another night with you both. And honestly, I can’t stop thinking about fucking Millie again. Getting to plough your wife was unbelievable. We need to set it up soon. That can’t be the only time we ever do that.

      I stared at the screen, the words glaring back at me in the dark of the late January night.

      There it was. No flowery language, no abstract philosophy about open marriages or exploring boundaries. Just a message from my best friend, bluntly telling me how much he loved fucking my wife and asking when he could do it again.

      I typed back a numb, safe reply.

      I’ll speak to Millie and let you know.

      I locked up, walked out to the car park, and got behind the wheel. My phone buzzed, a reply.

      Great. I can’t wait. If you’d rather it just be me, you and Millie, that’s cool too. I’m sure Sarah would be okay with it. She’s kinky like that.

      I didn’t reply, not to Dean. Instead, I brought up Mina’s number and looked at it for a long moment before sending her a message.

      That night at the pub, when we nearly kissed. If Kate hadn’t interrupted us, what would have happened?

      It didn’t take long for Mina to text back.

      Is this why you were acting weird yesterday? Regrets at not taking your shot with me?

      Maybe, I texted back. I was just wondering, that’s all.

      Another reply.

      I guess you had that chat. Didn’t it go well? I’m at the pub if you want to call in for a drink.

      Then another reply, before I could type a message back.

      I was horny that night. I wanted to get laid, so yeah, maybe if she hadn’t interrupted us, you might have got lucky. Come see me. I’ll be your shoulder to cry on if you need one. Or I’ll be your voice of reason. Whatever you need.

      I replied, I haven’t had the chat yet. It’s happening tonight, so I might take you up on that later.

      I started the engine, but as I pulled out into the evening traffic, my brain finally redlined.

      The texts from Dean and Mina had crystallised everything. They had finally stripped away the sexy, theoretical gloss I’d been painting over my terrible life decisions and left nothing but the raw, unhinged reality of what I was actually doing. I’d risked everything. Everything. For a dirty fantasy.

      I was driving home, casually exchanging texts about sharing my wife in a foursome with my best friend. I was seriously considering a plan to let a black bull I’d never even met fuck my wife, just because my boss had arranged it. And why had she arranged it? Because Sophia was holding my job and her guidance over my head, extorting me into coming to her house to fuck her while her husband watched.

      And that wasn’t even the half of it. I was hiding a dirty, messy fling with Kate—Millie’s best friend. I was being played and monitored at work by my own receptionist, who turned out to be Kate’s sister.

      And Millie? The woman I loved, the mother of my children? She was waiting at home, wanting me to give her the green light to go and take a massive cock from Daniel. Her ex. A man she’d once had feelings for.

      I gripped the steering wheel so hard my knuckles turned white. My chest felt tight. It was too real. Too fast. Too much.

      When it was just dirty talk in the dark, when it was just Millie and me whispering about what she might let another man do to her, it had been the hottest thing I’d ever experienced. But now it was real. It was Dean’s cock inside her. It was Matthew’s. It was a random stranger cumming all over her in a hotel during a one-night stand. It was blackmail, deceit, and a tangled web of lies that was suffocating me.

      By the time I pulled up outside our house, the nervousness had settled into a heavy, dark sense of resolve. I couldn’t keep blindly saying yes. I couldn’t let Sophia pull the strings anymore, and I couldn’t try to manipulate Millie into accepting the Kate situation with some twisted logic about openness and some vagaries about timing.

      I’d almost done it last night, but things got in the way. I wasn’t going to let that happen this time. I was just going to tell her, no matter what. I was going to confess everything about Kate, own the betrayal, tell her I wanted this all to stop, and pray to God she found a way to forgive me.

      I sat in the car for a long time, the engine ticking as it cooled. I was late getting home again — Millie would question it because it was two nights in a row — but I needed the extra minutes to figure out how to even form the words. I felt numb from the mix of anxiety and dread, but this was the only way I could move forward. I couldn’t go on living a lie.

      Finally, I got out, walked up the driveway, and unlocked the front door.

      The house was quiet. Too quiet.

      I took off my coat and shoes, my heart pounding against my ribs. I walked into the living room, wondering where everyone was.

      “Millie?”

      “Sshhh.” She was coming down the stairs, a finger pressed to her lips. She hadn’t changed into her usual comfortable evening clothes; she was wearing a simple dress, but it looked slightly rumpled. Her hair was different, too, washed, maybe, but not properly dried or styled, just hanging loose and slightly damp.

      “Hey. Where are Ethan and Grace?”

      “They were tired, so I took them up early. Grace fell straight asleep. Ethan played with his Transformers for a bit, then nodded off, too. Auntie Andie wore them out at the playcentre while I was out.”

      “Oh, yeah. How was book club?” I headed into the kitchen to make a coffee, Millie following me in and watching me put the kettle on. “Do you want one?”

      “No, I’m fine.” She looked pale. Astonishingly pale, and there was a jittery, fragile energy radiating off her. She didn’t look like a woman who had spent a relaxing morning at a book club. She looked like a woman who was waiting for a firing squad. She knew. Somehow, she already knew. I guess I hadn’t managed to hide the guilt as well as I’d thought.

      “I know I’m late again. I’m sorry,” I managed to say, the massive weight of my imminent confession clogging my throat. I couldn’t find the angle to begin.

      “It’s okay,” she whispered.

      She took a slow, hesitant, barefooted step toward me. She wasn’t angry about me being late. She wasn’t asking about my day. She was looking at me with wide, terrified eyes, scanning my face as if searching for something disastrous.

      She swallowed hard, her hands twisting nervously in front of her.

      “You said... you said this morning that we needed to talk,” she began, her voice trembling slightly. She knew. She knew I was about to crush her and was waiting for it. “Are you... Are you still okay to do that?”

      “Yes,” I said, my voice sounding hollow in my ears. “Let’s sit down.”

      I finished the hot drinks, passed one to Millie, then led the way into the living room. She followed me like a ghost. She sat on the far end of the sofa, pulling her knees tightly together, her hands folded in her lap. She looked so fragile, so on edge, that for a split second, I almost lost my nerve.

      “So, I need to tell you something.” I sat down next to her. “I’m sorry, but⁠—”

      “You’re going to say no, aren’t you?” Millie interrupted me. Her voice was barely there. She was staring at her hands. “About Daniel.”

      I looked at her, my chest aching. I thought about the fantasy, about the absolute rush it had been when we talked about it. A part of me still wanted to give her that green light, to watch her face light up, to keep the game going. But that wasn’t what this was about, and somehow, she knew it.

      “I’m not saying no,” I said slowly, carefully. “I’m saying... not yet. I want everything to slow down.”

      She blinked, finally looking up at me. The worry in her brown eyes eased slightly.

      “I thought I had a handle on this,” I continued, leaning forward, putting my steaming mug on the coffee table and resting my elbows on my knees. I couldn’t look her in the eye, so I stared at the hot drink. “But I don’t. It’s moving too fast. Dean texted me today. He said Sarah is begging for another foursome, and he explicitly told me how much he loved fucking you, how he can’t wait to do it again. He was talking about it so casually, like it was nothing. Like he was expecting me to just say yes.”

      Millie shifted slightly, but I kept going, the words spilling out like blood from a cut.

      “And Sophia,” I said, my voice turning bitter. “She emailed me her ‘instructions’ for our next adventure. She’s booked a luxury suite at some hotel or other for this Saturday. She wants me to bring you there to meet a professional black bull named Leon. She wants you to take his cock while I watch, then we fuck you together, to tick two things off your fantasy list at once.”

      Millie’s breath hitched. Her mouth opened, her dark eyes wide. “Jamie, I⁠—”

      “No, wait, Millie. Please,” I pleaded, holding up a hand. The pulse in my neck was drumming so fast I thought I might have a heart attack. “Please, just let me get this off my chest. If I stop talking now, I’m never going to find the courage to say the rest of it.”

      “But Jamie, there’s something I need to tell you—“ she pushed, her voice desperate, her hand reaching out across the sofa cushions, across the space between us.

      “Let me finish,” I insisted, my voice rising with my own panic. I was entirely blinded by my own need to confess, oblivious to what she was trying to do, to stop me, before I broke her heart. Somehow, she already knew. “Sophia wants me to go to her house and fuck her while Matthew watches, in return for helping us.”

      “But I—” she tried to say, but I talked over the top of her.

      “That’s not the worst of it,” I stopped her from saying anything else by standing up. The air in the room felt heavy, suffocating. I found the courage to meet her eyes. “Millie... I slept with Kate.”

      The silence that followed was absolute. Like the silence that rings in your ears after a bomb goes off.

      I watched Millie’s face. I expected tears. I expected her to crumble. Instead, I saw a terrifying transformation. The fragile anxiety that had been clinging to her when I walked in simply evaporated. Her posture straightened. The colour rushed back into her pale cheeks, but not in a healthy way. Her eyes turned to stone.

      Wait. She hadn’t known. I’d got it wrong. Whatever she had been so desperate to tell me just seconds ago, she swallowed it whole.

      “You… what?” she asked. Her voice was terrifyingly calm.

      “It was the night we had that massive argument,” I said, the words rushing out in a desperate attempt to contextualise it. “When I wanted all of this to stop, and you didn’t. I stormed out of the house. You phoned Kate crying and told her what happened. She came looking for me.”

      “She found you,” Millie stated, her tone flat. “At the pub. About to kiss Mina.”

      “Yes. I was drunk, I was angry. She... she took me back to her place. Kate seduced me, Millie.”

      Millie let out a single, sharp laugh that held absolutely no humour. “My best friend. You fucked my best friend because you were mad at me.”

      “It’s not like that. It was a mistake,” I pleaded, stepping towards her, reaching out, but she flinched away from my hand as if I were made of acid. “The reason I didn’t tell you... she did it for a reason. She blackmailed me. “

      “Kate blackmailed you?”

      “Sort of, yes. She told me that if I didn’t come back home, if I didn’t make things right with you, she was going to tell you what we did. She forced me to go back to you.”

      The moment those words left my mouth, I realised the catastrophic mistake I’d just made in my phrasing.

      “She made you?” Millie stood up so fast she nearly knocked the coffee table over. The two hot drinks slopped their contents over the dark wood. She stared at me, her chest heaving, her eyes blazing with a fury I had never seen in her before.

      “I didn’t mean it like that⁠—”

      “So the only reason you came home,” she hissed, her voice trembling with venom, “the only reason you didn’t leave me that night... is because my best friend threatened you? You didn’t come back because you loved me. You came back because you were trapped!”

      “No! Millie, no, that’s not what I meant⁠—“

      “Go be with her then!” she screamed, the sound tearing through the quiet house. “Go be with Kate! No wonder she texted me! No wonder she wanted to take me out for wine! She told me yesterday she was jealous of us, Jamie! She asked me how to handle being in an open relationship! She wasn’t asking for advice, she was asking how she could keep fucking my husband!”

      “Millie, please, listen to me⁠—”

      “Why are you even telling me this now?” she demanded, pacing back and forth, her hands tearing at her own hair. “If she’s blackmailing you to keep quiet, why are you confessing? What’s changed?”

      I felt the blood drain from my face. I had to tell her the rest. “Because... because of Karen. At work.”

      Millie stopped pacing. She looked at me, her eyes narrowed into slits. “Your receptionist. What does she have to do with this?”

      “She’s Kate’s sister,” I said miserably. “Kate told her one night when they were drunk. And now Karen is blackmailing Kate, and she’s playing games with me at the showroom. She knows everything. The whole thing was about to blow up in my face.”

      I watched the realisation hit Millie. I watched the final piece of my betrayal click into place in her mind, locking me out completely.

      “You coward,” she breathed, looking at me with pure, unadulterated disgust. “You absolute fucking coward. You’re not telling me this because you love me. You’re not telling me because you feel guilty. You’re telling me because your receptionist is threatening your job, and you need to get Kate out of her own blackmail mess.”

      “That’s not true—“ I started, reaching out for her. “You’ve got this all wrong. I do feel guilty. I’m telling you because I want to reset. Start again. Fix things.”

      “Don’t touch me!” she yelled, stepping back so fast she hit the hallway wall. She pointed a shaking finger at the front door. “Fix things? It’s a bit late for that. Get out.”

      “What?”

      “You heard me. Get out,” she repeated, her voice dropping to a hardness that scared me more than the screaming. “I want you out of this house, Jamie. I don’t care where you go. Go to a hotel. Go to Kate’s. I literally do not care. Just get out of my sight.”

      “Millie, please, you can’t just kick me out. You’ve been with other men. We have to talk this through⁠—“

      “There is nothing left to talk about!”

      She snatched her phone from the console table, her hands shaking so violently she almost dropped it. She unlocked the screen and tapped frantically at a contact, lifting it to her ear. I stood there, paralysed, watching her face tighten as it rang and rang. Whoever it was, they didn’t pick up. She pulled the phone away and ended the call, her chest heaving with frustrated, jagged breaths.

      “Millie,” I pleaded, grasping at anything to keep the conversation alive, to stop the door from closing on me. “Before... before I told you about Kate. You said you had something to tell me. What was it?”

      She stared at me, her usually warm brown eyes dead and cold. “It’s irrelevant now.”

      My own insecurities flared up, toxic and blinding, overriding whatever common sense I had left. “Who were you just calling? Was it Daniel?”

      Her eyes widened, a fresh wave of absolute fury rushing into them. She opened her mouth, inhaling sharply to scream at me⁠—

      “Mum?”

      The small, frightened voice came from above us.

      All the air vanished from the hallway. We both froze, our heads turning upward.

      Ethan was standing halfway down the stairs. He was clutching his Bumblebee Transformer toy under one arm, his small face pale and wide-eyed, staring down at us through the bannister spindles. He’d heard. I didn’t know how much, but he’d heard enough to know his parents were tearing each other apart.

      I felt physically sick.

      Millie’s transformation was instantaneous. The rage vanished from her face, swallowed whole by protectiveness. She took a deep breath, forcing her shoulders to drop, forcing a gentle, maternal softness into her voice that I knew was costing her everything to fake in that moment.

      “Hey, sweetie,” she said softly, stepping toward the bottom of the stairs but not going up. “What are you doing out of bed?”

      “You were shouting,” Ethan whispered.

      “I know, baby. I’m sorry,” Millie said, her voice remarkably steady. “Mummy and Daddy were just having a disagreement about some boring grown-up stuff. Everything is okay. I promise.”

      “Is Dad leaving?” Ethan asked, looking straight at me.

      The question felt like a knife to the heart. I couldn’t speak. I literally couldn’t find the words.

      “Daddy just has to go out for a little bit,” Millie said smoothly, never taking her eyes off our son. “But it’s very late, and you have school tomorrow. Back to bed now. Go on.”

      Ethan lingered for a second, his little eyes darting between us, then he slowly turned and padded back upstairs and across the landing. We both waited in agonising, breathless silence until we heard the soft click of his bedroom door closing.

      The motherly warmth fell off Millie’s face like a mask. She turned back to me, and the fire in her eyes was gone, replaced by ice.

      “Get out,” she whispered, the quietness of it somehow worse than if she’d screamed. “Get out of my sight, Jamie. We can talk tomorrow. But right now, I need to be alone. If you stay in this house for one more minute, I swear to God I’ll do something I’ll regret.”

      I looked at her, standing there in the ruins of the life we’d built, and realised I had absolutely no moves left. I hadn’t just broken my marriage; I’d dragged our son into the crossfire.

      Without saying another word, I put my shoes and coat on, picked up my car keys from the counter, and walked out into the cold night, leaving my wife alone with whatever she was going to tell me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Good Girl and The Slut Girl

          

          Sultry Whispers

        

      

    

    
      A Blog By @SinnerMinnie

      I’ve been thinking a lot about what it means to be a woman.

      Society tells us we should be demure. Graceful. Faithful. Chaste. Selective. We’re expected to be good wives and devoted mothers, respectable, and in control of our desires at all times. We’re praised when we tick every box. The perfect image.

      But what about the other side?

      The part that gets wet thinking about being fucked hard. The part that wants to be used, stretched, and satisfied in ways that would make people clutch their pearls. The part that wonders what it would feel like to have different men, different cocks, different sizes, different sexual experiences.

      I’ve spent years trying to keep these two versions of myself locked in separate boxes. The respectable one who subscribes to the image, who upholds it in public, and enjoys it. And then, the one who craves to be a slut. Who wants to spread her legs for bigger cocks and feel completely and shamelessly full.

      After being with David… after finally feeling what a truly huge, thick cock can do to me… that second version is getting louder. She doesn’t just want sex. She wants to explore. She wants to be fucked properly. She wants to know what different men feel like inside her.

      And yet the first version — the good wife and mother — is still here too. She feels guilty. She feels ashamed. She worries what people would think if they knew.

      Why is it that when men sleep around, they’re called studs? Legends. Admired. But when a woman does the same, she’s labelled cheap. Easy. A slut.

      I’m tired of the double standard. I’m tired of feeling like I have to choose which version of myself gets to exist.

      So which one am I?

      The good wife who loves her family more than anything? Or the hungry slut who wants to be railed by big cocks and feel like a woman in the most primal way possible?

      Maybe I’m both.

      And maybe I’ll never fully figure it out.

      Sinner Minnie
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            Cutting The Strings

          

        

      

    

    
      I woke up with a stiff neck, a pounding headache, and a mouth that tasted like mouldy bread.

      The digital clock on the dashboard read 7:42 AM. I’d spent the entire night parked in the Three Feathers car park, the engine off, the cold creeping through the glass and settling deep into my bones. I’d driven here, intending to talk to Mina, but instead, I just sat here, watching her get into a car with someone I didn’t know in the driver’s seat. I’d picked up my phone to text Dean, but couldn’t face telling him what had happened.

      So I’d slept here, trying to pretend to myself that this wasn’t happening.

      I sat up, rubbing my hands over my face, trying to scrub away the lingering nightmare of last night. But it wasn’t a nightmare. It was real. The look of disgust on Millie’s face. Ethan standing on the stairs with his toy, watching his parents wreck their marriage.

      I stared out through the fogged-up windscreen at the grey, pre-dawn light.

      How had I let it get to this? We had started this journey to bring us closer together. It was supposed to be our fantasy, our rules, our secret. But somewhere along the line, I had handed the steering wheel over to everyone else. I’d let Matthew decide each and every step we took, let Sophia wrap her strings around my marriage, playing puppeteer with our sex life. I’d allowed Kate to seduce me, leading to this mess.

      If I wanted any chance of saving my marriage—if there was even a marriage left to save—I had to cut the strings. All of them. Right now.

      I started the car, blasted the heater, and drove straight to the showroom.

      It was barely eight when I unlocked the front doors. The showroom was pitch black, the luxury cars sitting in staggered rows, waiting for me to turn the lights on. But I didn’t. I walked straight into my office and shut the door.

      I didn’t even turn the office lights on. I just sat there in the dark for a long moment, staring at the blank screen. An email felt too weak. Too easy to ignore. I needed to look her in the eyes.

      I opened WhatsApp and hit the video call button.

      Sophia answered on the fourth ring. The screen flickered to life.

      In Milan, the early morning light was already spilling through the large hotel window behind her. She was clearly freshly awoken, her black hair was messy and tousled, falling over one shoulder. She was naked, sitting up against the headboard, the top curves of her full breasts fully visible. One nipple was barely covered by a loose strand of hair.

      “Jamie,” she said, her voice still husky from sleep but sharpening fast. “This had better be important. You look like shit, by the way.”

      “Cancel Saturday,” I said flatly. “Cancel Leon. The whole thing is off.”

      The camera caught her expression perfectly as it hardened.

      “Excuse me?”

      “You heard me. It’s done. Call it off.”

      Sophia’s eyes narrowed. Even through the screen, the temperature seemed to drop.

      “Jamie, do not test me this morning,” she warned, voice low and icy. “I have called in favours. The Meridian suite is booked. You’ve left it rather late to suddenly grow a conscience.”

      “I’m not paying your fucking fee, Sophia.” The words came out colder than I expected. “Millie and I had a massive row last night. Everything blew up. My marriage is hanging by a thread, and I’m done letting you pull the strings.”

      She stared at me for a long second, lips pressed into a thin line. The morning light caught on her bare skin, highlighting the swell of her breasts as she shifted forward.

      “I did tell you that we could cancel this,” she said slowly. “But there is no way I am allowing you to talk to me like this. Whatever has happened between you and Millie is not my fault, is it?”

      “I quit.”

      Sophia went very still, then arched a finely plucked eyebrow. “You quit?”

      “I quit,” I repeated. “Get a new manager. I’m done being your toy. I’m done being blackmailed with this power trip of yours.”

      Her expression flickered with genuine surprise.

      “Power trip? Jamie⁠—”

      “Oh, and check your inbox.”

      I forwarded her the photo I’d taken of Karen leaning over my desk, clearly snooping through my laptop.

      As she opened it, I watched her face change on the screen. Her eyes widened slightly.

      “Karen is the sister of the woman I fucked,” I said bluntly. “She knows everything. About me. About Millie. About us. She’s been going through our emails, found out about my… indiscretions and is now trying to blackmail her own sister and digging for dirt on me to use in the company. She’s a fucking liability. But everything is so fucked up that I can’t even be bothered to fire her. I’d rather just quit. I’ve screwed everything up, Sophia. And I don’t know what to do.”

      Sophia’s hand came up to push her messy hair back, the movement making her breasts shift. For once, she looked rattled.

      “I… will deal with Karen,” she said, voice tighter now. “But that does not change your obligations to the company or me. You will⁠—”

      “No,” I cut her off. “I won’t. I’m done. Threaten me all you want. Fire me. Do whatever. But I’m not playing your game anymore.”

      “Jamie, do not hang up on⁠—”

      I ended the call. The screen went black.

      My hands were shaking as I dropped the phone onto the desk. I didn’t wait around to second-guess it. I grabbed a cardboard box from the supply closet, threw in my personal files, my coffee mug, and the framed photo of Millie, Ethan and Grace, and walked out. I locked the doors and walked out into the crisp morning air.

      I felt terrified. Everything was now even more uncertain than ever. But for the first time in months, I also felt like I could actually breathe.

      I got in the car and drove away before Karen or anyone else arrived. Ten minutes later, I pulled into the corner of the car park next to the Black Sheep Café. I killed the engine and just sat there, staring at the steering wheel. I needed to get my head right.

      My phone lay silent on the passenger seat. Still no call. No text from Millie. I kept checking it obsessively while watching the sun rise over the far end of the High Street. I don’t know how long I was there for when a noise startled me from my thoughts.

      Tap. Tap. Tap.

      I jumped as the sharp sound repeated at my window.

      The last person I expected to see was standing outside, looking down at me. Matthew Darbold was wearing a smart grey overcoat and holding a cardboard tray with two takeaway coffees. He must have spotted my car as he drove past — the café was only a few streets from the showroom — gone in, bought two drinks and brought them out.

      Slowly, I lowered the window.

      “Rough morning?” Matthew asked, his voice calm and measured.

      “What are you doing here?” I asked, gripping the steering wheel. “Did Sophia send you to threaten me in person?”

      “Threaten you? Why would she threaten you? She called me because she’s worried about you,” he replied with a small sigh. “Do you mind if I get in? It’s freezing out here, and I come bearing peace offerings.” He lifted the tray slightly. “Also… for a man who sells sports cars, you really should drive something better than that old VW Golf. I’ve told you before. It’s really not a good look.”

      I hesitated, then unlocked the door. Matthew walked around the front of the car and slid into the passenger seat, resting the cardboard box on his lap to make room. He handed me a coffee.

      “Oat milk latte,” I said flatly. “Thanks. So, she called you, and said what?”

      “She woke me up,” Matthew corrected, taking a sip of his drink. “She’s furious. Mostly at herself, though she’d never admit it, and entirely at your receptionist. Sophia has already called HR and the building’s security firm. By the time Karen arrives for work at eight-thirty, there will be two guards waiting to escort her off the premises. Her severing of contract is being drafted as we speak.”

      I stared at him, the adrenaline still coursing through my veins. “I’m still not going to fuck her while you watch, Matthew. And I’m not going back in there.”

      Matthew turned his head to look at me. There was no arrogance in his eyes, none of the smug superiority I usually associated with the men in this lifestyle. He just looked like a husband who understood exactly what it felt like to be in over his head.

      “Jamie, look at me,” he said quietly. “You are not quitting. You are a brilliant salesman, and this dealership needs you. Sophia knows it, and I know it.”

      “She was taking advantage of me,” I said, my voice cracking slightly. “She made me lick her pussy and demanded that I fuck her one day. That was her price for helping Millie and me.”

      “I know,” Matthew nodded, looking down at his coffee. “And I’m sorry. We genuinely wanted to help you and Millie find your feet in this world. But Sophia... she’s a dominant woman. It’s who she is. She got carried away with the power dynamic, and she lost sight of the line. When you pushed back just now, when you actually walked away... it snapped her out of it. She’s really not a bad person. She took it a little too far, but you have to remember, she’s used to men who like that sort of thing.”

      He pointed his finger at his own chest and gave a wry smile. I didn’t say anything. I just let the warmth of the coffee cup seep into my freezing hands.

      “We’re backing off,” Matthew said, his tone entirely sincere. “Entirely. No demands, no suggestions unless you really want them. Your job is safe. You go back in there, you run that floor the way you always do, and we return to being strictly professional. You have my word on that.”

      I looked at him. “Why are you doing this?”

      “Because you did exactly what a man is supposed to do,” Matthew said softly. “You put your wife above everything else. Even your pride. Even your livelihood.” He gave me a small, sad smile. “And because Sophia told me to do it, or no sex for a month.”

      “Really?”

      “No. I made that up.”

      I laughed, despite everything.

      We sat there, drinking our coffees in a pleasant, surprisingly comfortable silence. Then, when Matthew had finished his coffee, he took a deep breath. “Right. Go home, Jamie. Go fix your marriage. Take the rest of the week off, I’ll cover for you. Then we’ll see you on Monday.”

      He patted my shoulder, opened the door, and stepped out into the morning light. I watched him walk away, tossing his empty coffee cup into a nearby bin before disappearing around the corner of the building.

      I sat there in the silence of the car, the weight of the last twenty-four hours finally beginning to lift. I had my job. The blackmail was over. The strings were cut.

      Now, I just had to go home and face the woman I loved.

      
        * * *

      

      The drive home was a blur. By the time I pulled into the driveway, the morning sun was fully up, casting long, pale shadows across the lawn. Ethan’s coat and shoes were gone from the hallway. Millie must have already walked him to school.

      The house was quiet apart from the music of a Disney movie — Moana, I think — coming from Grace’s bedroom upstairs. I closed the front door behind me, the click of the lock echoing in the silent hallway, and walked into the kitchen.

      Millie was sitting at the table, her fingers wrapped around an empty mug. She looked totally composed, dressed in a floral dress, her hair up in a cute bun. The ferocity of last night had burned completely out, leaving nothing but a vision of the pure traditional wife, Demure Millie Grace.

      I stopped in the doorway, bracing myself for the final blow. For the words that would end it all.

      “I was worried about you,” she said. Her voice was flat, devoid of any edge. She glanced at me but didn’t meet my eyes. “You look like you slept in the car.”

      “I did.” My stomach plummeted at how cool she was. I’d rather have dealt with the angry version. “Millie⁠—”

      “I called Kate last night, after you left,” she continued, her voice trembling slightly. “I was so angry I couldn’t think straight. I wanted to scream at her. I wanted to head to her house and punch her on the nose.”

      She finally looked up, and I saw that her eyes were red-rimmed and swollen beneath the perfectly applied makeup.

      “She didn’t even try to defend herself,” Millie whispered. “She just cried. She told me everything. She admitted she set you up at the pub. She admitted she threatened to destroy our marriage if you didn’t go back to me that night. She told me about Karen... about how the blackmail was suffocating both of you.”

      I stepped fully into the kitchen, my chest tightening so much I could barely breathe. “Millie, I am so incredibly sorry. I should never have⁠—”

      “You were trapped,” she interrupted, a tear finally spilling over her lashes. “You were trying to protect us, in your own stupid, broken way. And I threw you out.”

      “You had every right to,” I said softly, closing the distance between us. I stopped just a foot away from her. “You’ve always been totally transparent with me. You’ve been open with your feelings, your doubts, your desires. And in return, I lied to you. I broke our trust. If it’s over, if we’re over, I understand.”

      Millie let out a jagged, bitter laugh and buried her face in her hands. Her shoulders shook. “No, you don’t understand, Jamie. I don’t have the right to be angry with you. I don’t have the right to judge you at all.”

      “What do you mean?”

      She took a deep, shuddering breath, lowering her hands. She looked at me with a vulnerability so raw it felt like looking at an open wound. All her composure was gone, disappeared as suddenly as the anger that erupted last night.

      “Yesterday morning,” she breathed, the words catching in her throat. “I didn’t go to the bookshop. I... I thought you were going to pull the plug on everything. I could feel it all week, Jamie, but especially the other night. You were distant. You said you had something to say, something important. I thought you were going to tell me I couldn’t have Daniel. That you wanted to stop everything.”

      The air in the kitchen suddenly felt thin, devoid of oxygen.

      “So, before book club, I didn’t go to the bookstore. I went to Daniel’s house,” she whispered, her eyes pleading with me to understand. “I just wanted to see what would happen. I was so curious, so wound up by everything we’d been talking about and by what he and I did the other day. I wanted to do it before you could say no.”

      “And… what happened?” My heart was racing.

      “I let him have me.”

      Everything seemed to stop. The faint music from upstairs disappeared. I stared at her, processing the words.

      My wife. My beautiful, perfect wife, who had always been the good girl, the demure mother. My Millie had gone to her ex-boyfriend’s house and surrendered to the newest part of our shared fantasy, all while I was completely in the dark. While I was struggling with the guilt of what I’d done and trying to find the courage to face it.

      I expected to feel betrayed. I expected to feel the same crushing jealousy and fiery anger she’d felt over Kate. But I didn’t.

      Instead, a sudden, heavy rush of heat flooded my veins. The playing field wasn’t levelled, but this changed things. We were both liars. We were both sinners. We had both risked everything to chase a high we couldn’t ignore, an opportunity we couldn’t let pass.

      “Millie,” I murmured. “I don’t know what to say, or how to⁠—”

      “It was a mistake,” she cried, reaching out and grabbing the fabric of my shirt. “It was incredible, but the second it was over, I felt so empty. I felt like I’d ruined us. I had the intention of keeping it a secret, but I couldn’t. When you came home last night, I was going to confess. I tried to stop you from talking. I didn’t know you were going to confess to something, too. I never meant for any of this to happen. Please, Jamie. Please forgive me.”

      I didn’t answer with words. I reached down, grabbed her by the hips, and pulled her flush against me.

      She gasped as my mouth crashed down on hers. There was nothing gentle about the kiss; it was desperate, bruising, fuelled by the sheer terror of almost losing each other and the dark, undeniable thrill of her confession. Millie melted against me instantly, her hands sliding up into my hair, pulling me closer, tasting my forgiveness in the heat of my mouth.

      “No,” I refused, making her pull back, the fear back in her brown eyes. “You need to forgive me. I hurt you, and I can’t ever forgive myself for that.”

      “We can forgive each other,” Millie pressed her lips to mine again, moaning against them. I backed her up against the kitchen counter, my hands sliding down to grip her ass. “Tell me,” I groaned against her lips. “Tell me what you did with him.”

      “Jamie...” she whimpered, her breath hot against my skin.

      “Tell me what he did to you,” I demanded, the cuckold fantasy flaring back to life, sharper and more real than ever before. I lifted her up onto the cold marble of the kitchen island, stepping between her legs. “I want to know.”

      Her eyes darkened, the guilt melting away into that familiar, intoxicating lust. The “Sinner Minnie” side of her, the side we had awakened together, took over.

      “Let’s go upstairs,” she whispered fiercely. “Grace is in her room, napping. I don’t want a repeat of what happened with Ethan. We can lock the bedroom door.”

      I didn’t need to be told twice. I lifted Millie into my arms, her legs wrapping tightly around my waist as our mouths crashed together. We stumbled up the stairs, shedding clothes along the way. By the time I kicked the bedroom door shut behind us, her pretty dress lay abandoned on the landing, and my shirt was somewhere on the stairs.

      I set her down and stepped back for a second, drinking her in. Millie stood before me in just a pair of white panties and pink socks, breathing hard. She wasn’t wearing a bra, her small but perfectly shaped breasts rose and fell with each breath, nipples stiff and flushed dark pink. Her waist curved beautifully into wide, feminine hips, and I reached out and slid down the panties, exposing her shaved pussy, visibly glistening, her smooth lips already slick with arousal. A faint sheen of sweat made her skin glow in the morning light filtering in through the window. She looked like pure sin, my sweet wife, my not-so-demure Millie Grace.

      I pushed her onto the bed, and she pulled me down on top of her, desperate and urgent. My cock was painfully hard, thick and throbbing as I lined up and thrust into her in one smooth stroke.

      Millie cried out, her back arching sharply off the mattress. “Fuck, Jamie!”

      She was incredibly wet, hot, silky, and I might be imagining it, but she felt still slightly loose from Daniel. The feeling of sliding into her well-fucked pussy made my head spin. I pinned her down and started fucking her with rough, punishing strokes, my balls slapping against her arse.

      “Tell me everything,” I growled, staring into her eyes. “What he did to you. What you did to him.”

      Millie’s voice came out broken and filthy between moans. “I texted him, asked if I could come over. He said yes. As soon as I got there, I said I wanted him, and he just took me to bed. We were kissing, I don’t even remember getting naked, it all happened so fast. He was so fucking big, Jamie… the same as last time, I could barely get my mouth around it. I only managed the head. I sucked and licked and did my best, but I couldn’t take more than that. He loved it, though. He kept groaning about how cute I looked trying.”

      I fucked her harder, the wet sounds of her pussy obscene in the quiet.

      “When he tried to fuck me… God, it took him ages to get it in. He said I was the tightest he’s ever had. He had to stop and lick my pussy for ages, getting me to the edge. Then he worked two fingers inside me… then three. Stretching me open. When he finally pushed his cock in, I thought I was going to split in half. He went so slow, inch by inch, until his balls were pressed right against me. I’ve never felt so full.”

      Her words sent a surge of hot blood through me. I drove into her harder, watching her tits bounce with every thrust.

      “In missionary, he was hitting my cervix with every stroke,” she gasped, nails raking down my back. “It hurt… but it felt so fucking good. I came three times, then lost count after that. I squirted all over his cock the second time, completely soaked the bedsheets. We did it in doggy as well, him pounding me so deep, and then I rode him. I came on top while he held my hips and thrust up into me. He came inside me, Jamie. So deep, as if I could feel it shooting right into my womb. I’ve never been filled like that before.”

      Hearing her describe it pushed me right to the edge. I fucked her with raw need, slamming into her soaked cunt over and over.

      “Then I said I had to go, but asked if I could use his shower because I had to go to book club,” she continued breathlessly. “And I couldn’t go there smelling of sex. He said yes, but followed me in. Even soft, his cock looked huge, bigger than yours is right now, as hard as you are. He asked me to suck his balls, something I’ve never done before. I got on my knees, licked and sucked them while the water ran over us until he got hard again. Then he turned me around, pressed me face-first against the glass and took me again. Slow and deep but so fucking hard. He came inside me a second time while I was standing there with my legs still shaking from yet another orgasm.”

      Millie’s voice cracked as another orgasm hit her right then. Her pussy clenched hard around my cock, pulsing and gushing.

      “I felt so guilty after that second time… but the sex was sensational. I felt properly used. Owned. Like a woman is supposed to feel. If I’m honest, I think I’m still stretched out. Can you tell? I can barely feel you inside me.”

      That was it. I buried myself to the hilt and came with a deep groan, flooding her with pulse after pulse after pulse of cum. Millie clung to me, shaking, taking every drop from me until I collapsed atop her, sweaty and breathless, my heart pounding, my lungs on fire, trying to get my breath back.

      We lay there for a long time, the silence no longer full of pain and anxiety, but peaceful and satisfied and relieved. Our marriage might be a little bit broken, messy, and deeply flawed, but as I held my wife in my arms, feeling her clutch onto me tightly, kissing me softly, her brown eyes finding mine again, full of love and wonder at what had just happened, I knew one thing for certain.

      We might not be fixed, or even forgiven, but we had something that was worth fighting for.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Devotion: What It Means

          

          Home and Heart

        

      

    

    
      A blog by @DemureMillieGrace

      Dear wonderful readers,

      There are so many grand words people like to use when they talk about love. Passion. Destiny. Soulmates. Chemistry. And all of those things may be true, in their own way.

      But if you ask me what matters most in a marriage, I would choose a quieter word.

      Devotion.

      Devotion is the steady hand that reaches for yours when the world feels too loud. It is the cup of coffee made just the way he likes it. It is remembering the small things, not because you have to, but because you want to. It is choosing, over and over again, to be kind when it would be easier to be sharp, patient when you feel tired, generous when you’d rather keep something for yourself.

      Devotion is not loud. It does not need to announce itself. It does not insist on being noticed. In many ways, that is what makes it so precious.

      A devoted wife does not love her husband only when it is easy. She loves him in the ordinary hours, too. In the mornings, when the house is still half asleep. In the evenings, when everyone is tired. In the moments nobody else sees, when faithfulness looks less like a feeling and more like a choice.

      I think that is what makes a home feel safe. Not perfection. Not the absence of difficulty. But the knowledge that someone is there, day after day, with a heart that is still turning toward you.

      I have always believed that love grows best in a home that is tended with care. A home where devotion is practised in small, daily ways. Clean sheets. Warm meals. Gentle words. A loving touch on the shoulder as you pass by. The kind of constancy that may not look exciting from the outside, but creates a life worth returning to.

      And perhaps that is what marriage really is at its best: not two people performing for the world, but two people choosing one another again and again, even in the ordinary moments. Especially in the ordinary moments.

      So today, I am grateful for devotion in all its forms. The quiet loyalty. The patient kindness. The little acts of love that never make a dramatic story, but build something far stronger than drama ever could.

      Home is not just a place.

      It is a promise.

      Yours in devotion,

      Millie Grace
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      The afternoon light had shifted, casting long, golden bands across the tangled sheets of our bed.

      We had been lying there for over an hour, limbs still intertwined, the frantic energy of our climax having melted into a deep, profound stillness. We slept for a little while, both of us suffering from broken sleep last night.

      When I woke, for the first time in what felt like an age, there was no invisible wall between us. No secrets hovering in the corners of the room. I traced a pattern on Millie’s bare shoulder, listening to the soft, rhythmic sound of her breathing until she woke.

      She shifted slightly, resting her chin on my chest so she could look up at me. Her brown eyes were clear, the heavy guilt that had been drowning her this morning finally gone.

      “What are you thinking about?” she asked softly.

      “Everything,” I admitted, my hand moving to stroke her dark hair that had fallen out of the tidy bun. “Mostly just how glad I am that I didn’t lose you.”

      She leaned up and kissed me, her lips lingering against mine for a second. “You came so close, Jamie. We can never make these kinds of mistakes again, either of us. Do you understand?”

      “Completely.” I shifted, propping myself up on one elbow so I could look at her properly. “Millie... about Daniel.”

      She didn’t flinch, but I felt a tiny ripple of tension where she was pressed against me. “Okay.”

      “I need to know,” I said, my voice gentle but firm. “When you were with him yesterday... did it mean anything? Is there still something there for him? Feelings? Emotions?”

      Millie shook her head immediately, her gaze locking onto mine with absolute certainty. “No. Jamie, I swear to you, no. That was the craziest part about it. When I was driving over there, my heart was in my throat. I was so nervous. But when it actually happened... when we were in his bed...” She paused, searching for the right words. “It felt purely physical. He was just a man. A very large, capable man, but that was it. He was a ghost I needed to exorcise. A curiosity that had been eating away at me since we started this whole journey.”

      I exhaled slowly, the last tight knot of insecurity in my chest loosening.

      “I enjoyed the sex,” she continued, her cheeks flushing slightly with honesty. “I loved the taboo of doing it in secret. I loved feeling like I was being bad. I’ve always been a good girl, Jamie. For once, I wanted to know what it was like to be bad. To be his bad girl. But I didn’t feel anything for him. The whole time, all I kept thinking was how much I wanted to run home and tell you about it. How much I wanted you to watch. How much I wanted to be your bad girl, not his. Never his.”

      She sighed, rolling onto her back and staring up at the ceiling.

      “It’s like there are two of me now,” she whispered. “There’s the Millie who loves being your traditional, demure wife. The one who loves looking after you and the children, and keeping this house perfect and being fiercely loyal. That’s who I am at my core. I want to be that good girl.”

      She turned her head to look at me, her eyes dark and serious. “But I can’t deny the other side anymore either. The Sinner Minnie side. The side that wants to be wanted, shared, watched, and used. I loved the thrill of cheating on my ‘good’ side yesterday, but the guilt and the secrecy nearly destroyed us. I don’t know if I can do that again.”

      “It nearly destroyed us because we stopped being a team,” I said softly. “I shouldn’t have slept with Kate. But the bigger mistake was keeping it from you. I should have told you straight away. I chose to come clean yesterday, even though it terrified me, not because I was forced to by Karen or Sophia. I did it because I couldn’t live like that anymore. I want us to be a team again.”

      “Me too,” Millie whispered. She sat up, pulling the sheet around her chest, and kissed me gently. “Look at the time. I should go check on Grace before she wakes up properly. She’ll be wanting her lunch soon.”

      
        * * *

      

      Later, after I’d picked Ethan up from school, we ate dinner together as a family, got the children bathed and into bed, and finally had the house to ourselves again. Millie and I lay tangled once more in our bed, the lamp turned low. We’d made love, slower, more deliberate this time, and now she was the one tracing circles on my skin with a manicured fingernail.

      “What you told me about Sophia demanding you fuck her in front of Matthew, and wanting to choose who I slept with, made me feel sick,” she murmured. “I’m done being anyone’s pawn. I’m a successful woman. I have my blog and my followers. I’m a respected mum of two and a wife to a successful husband. Yes, I want to explore this side of myself — I want to be a slut for you — but I refuse to be controlled by Sophia or anyone else. If we do this again, we do it our way. On our terms.”

      “Our terms,” I agreed, running my fingers through her hair. My hand slid down to rest on her breast, her nipple stiffening under my touch. My old fantasies were stirring again, but they felt… cleaner, now. “And if we’re really doing this our way, then we have a loose end to tie up.”

      Millie lifted her head. “What do you mean?”

      “Daniel,” I said. “You exorcised your ghost, but you did it alone. Our fantasy was always about us. Me watching. Me sharing you. When you slept with that stranger in the hotel, your one-night stand, it was a turn on, but there was something missing.”

      “What?”

      “Me,” I explained. “I wished I’d seen you with him. That’s the thrill for me. I love seeing you with someone else. I don’t care about sleeping with other women. I just want it to be you and me, sharing our fantasies together. Making them real together.”

      Her breath hitched. “Jamie…”

      “Including Daniel,” I finished, voice low. “Call him and tell him your husband knows everything. Tell him I want to watch next time.”

      Millie stared at me, lips parted, her cheeks flushing with fresh heat. The sheet had slipped down around her waist, leaving her breasts bare, but she made no move to cover herself.

      “Do you want there to be a next time?” she asked softly.

      “Yes,” I nodded, my hand moving from her breast, over her flat but soft tummy, down to between her thighs, finding her wet, slightly open from the lovemaking we’d just enjoyed. She twitched, shuddered when my fingertip rolled over her swollen clit.

      “Okay,” she moaned. “I’ll call him tomorrow.”

      I got on top of her, my cock hard again, and slid it inside her.

      
        * * *

      

      Two days later, on Saturday evening, with the kids safely at Auntie Andie’s for the night, she sat up against the headboard completely naked and reached for her phone. She found Daniel’s contact, tapped the video call button, and switched it to speaker.

      The dial tone filled the quiet bedroom. One ring. Two. Three.

      “Millie?” Daniel answered, sounding surprised. I could see the screen from where I was sitting nearby. His blue eyes grew big when she pulled the camera back, showing her tits, that she was naked.

      “Hi,” she said, her voice dropping effortlessly into that sultry, confident tone that belonged to Sinner Minnie. “Are you busy tonight?”

      A brief pause. “No. Why?” He licked his lips. He must know the reason Millie was video calling him completely naked. “Umm… Is everything okay?”

      “Everything is perfect,” she said, her eyes never leaving the screen. “Jamie and I were just talking. About when we had sex the other day.”

      I heard the sharp intake of breath on the other end of the line. The sudden silence of a man realising he’s been caught, then realising it didn’t make sense. “He... he knows?”

      “I know everything,” I replied, loud enough for him to hear. Millie turned to the camera to show me in the chair next to the bed, then back to herself.

      “I told him,” Millie purred, a wicked little smile playing on her lips. “I told him everything, and he got very, very excited. So, we wondered if you’d like to come over tonight.”

      “Come over?” Daniel repeated, his brain clearly struggling to process the shift. “To your house. With him there?”

      “That’s right,” I said, leaning closer to the phone, pushing my face into shot, seeing him properly for the first time. Sandy hair, stubble, solid shoulders. Handsome. My heart was pounding as I continued, the adrenaline rushing through my veins like a drug. “I know exactly what you did to my wife, Daniel. How you made her orgasm multiple times with your big cock. I want to see it with my own eyes this time.”

      Daniel let out a low, nervous exhale.

      “She told me how much she liked it,” I continued, feeling a powerful new thrill in taking ownership of the situation. “But our rule is that we share everything. She’s mine, Daniel. Which means if you want to fuck her again, you do it in my bed, while I watch.”

      “Okay,” he replied after a long moment. “I understand. I think.”

      “Good,” Millie smiled at him, moving the phone so he could see her tits again. They looked so fucking perfect on the little monitor screen in the corner of her phone. “So, are you coming over or not?”

      There was a long silence. He sat there, staring at the phone for so long that I thought the call had locked up, until he shook himself. I could almost see the gears turning in his head, the initial shock warring with the pure, primal male ego of being invited into another man’s bedroom to take his wife.

      “I’ll be there in half an hour,” Daniel said, his voice dropping an octave, thick with sudden heat.

      “As soon as you can,” Millie whispered. “I don’t like to be kept waiting.”

      She ended the call and tossed the phone onto the mattress.

      We stared at each other for a long moment, the reality of what we had just done electrifying the air between us. Then, simultaneously, we both let out a breathless laugh.

      “That was fucking amazing,” I chuckled.

      “Did you see his face?” Millie giggled back.

      The next hour was a blur of anticipation. My cock was already throbbing when Millie had ended the call, so I took a quick shower, the cool water helping to calm me down, turning my erection into merely a good semi. When I walked back into the bedroom, Millie was standing in front of the full-length mirror, getting ready.

      She could have stayed naked, but that was no fun. Instead, she had pulled out a black, sheer lingerie set she’d bought yesterday just for tonight. The fabric was practically translucent, clinging to her curves, the high-cut straps framing her waist and drawing the eye straight down between her legs. She had applied a dark, smoky eye shadow and a deep red lipstick that made her look dangerously sexy.

      She wasn’t the Trad Wife right now. She was Sinner Minnie, stepping fully into the light.

      “How do I look?” she asked, turning to face me.

      “Like trouble,” I murmured, walking up behind her and wrapping my arms around her waist, staring at our reflections together in the glass. “Like someone who is going to make my fantasies come true tonight.”

      “Good,” she whispered, leaning back against my chest.

      
        * * *

      

      Exactly twenty-nine minutes later, the doorbell rang. Millie didn’t hesitate. She went downstairs wearing only the sheer black lingerie that hid almost nothing, her nipples stiff and clearly visible through the thin fabric, her pussy already glistening. I stayed in the bedroom, heart pounding with a mix of nerves and overwhelming excitement.

      I heard the low murmur of voices at the front door, then the sound of it closing. Moments later, footsteps came up the stairs, with no hesitation, no small talk.

      When they stepped into the bedroom, Daniel stopped in the doorway, eyes wide, looking at me sitting in the corner. Millie looked incredible, the sheer lingerie clinging to her curves, her full breasts rising and falling quickly with anticipation, her thighs pressed together as if trying to hide how wet she already was.

      “Jamie?” Daniel said, voice thick with disbelief as he looked between us. “Is this real? You’re actually okay with this? I’m not walking into some trap here, am I?”

      I stood up from the armchair, stripped off my boxer shorts, and sat back down naked. My cock was rock hard. I wrapped my hand around it and started stroking slowly, deliberately, letting him see everything.

      “Does this look like a trap?” I said, voice steady. “She answered the door dressed like that because she wants this, and so do I. Now shut the door, get naked and fuck my wife.”

      Daniel exhaled, still looking stunned, but my words seemed to finally convince him. He closed the door, pulled his t-shirt over his head, and stepped closer.

      Daniel’s cock was even more intimidating in person than it was in the photo she’d shown me, thick, heavy, and long, easily twice the girth of mine. Millie dropped to her knees in front of him, but yet again, she could only take the swollen head into her mouth, her lips stretched obscenely wide as she sucked and drooled, moaning around him.

      “I’ll learn how to suck this properly one day,” she promised.

      “Practice makes perfect,” he replied, grinning down at her as she licked the large, purple head.

      When he finally laid her on the bed, taking her off her bra and slipping down her panties so they were both naked, the contrast in sizes was breathtaking. Millie was tiny, petite. Daniel was over six feet tall, broad and solid without being too muscular. His cock stood out in front of him, engorged and angry-looking. He got on the bed, spread her legs wide without any hesitation, positioned his cock against her lips and without waiting, slowly pushed inside her. Millie’s mouth fell open in a silent cry as her pussy stretched around his massive girth. Inch after thick inch disappeared into her until his heavy balls rested against her arse. I’d never seen her cunt look so completely stretched out.

      “Fuck… can you see it going in, Jamie?” she gasped, looking straight at me with glassy eyes. “I want you to watch it go in and out, so you can see how much it stretches me.”

      Daniel started fucking her in long, deep strokes, gradually building speed. Her small breasts bounced heavily with every thrust, her moans growing louder and filthier. The noises of their bodies connecting filled the room.

      “You love big cocks, don’t you, baby?” I said, stroking myself faster in the chair.

      “Yes,” Millie moaned shamelessly. “I need them. I need to feel properly fucked.”

      Daniel fucked her like that for several minutes. I had to stop wanking, or I’d cum at the intensely erotic scene happening in front of me. He glanced over at me, breathing hard.

      “Do you just want to watch, or do you want to join in? We could fuck her together.”

      I didn’t even hesitate. “We’ve always wanted to try double penetration.”

      Daniel grinned. “Let’s do it.”

      We tried double vaginal first. He slid onto his back, Millie on top, bent over, giving me a perfect view of her pussy lips wrapped around his thick shaft, half of it inside, half of it covered in her juices. I positioned myself between his legs and placed the head of my cock against his cock, then pushed forward.

      It felt weird, the sensation of another man’s penis against mine, but as I slid inside Millie beside him, I didn’t care.

      “Fuck,” Millie breathed, wonder in her voice. “I’m so fucking full.”

      We started to fuck, but Daniel was simply too thick and squeezed my smaller cock out. We tried again, only managing to get both cock heads inside her at the same time before it happened again. We gave up on that quickly.

      “I think we need to do this with someone similar in size to you,” Millie said over her shoulder, her breath short.

      “Let’s try her arse instead,” Daniel suggested.

      “What?” Millie squeaked. “Really, but⁠—”

      “SShhh,” I said, not giving her any more time to object, moving my cock the inch upwards it needed to be to press on her tight, pink butthole. This was Millie’s first time doing anal. I went first, going incredibly slow and gentle, easing it into her. She winced at the initial pressure, breathing through the slight burning stretch as I worked my way inside her tight ring.

      “Relax, baby,” I whispered, stroking her back. “Just breathe.”

      “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she moaned, her voice tight.

      Once I was fully inside her arse, Daniel moved back into her pussy. The sensation was mind-blowing. I could feel every ridge and vein of his huge cock sliding against mine through the thin wall separating us. Millie completely lost control, shaking and sobbing with pleasure as we found a careful rhythm, both of us buried inside her at the same time.

      Daniel gradually fucked her harder, his thick cock pounding her pussy while I took her arse more gently. Millie was a mess, moaning, cursing, and begging, turning more obscene as the minutes passed.

      I felt myself close and pulled out of her arse, enjoying the sight of it gaping slightly for a moment. I sat back down in the chair.

      “Fuck her good, Daniel,” I told the big man. And he did. He rolled her onto all fours, wrapped his fingers in her dark hair and ploughed her pussy hard from behind.

      “God, I’m such a slut for big cocks,” she cried out. “Jamie, he’s ruining me… I love it. I fucking love it.”

      I watched my wife get absolutely destroyed in the most intense way possible, her body trembling as she came, her tits bouncing wildly beneath her, her face contorted in pure ecstasy. The jealousy was there, sharp and hot, but it only made me harder. Seeing her take a cock so much bigger than mine, hearing her admit how much she needed it — it was everything I’d fantasised about.

      Daniel fucked her brutally now, slamming into her soaked pussy, using it for his pleasure, pulling her hair hard, yanking her head back as he speared her deeply on his cock. Millie came violently again, screaming as she squirted around his cock, a shower of clear fluid spraying on the bed between her knees.

      “Fill her pussy,” I growled, my hand pumping up and down my cock. “Cum deep inside her.”

      Daniel groaned loudly, buried himself to the balls, and unloaded, pumping her full of thick cum.

      “Fuck,” he groaned. “I love this tight pussy.”

      I could see the base of his shaft still pumping as he pulled out slowly, a torrent of cum gushing out as he slipped all the way out, his flaccid dick swinging between his thighs as he climbed from the bed.

      I took his place, then stopped at the sight of Millie’s pussy, pink, wet and open, thick white cum still dripping from her. It looked totally wrecked, as I’d never seen it before. Almost unrecognisable as hers. But I needed to cum. I put the head of my erection just inside, hesitating, wondering how different it would feel.

      “Fuck me,” Millie groaned into the pillow. “Please.”

      I shoved my cock into her, gasping at the difference. She was sticky, slick with his cum, cool and wet and wide. The shock made me cum within seconds of fucking her, much to my embarrassment, but I didn’t care that much. Neither did Millie, who instantly curled up against me when I collapsed next to her.

      After a few minutes, Daniel returned from the bathroom to find us slowly moving to a sitting position. We offered him a cold beer, which he accepted, and the three of us sat on the bed for a while, naked and surprisingly relaxed, drinking and talking about how this could work as a regular thing. He agreed enthusiastically.

      When he finally left, we locked the door and went straight back to bed. I pulled Millie into my arms under the duvet and held her close, kissing her sweat-dampened hair. She melted into me with a contented sigh.

      “How do you feel?” I whispered.

      “The ghost of Daniel is gone,” she whispered softly. “I don’t need to sleep with him anymore. I want to. There’s a difference.”

      “I get that,” I nodded.

      “We don’t need Sophia to help us,” Millie continued, pressing her body against mine, making my cock begin to stir again. “We did this on our own, and look how good it was.”

      “It was really fucking good,” I agreed. “I’m glad we did it.”

      Millie’s hand found my cock under the covers. Her fingers wrapped around me, teasing me gently. “And do you know what else?”

      I shook my head, enjoying the feeling of her slowly wanking me off.

      “I’m Trad Wife Millie and Sinner Minnie at the same time. I don’t need to choose any more. They’re both me. I think they always have been. I just need to learn how to let them coexist peacefully.”

      I let my hand glide from her shoulder to her breast, enjoying the sight of her biting her lip with arousal as I gently squeezed her nipple. “Then we’ll learn together,” I murmured. “No more hiding. No more secrets. Just us figuring it out, side by side.”

      “Perfect,” she said, kicking off the covers and pulling me on top of her. Then we didn’t say anything for a while after that.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue: Perks Of The Job

          

        

      

    

    
      Two weeks later, we cruised through the late-spring countryside, the low, throaty purr of a twin-turbo flat-six engine filling the air between us.

      I was not unemployed. In fact, I was in a better position than I’d ever been. Matthew had made good on his word. Sophia was still interested in what fun Millie and I were having, but she’d also backed off completely. Karen had been swiftly removed from the building, and Kate told us that she’d returned to Sheffield, knowing she’d outstayed her welcome. Millie had made peace with her best friend, which made me glad. My stupidity had almost cost a marriage, it didn’t need to cost a friendship, too.

      But to make absolutely sure I didn’t walk away from the dealership, Matthew and Sophia had offered one hell of a peace offering: the keys to a brand-new Porsche 911 Turbo S as my personal company car.

      It was a beautiful machine, but it was nothing compared to the woman sitting in the passenger seat next to me.

      I glanced across the pristine leather interior at Millie. She was wearing a tight navy blue dress that hugged every single curve of her body, the hem riding dangerously high on her thighs, her legs crossed elegantly. She looked radiant. The heavy, guilty shadows that had plagued her a fortnight ago were entirely gone, replaced by a confident, grounded glow. Sinner Minnie and the Trad Wife, the Good Girl and the Bad Girl in her were starting to find their balance.

      “Take the next left,” she said, her eyes tracking the GPS. “It should be at the end of the road.”

      We turned back into the town, and a few minutes later, into Far Bridge Rise, a small, beautifully manicured cul-de-sac lined with impressive modern homes. The toxic web of the past few months had been swept away, and we were finally navigating this lifestyle on our own terms. After our initial meeting with Daisy and Jordan at the Black Sheep café, we knew we had found the peers we actually needed. No friends playing twisted games, no dominant power plays from our bosses, just people who understood the balance of marriage and kink.

      Today was the next step. We’d been invited over to officially meet Tyler and Morgan, the organisers of the Rise’s highly exclusive swinging society, operating under the pristine suburban cover of their Neighbourhood Watch.

      I eased the Porsche down the cul-de-sac, the tyres crunching softly as I pulled up outside Number 8.

      I killed the engine, and we stepped out into the February afternoon sun. The front door was already open, and Daisy and Jordan walked out to meet us, both of them looking just as relaxed and welcoming as they had over coffee.

      “You made it,” Jordan smiled, his eyes immediately finding Millie as she leaned back against the car, reminding me briefly of the time she’d modelled at the showroom for Matthew. He stepped back, his eyes making a quick, appreciative sweep of her navy dress. “And you look incredible.”

      “Thank you,” Millie purred. The confidence radiating off her was impressive. Since having sex with Daniel, something had changed within her. She’d grown. Become something more than she was before. A woman who knew what she wanted and was slowly learning how to get it.

      “Tyler and Morgan should be here in about twenty minutes,” Jordan told us, gesturing toward the open door. “Why don’t you come inside, grab a drink, and I’ll walk you through how the Neighbourhood Watch actually operates around here.”

      “Lead the way,” Millie said. She shot me a wicked, sparkling look over her shoulder, her hips swaying perfectly as she followed Jordan into the house to talk strategy.

      That left me and the stunningly beautiful Daisy standing in the sun-drenched driveway. The leggy blonde looked resplendent in a close-fitting white jumper dress as she crossed her arms, a playful, dangerous kind of mischief lighting up her bright eyes as she looked past me to the gleaming, aggressive lines of the Porsche.

      “Perk of the job?” she asked, her full lips curving into a smirk.

      “One of many,” I said, leaning back against the driver’s side door and tossing the heavy key fob lightly in my hand. I looked at her, feeling the familiar rush of adrenaline kicking back into gear, unburdened and entirely free.

      “So,” I asked, raising an eyebrow. “Are you ready for that test drive?”

      Daisy bit her lower lip, her smile widening into something spectacularly filthy.

      “Hell yeah,” she said.
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      Thank you for reading. It has been a pleasure to share Jamie and Millie’s story with you, and I hope you enjoyed this book as much as I enjoyed creating it.

      This is the last Jamie-centric book in the series, but not the end of their story.

      Jamie and Millie continue in The Hotwife Diaries #4: Educating Daisy, coming July 1st, where we return to the world of Jordan and Daisy and carry the story forward into its last ∂chapter. Preorder is available right now. After spending a whole calendar year writing these characters, they have become very dear to me, and I am incredibly fond of them all. One day, perhaps, I may return to this world again, but for now it feels right to let this story take its final bow in one more book.

      Oh, and if you think you’ve seen the last of Sophia, Kate and Karen, there might be a surprise coming in the future… (you didn’t think I’d leave their stories unfinished, did you?)

      Thank you for reading, and I hope you’ll leave me a review, pre-order the next book and prepare to join the series again to see where it all ends.

      Thanks again,

      Paul
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