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  Foreword


Hello there, my wonderful loyal readers! 
Well, this is a bit different for me, isn’t it? After spending the last few months crafting my sci-fi trilogy Cheat Codes—exploring the dark possibilities of memory-erasing technology in the near future and how it might affect relationships and desire—I found myself craving something completely different. Something more... grounded, I suppose.
Don’t get me wrong, I absolutely loved writing about that world where people could simply delete their painful memories, like Eternal Sunshine of the Spotless Mind but with a much more erotic twist. There’s something fascinating about exploring how technology might change the way we experience love, jealousy, and sexual awakening. But after all that near-future speculation and the psychological complexity of characters who could literally rewrite their own histories, I was ready to come back to the here and now.
I wanted to return to what originally drew me to writing: the slow burn erotica. The careful exploration of human desire and the delicate dance of relationships pushed to their limits, but without any technological shortcuts or memory manipulation. The hotwife genre has always fascinated me because it’s about so much more than just the physical—it’s about trust, communication, fantasy, and the courage to explore parts of yourself you never knew existed.
Ten Days is my love letter to that slower, more psychological approach to erotica. No memory-erasing technology here, just real people navigating very real desires in very real situations. It’s about a traditional wife discovering that tradition doesn’t have to mean limitation, and a husband learning that love sometimes means letting go—and remembering every moment of it.
I hope you enjoy Jamie and Millie’s journey as much as I enjoyed writing it. Book Two is already in the works, so don’t worry—you won’t be left hanging for too long.
Happy reading!
Paul






  
  Sunday









  
  “Why I Chose a Traditional Life (and Why I Wouldn’t Trade It for the World)”

Home and Heart


A blog by @DemureMillieGrace 

I never set out to be a “trad wife.” I simply fell in love — with my husband, my children, with our home, with the quiet joy of building a life filled with simple, beautiful things.
Choosing a traditional path wasn’t about rejecting the modern world. It was about embracing what feels most natural to me: pretty dresses, cosy kitchens, home-cooked food, handicrafts, fresh flowers in a vase, grown in our own garden, the feeling of belonging to something bigger than myself.
I love the aesthetic, too — the vintage aprons, the polka dot dresses, gingham fabric, frilly things, the timeless elegance of the happily devoted wife tending to a home with both mind, body, soul and heart.
Some might say my life is small. To me, it’s limitless. Every meal cooked, every cake baked, every shirt folded, every soft kiss pressed to his lips at night... These are the quiet, extraordinary things that stitch our life together.
There’s a sweetness in submission when it’s freely given — a power in gentleness, a kind of beauty that runs deeper than appearances.
Here’s to simple days, steadfast hearts, and the beautiful life we’re still building, one tender moment at a time.
They say life is full of unexpected turns. I say the truest adventures are the ones you take hand-in-hand, with trust and a full heart.
With love and tradition,
Millie






  
  Chapter one
The Accidental Slip


Matthew Darbold arrived at precisely three o’clock, his silhouette filling our front doorway and making me feel, for a moment, like I was hosting royalty instead of my new boss. For some reason, here at my house, he seemed taller than he was in the showroom — maybe six-three—with the kind of broad, athletic build that suggested his navy blazer was likely custom-made. His hair was thick and dark, streaked with distinguished silver at the temples, and his jaw was clean-shaven, his skin tanned as if he spent weekends sailing or golfing. He held out a bottle of wine—Château Margaux, the gold-embossed label glinting in the afternoon sun — a bottle that probably cost more than our monthly grocery bill. 
“Congratulations, Jamie,” he said, his voice smooth and deep, just a trace of amusement in it. “Your first big sale deserves something special.”
I took the bottle, trying not to look as awestruck as I felt. “Thank you, Matthew. That’s… incredibly generous.”
He stepped inside, pausing to take in our hallway — the rustic wood floors, the neat row of shoes, the framed family photos. The house was filled with the scent of roast beef and rosemary, and I felt a surge of pride at how welcoming Millie had made everything look.
“This is a beautiful house,” Matthew said, his gaze lingering on the wildflowers that Millie had picked this morning from the garden, sitting in a pink ceramic jug on the sideboard, the soft light spilling across the hallway rug. “It feels so… warm and cosy, for want of a better word. I can see why you wanted to celebrate here, instead of at my favourite restaurant.”
Before I could answer, my wife appeared at the kitchen doorway, wiping her hands on a pale blue apron. She was the picture of classic femininity — short and softly curvy, her figure a perfect hourglass in a vintage-inspired dress of cream and faded pink roses. The fabric hugged her waist, flared gently over her hips, and the neckline dipped just enough to hint at the soft fullness of her breasts without ever crossing into immodesty. Her brown hair fell in loose, shiny waves to her shoulders, a few strands escaping her clip to frame her heart-shaped face. Her skin was creamy and unblemished, cheeks flushed from the oven’s heat, and her brown eyes were wide and bright, framed by thick lashes.
She smiled, and I saw the effect it had on Matthew — a subtle pause, a flicker of genuine appreciation in his eyes. “Welcome, Matthew. It’s a pleasure to meet you. I hope you’re hungry.”
“I am, and if the house smells half as good as it looks, I’m in for a treat,” he replied, his tone warm but respectful.
Millie laughed, a soft, musical sound. “I know you offered to take Jamie and me out, but I wanted to cook for you. I love to share our home with friends and family.”
We moved into the dining room, sunlight pooling on the white tablecloth, the table set with my grandmother’s china and Millie’s best silverware. She’d arranged more wildflowers, a cacophony of colour, in the centre, and everything looked as if it belonged in one of her Instagram photos — inviting, elegant, full of love. I watched as she opened and poured the wine, her hands steady, her smile sweet but just a little shy. I knew how much she wanted to impress Matthew, not for herself, but for me and my new job.
As we sat down, Matthew complimented the way Millie had arranged everything. She blushed prettily, pink staining her pale cheeks, her pride and modesty shining through, and I felt a swell of love watching her — my wife, my muse, my best friend. And when she slipped away to quickly change out of the apron and bring out the food, Matthew leaned towards me, his voice low.
“Millie is absolutely beautiful,” he murmured, reaching out and squeezing my shoulder firmly. “You’re a lucky man.”
“I certainly am,” I nodded, then took a sip of the rich, red wine. “Wow. Thanks for this, Matthew. It’s delicious.”
He smiled, then turned back to Millie as she returned with a hostess trolley full of food.
“Do you need any help?”
“Not at all,” she smiled sweetly. The beef was already carved, the delicious aroma rising into the air with the steam swirling from the hot meat.
“You two have a lovely home,” he said, his voice warm and genuine. “There’s a real sense of comfort here. I can see why you’d rather host than go out.”
Millie blushed, smoothing her skirt as she took her seat beside me. “Thank you, Matthew. I love making a house feel like a home. It’s a bit of an obsession, really.”
“So I understand. I was going to ask about that.” He smiled at her, a spark of curiosity in his eyes. “And you have children, right? Jamie mentioned them at work.”
I nodded. “Two. Ethan and Grace. They’re with Millie’s sister this afternoon, so we could actually have a grown-up meal for once.”
Matthew chuckled. “Smart move. How old are they?”
“Five and three,” Millie answered, her voice soft but proud. “They keep us busy, but they’re wonderful.”
“And how long have you two been married?” he asked, leaning in, elbows on the table, genuinely interested. I’d only been working at the luxury car showroom that he owned for a few weeks, so he was keen to get to know us better.
“Seven years this summer,” I replied, glancing at Millie. She gave me a sweet, almost shy smile, her fingers brushing mine under the table.
“High school sweethearts,” she added. “Well, sixth form, technically. Jamie was the only boy who ever made me laugh so hard I cried.”
“You’ll have to tell me more sometime,” my boss smiled. “I enjoy a good love story.”
I found myself relaxing a little. Matthew was charming, but not overbearing. He had a way of putting people at ease, and not only in the showroom. He turned his attention back to Millie, his tone shifting just slightly, a note of genuine curiosity threading through. “Going back to your ‘obsession’. Jamie mentioned you have a hobby. You’re an online influencer. What’s that about?”
Millie’s cheeks coloured, but she didn’t shrink from the question. “I run a blog — Home and Heart. And an Instagram and TikTok, too. I share recipes, homemaking tips, little moments from our family life. It started as a way to keep in touch with friends and family, but it’s grown a bit. I suppose I just love celebrating the simple things. The joys of home, marriage, motherhood.”
Matthew nodded, his gaze thoughtful. “Interesting. So much online life is about showing off, but from what Jamie tells me, your focus is more on what really matters.”
She smiled, her eyes shining. “That’s the hope. I like to think of myself as a ‘Trad Wife ’ but not in a performative way. I just… love this lifestyle. And I want other women to know it’s okay to choose it, if it makes them happy.”
Matthew swirled his wine, then looked at Millie with a thoughtful smile. “I’m a little out of touch with all these modern labels, I have to admit. So, I’m not sure I really understand what a ‘Trad Wife’ is. I’ve seen the term floating around online, but what does it actually mean?”
Millie’s cheeks coloured a little, but she held his gaze. “It’s short for ‘traditional wife.’ For me, it means embracing the things that used to be considered old-fashioned — homemaking, nurturing, putting family first. I love being a mother and a wife, making things comfortable for Jamie, cooking, looking after my husband and our children. It’s about being gentle and feminine, and sometimes even a bit submissive, but by choice. Not because anyone makes me.”
Matthew nodded, his dark brows furrowing with genuine curiosity. “Isn’t that a bit at odds with what’s expected of women these days? I mean, you hear so much about feminism and independence. Some people might say that what you’re describing is… a step backwards, even… misogynistic.”
Millie smiled softly, her hands folded in her lap. “I understand why people might see it that way. But for me, it’s about freedom — the freedom to choose what makes me happy. I support equality, absolutely. But real feminism, to me, is about having the right to choose your own path, even if that path looks traditional. I’m not oppressed, and Jamie doesn’t expect me to be anything I’m not. I like being his wife, serving my husband. I like letting him lead sometimes. But it’s always my choice.”
Matthew’s eyes lingered on her face, as if weighing her words. “That’s actually… refreshing. My ex-wife used to say she wanted to be independent, but what she meant was being able to do whatever she wanted behind my back.” He grinned, a little ruefully. “She ended up running off with the gardener. I should’ve spent more time tending to my roses and less time tending to the showroom.”
Millie laughed, but with empathy, her eyes crinkling. “Was he at least a good gardener?”
“Oh, he was good,” Matthew deadpanned, and we all laughed, the tension melting away. “Too good. Even though he spent more time in my bed than he did the flower beds.”
“Ah,” Millie giggled, putting her hand to her mouth to stifle her laughter.
He leaned back, regarding Millie with open admiration. “I’ll have to check out your blog, then. Maybe I need to find myself a trad wife too. It sounds like she’d be less likely to cheat than my last one.” His tone was light, but there was a glint of something more in his eyes.
Millie blushed, but I could see the pride in her posture. She really was beautiful — her soft brown hair catching the light, her skin glowing, her eyes warm and gentle. There was a sweetness to her that drew people in, and yet, also a quiet confidence that made her irresistible.
The rest of dinner passed in a warm, easy blur. Conversation flowed — some talk about work, but more about us and our life together and then some about him, his failed marriage, the way he’d built the business from nothing. As Matthew got to know us with his charming and confident manner, more jokes flowing easily, Millie was radiant, her laughter soft and genuine, her eyes shining as she moved between the table and the kitchen, tidying away the dinner plates, topping up glasses and making sure everyone had enough to eat and drink.
Later, as the sun dipped lower and the meal wound down, the front door creaked open and my best friend, Dean appeared, poking his head into the dining room. He paused when he saw Matthew, but grinned, all easy swagger and rough charm. “Sorry, didn’t know you had company,” he said, glancing between us.
Matthew stood, stretching. “No worries, I was just heading out. Thanks again, both of you. Next dinner’s on me.”
“Dean, this is my boss, Matthew Darbold.”
“We’re celebrating Paul’s first big sale at the showroom,” Matthew explained as he took Dean’s offered hand, shaking it firmly.
Dean gave me a look, raising his eyebrows, then nodded at Millie, his eyes lingering for just a second longer than usual. “Congrats on the big sale, mate.”
“It wasn’t just one car, but a fleet. BMWs. Top of the range.” Matthew lingered in the hallway, his hand resting on the doorframe as Millie thanked him again for coming. He looked at her with that same enchanted smile he’d worn all evening. “Thank you again for a wonderful meal, Millie.”
She ducked her head, cheeks flushed with pride. “You’re welcome, Matthew. And don’t forget—you promised to check out my blog. Home and Heart. I’m @DemureMillieGrace on Instagram and TikTok, too.”
He grinned. “I’ll look you up tonight. Maybe I’ll learn a thing or two.”
I followed him to the door, and as he stepped outside into the cool evening air, he smiled, a little slower this time. “Honestly, Jamie, you’re an incredibly lucky man. Millie could have any man she wanted. She’s stunning.” The compliment hung in the air, bold but not crude, and I felt a strange mix of pride and something darker, more electric, stirring inside me.
Millie appeared at my side. I hadn’t realised she’d followed us. She bit her lower lip shyly, tucking a stray lock of hair behind her ear. “Thank you, Matthew. That’s very kind.”
Matthew glanced at me, then back at her, lingering just a moment longer. “See you at work tomorrow, Jamie. Bye, Millie.”
I watched him go, the door clicking shut behind him, then turned to see Dean hovering in the hallway. My mechanic friend looked a little out of place in his oil-stained jeans and battered boots, but there was an urgency in his eyes that made me pause.
“Hey, mate,” he said, lowering his voice, “Can I grab you for a sec? It’s… kind of important.”
Before I could answer, the front door opened again and blonde-haired Andie swept in, the kids tumbling after her, full of post-babysitting energy. “Hey, you two! Hope dinner went well!” Millie’s sister called, juggling backpacks and lunchboxes as Ethan and Grace darted past her.
“Hey, Andie. Thanks for wrangling them,” I said, ruffling Ethan’s hair as he barrelled by. Millie was already kneeling to hug Grace, her laughter soft and sweet, the picture of perfect motherhood.
I gave Dean a nod and we slipped out onto the front step, the cool evening air a relief after the warmth of the house. He pulled out his phone, glancing around to make sure no one was listening.
“So, uh, I was online earlier,” Dean began, a sheepish look crossing his face. “And, well… a post of Millie’s came up on my TikTok.”
I smirked, trying to lighten the mood. “Didn’t have you pegged as a TikTok guy, mate. Next, you’ll be telling me you’re doing dance challenges.”
He snorted, but didn’t smile. “Nah, nothing like that. I just go on there for the funny memes and stuff. But… you need to see this.” He handed me his phone, thumb positioned over the play button. “She posted it this morning. Making dinner, talking about the roast and the guest of honour tonight. She’s wearing this, uh, pretty flimsy blouse.”
I watched, my stomach tightening. There was Millie, her voice bright and cheerful as she chopped herbs at the counter, the camera propped up at just the right angle. She turned to reach for something and, for a split second, the blouse gaped open. There it was. A flash of pale skin, the curve of her breast, all of it, her pink nipple — there for all to see — then gone in a blink, but unmistakable.
Dean cleared his throat, trying to make light of it. “Sorry, but… yeah. I figured you’d want to know. I know how Millie is — she’s, you know, proper. Not prudish, but you know what I mean. She’d be mortified if she knew, right? That’s why I’m telling you and not her. I didn’t want to embarrass her.”
I watched the video again, my thumb trembling just a little as I replayed that fleeting, forbidden moment — Millie’s blouse gaping open for just a second, the soft curve of her tit and the dusky pink of her nipple exposed for anyone to see. Dean, still beside me, cleared his throat and shook his head, trying to keep it light. “I always knew you married a stunner, but damn. If it cheers you up at all, she’s got a fantastic pair.”
I shook my head and forced a laugh, my voice a little tight. “Yeah, thanks, Dean. She has.”
He took a deep breath, watching with me as I played it for a third time. “Anyway, I figured you’d want to know, before half the internet gets an eyeful.”
“I’ll go and tell her once Andie’s gone home,” I handed him the phone back. “Get her to take it down. Thanks for the heads-up.”
He clapped me on the shoulder. “No problem, mate. How did dinner go with the boss?”
“It was great,” I nodded, but I wasn’t really listening. My mind was elsewhere, on the video.
”Anyway, I’ll let you get back inside,” Dean slid the phone into his pocket. “See you tomorrow night for pool? We have the match against the Red Lion, remember?”
“Wouldn’t miss it,” I said, managing a grin. Our pool team was important to Dean, his favourite hobby, even though he wasn’t a great player.
Dean disappeared with a wave back into the night, while I lingered outside for a moment, pulling out my phone and finding the TikTok video. I watched it again, unable to believe what I was seeing. He was right. She was going to be embarrassed, but I had to tell her. However, when I stepped inside, Andie was still there, making no immediate move to leave, chatting with Millie as the kids tumbled around her legs. I greeted her, tousled Ethan’s hair again, and tried to act normal, all the while the secret burned in my pocket.
By the time Andie left, it was bedtime chaos — pyjamas, teeth brushing, hugs, bedtime stories. Millie was in full mum mode, her hair falling loose around her face as she cuddled the kids. I watched her, my mind flickering back to that video, the accidental flash, the innocence of her smile as she talked to her followers, completely unaware of what she’d exposed.
I should have told her right then, but I didn’t. The longer I waited, the more the guilt tangled with a dark, pulsing thrill. Every minute that video stayed up, there was a chance another man — some stranger — would see what was meant to be just for me. The thought made my cock ache, shame and excitement twisting together in my gut.
When we finally made it to bed, Millie slipped into one of my old T-shirts—thin, soft, falling to the tops of her thighs. She curled up beside me, bare legs brushing mine, the outline of her curvy breasts visible through the cotton. I stared, my mind racing. How many men had seen her now? How many had paused, rewound, zoomed in, just like I had?
She caught me looking and smiled, sleepy and sweet. “What?” she murmured.
“Nothing,” I said, my voice thick. “Thank you for making Matthew so welcome. You’re just… beautiful. You know that, right?”
She blushed, ducking her head. I reached for her, unable to resist, my hands sliding up under the shirt, cupping her warm, heavy breasts. She gasped, her nipples pebbling against my palms, and I kissed her hard, need surging through me.
Her tits were full and firm as I pushed the shirt up, lifted it over her head. I tugged down my shorts, my rock-hard cock bursting out eagerly and she didn’t resist, welcoming me as I got between her warm, soft thighs and took her hungrily, rolling her beneath me, pushing into her with a desperation I couldn’t explain. I looked down, between her legs, enjoying the sight of my shaft penetrating her delicate pink slit, visible beneath the small, tidy triangle of soft dark hair between her legs.
She moaned, clinging to me, her legs wrapping around my hips as I settled on top of her.
“I’m yours,” she sighed, then groaned as I pushed deeper, burying all of my cock inside her tight, wet pussy. “I love you, Jamie.”
“I love you, too.”
Our lips connected and I lost myself in her softness, her innocence, the knowledge that tonight she was mine — even as my mind replayed that forbidden image of her naked breasts, over and over, wondering who else might be watching it, wanting, desiring her the way I did.
After I’d fucked her hard and fast until I shot my load deep inside her, I lay awake, guilt and satisfaction warring inside me. I watched Millie’s face, her eyes closed, content, happy, satisfied, her head on my chest. She was so beautiful. I knew I should tell her. I would, but not yet. Not tonight, but in the morning. For now, I just let the secret burn in my heart until I fell asleep.






  
  Monday









  
  “Why I Dress For My Husband Like I Do (With Glamour and Grace).”

Home and Heart


A blog by @DemureMillieGrace 

There’s a delicate balance in how a devoted wife presents herself—a balance I’ve come to cherish in my marriage. I believe in dressing beautifully for Mr Heart, in taking care with my appearance and embracing my femininity. But there’s a crucial difference between dressing for my husband’s eyes and dressing for the world.
When I choose a lacy nightgown or a silky slip dress for our evening together, it’s an intimate gift. My body is his, a treasure reserved for the sanctuary of our bedroom. This is why I don’t flaunt my breasts or thighs in public—not because I’m ashamed of my body, but because I respect what belongs to my husband alone.
I’ve noticed a growing trend of women who seem to believe that empowerment comes from revealing as much as possible to everyone. But I find there’s a powerful allure in modesty, in knowing that beneath my buttoned blouses and knee-length skirts lies something only one man gets to see. There’s something deeply romantic about keeping certain parts of yourself private, sacred.
This doesn’t mean I don’t take pride in how I look in public! I love a pretty dress, classic makeup, and my hair styled just right. But I choose these things to feel confident and feminine, not to attract attention from other men. When Mr Heart compliments me, his words mean everything because I’ve dressed for him, not for strangers’ approval.
In our bedroom, I might wear lingerie (or a lack thereof) that would make me blush if anyone else saw. That’s the beauty of marriage—having that safe space where you can be completely vulnerable, completely free. Some things are meant to be treasured. Trust and faith are everything.
With love and grace,
Millie






  
  Chapter two
A Different Kind of Thrill


Iwoke with guilt already pulsing through my mind, the memory of last night’s lovemaking playing in my mind’s eye. It was wrong of me to have sex with her while holding the secret that I did. Millie was in the en suite, singing softly under her breath, the sound of the shower running and then shutting off. I lay there, staring at the ceiling, thinking about that accidental flash in her video—how many men had seen it by now? Maybe someone had even wanked off to it. 
Millie stepped out of the bathroom, a towel in her hand, her dark hair damp and curling around her flushed cheeks. For a moment, she was just mine: bare, soft, her curves glowing in the early light. Droplets of water ran down her gorgeous body, dripping from her soft pink nipples to the wooden floor. The fine, dark hairs between her legs were wet, plastered to the delicate rise of her mound. She caught me staring and smiled, not knowing what was churning inside me. I wanted to pull her to bed, to make love to her again, but we didn’t have time for that. Still, the image of her breast, her pert nipple, showing through the gap in her blouse, the knowledge that people had seen it, wouldn’t go away.
I sat up, clearing my throat. “Millie, there’s something you need to check on your TikTok. I saw your dinner-prep video from yesterday. I think you had a… wardrobe slip. You might want to delete the video.”
She blinked, surprised. “You? On TikTok? You don’t usually do social media.” She wrapped the towel around herself, suddenly self-conscious. “What do you mean, wardrobe slip?”
I tried to keep my voice light and casual. “The video just popped up when I was scrolling. I noticed, for a second, your blouse… it flapped open. You might want to check before too many people see.”
Her face went pale. She grabbed her phone from the dresser, fingers flying as she opened the app. I watched her scroll, her eyes scanning the video, her lips parting in horror as she found the moment. “Oh my god. Jamie—” Her voice was a whisper, mortified. “How did I not notice?”
“I’m sure no one saw,” I lied.
“Of course someone will have seen. I need to check.” Her fingers danced on the phone screen, her eyebrows furrowing in concentration. “Less than two hundred. Phew. That’s low, for me.” She exhaled shakily, but her hands trembled as she scrolled through the comments. I saw her eyes tighten, then roll, then tighten again, but this time with embarrassment. “Ugh. Some of these… men. I never even realised how many of my followers are guys.”
“What men?” I asked, curious as to what she meant.
“I didn’t realise you were so stacked,” she read the first one aloud, her cheeks burning crimson. “Another man says: nice tits, Millie. When are you doing OnlyFans? Disgusting. They’re both getting blocked.”
“It’s just men being men,” I consoled her, even though the comments were giving me an unwanted erection beneath the bed sheets. “Don’t pay any attention.”
“I know. You’re right. I just hope no one that we know saw it,” she murmured, almost to herself. “Oh, no. Dean follows me… and Matthew said he would check out my blog last night. What if—” She shook her head, as if refusing to contemplate the possibilities, hugging her towel tighter around her chest. “I should’ve worn a bra. It was just so hot in the kitchen. I didn’t know my top would gape open like that…”
I moved to her side, putting my arms around her. “It’ll be fine. As you just said, hardly anyone saw.” But even as I comforted her, my mind raced with images—Millie’s innocent beauty, her breast revealed, the idea of strangers—and men she knew—seeing what was meant to be private. I felt that guilty, hungry thrill again, and wondered if she felt even a flicker of the same.
She did what she needed to do, archiving the video so no one could see it and then sighed, glancing toward the kids’ room. “It’s gone. Now I need to get Ethan ready for school.” Her voice was shaky, but I caught a strange, unsettled glimmer in her eyes as she turned away.
Millie disappeared into the bedroom to get dressed, the towel wrapped tight around her curves, her cheeks still pink with embarrassment. I followed, enjoying the view of her bare back as she dropped the towel after drying herself, then rifled through her wardrobe for her clothes. The sight of her, the soft dip of her waist, the roundness of her hips, the firmness of her tight, round butt cheeks made my cock ache with guilt and want. She slipped into a pale blue bra and matching knickers, then pulled on a simple summer dress, her hair damp and wild around her shoulders as she hurried past me with a smile, calling for Ethan to come brush his teeth.
I forced myself to leave her and take a shower, letting the hot water pound over my skin, but it did nothing to cool the fire in my gut. I closed my eyes and saw her again—my Millie, sweet and innocent, exposed to the world. Nearly two hundred people had seen the video. At least two strangers had left dirty comments, and God knows how many more noticed her accidental flash? How many had watched, rewound, and zoomed in? I thought of Dean, of Matthew—had he checked her blog last night, as he said he would? Had he seen that slip, my wife’s perfect round breast? The thought made my cock throb, and I had to grip the sink and breathe, fighting the urge to stroke myself to the image of Millie’s shame and my secret thrill.
By the time I came out, Millie was in full mum mode—tying Ethan’s shoes, packing his school bag, her voice gentle but hurried. “Come on, Sunbeam, you’ll be late!” The kitchen smelled of toast and coffee, and Grace was already nibbling at a banana in her high chair, watching her mother with wide, adoring eyes.
I kissed Millie’s cheek as I grabbed my keys. “It’ll be fine, Mills,” I murmured, using the nickname only I used, but she only nodded, distracted, her brow furrowed as she checked her phone one last time. I wondered if she was still thinking about the video, about who might have seen her. I knew I was.
The drive to work was a blur. My mind replayed the morning in flashes—Millie’s naked body, fresh from the shower, her mortification, the lewd comments, the possibility that Matthew had seen it all. By the time I pulled into the dealership, my nerves were thrumming with a mix of anxiety and arousal. I should have wanked off, even if it was only to clear my head.
The Darbold showroom was a temple of glass and marble, sunlight flooding through towering windows and glinting off the polished hoods of Bentleys, Ferraris, and Lamborghinis. The air was cool and fragrant with leather and espresso, every car displayed on the polished floor like a jewel on velvet. The other salesmen, all in sharp suits, moved with quiet confidence, their voices low, their smiles polished and professional. As I had since I started here, I felt the weight of expectation settle on my shoulders as I stepped inside, to carry myself in a fashion that matched the luxury of the cars for sale.
Matthew Darbold spotted me from his office, his tall frame cutting a striking figure among the cars as he waved, then strode over.
“Jamie. Thanks again for last night.” The first thing Matthew did every day was to shake the hands of his salesman as they arrived at the lot. This morning, his handshake was firmer than ever, his smile genuine, eyes twinkling. “Your wife’s a marvel—and that roast she cooked… You’re a lucky man.”
I nodded, throat suddenly dry. “It was a pleasure to have you over for dinner. Oh, and thanks for the wine, Matthew. That was really generous of you.”
He waved a hand dismissively. “Least I could do. Millie’s cooking deserved something special to go with it.” His eyes lingered on mine, a hint of something I couldn’t quite read. “She’s quite something, your wife. The whole trad wife thing, it’s quite fascinating.”
“She doesn’t totally immerse herself in the trad wife lifestyle,” I explained. “She just enjoys the stay-at-home mum, devoted wife, kind of thing. A lot of it is for her Instagram and her blog. Did you, uh, get a chance to check it out?” I asked, trying to sound casual. “Or her TikTok? You mentioned you might take a look when you got home.”
Matthew’s smile widened. “I did, actually. That’s why I mentioned it. The submissiveness of the trad wife character was what intrigued me. But… yes, she’s got quite the following, hasn’t she? I watched a few of her videos, including the one where she was prepping for our dinner. She’s very—”
“Mr Darbold! There you are.” Lewis Pearson strode across the showroom floor, his tailored suit perfectly pressed, as it always was. His mixed-race features were striking—high cheekbones, close-cropped hair, and those unsettling pale green eyes that seemed to take in everything at once. “Matthew, sorry to interrupt you and Jamie, but the Wackett couple is back for the Lamborghini. They’re asking for you specifically.”
I fought the urge to sigh. Lewis always seemed to appear at exactly the wrong moment, either when I was closing a sale or in important moments like now. He was friendly enough but also obviously competitive.
“We’ll finish this later,” Matthew said, clapping me on the shoulder. “Good work last week, Jamie. Keep it up.”
As Matthew walked away with Lewis, I couldn’t help but wonder—had he noticed Millie’s gaping blouse moment? The thought sent a confusing mix of anxiety and excitement through me as I straightened my tie and prepared to face the day.
The morning was fairly quiet without further incident. My phone buzzed just after noon. Millie’s name lit up the screen, and I stepped away from the showroom floor, seeking privacy among the gleaming cars.
“Hey. Everything okay?” I asked quietly.
“Everything’s fine.” Her voice was hushed, tense. I could picture her, probably in the kitchen, Grace napping nearby. “I can’t stop thinking about that video. I’m so embarrassed. I keep checking my follower count. I’ve lost three already. What if they’re all unfollowing because they think I did it on purpose? Trad wives aren’t supposed to... You know, do that sort of thing.”
“Millie, it was an accident. Anyone can see that.”
“I know, but not wearing underwear—that’s not very befitting of a proper wife. Anyway… what about Matthew? Have you seen him today? Has he said anything?” The anxiety in her voice made my heart ache for her.
I leaned against the cool metal of a Bentley, its midnight blue paint job reflecting the showroom lights. “Not yet. I’ll let you know if he mentions it.” I swallowed hard, wondering how to handle the situation if it turned out that he had noticed her mistake. “Listen, I’ve got to go. I’ll see you after pool tonight, okay?”
As I hung up, I spotted Lewis across the showroom, showing a middle-aged couple the interior of a Ferrari. His voice carried, confident and smooth, his green eyes catching the light as he gestured. He glanced up, caught me watching, and flashed a smile that didn’t reach his eyes.
I turned away, straightening my tie. Lewis had been here three years longer than me, and never let me forget it. When I first started, he’d closed two sales while I was still finding my footing and seemed to delight in the attention when Matthew praised him lavishly at the staff meeting, and I’d felt the sting of comparison. Which is why it was good that I’d completed my first big sale last week.
The afternoon dragged. I thought about the pool game tonight, looking forward to a few pints with Dean and the lads, the competitive match might take my mind off the image that kept flashing behind my eyes—Millie’s exposed breast, the comments from strangers, the thought of Matthew seeing her.
It was nearly five when Matthew appeared at my desk, jacket off, sleeves rolled up. “Quick chat before you head off?” he asked, nodding toward his office.
The small room was all leather and wood, with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city. He poured a small amount of whisky into crystal tumblers, added some ice and settled into his chair.
“Just a quick drink to relax,” he said, after a comfortable silence. “So, I wanted to talk to you. Finish that conversation we were having earlier. I did check out Millie’s TikTok last night.”
My heart hammered in my chest. “Oh?”
He swirled his drink, ice clinking. “I saw the dinner prep video you mentioned. Did you watch it?” His voice was gentle, almost apologetic.
“I did.” My voice was croaky, my throat dry.
“She’s since deleted it,” Matthew looked down into his glass, took a sip of the amber nectar, “I presume because of the flash of her breasts. You saw, right?”
He saw it. Heat crept up my neck-not embarrassment, but something more primal. “Yes,” I managed. “She was hoping to delete it before anyone noticed, but it seems a few people caught it.”
“I wanted you to know that I saw it. I didn’t want you to feel weird about it, that’s all. I’ll admit, I watched it a few times and should have mentioned it earlier, but I didn’t want to make your work day uncomfortable.” He winked, clearly trying to relax me. “And Jamie, I’d be lying if I said I didn’t enjoy the view. You’re a lucky man.”
I didn’t reply right away. That was quite the comment, but he was my boss. How should I respond?
Matthew saved me the trouble of working out how to reply. He leaned back, his gaze distant. “You know, my ex-wife started that way, too. Little accidents that became... less accidental over time.”
“She… started what?” I frowned at him, confused. “Are you suggesting she did it deliberately?”
“I’m surprised she didn’t notice before she posted it.” My boss shrugged, chewing his lip thoughtfully.
“I want to be clear, Matthew,” I said, setting my glass down. “Millie’s slip was completely accidental. She’s actually very shy and conservative—it’s part of her trad wife beliefs and persona. She was mortified when I noticed it and showed her this morning.”
Matthew nodded, his posture relaxing. “Fair enough. I believe you. I guess… that makes it even more alluring then. The innocence of it.” He leaned back in his leather chair, eyes distant with memory again. “My ex-wife was the sweet and innocent type once, too. We were on vacation at this beachfront hotel, back before we had money. It was a weekday special offer to save money. She wore this bikini… it covered her well enough, but it was white. And the type of fabric that became completely transparent when wet.”
“Ah, I see,” I nodded, still affronted at the suggestion he’d made about Millie.
He smiled ruefully, seeming ignorant that he’d annoyed me. “The first time, she genuinely didn’t realise. Came walking up the beach practically naked—you could see everything. Her nipples were hard, but it wasn’t just that. Her bush was visible too, the shadow of it. Men were finding excuses to walk past our blanket all afternoon.”
I shifted in my seat, my mouth suddenly dry.
“By the end of that week,” Matthew continued, “she was deliberately keeping that suit wet, going out of her way to parade past groups of men. She was insatiable afterwards, constantly horny, wanting sex twice a day because she knew all the guys were staring at her, enjoying the sight of her. Maybe fantasising about her when they got in bed with their own wives that night.”
He took another sip of whisky. “When we got home, I thought it was over until our next vacation. But then she suggested we buy a hot tub. I didn’t know where this was going, but I should have worked it out. This was around the time the showroom started making proper money, so we bought one and within a week, she’d organised a party—adults only. Some friends of ours. She wore that same bikini and when our neighbour pointed out she might as well be naked...” Matthew’s eyes met mine. “She stripped completely. Just walked around nude for the rest of the party.”
My pulse quickened as I pictured Millie in that scenario—her tits properly exposed, her shy smile turning bold.
“It escalated from there,” Matthew said quietly. “Flashing truckers on highways, then webcam shows for strangers online. Eventually, she started sleeping with other men while I watched. Sunbathing naked while the gardener tended to the garden. That was the final one. The guy she left with.”
“Shit,” I breathed, fascinated by the story but wondering what relevance it had to Millie. “That’s… a lot.”
“Yeah.” Matthew took a pull of whisky. “Sorry. You didn’t need to know all that. I don’t know why I told you. As you say, Millie made a mistake by not noticing she’d flashed her audience. That’s all it was.”
I stared into my whisky, the golden liquid catching the late afternoon light. “Out of curiosity… How did you feel about all that? Your wife showing herself off to other men?”
Matthew’s eyes met mine, something flickering in their depths. “Honestly? It gave me a huge thrill. A different kind of thrill to anything I’d felt before.Watching her confidence grow, seeing other men desire what was mine... there’s a weird satisfaction in it.” He pulled out his phone, swiped through a few screens, then handed it to me. “That’s Sophia.”
The woman on the screen was stunning—tall, with long blonde hair, with a body that belonged in a top-shelf magazine. She was on a beach, wearing a tiny string bikini that left little to the imagination, her smile wide, her eyes seductive.
“You still have pictures of her?” I asked, surprised.
He nodded. “We’re still in touch. It’s... complicated. She’s still with the gardener —Marco.” He swiped to another photo. This time, Sophia was fully naked. Her breasts were pert, her nipples small, erect. A tidy landing strip of hair arrowing between her spread thighs. “She wouldn’t mind me showing you. She loves the attention, always did. Even now, she sends me photos sometimes. Of her and Marco.”
I handed the phone back, feeling a strange mix of discomfort and arousal. “Millie’s not like that at all,” I said firmly. “She’s very much a devoted wife. Traditional. Conservative. She’d never even consider anything like that. If I tell her you’ve seen her breast in that video, she’ll be horrified and embarrassed.”
Matthew nodded, accepting this without challenge. “I get it. Different women, different boundaries. But tell me honestly, Jamie—do you get any thrill at all, knowing other men have seen your wife’s breast? Even accidentally? Because I can’t be the only one that noticed it.”
My throat tightened. “No,” I lied, the word sticking. “I was just embarrassed for her. She’s lost followers. She’ll be more careful in the future, I’m sure.”
Matthew smiled, a knowing glint in his eye. “You should be happy your wife is so good-looking, with such a gorgeous body. I keep saying it, over and over, but it’s true. You’re a lucky man, Jamie.” He leaned back, swirling the last bit of his drink. “Has Millie had many boyfriends before you?”
“None, actually,” I said, feeling a strange pride in this. “She dated a guy, but it didn’t go anywhere. We’ve been together since college. We’re each other’s one and only.”
Matthew’s eyebrows rose. “Really? That’s... rare these days.” He studied me for a moment, as if seeing something I hadn’t said. “A beautiful woman like Millie, and you’re the only man who’s ever touched her.”
The thought sent a confusing surge of both pride and something darker through me. I downed the last of my whisky, then glanced at my watch, suddenly needing to escape the intensity of his gaze. “I should get going. I’ve got a pool game with the lads tonight.”
Matthew nodded, rising from his chair. “Of course. I didn’t mean to keep you.” He walked me to the door, his hand briefly touching my shoulder. “Everything I just told you about Sophia. And the pictures. Keep it to yourself, yes?”
“Of course,” I reassured him. “That goes without saying.”
“And thanks for explaining about you and Millie. She seems like a wonderful, devoted wife, so I hope she’s not too distressed by what’s happened.” He paused, his voice dropping slightly. “But if you ever want to talk more about it... We could grab a drink after work sometime. No judgement. Not as boss and employee, but as friends.”
I nodded, not trusting myself to speak, and headed for the exit, my mind spinning with images once more. Millie’s exposed breast, Matthew, watching the video, enjoying the sight of the woman who had been his host just hours earlier. And now more mental pictures… of Sophia, her body, her knowing smile, the thought of other men looking at her, wanting her. And Matthew, enjoying every perverted moment of it.






  
  "The Beautiful Sacrifice: What I’ve Given and What I’ve Gained"

Home and Heart


A blog by @DemureMillieGrace 

There’s been a lot of discussion lately about the trad wife movement and what it means to choose this path in today’s world. Many see only restriction in traditional marriage, but I’ve come to understand that every life choice involves sacrifice — the question is whether what you gain makes it worthwhile.
When I chose to devote myself to Mr Heart and our family, I consciously set aside certain paths. The carefree spontaneity of single life. The thrill of meeting new people, of experiencing different relationships, of discovering myself through varied connections. These are experiences many women consider essential, and I sometimes wonder what those paths might have revealed about myself.
But sacrifice isn’t about deprivation — it’s about conscious choice. I chose the depth of one relationship over the breadth of many. I chose to pour my energy into creating a haven for my family rather than spreading it across different pursuits. These aren’t just trad wife principles, but the principles of marriage in general.
Sometimes, during quiet moments, I do think about the roads not taken. What would my life have been like had I not settled down so young? To experience things with someone else? These aren’t regrets — it’s human to wonder about the infinite possibilities our lives could have held if we’d made different decisions.
What makes my choice beautiful is that it was mine to make. I wasn’t forced into this role or this lifestyle — I embraced it, knowing what I was setting aside. The security of My Heart’s love, the joy of our children, the sanctuary of our home — these are the treasures I’ve gained in return.
Being everything for one person means not being something for many others. It means focusing your light rather than scattering it. And while there are moments when I glimpse those other possibilities like shadows at the edge of my vision, I know that what I’ve built with Mr Heart, my Sunbeam and my Sweetpea, is worth every sacrifice.
What about you, dear readers? What have you sacrificed for love, and what have you gained in return?
With love and hope,
Millie






  
  Chapter three
Even The Proper Ones


The Three Feathers wasn’t your typical old-man pub with sticky carpets and the stale tang of old beer. It was bright, open, and modern — airy, with big windows letting in the last of the evening sun and trendy industrial lights hanging from exposed beams. The bar itself was a long sweep of polished wood and cool metal, lined with high stools and backed with shelves of gleaming bottles. The place always smelled faintly of citrus air freshener, with a hint of something sweet from the kitchen. Laughter and the clack of pool balls echoed off the deliberately exposed brickwork, mixing with the low thrum of indie rock from the speakers built into the ceiling. 
Dean was already at our usual table near the pool area, pint in hand, grinning as I walked in. “About time, J. We thought you’d bottled it.”
I shrugged off my jacket and joined him, letting the energy of the place seep into me. “Long day, but I wouldn’t miss it for the world. I need this.”
Our other teammates were at the bar. Ollie Mackenzie, tall and broad with that rugged, beach-blond look women always noticed, was chatting with Mina as she poured his drink. Zack Taylor, the youngest on our team, leaned on the counter beside him, mixed-race, lean and athletic, with a cheeky grin and those pale green eyes that stood out against his dark skin.
Mina caught my eye and smiled, her glossy black ponytail swishing as she slid a glass of lager across the bar. She was Korean, petite, almost delicate, but her presence was magnetic — cute as hell, with a mischievous sparkle in her dark eyes and a figure that filled out her fitted black tee and denim skirt in all the right ways. “Evening, Jamie,” she called, her accent soft and lilting. “You here to save these losers again?”
I grinned, feeling a little lighter. “Someone’s got to, Mina. Unless they all brought their A-game for once.”
She winked, cheeks dimpling. “They have an A-game? I’d never have known.”
Ollie and Zack joined us with drinks, and we settled in as the Red Lion team arrived — four burly guys in matching shirts, already sizing us up. Dean leaned over, lowering his voice. “You alright? You seem… distracted. Is it the video thing with Millie?”
I shrugged, not ready to get into it. “Nah. Just work stuff. Let’s play.”
The match against The Red Lion was brutal. Their team was stacked with good players — guys who obviously practiced together every week and took the game very seriously. Our side started strong, but it didn’t take long for things to unravel. Dean missed a couple of easy shots, cursing under his breath. Ollie’s luck was nowhere to be found; he scratched the cue ball twice in a row, and Zack, usually cocky and cool, seemed off his rhythm, barely sinking a ball.
I played well, though — better than I’d expected, considering how distracted I was. The table felt cool under my hands, the green baize smooth and familiar. I won both my games, the clack of the final eight ball dropping echoing through the airy pub. Mina flashed me a proud little smile from behind the bar, and for a moment, I let myself enjoy it. But it wasn’t enough to save us. The Red Lion took the match, their cheers rising over the indie rock and the murmurs of the few bystanders who had watched the match.
We regrouped at our table, pints in hand, the sting of defeat softened by a fresh round of beers. Zack was the first to break the silence, grinning as he scrolled through his phone. “Well, at least Jamie showed up tonight. You’re the only reason we didn’t get completely thrashed.”
“I managed to salvage us a little bit of pride,” I nodded, and we all took a sip of our drink, drowning our sorrows.
Ollie leaned in, nudging Zack as he looked over his shoulder at whatever he was staring at on his phone. “Hey, Jamie. I saw the video of your wife. Dean mentioned it to me, but I’d already seen it. Did you see it yet, Zack? On TikTok?”
Zack’s eyes lit up. “No. What video?”
Dean snorted, shaking his head, but he was already pulling out his own phone. “Have you been living under a rock?” He looked at me. “Can I show him?”
I let out a breath I hadn’t realised I’d been holding. “Dean… Dude! I mean… She’s taken it down now, but… Come on… Really?”
“I screen recorded it, of course.” He tilted his head, his eyes softening. “If you don’t want me to show him, I won’t, but we’re all friends here. And I know that Zack has fancied Millie ever since he first saw her. This will just make him even more jealous.”
“For fuck’s sake… I guess…” I started saying, but Dean didn’t wait for me to finish the sentence. He handed the phone to Zack, who watched, then let out a low whistle.
“Bloody hell, Jamie. Your missus is a knockout. I didn’t know she had those tits on her.”
Ollie grinned, raising his pint. “To Jamie’s wife — may her buttons always fail her.”
I tried to play it off with a shrug as they all toasted to Millie’s boobs, but my face was burning. “It was an accident. She was mortified when she realised.”
“What bra size is she?” Zack asked, handing the phone back to Dean. “They look nice and firm.” He sighed dramatically, grinning at me.
“I don’t know,” I shook my head. “C-cup, I think.”
The conversation drifted, but the image of Millie’s exposed breast lingered in my mind yet again — now I knew at least three of my friends had seen it, as well as my boss. The idea sent a guilty jolt through me, excitement and shame tangled up together.
After a while, the others drifted off to grab another round, leaving Dean and me alone at the table. He leaned in, voice low. “I’ll be honest, mate — I also took a screenshot after I’d screen recorded it. I managed to get the exact frame where you can see her boob fully. I couldn’t help myself. Do you want to see?”
I nodded, then looked at the picture that he showed me on his phone. He was right, on that one particular frame, you could see the entire shape of her breast and her perfect pink nipple.
“I hope she’s not too embarrassed. How did she take it when you showed her?” he asked, sliding the phone back into his pocket. “I’ve always been so fucking jealous that you’ve got a woman like Millie. Now I’ve seen her boobs, I’m even more envious.”
I stared at him, caught between outrage and arousal by the whole episode. I knew he was being complimentary, albeit in his clumsy way and didn’t mean anything by it, but it was hard not to be slightly annoyed.
“She was upset,” I replied. “I couldn’t tell her until this morning because by the time her sister went home, and then we had to get the kids in bed, it was late, you know? I didn’t want her to be unable to sleep, so I waited. As soon as I showed her this morning, she removed it.”
“So it was definitely an accident. Damn it.” Dean grinned. “I was hoping this was a new thing for her TikTok. You should tell her to do it more often. The whole town would thank you.”
“God, I hope the whole town hasn’t seen it,” I sighed. “She’s going to be even more embarrassed when I tell her you and the guys have watched it. And Matthew, my boss.”
Dean took a long sip of his beer, his eyes never leaving mine. “Your boss saw it too? Matthew, right? How’d that go down?”
I hesitated, then replied slowly, the beer making me loose-lipped. “Actually, he was pretty cool about it. He even told me about his ex-wife.”
“Oh yeah?”
“Yeah. Apparently, she was quite the exhibitionist. Started with accidental flashes, like Millie’s, but then… she got into it. Started showing off on purpose. Nudist-type stuff. Eventually, she started sleeping with other guys while he watched.”
Dean’s eyebrows shot up. “No shit? And he was okay with that?”
“More than okay. He said it gave him a thrill, seeing other men want and take what was his.”
“Huh.” Dean leaned back, studying me. “That’s… quite something. You think Millie might have a bit of that in her? Under all that trad wife stuff?”
“What? No,” I said quickly, perhaps too quickly. “She’s not like that at all. She’s… proper. Conservative. Not prudish, but you know what I mean.”
“All women have a wild side, Jamie. Even the proper ones. Sometimes, especially the proper ones.” Dean’s voice dropped lower. “And Millie’s got the body for it. Those tits… that video was a gift to mankind while it lasted.”
He chuckled, and I should have been angry, but instead, I felt that same guilty heat spreading through me. “She’d never go there, Dean. Don’t get your hopes up.”
“You never know.” Dean grinned. “Maybe she secretly likes knowing guys saw her. Did she seem different last night? After it happened?”
I thought about last night in bed. Had she been more horny than usual? She’s given herself to me willingly and enjoyed the sex, but was it any different to usual? “She didn’t know about it until this morning,” I said, unsure as I was. “So, no.”
“Well, if she ever decides to share more than just recipes and handicrafts on her TikTok, let me know.” Dean winked. “I’d be first in line to give it a like.”
The conversation shifted to safer topics, but Dean’s words played in my mind. By the time we said our goodbyes, Ollie and Zack had made me promise to tell Millie they were now following her account, “just in case her buttons ever failed her again.”
“She’ll probably gain more followers than she loses if she has another wardrobe malfunction,” Zack said, his green eyes bright with mischief. “Men are simple creatures.”
“She won’t,” I assured them. “She’ll be super careful from now on.”
They groaned in mock disappointment, and even Mina laughed as she wiped down the bar. She must have seen the video too, or had somehow caught on to what we were talking about. “Your wife’s lucky to have such a supportive husband,” she teased, her dark eyes sparkling. I didn’t question her. It was time to head home, my head swimming with the mixture of the beer and the questionable conversation topics.
In the taxi home, I scrolled through Millie’s TikTok, noting the follower count had actually gone up slightly since this morning, when she reported losing three followers. Dean’s words echoed in my head.
All women have a wild side. Even the proper ones.
I thought about Matthew’s ex-wife, how she’d started with an innocent slip-up and somehow ended up fucking other men. The idea should have repulsed me. Instead, it made my pulse quicken. I’d fantasised in the past about Millie with someone else, a long time ago, when we were talking about our sexual inexperience before getting together. But the times when I’d hinted at it, told her it turned me on, she’d put a stop to it immediately.
But that was a long time ago.
When I got home, the house was quiet. The kids were asleep, and Millie was curled up on the sofa in her pyjamas — a pair of tight, soft cotton shorts and a loose grey T-shirt, her brown hair pulled back in a messy bun. She looked up from her book and smiled.
“Hey, you. How was pool?”
“We lost, but I won my games.” I sat beside her, the beer making me bold. I’d made my decision to talk with Millie, and there was no point in delaying it. I’d procrastinated enough when telling her about the video in the first place, and that delay had led to most of my friends seeing it. I might as well get this out of the way.
“So, I found out something today.”
“Oh?” She marked her place in the book and set it down on the armrest of the sofa.
“Matthew saw your nip slip video. And Dean. And the rest of the pool team.”
Millie’s pretty face drained of colour. She blinked rapidly, her mouth opening and closing twice before eventually finding her voice. “What? How did they… I mean, I took it down.”
“Dean screen-recorded it last night,” I admitted, watching her carefully. “And showed the others today. I’m sorry. I’m pissed at him but what’s done is done.”
She pressed her hands to her cheeks, mortified. “Oh my god. What did they say about me?”
I hesitated, torn between protecting her feelings and telling the truth. “They were… complimentary. You do have a fantastic body, Millie. They’re not going to not look, if you know what I mean?”
“Jamie.” Her voice was firm despite her embarrassment. “What exactly did they say? I need to know.”
I took a deep breath. “Zack asked what bra size you were. He said your breasts looked… firm. Bigger than he thought. Ollie made a toast to your buttons always failing you. Dean admitted he took a screenshot of the exact frame where your whole boob was visible.”
She groaned, burying her face in her hands. Her cheeks flushed a vibrant pink. “This is so humiliating. I can’t believe this. How will I ever face Dean again? And the others… I mean, I don’t see them often, but even so…”
“They’re just guys being guys,” I said, reaching for her hand. “They think you’re beautiful and sexy. They’re jealous of me. It was just a flash of one breast. A second long at most. It’s not the end of the world.”
She peeked through her fingers at me, cringing. “And Matthew? My god, your boss saw me… How did that even come up in conversation?”
“He mentioned checking out your blog, as he said he would. Then admitted he’d seen the video.” I swallowed, deciding to be completely honest. “He was a gentleman about it, said he wanted to make sure I knew… that we knew… He hasn’t saved it, like Dean did, but he did say I was a lucky man to be with such a beautiful woman. I admit, the way he went on about it was a bit weird… But it happened, and there’s nothing we can do about it now.”
Millie was quiet for a moment, her ears aflame now like the rest of her face. I couldn’t help but notice that her nipples were stiff, poking through the thin T-shirt. “I don’t know how to feel about this. All these men seeing me like that. It’s not what a trad wife is supposed to be. Or any wife, to be honest.”
I noticed something in her eyes, though — a flicker of something beyond embarrassment. Her breathing had quickened slightly, and she was pressing her thighs together in that way she did when she was aroused. Added to the fact that her nipples were erect… Was she horny?
“You don’t seem angry,” she said suddenly, studying my face, distracting me from her flustered appearance. “You’re so calm about it. Like it’s nothing. Your friends have all seen your wife’s breasts. Why aren’t you more upset?”
The beer, the conversations with Dean and Matthew, and the whole evening had lowered my inhibitions. “Do you remember, years ago, when we talked about our inexperience? And I mentioned… wondering what it would be like if you were with someone else?”
Her eyes widened. She shook her head, warning me. “Jamie…”
“You shut that down immediately,” I continued, heart racing. “And I never brought it up again. But seeing how those guys reacted to just a glimpse of you… knowing they desire you… It does something to me, Millie.”
She stared at me, her lips parted slightly. “Are you saying you liked them seeing my boob?”
“I don’t know,” I admitted. “Maybe. Yes. Is that terrible?”
The silence between us stretched, heavy with possibility. I could see her processing, the conflict in her eyes — her trad wife values battling with something deeper.
“It’s not terrible,” she finally whispered. “It’s just… unexpected. I never thought you’d feel that way. I always assumed men were supposed to be possessive. Jealous. I mean… maybe they’ll you know… play with themselves while thinking about…”
She couldn’t finish the sentence, shuddering visibly at the thought of it.
“I am possessive,” I said, moving closer to her on the sofa. “But there’s something in knowing other men want what’s mine. Something — powerful — about it.”
Her breathing had definitely quickened now, her pupils dilated. She was aroused, trying to hide it, but I knew her too well.
“Aren’t I enough for you?” she asked, her posture suddenly changing. “Don’t you get turned on by me anymore? Is it because I’m a trad wife? You know my values, how I want to live my life. Am I boring to want to be a loving, faithful wife who doesn’t do these sorts of things?”
“God, no,” I said quickly, taking her hands in mine. “Millie, you’re more than enough. You always have been.”
Her brown eyes were wide and vulnerable, a hint of hurt creeping in. I cursed myself for being so careless with my words, for letting the beer and the excitement of the day cloud my judgment.
“I don’t need fantasies to want you,” I continued, my voice softening. “I’m turned on by you every single day. When you’re dressed up, when you’re dressed down, your smile, your laugh, even just watching you read. Your values, your devotion to me and our family — they’re what make you beautiful to me.”
She looked down at our joined hands. “Then why would you want other men to see me? To… think about me that way?”
I chose my words carefully. “It’s not about wanting something more or different. It’s like… when you wear a beautiful dress and people compliment you. It makes me proud because I know you’re coming home with me. Does that make sense?”
She nodded slowly, but uncertainty still lingered in those large brown eyes.
“I love that you’re my wife,” I said, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “My traditional wife. I love your values, your faithfulness. I would never want to change who you are or push you into something that makes you uncomfortable.”
“But you’ve thought about it,” she whispered. “Me with someone else.”
I swallowed hard. “I have done, but only as a fantasy. Fantasies are just that — they’re not real, and they’re not needs. You are all I need, Millie. Exactly as you are.”
The tension in her shoulders eased slightly. She leaned forward and pressed her forehead against mine. “I just want to be enough for you.”
“You are,” I whispered. “More than enough.”
We sat in silence for a moment, the air between us charged but no longer uncomfortable. Eventually, she stood, holding out her hand to me. “Let’s go to bed.”
Upstairs, we moved around each other in our familiar bedtime routine — brushing teeth, washing faces, setting alarms. But there was a new awareness between us, a current running just beneath the surface. When I slipped under the covers beside her, she was waiting, her eyes dark in the dim light.
Without a word, she reached for me, her kiss deeper and more urgent than usual. Her hands moved over my chest, down my stomach, finding me already hard for her. I groaned against her mouth.
“I’m yours,” she whispered, pulling me on top of her. I realised that she’d discarded her shorts, naked from the waist down. I pushed the covers away, looking between our bodies. Her nipples were hard again, jutting out through the thin cotton of her T-shirt. Her pussy was a tidy, dark triangle between her thighs.
I slid down my shorts and her hand took hold of my cock, guiding it to her entrance. She arched beneath me, her body yielding and soft as she pushed her hips forward, urging me to shove it inside her. There was something different about her tonight — a new intensity, a desperation in the way she clung to me. As I pushed the head of my cock in, she lifted her T-shirt, showing me her breasts, guiding my free hand to them, her nipples stiff against my palm. “Even though your friends have seen my breasts, they’re still yours, Jamie.”
“I know,” I replied softly, enjoying the feeling of her tits, warm and firm, cupping and holding them. Yet, in the back of my head, I wondered if Dean and Matthew were masturbating right now, wishing they were here, doing what I was, enjoying the sensation of her soft curves.
“You’re my husband. You can do whatever you want to me tonight,” she breathed, her eyes locked on mine. “I want to be everything you need.”
She spread her thighs further, inviting me to fuck her. I kissed her deeply, overwhelmed by her surrender. “You already are.”
Then she wrapped her legs around me, suddenly pulling me deeper. “Show me,” she demanded softly. “Show me I’m enough.”
We kissed again, and I lost myself in her then — in the wet heat of her, the soft sounds she made as I moved inside her, thrusting into her hard. She gave herself completely, her body responding to my every touch with an abandon I’d rarely seen. I fucked her roughly, enjoying how she seemed to be loving it, flipping onto her front after a time and entering her from behind while she lay flat on the bed, gasping for me not to stop. I kissed her shoulders, savouring the feeling of fucking her like that, then eased her up onto her hands and knees, tangling my hand in her hair and riding her roughshod until finally, I felt my release approaching.
“Oh, fuck,” she cursed, something she rarely did. “Cum in me.”
I felt her fingers between her legs, rubbing her clitoris as I pounded her, and when she came, she cried out my name like a prayer. “Oh… Jamie. Oh, my god…”
I felt her pussy convulse around me, which tipped me over the edge and I held myself there until my cock finished pulsing inside her. Then I collapsed onto the bed, exhausted, and she curled against me, her breathing slowly returning to normal. “I love you,” she murmured, already drifting toward sleep.
“I love you too,” I whispered back, stroking her hair.
But as she slept in my arms, I couldn’t help but wonder if something had shifted between us tonight — if a door had been opened that couldn’t be easily closed again.
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  "The Art of Surprising Your Husband: Keeping Marriage Fresh"

Home and Heart


A blog by @DemureMillieGrace 

In our fast-paced world of constant stimulation and endless entertainment, I’ve been reflecting on how a traditional marriage stays vibrant and exciting. Many assume that embracing traditional values means settling into predictable routines, but I’ve discovered quite the opposite is true.
The most beautiful gift a wife can offer her husband isn’t just a clean home or a warm meal—it’s the gift of continued discovery. After years together, the greatest joy comes from revealing new facets of yourself that only he gets to see.
Recently, I found a beautiful dress pushed to the back of my closet, tags still attached. I’d purchased it months ago but never found the courage to wear it—it was slightly more fitted, slightly more feminine than my usual choices. When I finally wore it for Jamie, his reaction reminded me that modesty doesn’t mean hiding your light; it means saving your brightest glow for the one who matters most.
There’s a specialness in surprising your husband—in showing him that while the world may see one version, he alone knows the real you. This isn’t about changing who you are, but rather about revealing the truth of who you’ve always been, layer by precious layer.
As traditional wives, we’re often encouraged to be prudent, consistent and reliable. These are beautiful virtues! But I believe we should also embrace the virtue of delightful unpredictability and a little dash of risk, within the sacred space of marriage. A new recipe, a different hairstyle, or perhaps something more private and personal—these small surprises keep the spark alive in ways that honour both our values and our vows.
What about you, dear readers? How do you keep your marriage fresh while staying true to your traditional values?
With love and faith,
Millie






  
  Chapter four
Just A Bit Of Fun To Consider


Iopened my eyes to beams of morning sunlight sliding through bedroom curtains, casting a soft glow across Millie’s sleeping face. I watched her for a moment, remembering the intensity of last night — the way she’d given herself to me completely. It felt like something big had happened, though I couldn’t quite name it yet. The memory of her words echoed in my mind. 
Show me I’m enough.
The softness of her voice, the way she’d fucked me, as if trying to prove something to both of us. I reached out, brushing a strand of brunette hair from her cheek, and her brown eyes fluttered open, meeting mine with a smile and then a moment of shyness, like she was remembering last night too. She stretched like a cat, the covers sliding down to reveal the curve of a breast, bare and golden in the morning light. Her pink nipple looked inviting.
“Morning,” she murmured, her voice still husky with sleep. She looked at the clock on the bedside table, right as the alarm went off. I watched as she switched it off, then slid out of bed, completely naked. The curves of her breasts and ass tempted me to grab her, drag her back to bed, but we had to get the children up for school.
I watched as she dressed, selecting a floral blouse and slim-fitting jeans that hugged her hips and legs beautifully. She caught me looking and smiled, a slight blush colouring her cheeks. “What?” she asked, tucking her hair behind her ear in that gesture I’d always found endearing.
“Nothing,” I replied, standing and pulling her close for a kiss. “Just admiring my beautiful wife.” She leaned into me for a moment, then pulled away with a laugh as Ethan’s voice called from down the hall, demanding breakfast and attention. The spell broken, we descended into the cheerful chaos of morning with children, cereal spills and missing shoes, lunch boxes and hurried kisses goodbye. Yet beneath it all ran an undercurrent of anticipation, a leftover from last night in bed.
I didn’t have time to question it. Work beckoned for me, and as Millie took Ethan to school, Grace in the pram, I headed to the showroom. It was quiet when I arrived, the bright morning sun gleaming off polished hoods and chrome details. I was arranging brochures a couple of hours later when Matthew appeared, coffee in hand and a tablet tucked under his arm.
“Morning, Jamie,” he nodded, his expression friendly but with that hint of knowing that seemed to characterise all our interactions lately. “Sleep well?” There was something in his tone that suggested he knew more than he should, though of course that was impossible. I nodded, accepting the coffee he offered, grateful for the distraction.
“I saw Millie’s latest TikTok this morning,” he mentioned casually, setting his tablet on the counter between us. “She looks like she’s over the tit slip.”
I blinked in surprise. Millie hadn’t mentioned posting anything new. She normally posted every day, but I’d expected her to take a break while she got over the embarrassment of the last one.
“I haven’t seen it yet,” I replied. “But the best way to get over falling off a horse — ”
“Is to get back on the horse.” Matthew nodded, then swiped the tablet’s screen to life, and there was my wife in our kitchen, explaining how to make her grandmother’s apple pie crust. But instead of her usual high-necked blouse or modest sweater, she wore a burgundy wrap dress I’d never seen before. The V-neckline dipped just low enough to reveal the soft curve where her breasts met, a crease of cleavage appearing whenever she leaned forward to roll the dough. The fabric clung to her waist, accentuating her hourglass figure as she moved around the kitchen, her voice warm and confident as she shared her family secret for the perfect flaky crust.
“Well,” Matthew said, watching my reaction carefully. “Seems your wife is branching out a bit from her usual style.” I couldn’t take my eyes off the screen. Millie looked radiant, her cheeks flushed from the oven’s heat, her hair cascading in soft brown waves around her shoulders as she smiled at the camera. The comments were already flooding in — hearts, compliments, and a few remarks that made my stomach tighten with that now-familiar mix of jealousy and excitement.
“Hoping for another wardrobe malfunction.”
“So was I, but that dress makes up for it.”
“You’re so stunning, Millie. Mr Heart is a lucky man.”
“The only pie I want to see you do is a cream pie.”
“Do you think she knows what a cream pie is?” Matthew arched an eyebrow at me. I’d seen enough porn to know that it was the name for a guy finishing inside a girl. I shrugged, my eyes staying focused on the screen.
There were comments from women too — innocent ones, appreciating the trad wife aspect that the channel was intended for — but it sank in then that men I’d never met were following my wife, and it wasn’t for lessons in home cooking. Another couple of comments caught my eye.
“The recipe looks great, but the chef is even better.”
“Those are the rosiest apples I’ve seen in a while.”
Matthew scrolled through the comments, his expression neutral but observant. “I bet she’s getting dirtier comments, but the channel’s profanity filter is blocking them.”
“You think?”
“Definitely. She’s popular, isn’t she? The video’s only been up for half an hour and it’s already got more views than her usual content.” He set the tablet down, studying me with those perceptive eyes that seemed to see more than I wanted to reveal. “It’s interesting how things evolve, don’t you think? One small change can set so many things in motion.”
There was a weight to his words that suggested he wasn’t just talking about TikTok algorithms or social media engagement. He leaned against the counter, his posture relaxed, but his attention entirely focused on me. “I told you about my ex already, but I also had a friend once, whose wife was very similar to Millie. Not a traditional wife in the sense of the word, but very prim and proper. A one-man woman. Devoted and inexperienced. They’d been together since college, just like you two.”
I found my voice, curious despite the warning bells in my head. “What happened with them?”
Matthew’s smile was slow, deliberate. “She went to a strip show, dragged along by her boss, though she didn’t want to go. Anyway, once she saw the strippers, their muscular bodies, the size of their dicks… She started to question herself and their marriage. My friend came to me, wondering what he should do. He knew about my ex — the open relationship we had — and he wanted some advice.”
“And you helped him?” I didn’t know why Matthew was telling me this. I’d been slightly shaken when he’d told me yesterday, out of the blue — about the things he got up to with his ex. Now he was telling me another sexual story.
“I did. I told him he should let her play around. She’d either do it with his consent or behind his back.”
“And?”
“With the advice I gave him, he rescued his relationship. Within ten days, she went from having been with just one man her entire life to being a hotwife.” The casual way he dropped this information made it all the more shocking, as if he were discussing a home renovation project rather than a complete transformation of a marriage.
“A hotwife? In ten days?” I echoed, unable to keep the disbelief from my voice. “That seems… fast.”
Matthew shrugged, taking a sip of his coffee. “She went from having a body count of one to a more respectable number of four. The right guidance makes all the difference. It’s about creating the proper environment for someone to discover what they truly want.” He set his cup down, his eyes meeting mine directly. “I could probably do the same with Millie, if you were ever interested in exploring that path.”
The showroom suddenly felt too warm, too close. Part of me wanted to be offended, to defend Millie’s honour and her traditional views, our traditional marriage. But another part — the part that had lain awake last night thinking about our conversation, about other men seeing her — that part was intrigued, excited even.
“Ten days?” I managed, my voice sounding strange to my own ears. “You think you could make Millie sleep with other men… in ten days?”
“Yes. I’m reasonably sure I could,” Matthew nodded, as if my scepticism was exactly what he’d expected. “Millie’s got something in her. A spark that I recognise.”
“A spark?” I stared at Matthew, the reality of what he was suggesting finally hitting me. “Wait, why would I even want Millie to become a hotwife? Why would I want my wife to sleep with other men?” The words came out sharper than I intended, a defensive edge cutting through my earlier curiosity. “She’s devoted to me, to our family. We have children, for Christ’s sake.”
Matthew held up his hands in a placating gesture, his expression shifting to something more careful. “I apologise if I overstepped, Jamie. That wasn’t my intention.” He lowered his voice, though we were alone in that corner of the showroom. “Look, I see something in you that reminds me of myself before I understood this side of me. The way you reacted when I mentioned men seeing Millie’s video, the questions you asked about my ex-wife… There’s a curiosity there.”
“That doesn’t mean I want my wife sleeping around,” I countered, though even as I said it, I felt that familiar heat spreading through me at the thought.
Matthew nodded slowly. “Of course not. And I shouldn’t have presumed.” He leaned against the counter, his posture more respectful now. “It’s just that I’ve seen this journey before — with myself, with friends. That tension between wanting to protect what’s yours and experiencing the thrill of seeing it desired by others. No offence intended, truly. It’s just a bit of fun to consider, that’s all.”
I took a deep breath, my anger fading as quickly as it had flared. Was he right? Was there something in me that wanted this, despite everything I thought I believed about marriage and fidelity?
“The friend I mentioned,” Matthew continued carefully, “He had the same reaction at first. Outrage, denial, pride. But he came to realise it wasn’t about not loving his wife enough — it was about loving her so much that he wanted to see her fully satisfied, experiencing everything life had to offer.”
I shook my head, not ready to concede the point, but no longer as defensive. “It’s a lot to process.”
“Of course it is,” Matthew agreed. “And maybe it’s not for you and Millie. Every couple is different.” He glanced at his watch. “I’ve got the Hendersons coming in at eleven to look at the new Bentley. Why don’t you take the lead on that? They’re exactly your kind of clients.”
And just like that, the conversation shifted back to work, to the safe and familiar territory of luxury cars and sales commissions. But as I prepared for the meeting, arranging brochures and checking inventory details, my mind kept returning to Matthew’s words, to the image of Millie in that burgundy dress, to the possibilities that suddenly seemed to be opening before us like doors in a long corridor.
The rest of the workday passed in a blur of client meetings and paperwork, but Matthew’s words lingered like a cloud over my head, impossible to dismiss. Ten days. From innocent to experienced in less than two weeks. The thought should have horrified me, but instead, it kindled something in my belly, a persistent arousal that followed me through the afternoon and into the evening commute. By the time I pulled into our driveway, the sky had deepened to indigo, porch lights glowing warmly along our quiet suburban street. Our house stood like a beacon of normality — trimmed lawn, cheerful flower beds that Millie tended with loving care, and Ethan’s bicycle neatly stored on the porch. Everything about it screamed traditional family values, stability, faithfulness. Yet I was now starting to wonder if it was enough for Millie.
The house smelled of apple pie and cinnamon when I walked in, the scent of her home cooking wrapping around me like a warm blanket. Millie was in the kitchen, her back to me as she wiped down the counter. She wore the same burgundy dress from the TikTok, the fabric hugging her curves in a way that made my mouth go dry.
“Hey,” I said, setting down my keys. “Something smells amazing.”
She turned, her face lighting up with genuine pleasure at my arrival. “You’re home! I made Grandma’s apple pie. The kids are with Andie — she took them to the park, then to her place for a bit.”
I stepped closer, unable to resist running my hands over her waist, feeling the warmth of her through the thin fabric. “I saw your TikTok today. Matthew showed me.”
A blush crept across her cheeks, but she didn’t look away. “Did you like it?” There was a vulnerability in her question, a need for approval that tugged at my heart.
“I did. A lot. This dress… Is it new?”
She nodded, smoothing her hands over the fabric in a gesture that was half self-conscious, half proud. “I bought it a while ago, but never had the courage to wear it. It seemed too… revealing.” She bit her lip, studying my reaction with those clear brown eyes that had captivated me since college. “But after our conversation, and seeing how my follower count actually went up after the accident, I thought… maybe I could dress a little sexier sometimes. For you.”
The way she looked at me-uncertain but hopeful, wanting to please — made my heart race and my body respond with immediate, visceral desire. “You look beautiful,” I said, kissing her softly. “Sexy as hell, but still you.”
Relief flooded her face, followed by something else — a flicker of mischief, of daring. “I was worried you might think I was being too forward.”
I laughed at that, pulling her closer. “Never.”
Her body melted against mine, familiar curves fitting perfectly as they always had, but there was a new awareness between us, a heightened sensitivity to every point where we touched. I could feel her heart beating against my chest, the subtle shift in her breathing as my hands slid lower, cupping the gentle swell of her hips through the dress. She pulled back just enough to look at me, her pupils dilated slightly.
“The pie needs eating while it’s still warm,” she murmured, her meaning clear. But before I could respond, the moment shattered as our children burst into the house, but I couldn’t help noticing the knowing look in Andie’s eyes as she caught us springing apart like guilty teenagers. Millie’s sister had always been the more outgoing of the two — where Millie was soft curves and gentle smiles, Andie was all sharp angles and bold laughter. She wore her blonde hair in a stylish bob that framed her heart-shaped face, her eyes the same deep brown as Millie’s but somehow more calculating, more aware.
“Well, don’t stop on our account,” she teased, setting down Ethan’s backpack. “Though maybe save it for after the watershed hour.” She winked at me, completely unabashed. That was Andie — divorced two years ago and embracing single life with an enthusiasm that sometimes scandalised her more traditional sister.
“We were just saying hello,” Millie said primly, smoothing down her dress, though the flush on her cheeks betrayed her.
“Mmhmm,” Andie hummed, unconvinced. “That’s some dress, by the way. New?” Her gaze was appreciative but also slightly surprised, as if she’d caught her straight-A student sister smoking behind the bike sheds.
“Yes,” Millie admitted. “Do you like it?”
“Love it. You should wear things like that more often. You’ve got the figure for it.” Andie turned to me. “Don’t you think so, Jamie?”
I nodded, trying not to look as affected as I felt. “Absolutely.”
Andie stayed for a slice of pie, regaling us with stories of her latest dating disaster — a man who’d spent their entire dinner talking about his extensive collection of vintage action figures. The children adored their aunt, climbing over her and demanding her attention in a way they never did with other adults. She had that quality about her — a magnetic energy that drew people in, made them want to be part of her orbit. I’d always liked her, even when her lifestyle choices raised Millie’s eyebrows.
“I should get going,” she said eventually, gathering her things. “Hot date tonight.”
“On a work night?” Millie asked, that familiar note of gentle disapproval in her voice.
Andie laughed. “Life’s short, sis. Gotta grab the fun where you can find it.” She hugged the children goodbye, then Millie, whispering something in her ear that made my wife blush again. As she passed me, she squeezed my arm. “Nice to see you two still got it,” she murmured, then was gone in a swirl of perfume and jangling bracelets.
The evening settled into its familiar rhythm after that — dinner, bath time for the kids, stories, and finally blessed quiet as both children drifted off to sleep. Throughout it all, I didn’t forget the innuendo-laden comment about the pie and neither had Millie. By the time we made it to our bedroom, the anticipation had built to an almost unbearable level.
Millie disappeared into the bathroom while I got ready for sleep. I sat on the edge of the bed, scrolling through emails but not really seeing them. When the bathroom door opened, I looked up and felt my breath catch. She stood in the doorway wearing a black lace bra and matching panties, her hair loose around her shoulders, her expression a cross between nervousness and determination.
“I bought these a while ago,” she said softly, her hands smoothing over the gossamer-thin fabric. “I don’t know why, but I never had the courage to wear them until now.”
I stared, unable to form words. The lingerie wasn’t overtly pornographic — it could have appeared in any department store catalogue — but on Millie, my sweet, traditional wife, it was the most erotic thing I’d seen yet. The black lace contrasted beautifully with her fair skin, the cut of the bra lifting and shaping her breasts in a way her usual underwear didn’t.
“Do you like it?” she asked, and I realised I’d been silent too long.
“You look… sexy,” I managed, my voice rough with desire. “Beautiful.”
She smiled, gaining confidence, and moved toward me. “I’ve been thinking over what we talked about last night. About you… enjoying the idea of other men admiring me.” She sat beside me on the bed, close enough that I could feel the warmth radiating from her skin. “I want to try something.”
“What?” I asked, my heart hammering against my ribs.
“Take some photos of me,” she said, her eyes steady on mine. “In this underwear. You could show them to Matthew or Dean, if you wanted to. If that would turn you on.”
I stared at her, trying to process what she was suggesting. “Millie, you don’t have to do this. I know the conversation we had last night was… difficult… but we don’t need to — “
“I’m not doing it because I need to,” she interrupted, reaching for my hand and placing it on her waist, the lace rough against my palm. “I want to do this. For you.”
I shook my head, pulling back slightly. “This isn’t you. This isn’t Millie, the trad wife who writes about modesty and keeping certain things private.”
Her eyes softened, and she knelt before me, looking up with that expression of gentle devotion that had always been her way. “Being your wife means wanting your happiness above all else. That’s what I believe in.” She placed her hands on my knees, her wedding ring catching the lamplight. “Would it excite you? To have Matthew see me like this? Or Dean?”
I swallowed hard, unable to lie when she looked at me that way. “Yes,” I admitted, the word barely audible. “But that doesn’t mean — “
“They’ve already seen my breast,” she said pragmatically, her cheeks colouring slightly at the admission. “At least this way, it’s our choice. Under our control.” She reached for my phone on the nightstand, placing it in my hand. “Please? I want to do this for you.”
There was something in her eyes beyond simple submission — a curiosity, perhaps, or the first flicker of her own desire to be seen. I found myself nodding, unlocking my phone and opening the camera.
“How should I…” she began, suddenly shy despite her boldness moments before.
“Just be yourself,” I said softly. “You’re perfect as you are.”
She smiled, moving onto the bed, arranging herself against the pillows. The first few poses were tentative — her arms crossed slightly over her stomach, her legs pressed together. But as I continued taking photos, murmuring encouragement, she began to relax. She rolled onto her side, one hand propping up her head, the other resting on the curve of her hip. The black lace contrasted beautifully with our white bedding, making her skin glow in the soft lamplight.
“Is this good?” she asked, arching her back slightly, pushing her breasts together and forward in a way that made my mouth go dry.
“Perfect,” I managed, taking another photo. “You’re so beautiful, Millie.”
She smiled, gaining confidence, and shifted again — this time onto her stomach, looking over her shoulder at me, her back a graceful curve ending in the rounded swell of her lace-covered bottom. Then she parted her legs slightly, and I captured that image too, my hands trembling slightly.
“Will you show these to Matthew?” she asked, her voice low and intimate in our quiet bedroom.
The question sent a jolt of electricity through me. “Do you want me to?”
She bit her lip, considering. “I think… yes. If it makes you happy.” She rolled onto her back, her hair fanning out across the pillow. “The thought of him seeing me like this, knowing only you get to have me…” She trailed off, her breathing quickening.
I set the phone down, unable to resist any longer, and joined her on the bed. Our kiss was deep, hungry, her body arching against mine as my hands explored the unfamiliar texture of expensive lace against her soft skin.
“Let me suck you,” she whispered, pushing me gently onto my back and sliding down my body. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of my shorts, tugging them down. Before I could process what was happening, her mouth was on me — warm, wet, eager. Her brown eyes flicked up to meet mine, watching my reaction as she took me deeper.
The sight of my traditional, modest wife performing sucking my cock so sexily, still in her black lace lingerie, was too much. Despite my best efforts to hold back, to make the moment last, I felt myself rushing toward the edge embarrassingly quickly.
“Millie, I’m going to — “ I gasped in warning, but she only increased her efforts, her hands and mouth working in perfect harmony. She stroked the shaft while sucking the head lovingly, until I exploded into her mouth, wave after wave of pleasure washing over me.
She swallowed my load, and then, as she curled against my side, I struggled to find words. “I’m sorry,” I finally managed. “That was… I didn’t mean to finish so quickly.”
She smiled against my chest, seemingly pleased with herself. “I liked it,” she said simply. “Knowing I can make you cum as fast and hard as that.”
As her breathing deepened into sleep, I stared at the ceiling, my mind racing. The phone on the nightstand held images I never thought I’d possess — my traditional, devoted wife in black lace, posing for another man’s eyes. And tomorrow, if I dared, I would show them to Matthew. The thought should have troubled me, should have felt wrong. Instead, it filled me with a dark, delicious anticipation that followed me into dreams I’d never admit to in the light of day.






  
  Wednesday

Day 1









  
  "When Your Husband Shows You Off: The Beautiful Balance of Pride and Modesty"

Home and Heart


A blog by @DemureMillieGrace 

There’s something deeply moving about the moment you catch your husband looking at you with pure pride in his eyes. Not just love — though that’s always there — but genuine appreciation for the woman he chose, the life you’ve built together, the way you present yourself to the world.
Recently, I’ve been thinking about this delicate balance we navigate as traditional wives. We’re taught to be modest, to keep ourselves for our husbands, to avoid drawing unnecessary attention. But what happens when your husband wants to show his pride in you? When his eyes light up introducing you to colleagues, when he encourages you to wear that dress that makes you feel beautiful, when he wants the world to see what a treasure he has?
I’ll admit, there’s something thrilling about catching another man’s appreciative glance — that moment when you realise you’re being noticed, admired, perhaps even desired. It’s a reminder that you’re still a woman, not just a wife and mother. The way a man’s eyes linger just a moment longer than necessary, the subtle compliment from a male friend, the knowledge that others wonder what it would be like if you were theirs.
But here’s what I’ve learned: these moments of appreciation from others only make me more grateful for what I have at home. Yes, other men might look, might wonder, might even fantasise — but my body, my heart, my most private self belongs entirely to Mr Heart. That exclusivity makes it precious, sacred even.
When my husband shows me off — whether it’s encouraging me to wear something that flatters my figure or simply beaming with pride when we’re out together — he’s not being possessive. He’s celebrating our partnership. He’s saying, “Look what we’ve built together. Look at this beautiful woman who chose me.”
The thrill of being desired by others only enhances the security of being truly known by one. Other men see the surface — the curve of my hips, the way my dress fits my body, the mystery of what lies beneath. But only Jamie knows the real me, sees me in ways no one else ever will.
That’s the beautiful paradox of traditional marriage: the more exclusively you belong to someone, the more confident and radiant you become. And that confidence? It’s impossible to hide.
What about you, dear readers? How do you balance modesty with allowing your husband to show his pride in you?
With love and modesty,
Millie






  
  Chapter five
The First Line


Iwoke before the alarm, my phone heavy in my hand as I stared at the photos from last night. Lying in bed this morning, the hand not holding my phone instead wrapped around my dick, teasing myself gently, the pictures seemed almost surreal. My traditional, normally modest wife posing in barely-there black lace underwear, her eyes holding a look I’d never seen before. The images weren’t exactly artistic — I wasn’t much of a photographer — but they represented something far more significant than just a few almost-nudes of my wife. They were evidence of a boundary crossed, a line I’d never imagined broaching with Millie. 
She stirred beside me, her hair tousled from sleep, and caught me looking at the screen. “Good morning,” she murmured softly, propping herself up on one elbow. “Enjoying our naughty photos again?” 
“Yes, I sure am. But… I don’t know how to show them to Matthew,” I admitted. “I can’t exactly walk up to him and say, ‘Hey, want to see my wife in her underwear?’” 
She smiled, that gentle expression that had always made me feel like she could solve any problem. “Do you still want to?” 
I gazed at her, watching those brown eyes examine my face for a moment, waiting for an answer. When I didn’t reply, she smiled. 
“Just make the conversation about me and see if it happens organically. You’ll work it out.” Her fingers traced along my arm. “Trust yourself, Jamie. And trust that this is what I want too.” 
I nodded, still uncertain but bolstered by her confidence. She kissed my cheek and slipped out of bed, padding across the bedroom in only a long T-shirt. “Oh, and keep an eye on my TikTok today,” she called over her shoulder with a mischievous smile. “I’m posting something special for you.” 
She stretched, raising her arms high above her head, making the top raise far enough to show her naked butt cheeks. Then, with another teasing glance over her shoulder, she grinned and disappeared into the bathroom. 
My cock ached in my hand and for a long moment, I was tempted to wank off and relieve myself while she showered, but I didn’t. I knew that if I did, my excitement would diminish and there’d be no chance of me finding the nerve to reveal Millie’s photos to anyone. 
The morning routine unfolded as always — breakfast chaos with the kids, Millie moving through it all with her usual grace while I tried to focus on anything other than the images waiting on my phone. But there was something different about her today, a subtle energy that seemed to radiate from her. She’d chosen a fitted sweater that hugged her curves more than usual, and when she leaned over to wipe Grace’s face, I caught myself watching the way the fabric stretched across her breasts. 
“Daddy’s staring at Mummy,” Ethan observed with the brutal honesty of a child. 
Millie glanced up, catching my eye with a knowing look. “Daddy thinks Mummy looks pretty today,” she said, her cheeks colouring slightly. 
“Mummy is always pretty,” Grace chimed in her tiny, cute voice, and Millie’s smile grew wider. 
At work, the showroom felt different somehow, charged with anticipation, even though I knew that it was only me feeling it. Matthew was already there, reviewing paperwork at his desk, looking every inch the successful businessman in his tailored suit. I busied myself with inventory reports, trying to work up the courage for what I was about to do. The photos seemed to pulse in my pocket, demanding attention. 
“Coffee?” Matthew asked, gesturing toward the gleaming bean-to-cup machine in the corner of his office. “I just got a new gadget and some Colombian beans to try it with.” 
“That would be great, thanks,” I replied, following him as he invited me in. “Cool coffee machine.” 
“A gift from a client,” Matthew smiled, pressing a few buttons on the glowing blue panel and placing a cup beneath the pourer. The sparkling silver device hummed to life, filling the air with the rich aroma of freshly ground coffee. This was my chance — I’d worked out a plan during the drive to work, a way to show him the photos that wouldn’t seem completely premeditated. 
“You know,” I said, accepting the steaming cup, “Millie says I should keep an eye out for her new TikTok post today. She says it’s going to be a good one. She’s hoping to keep growing her followers since that wardrobe malfunction.” 
Matthew nodded, settling into his leather chair. “If she keeps posting clips like that tit slip and the hot one yesterday, she will. She’s a beautiful woman.” 
“I don’t know if she’s posted it yet,” I said, pulling out my phone. But instead of opening TikTok, my camera roll was still open from when I’d been looking at the photos earlier. The screen displayed one of last night’s lingerie shots — Millie on our bed in her black lace lingerie, looking directly at the camera with a shy smile. I angled the phone just enough that Matthew could see it clearly. 
It was a deliberate ploy, but I immediately pulled the phone back, feigning embarrassment. “Sorry, that wasn’t meant for — “ 
“Fucking hell, Jamie,” Matthew breathed, his usual professional manner slipping for a moment. “Was that Millie? She looked incredible.” 
“Yes, but — ” 
“Can I see?” he asked, his blue eyes flicking between the phone and me. 
I hesitated, playing my part. “I… they’re personal photos.” 
“So there’s more than just that one?” Matthew took a sip of his coffee, eyeing me over the rim. 
“There are a few, yes. We took them last night.” My heart was thumping in my chest. 
“I’d love to take a look. If you’re not too embarrassed, that is.” He left the invitation hanging in the air, looking away as a couple of new customers entered the showroom to be greeted by Lewis, the competitive fellow salesman of mine. 
With what I hoped looked like reluctant agreement, I handed him the phone. Matthew scrolled through the images slowly, his eyes drinking in every detail. “Christ, look at her,” he murmured, pausing on a photo where Millie’s nipples were clearly visible through the sheer black lace. “You can see everything through that bra. And these panties…” He swiped to another image where the delicate fabric revealed the faint shadow of her pubic hair beneath. 
“She bought the lingerie a while ago,” I found myself saying, my voice thick. “But she never wore it until last night. She suggested I take a few photos so she could see how it looks.” 
“I hope you told her she looks sensational.” Matthew’s voice had grown husky. He lingered on the photo where Millie was looking over her shoulder, the curve of her ass perfectly framed by the lace panties. “Look at that body. And the way she’s looking at the camera… I think she knows exactly how sexy she is.” 
He handed the phone back reluctantly, his eyes still hungry. “Jamie,” he said, his voice calm but knowing. “Can I ask you something?” 
“Sure,” I said, my throat almost raw. 
“You didn’t show me that picture by accident, did you?” 
“I… um…” The game was up. I felt heat flood my face, but there was also relief in being caught. “No,” I admitted. “I didn’t. I guess I kind of wanted to show off how hot she is.” 
“And you thought it’d be fun to share, right?” Matthew frowned, then smiled, trying to put me at ease. “Does Millie know you were going to show them to me?” 
“She… she suggested it. Last night. She said I could show you, if I wanted to.” The moment I confessed to that, I felt bad, like I’d betrayed Millie’s secret. 
Matthew’s smile was predatory now. “It sounds like you’ve had quite the chat. I’m guessing it all stemmed from her accidental exposure on TikTok?” 
“Yes,” I nodded, feeling the heat in my cheeks. “We talked about how you had seen her… breast. And she asked me how I felt about it.” 
“And how did you feel about it?” Matthew leaned back in his chair, his pale blue eyes studying me intently. 
“I thought I’d be jealous,” I admitted, the words tumbling out now that the dam had burst. “But I wasn’t. I was… excited. Turned on, even. The thought of other men seeing her, wanting her…” 
Matthew nodded slowly, as if this was exactly what he’d expected to hear. “That’s perfectly natural, Jamie. And more common than you might think.” He glanced toward the showroom floor, where Lewis was showing a gleaming Porsche to the new customers. “The question is: where do you want this to go?” 
“What do you mean?” 
“Well, you’ve crossed the first line. You’ve deliberately shared photos — not quite nudes, but revealing photos — of your wife, shown them to another man. That’s not something most traditional husbands would do.” He paused, letting that sink in. “So, what’s next? You know I’m happy to talk to you about that ten-day transformation.” 
My mouth went dry. “You were serious about that?” 
“Completely.” Matthew’s voice dropped to a whisper. “Millie is growing in confidence, right? Wouldn’t you love to help her with that? Test out her willingness to push boundaries? You can’t deny you’re enjoying the way she’s responding to the attention.” He gestured toward my phone. “Those photos prove you’re ready for the next step.” 
“Which is?” 
“An honest conversation. Tonight, I’d like to invite you and Millie to dinner at my place. Nothing more than that, just a chance for me to get to know her better. To see if my instincts are correct.” His eyes gleamed with something that made my stomach flip. “If they are, then we can discuss the ten-day plan properly.” 
“Dinner?” I echoed, my voice barely audible. 
“A simple dinner party. Look, you treated me to a wonderful meal last Sunday. I’d love to return the favour. Good food, good wine, good conversation. I promise you, nothing will happen that you don’t want to happen.” He leaned forward. “But I suspect, by the end of the evening, you’ll have a clearer idea of what you want to happen.” 
Before I could respond, Lewis appeared at Matthew’s office door. “Sorry to interrupt again, but the Porsche couple wants to take it for a test drive. They’re asking for the keys.” 
Matthew stood smoothly. “Of course. Jamie, why don’t you think about tonight? I’ll text you my address.” He paused at the door, waiting until Lewis took a few steps away, out of earshot. “And thank you for sharing those photos. If you manage to get any more pictures of her like that, I want to see them.” 
As he walked away after Lewis, I sat alone in his office, my mind reeling. The photos on my phone suddenly felt like evidence of something irreversible, a first step down a path I wasn’t sure I was ready to walk. But even as doubt crept in, I found myself imagining Millie at Matthew’s dinner table, wearing something that showed off her body even more, his eyes appreciating what was mine. 
My phone buzzed with a text from Millie: 
“Posted my TikTok! Let me know what you think.” 
With trembling fingers, I opened the app, wondering what surprise my wife had prepared for me this time. 
The TikTok opened to Millie in our bedroom, the afternoon light streaming through the windows as she sat at her vanity mirror. “Getting ready for a special evening with my husband,” she said to the camera, her voice warm and intimate. She was wearing a silk bathrobe that fell just to mid-thigh, her legs bare and crossed elegantly as she applied lipstick with careful precision. 
“A traditional wife always makes an effort for her man,” she continued, turning slightly to show her profile. The robe gaped just enough to reveal the curve of her breast, nothing overtly sexual — nowhere near the nipple — but far more revealing than her usual content. She stood, the silk clinging to her curves as she moved to her closet. “Choosing the perfect dress for date night is important.” 
The video cut to her holding up two dresses — one her usual modest style, the other a deep emerald number I’d never seen before with a plunging neckline. She held them against herself, looking at the camera with a mischievous smile. “What do you think? Traditional or… adventurous?” 
The comments were already flooding in, mostly from male followers expressing strong preferences for the green dress. My phone buzzed with a text from her: 
“Did you like my video? I hope it wasn’t too much.” 
I typed back: “You looked beautiful. I loved it.” 
“I was so nervous posting it! I keep second-guessing myself.” 
I gazed at her words, wondering what was in her mind. Then something clicked. 
“Date night? Did I miss something?” 
“I thought I could take you out for dinner later. My treat for you being so understanding and lovely about the accident. Did you… did you show Matthew our photos?” 
She’d already arranged something for later. Damn. That meant we couldn’t do dinner with Matthew. Unless… we did dinner instead of going out. My heart raced at the thought. Then I realised I needed to answer her question. How would she react? 
“Yes, I showed him the photos.” 
“Oh goodness. I can’t believe I actually let you do that. What did he think? Please tell me he didn’t think you were being inappropriate, showing him.” 
“Quite the opposite. I accidentally showed him one, then he asked to see the rest. He said you were stunning.” 
There was a long pause before her next message: 
“I’m so embarrassed knowing he’s seen me in my lingerie. But if it makes you happy, that’s what matters. You did enjoy showing him, didn’t you?” 
I didn’t think Millie realised the flash on the camera had made her nipples and bush visible through the thin fabric. I hadn’t really noticed myself until it was too late. Should I tell her? I decided against it, for now. 
“Very much,” I replied. “It was exciting.” 
“Good. That’s all I care about. Though I have to admit, I keep blushing thinking about it. Did you show him my TikTok too?” 
“No,” I replied. “But he follows you now, so I’m sure he’ll see it.” 
“I just want to be a good wife to you, Jamie. Even if it means stepping outside my comfort zone sometimes. I guess you can show Dean the pictures too, if it excites you.” 
Before I could respond, Matthew reappeared, Lewis trailing behind him. “The test drive went well,” he announced. “They’re thinking it over.” His eyes found mine. “Have you had a chance to consider my dinner invitation?” 
I thought about Millie’s shy willingness to please me, her innocent embarrassment, and Matthew’s confident prediction about ten days. I’d need to clear going to dinner with Millie first, but I knew she wouldn’t say no. She liked Matthew, and I was sure she’d take him up on the offer of dinner if I told her it was something I wanted to do. 
“Yes,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt. “We’d love to come to dinner.”






  
  "First Love and Finding Your Forever: Why Experience Isn't Everything"

Home and Heart


A blog by @DemureMillieGrace 
[DRAFT - NEVER POSTED] Saved in: Personal Archive > Private Posts > Too Personal
Note to self: Way too revealing. Delete later? Or keep for my own reflection...

I’ve been thinking lately about the journey that brought me to where I am today — married to my wonderful Mr. Heart, mother to our beautiful children, living the traditional life I’ve always dreamed of. But like many of us, my path to true love wasn’t quite as straightforward as it might appear.
Before I met my husband, there was only ever one other boy in my life — let’s call him David. We met during my first year at university, and for a brief few months, I thought I understood what love was. David was charming, confident, and undeniably attractive. He had a way of making me feel sophisticated and desired that was intoxicating for a sheltered girl like me.
I was completely inexperienced when we started dating — I’d never even been kissed before university. David was patient with my innocence, but also eager to educate me. We spent countless hours in his tiny dorm room, exploring each other. His hands seemed to know exactly how to make me gasp and tremble, teaching my body responses I didn’t know it was capable of. In return, I learned how to please him, marvelling at the power I had to make this confident, experienced boy lose control with my hands.
What shocked me most wasn’t the intensity of these new feelings, but discovering how impressive David’s… body was. I had no frame of reference, of course, but even my innocent eyes could tell he was exceptionally well-endowed. It was both thrilling and intimidating, this physical proof of masculine power that seemed almost too much for someone like me to handle.
For a while, I convinced myself that this physical chemistry meant we were meant to be together. The way he could make me feel with just his fingers, the way I could make him shudder and moan and finish in my hand — surely this was what real love felt like?
But physical compatibility, no matter how intense, isn’t the same as finding your soulmate. David and I were fundamentally incompatible in ways that mattered far more than what happened behind closed doors. He wanted a party girl, someone to match his social ambitions. I wanted stability, family, a quiet life built on shared values.
When I met Mr. Heart the following year, everything changed. Yes, David had been more physically impressive, more experienced, more confident in matters of the flesh. But with my future husband, I discovered something infinitely more precious — a man who loved not just my body, but my mind, my dreams, my vision for our future together.
Physical attributes fade. Sexual experience becomes irrelevant when you’re building a life with someone who truly sees you. What matters is finding someone who cherishes every part of you, who makes you feel beautiful not just in moments of passion, but in the quiet, ordinary moments that make up a real marriage.
I was still technically a virgin when I married Mr. Heart, but I wasn’t naive about physical pleasure. Those months with David had awakened something in me that I carried into my marriage — an understanding of my own desires, a knowledge of what my body was capable of feeling, how to use my fingers like he had. In a way, that brief relationship was a gift, teaching me that I was a sensual being while leaving me pure for the man who would become my everything.
Sometimes I wonder what might have happened if I’d stayed with David, if I’d let physical chemistry override my deeper instincts about what I truly needed. But then I look at the beautiful life Mr. Heart and I have built together, and I know I made the right choice.
True love isn’t about size or experience or sexual prowess. It’s about finding someone who sees your soul and chooses to cherish it every single day.
What about you, dear readers? Have you ever confused physical attraction with true love? How did you know when you’d found “the one”?
With love and discipline,
Millie






  
  Chapter six
Seven or More


Iwaited until my afternoon break to call Millie, stepping outside the showroom into the crisp afternoon air. The winter sun cast long shadows across the car park, and I could see my breath misting as I dialled her number. The phone rang twice before her warm voice answered. 
“Hi, darling! How’s your day going?”
“Good, actually. Listen, I have something to ask you. Remember how you suggested we go out for dinner tonight?” I paused, gathering my courage while watching a couple examine a gleaming Jaguar through the showroom window. “Well, Matthew invited us to his place instead. He wants to return the favour from when he came to ours.”
There was a brief silence, and I could almost hear her processing this change of plans. Then excitement crept into her voice. “Really? That’s lovely! I’d love to see his house. You’ve mentioned he lives in that beautiful area near the golf course.”
“You don’t mind changing our plans?” I asked, remembering Matthew’s casual mentions of his home in Bramhall — one of the most exclusive postcodes in the area, where Victorian mansions sat behind wrought-iron gates and manicured hedges.
“Not at all. Actually, it sounds wonderful. More personal than a restaurant, don’t you think?” Her enthusiasm surprised me, especially knowing that Matthew had seen her lingerie pictures. “I’ll still wear that green dress from my TikTok. You don’t think it’s too much? Too revealing?”
My pulse quickened at the thought of Millie in that plunging neckline, sitting across from Matthew at what I imagined would be an elegant dining table in his undoubtedly impressive home. “That’s the point, isn’t it?” I said softly.
“I guess so,” she replied after a long moment, her voice carrying that new note of quiet determination I’d been hearing more often lately. “If I’m going to step outside my comfort zone for you, tonight seems like the perfect opportunity. Besides, I want Matthew to see that I can be more than just the traditional housewife he met before.”
The way she said it — with resolve rather than her usual shy hesitation — sent a thrill through me that I felt in my chest and lower. “I think he learned that when I showed him your photos. But, yes, he’ll be impressed with that dress, I’m sure.”
“I hope so. What time should we be there?”
“Seven-thirty. I’ll be home an hour before to get ready.”
“Perfect. I’ll make sure I look my best for you.” There was something in her tone, a new confidence that made my stomach flutter with anticipation and something else I couldn’t quite name.
After we hung up, I tried to focus on the afternoon’s appointments, but my mind kept drifting to images of Millie in that emerald dress, the way it would cling to her curves, the way Matthew’s appreciative gaze would linger on what was mine. The afternoon crawled by with painful slowness until my phone buzzed with a text from Dean just after five.
“Fancy a quick drink after work? Need to talk to someone.”
I glanced at my watch, calculating the time I’d need to get home, shower, and change into something appropriate for dinner at what I assumed would be Matthew’s undoubtedly sophisticated home. If I kept it short, I could still make it. “Sure, but has to be a quick one. I’ve got dinner plans with the boss.”
“Perfect. The Crown at 5:30?”
“See you there.”
The Crown was one of our usual pubs, a traditional place with dark wood panelling and brass fittings that Dean favoured for its quiet corners and strong pints. I found him already at our regular table in the back, nursing a beer and looking uncharacteristically troubled. Dean was usually the epitome of confidence — tall, broad-shouldered, with the kind of easy charm that made him popular with women and respected by the lads on our pool team. Tonight, though, he looked like a man wrestling with demons.
“Thanks for coming,” he said as I sat down with my own pint, the familiar weight of the glass comforting in my hand. “I know you’ve got plans.”
“What’s going on? You look like someone died.”
He laughed bitterly, running a hand through his dark hair. “Just my pride, maybe. It’s about Sarah.”
Sarah. I knew her well — Dean’s ex-girlfriend of two years. Stunning in an obvious way, with platinum blonde hair, curves in all the right places, and a reputation that preceded her around our social circle. She’d been trouble from the start, but the kind of trouble that was hard to resist.
“What about her?” I asked, though I had a sinking feeling I already knew where this was heading.
Dean took a long pull from his pint before answering. “She’s been with this new bloke for about three months now. Some finance guy from Manchester. Thought I was over it, you know? Good riddance and all that.” He stared into his beer as if it held answers. “But then I heard from Marc at the gym that she might have cheated on him. Multiple times.”
I waited, sensing there was more coming. Dean had always been the type to think with his cock when it came to Sarah, despite knowing better.
“The thing is,” he continued, his voice dropping lower, “She messaged me on Snapchat the other day. I didn’t reply, but part of me wants to reach out. To see what she wanted, and also to tell her she deserves better than some tosser who can’t keep her satisfied. Maybe suggest we give it another go.”
“Dean, mate,” I said carefully, “You know how this story ends. Sarah’s hot, I’ll give you that, but she’s not the settling-down type. You said so yourself when you split up.”
He nodded reluctantly. “I know. It’s just… Christ, Jamie, the sex was incredible. She was so fucking good in bed. Wild. And our relationship… when the times were good, they were really good, you know? None of the other women since have come close.” He looked up at me with something like desperation. “Is it mad to think about going back to that?”
I found myself thinking about Millie, about the photos I’d shown Matthew, about the way she was changing before my eyes. Maybe Sarah could change too, for the better. “Maybe not mad,” I said slowly. “But you have to ask yourself if the drama’s worth it. Some women are meant to be fantasies, not wives.”
“Maybe you’re right. I don’t know. I’ll think about it some more before messaging her. Anyway… speaking of wives,” Dean said, clearly wanting to change the subject, “How are things with you and Millie? After she flashed the world her tits the other day, I mean.”
This was my opening. I felt that familiar thrill of anticipation as I pulled out my phone. “Actually, things have been interesting. Millie’s been… encouraged by the attention, shall we say? Come out of her shell a little.”
“Oh yeah?”
I unlocked my phone and navigated to the photos, my heart racing just as it had with Matthew. “She let me take some pictures of her in bed last night. Want to see?”
Dean nodded, his eyes widening as I showed him the first image — Millie in her black lace underwear, her nipples faintly visible through the fabric as she stared directly at the camera with that shy look in her eyes. “Fucking hell, Jamie. Millie let you take pictures of her in her lingerie?”
“She suggested it,” I confirmed, swiping through the collection. Dean’s appreciation was obvious, his earlier melancholy forgotten as he studied each photo closely, including the one where you could see through the front of her panties slightly.
“She looks incredible. I mean, I always knew she was hot, but these pictures…” He handed the phone back reluctantly. “She’s so fucking sexy. How did this happen?”
I decided to be open and honest with him about the whole thing. Dean was my best friend. I could trust him. He wouldn’t judge me or Millie, so I told him about the TikTok incident, about our conversations afterwards, about Matthew’s interest and tonight’s dinner invitation. Dean listened with growing amazement.
“So you’re actually going to his house? Tonight?”
“In about an hour, actually. I should head home soon.”
“And Millie knows about everything?”
“She knows I’ve shown him the pictures and she’s still okay with going over.” I held back the fact that she didn’t know about Matthew’s ten-day challenge, “She’s planning to wear this green dress that’s — “
“The one she showed on her TikTok today?” Dean grinned. “Yes, I saw it. I’m following her now. As are all the guys in the team.”
“I should have known,” I chuckled. “But yes, that dress.”
Dean shook his head in wonder. “Jamie, I don’t know whether to be jealous or worried for you.”
“Why worried?”
“Because once you start down this road…” He gestured toward my phone. “There’s no going back.”
“What do you mean?” I frowned at him, taking a long pull of my cold, refreshing pint. “Millie’s nothing like Sarah, is she? This is just a bit of fun for her. A chance to perhaps push her boundaries a little. Show that she’s more than just her trad wife persona.”
“True,” Dean nodded, downing the rest of his pint. “Millie is Millie, after all. And don’t get me wrong. If I get to see photos and be kept in the loop with all your… fun… I’m not complaining,”
I laughed and finished my pint, Dean’s words echoing in my mind as I made my excuses and headed home. The drive gave me time to think about what he’d said, about roads with no return, about the evening ahead.
The house was warm and filled with the floral scent of Millie’s perfume when I walked in. I could hear her moving around upstairs, getting ready. “I’m home!” I called.
“Perfect timing!” she called back. “Come up here. I need your opinion on this dress.”
I climbed the stairs, anticipation building with each step. Our bedroom door was ajar, and I could see Millie standing before the full-length mirror, adjusting the emerald garment. It clung to her curves even more dramatically than I’d imagined from the TikTok, the neckline plunging to show the inner swell of her breasts.
“What do you think?” she asked, turning to face me. That’s when I noticed something that made my mouth go dry. Her tits jiggled pleasantly as she moved.
“Millie,” I said, my voice rough, “Are you not wearing a bra?”
She blushed prettily, her hands smoothing over the fabric. “The dress has built-in support, and a bra would show with this neckline. Is it too much?”
The outline of her stiff nipples was very slightly visible through the thin fabric, and when she moved, the cloth shifted and her breasts wobbled in ways that would drive any red-blooded man to distraction. “It’s perfect,” I managed.
“Are you sure? I feel so exposed.”
“That’s the point, isn’t it?” I echoed my words from earlier, moving closer to run my hands over her waist. “You look stunning. Matthew won’t be able to take his eyes off you.”
“And is that what you want?” she asked quietly. “Do you want him to see me as more than just Demure MillieGrace? Will it make you excited to see him look at me?”
Before I could respond, the doorbell rang. “That’ll be Andie,” Millie said, glancing at the clock. “She’s here to watch the children while we’re out.”
We went downstairs together, and I opened the door to find Andie looking typically striking in a fitted leather jacket over dark jeans that hugged her athletic figure. Her short blonde hair was swept back in a tidy ponytail, and her makeup was perfectly applied despite the casual hour. But what caught my attention was the man standing beside her.
He was tall — probably six-foot-two — with the kind of rugged good looks that belonged in aftershave adverts. Dark hair, strong jawline, and an easy confidence that radiated from his relaxed posture. Was this the hot date she’d mentioned yesterday?
“Hope you don’t mind,” Andie said, stepping inside with her usual lack of ceremony. “Shaun gave me a lift over. Shaun, meet my sister Millie and her husband Jamie.”
Ah, so this was Shaun. Andie had mentioned him a few times, but from what I remembered, they’d always been an on-and-off thing. He was unreliable. A bit of a player, from what Andie had said. But here he was. His handshake was firm, his smile genuine but with an edge that suggested he was used to getting what he wanted. “Pleasure to meet you both. Andie’s told me a lot about you.”
I caught the way his eyes lingered on Millie in her green dress, the subtle appreciation in his gaze. Millie, for her part, seemed slightly flustered by his attention, her cheeks colouring as she smoothed her dress self-consciously.
“I can’t stay long,” Shaun said, checking his watch. “Just wanted to make sure Andie got here safely.”
“Such a gentleman,” Andie said with a teasing smile. “Though we both know you’re not staying for my safety.” She turned to us with characteristic directness. “Shaun’s picking me up later. We’ve got… plans, for afterwards, so I hope you’re not going to be too late.”
The way she said it, with that knowing look, made Millie’s blush deepen. This was clearly not a conversation she was used to having, especially not in front of a virtual stranger.
“Your sister has a way with words,” Shaun said to Millie, his voice carrying a slight Northern accent that somehow made him seem even more masculine.
“She always has,” Millie replied, her voice slightly breathless.
“Right then,” Andie said, settling onto our sofa as Shaun prepared to leave. “You two get going. Don’t worry about the kids — we’ll have a lovely evening, won’t we?” She called toward the living room where Ethan and Grace were watching television.
As Shaun moved toward the door, he paused beside Millie. “That’s a beautiful dress,” he said quietly, his eyes meeting hers directly. “You’ll have to tell me where you bought it. I’d love to see Andie in something like that.”
The compliment was perfectly appropriate, but there was something in his tone, in the way his gaze drifted to her cleavage for the briefest of moments, that made it feel charged with meaning. Millie’s breath caught slightly, and I saw her hand flutter to her throat in a nervous gesture.
“Thank you,” she managed, her voice barely above a whisper. “But my sister has her own style. We’re very different.”
“I’m sure. Enjoy your evening,” Shaun said to both of us, but his eyes remained on Millie for another beat before he turned away.
After he left, we exchanged a look. It was obvious to see what Andie saw in him, but I wasn’t sure I liked his overconfidence.
“He’s very…” Millie began, then trailed off.
“Very what?” I asked, though I thought I knew.
“Full of himself,” she replied tactfully, looking at Andie, who was settling herself more comfortably on the sofa. “You seem quite taken with him.”
Her sister laughed, a sound both amused and slightly wicked. “Oh, don’t get the wrong idea. Shaun and I aren’t serious. He’s just a friend… with benefits.” She glanced toward the door where he’d just left, then back at us with a knowing smile. “But what benefits they are.”
“Andie,” Millie protested softly, her cheeks colouring.
“What? I’m just being honest. He’s gorgeous, obviously. And he’s incredible in bed.” Andie’s grin widened as she watched Millie’s expression. “Plus, let’s just say nature was very generous when it came to… certain aspects of his anatomy.”
Millie’s eyes widened, her hand stroking her hair in that nervous gesture I knew so well. “I see,” she managed, her voice wavering slightly.
“Trust me, sis, once you’ve experienced a man with seven or more inches…” Andie trailed off with a meaningful look. “Well, let’s just say it opens your eyes to possibilities you never knew existed.”
I felt that familiar mix of protectiveness and excitement as I watched my innocent wife process this information. There was something in her expression — not shock, but perhaps a flicker of curiosity.
“We should probably get going,” I said, my voice slightly rough.
“Of course,” Andie said, standing to give Millie a hug. But as she pulled back, she gave her sister a more critical look. “Though I have to ask — isn’t that dress a bit risqué for dinner with Jamie’s boss? I mean, I can practically see your tits.”
Millie’s hands flew to her neckline self-consciously. “Is it too much? I thought it looked elegant.”
“It looks incredible,” Andie assured her quickly. “Sexy as hell. I’m just wondering if that’s the impression you want to give at a work dinner.”
I watched the exchange with interest, noting how Andie’s comment made Millie even more aware of her exposed state, her fingers nervously adjusting the fabric that did little to conceal the outline of her braless breasts.
“Jamie likes it,” Millie said quietly, looking to me for reassurance.
“I love it,” I confirmed. “You look perfect.”
“Okay then,” Andie shrugged, making her own breasts wobble in the tight white sweater that she wore. “You know best.”
We made our way to the front door. “Ready for dinner?” I asked, helping her into her coat, careful not to disturb the way the dress fell across her curves.
“As ready as I’ll ever be,” she replied, but I caught the slight tremor in her voice. Whether it was nerves about the evening ahead, thoughts about Shaun’s appreciative gaze, Andie’s words about her dress, or something else entirely, I couldn’t tell.
As we stepped into the cool night air, Millie paused at the car door, her hand resting on the handle. “Jamie,” she said quietly, “what Andie said about… about men. It strikes me how different we are. Sometimes I wonder if we’re even sisters.”
“I think,” I said carefully, opening her door, “That everyone’s different. She likes what she likes. You like what you like. The world would be boring if we were all the same.”
She nodded slowly, settling into the passenger seat, the green dress riding up slightly on her thighs. As I walked around to the driver’s side, I caught a glimpse of her in the wing mirror, adjusting her neckline with nervous fingers, and I realised that whatever happened at Matthew’s house tonight, we were already different people than we’d been just a few days ago.
The evening stretched ahead of us, full of anticipation and unspoken desires, and I found myself eager to discover exactly what Matthew had planned for us both.






  
  "When Your Husband's Work Takes Priority: The Art of Supporting His Success"

Home and Heart


A blog by @DemureMillieGrace 

Hello, dear readers!
Tonight is one of those special evenings that reminds me why I love being a traditional wife. My wonderful Mr. Heart has been invited to his boss’s home for dinner — a real honour that shows how much his hard work is being recognised.
I’ve spent the afternoon preparing myself to be the best possible companion for this important evening. I want to make sure I represent our family well and show Mr. Heart’s colleagues what a supportive wife looks like. There’s something so fulfilling about knowing that your appearance and behaviour can contribute to your husband’s professional success.
I’ve chosen my outfit carefully — something elegant but not too flashy, sophisticated but still feminine. The goal is to be memorable for all the right reasons, to be someone his boss will remember as “that lovely wife of Mr. Heart’s.”
Sometimes I think modern women underestimate the power we have to support our husbands’ careers simply by being gracious, charming, and well-presented. It’s not about diminishing ourselves — it’s about being a team, about understanding that his success is our success.
I’m a little nervous, I’ll admit. Meeting important people in Mr. Heart’s professional life always makes me want to be at my absolute best. But there’s also something exciting about stepping into his world, seeing him in his element, being part of his journey toward greater things.
Wish me luck, dear readers! I’ll let you know how it goes.
With love and anticipation,
Millie






  
  Chapter seven
Changing Attitudes and Plans


Matthew’s house was everything I’d imagined and more. Set back from the road behind wrought-iron gates, the Victorian mansion commanded attention with its red brick facade and elegant bay windows glowing warmly in the early evening dark. As we pulled into the circular gravel drive, I caught Millie’s sharp intake of breath beside me. 
“This is impressive,” she murmured, smoothing her green dress nervously as we stepped out, the grit crunching between our feet, and approached the imposing front door.
Matthew answered before we could even ring the bell, as if he’d been watching for our arrival. He looked effortlessly sophisticated in dark trousers and a crisp white shirt, sleeves rolled up to reveal strong forearms. His smile was warm, but there was something in his pale blue eyes — an intensity that made my heart miss a beat with anticipation.
“Jamie, Millie,” he said, stepping aside to welcome us in. “You look absolutely stunning, Millie. That dress is gorgeous on you. You showed it on your TikTok earlier, right?”
His gaze lingered appreciatively on the way the emerald silk clung to her curves, and I saw Millie’s cheeks colour prettily under his attention. She’d chosen well — the plunging neckline and the absence of a bra created exactly the effect she’d intended.
“That’s right, thank you,” she replied softly. “Your home is amazing.”
The interior was as impressive as the exterior — high ceilings with ornate cornicing, rich hardwood floors covered with Persian rugs, and artwork that spoke of money hanging on the walls. Matthew led us through to a dining room dominated by a mahogany table set for three, crystal glasses catching the light from an antique chandelier above our heads.
“I thought we’d keep things casual tonight,” Matthew said, pulling out Millie’s chair with old-fashioned courtesy. “Nothing too outlandish, but I’ve prepared something special — coq au vin, if that’s acceptable. And I have a rather exceptional Burgundy that I’ve been saving for the right occasion.”
As he seated Millie, I noticed how his hand lingered briefly on her bare shoulder, and how she didn’t pull away from the contact. The gesture was perfectly appropriate yet somehow charged with meaning.
“That sounds wonderful,” Millie said, settling into her chair. The movement caused her dress to shift, the neckline gaping slightly to reveal more of her cleavage. Matthew’s eyes flicked downward for just a moment before returning to her face.
“Excellent. Jamie, I hope you don’t mind, but I took the liberty of opening the wine to let it breathe. It’s a 2015 Gevrey-Chambertin — absolutely divine.”
The wine was indeed exceptional, rich and full-bodied with a complexity that seemed to unfold with each sip. As Matthew served the meal — clearly prepared by someone with considerable culinary skill — the conversation flowed as smoothly as the Burgundy.
“This is incredible,” Millie said after her first taste. “Did you really make this yourself?”
Matthew’s smile was modest but pleased. “Cooking is one of my passions, not that I have anyone to cook for at the moment. When I do get the chance, I find it relaxing after a long day at the dealership. Speaking of which, Jamie, I have to say how impressed I’ve been with your work lately. That Lamborghini sale was masterful.”
I felt a warm glow of pride at his praise. “Thank you. I’ve been learning a lot from watching you work.”
“Natural talent,” Matthew replied, refilling our glasses with generous pours. “You have an instinct for reading people, understanding what they really want even when they don’t know it themselves.”
The compliment felt loaded with subtext, and I caught Millie glancing between us with curiosity.
“Understanding what people want,” Millie repeated thoughtfully, taking another sip of wine. “That’s an interesting way to put it. Isn’t it more important to help people realise what they want, as a salesman, that is? And sometimes to even sell them something they don’t want.”
“We don’t want to do that,” Matthew continued, his gaze settling on her with obvious appreciation. “But yes, recognising what people want and then helping them to see it — to get it — is essential for a good salesman. But it applies to all relationships, doesn’t it? The ability to recognise desires that people might not even admit to themselves.”
The dining room felt warmer now, whether from the wine or the subtle undercurrents in the conversation, I couldn’t tell. Millie had relaxed considerably since our arrival, her initial nervousness giving way to something more confident. She leaned forward slightly as she listened to Matthew, unconsciously presenting her cleavage again in a way that made my pulse quicken.
“I suppose that’s true,” she said. “Though I’ve always believed in being straightforward about what you want and don’t want. Traditional values, you know.”
“Ah, yes, your blog,” Matthew said with genuine interest. “I’ve read some of your blog posts. The way you write about traditional marriage is fascinating. Especially in today’s world, with all its liberties and changing attitudes. Tell me, what does a traditional marriage mean to you exactly?”
Millie’s face lit up as she launched into her philosophy, her passion for the subject evident in every word. As she spoke about duty, devotion, and the joy of putting one’s husband and family first, I noticed something that made my mouth go dry. The combination of the wine, a cooling draught from the aircon, and perhaps the intensity of Matthew’s attention had caused her nipples to harden beneath the thin silk of her dress. They were clearly visible now, two distinct points pressing against the emerald fabric.
Matthew noticed, too. I caught the way his eyes flicked downward, lingering for just a moment before returning to her face with perfect composure. But there was something new in his expression — an enjoyment that he was barely concealing.
“So you believe a wife should go to great lengths to please her husband?” he asked, his voice carefully neutral.
“Absolutely,” Millie replied without hesitation. “Within reason, of course. But yes, I think making your husband happy should be a priority.”
“How far would you go?” The question hung in the air between them, loaded with implications.
Millie paused, her wine glass halfway to her lips. “I… well, that depends on what you mean.”
“I mean,” Matthew said carefully, “That some wives might find certain requests… challenging. Uncomfortable, even in today’s world.”
I felt my heart hammering against my ribs as I watched this exchange unfold. Millie was completely unaware of how exposed she was, how her body was responding to the attention, the wine, the charged atmosphere Matthew had so carefully created.
“I suppose,” she said slowly, “That if something truly mattered to Jamie, I’d want to at least consider it. Even if it pushed me outside my comfort zone.”
Matthew’s smile was warm, but I could sense a hint of triumph too. He was getting to the crux of the subject he wanted to touch upon subtly, but undeniably. “That’s a remarkable attitude. Jamie is very fortunate.”
Under the table, I felt Millie’s hand find mine, her fingers intertwining with mine in a gesture that seemed casual but carried weight. She squeezed gently, and when I looked at her, she held my gaze for a long moment.
“Are you alright?” she asked quietly, her voice pitched low enough that Matthew had to strain to hear. “You seem… tense.”
The question was innocent enough, but there was something in her eyes — a knowing look that suggested she was more aware of the evening’s undercurrents than she was letting on.
“I’m fine,” I managed, my voice rougher than intended.
She squeezed my hand again, this time with a subtle pressure that felt almost conspiratorial. “Are you enjoying yourself?” she whispered, the words barely audible. Then she glanced down at her breasts, the shape of them, her nipples, visible through the thin green silk.
The gesture and question hit me like a physical blow. She knew. Somehow, she understood exactly what was happening, what Matthew was doing, what effect it was having on me. And she was asking if I liked it.
“Yes,” I breathed, the admission feeling both liberating and terrifying.
Her smile was soft but knowing. “Good,” she said simply, then turned back to Matthew as if nothing had happened.
But everything had changed. The acknowledgement between us, the recognition that we were both willing participants in whatever game Matthew was playing, shifted the entire dynamic of the evening. I found myself studying my wife with new eyes, seeing not just her beauty but her intelligence, her awareness of her own power.
Matthew, oblivious to our silent exchange, was refilling our glasses again. “I hope you don’t mind me saying, Millie, but that TikTok incident you had has certainly worked in your favour. I studied some of your analytics — your engagement has skyrocketed.”
Millie’s cheeks flushed pink. “It was so embarrassing at the time. I couldn’t believe I’d been so careless.”
“Sometimes the best things happen by accident,” Matthew said with a meaningful look. “Though I suspect your followers appreciated it.”
“Appreciated it,” Millie repeated, swirling the wine in her glass. “I suppose that’s one way to put it.”
“The comments were quite… enthusiastic,” Matthew continued, his tone becoming more conversational as the evening progressed. “Men appreciate the female form, even when it’s unintentional.”
I watched Millie process this, her fingers absently tracing the rim of her wine glass. The gesture was unconsciously sensual, and I saw Matthew’s eyes track the movement.
“I’ve never really thought about it that way,” she admitted. “I was mortified that strangers had seen… well, more than they should have.”
As if on cue, Matthew stood and moved to a sideboard where another bottle of the same Burgundy waited. “I think this conversation calls for a second bottle, don’t you?”
The cork came free with a satisfying pop, and Matthew poured generous measures into our glasses. The wine was having its effect — I could see it in the way Millie’s posture had relaxed, in the slight flush to her cheeks.
“Speaking of seeing more than intended,” Matthew said, settling back into his chair with his refreshed glass, “Jamie accidentally showed me one of those photos you took together. I hope you don’t mind — I asked if I could see more and he obliged me. I think he was quite proud of them.”
Millie’s eyes widened, and she looked between Matthew and me with a mixture of feigned surprise and embarrassment. “He… he showed you?”
“They were hot,” Matthew said simply. “Very sexy, if I might say so. And I have to say, that black lace was quite… revealing.”
“What do you mean?” Millie asked, though her voice suggested she already knew.
“Well, I could see everything, really. The shape of your breasts, your nipples… even a hint of your pubic hair through the panties.”
Millie’s hand flew to her throat, her cheeks burning crimson. “Oh God, I didn’t realise… Jamie, you didn’t tell me they were so…”
“So what?” I managed, my voice thick.
“So revealing,” she whispered.
Matthew leaned forward slightly. “How does that make you feel? I hope I haven’t embarrassed you too much by bringing it up.”
Millie was quiet for a long moment, staring into her wine glass. When she finally looked up, her voice was barely audible. “Yes… embarrassed. But also… I don’t know. It’s strange, isn’t it? I guess I accepted it when I exposed myself on my TikTok. I had to get over it. So I owned it. Jamie showing you our photos… I should be angry, but I’m not.”
“Why do you think that is?” Matthew asked gently.
“I honestly don’t know,” she admitted. “Maybe because Jamie wanted to share them? Because he was proud of how I looked? Proud to show me off?”
“He should be proud,” Matthew said. “You’re absolutely stunning, Millie. Those photos… Fuck… they were something else.”
The profanity seemed to surprise her, but not unpleasantly. I probably imagined it, but I thought I saw her nipples harden even more against the silk of her dress.
“Would you… Would you like to see them again?” I heard myself asking. “With Millie here this time?”
Both of them turned to look at me, and I realised I’d crossed another line without even thinking about it. Millie’s brown eyes were wide, her wine glass frozen halfway to her lips. “Jamie, are you sure?”
The question hung between us, loaded with implications. I pulled out my phone, my hands trembling slightly as I navigated to the photos. “It was just an idea. If you’re not comfortable with it…”
Matthew’s smile was warm and genuine. “Yes, I’d love to see them, but only if Millie’s comfortable with it.”
She was quiet for a moment, then nodded slowly. “Alright. But perhaps we should move somewhere more comfortable?”
We relocated to Matthew’s sitting room, a cosy space with leather sofas arranged around a fireplace. Millie settled between Matthew and me on the larger sofa, the proximity making the air feel charged with electricity. As she leaned forward to set down her wine glass, her dress gaped at the neckline, and for just a moment, her left breast was completely visible — the pale curve, the pink nipple, everything.
Matthew saw it. I saw him see it. And from the way Millie’s breath caught, she knew exactly what had happened.
“Sorry,” she murmured, adjusting her dress with shaking fingers.
“Don’t be,” Matthew said quietly. “I didn’t see much, don’t worry. I shouldn’t have looked.”
I unlocked my phone again and opened the first photo. “This was the first one we took,” I said, my voice rough with arousal.
The image filled the screen — Millie on our bed in the black lace underwear, looking directly at the camera with that shy smile. Seeing it again, with her sitting right beside me, was almost overwhelming.
“God, look at you,” Matthew breathed, leaning closer to study the photo. His shoulder pressed against Millie’s, and I saw her shiver at the contact.
I swiped to the next image, then the next. Matthew’s commentary was frank and appreciative, pointing out details I hadn’t even noticed — the way the light caught her skin, the curve of her hip, the way her nipples pressed against the sheer fabric.
“This one,” he said as I reached the photo where Millie was looking over her shoulder, “this one is incredible. The way the panties frame your behind… and you can see everything through that lace.”
Millie was breathing heavily now, her chest rising and falling in a way that made her breasts strain against the silk of her dress. “I can’t believe I even let you take the photos, Jamie.”
“I’m glad you did,” I said, meaning every word.
Matthew reached for the wine bottle. The sexual tension in the room was insane. “More wine, anyone?”
“Not for me,” I said quickly. “I’m driving.”
“Actually,” Matthew said, pausing with the bottle in his hand, “I was hoping you might consider staying the night. I have a beautiful guest room, and frankly, Jamie, with how strong this wine is, you’re probably over the limit already.”
This wasn’t part of the plan, but I’d had two glasses, caught up in the evening’s intensity. My head was swimming a little, only a little, but he was probably right. The thought of driving home was irresponsible and also unwelcome — I didn’t want this evening to end.
“We couldn’t impose,” Millie said, but her protest sounded halfhearted.
“Nonsense. I insist. You’ll have complete privacy, and in the morning you won’t have to rush home. I’ll make sure everything is taken care of.” Matthew’s smile was warm but determined. “Besides, we’re having such a lovely conversation. It would be a shame to cut it short.”
Millie looked at me questioningly. The smart thing would be to call a taxi, to go home, to end this before it went any further. But the wine, the photos, the way Matthew was looking at my wife…
“A taxi home from here would be expensive, and that’s if they’d come this far out,” I heard myself saying. “If you’re sure it’s no trouble…”
“None whatsoever,” Matthew assured us, refilling Millie’s glass with a generous pour. “Now, where were we?”
Millie suddenly sat up straighter, a look of panic crossing her face. “Oh God, the children! Andie was only supposed to babysit until we got home tonight.”
“Oh, shit. Call her,” I suggested. “Explain the situation.”
Millie fumbled for her phone, her movements slightly unsteady from the wine. She dialled Andie’s number, and I could hear it ringing on speaker.
“Millie?” Andie’s voice came through, sounding breathless. “Is everything alright? You’re quite late.”
“Andie, I’m so sorry. We’ve had rather too much to drink, and Matthew’s offered to let us stay the night rather than risk driving home. Would it be possible for you to stay over with the children? I know it’s a huge imposition…”
There was a pause, and I could hear muffled voices in the background — Andie speaking to someone, presumably Shaun.
“Millie, I… well, Shaun and I had plans for tonight. We were just about to…” Another pause, more muffled conversation. “Alright, fine. But you owe me for this. Shaun’s not exactly thrilled about having his evening interrupted.”
“Thank you so much, Andie. I promise I’ll make it up to you.”
“You’d better. The kids are already asleep, so that’s something. But next time, maybe give me a bit more warning?”
“Of course. Thank you again.”
After Millie hung up, Matthew raised his glass with an amused smile. “Well then, that’s settled. Now we can properly enjoy the rest of our evening without any worries.”
I caught the meaningful look he gave us both, and felt that familiar thrill of anticipation mixed with apprehension. Whatever Matthew had planned for the rest of the night, we were now completely committed to seeing it through.






  
  "Finding Your Voice: When Grace Meets Strength"

Home and Heart


A blog by @DemureMillieGrace 

Hello, dear readers!
I’ve been reflecting today on an incident that happened a few weeks ago, and I think it taught me something important about what it truly means to be a traditional wife.
I was at the supermarket, doing my weekly shop with little Sweetpea, when a man in the car park became quite aggressive with me. I’d apparently taken “his” parking space (though there was no indication it was reserved), and he began shouting, using language I won’t repeat here, calling me names that made my cheeks burn.
The old me might have apologised profusely and scurried away, even though I’d done nothing wrong. But something in me rose up that day. I looked him straight in the eye and said, calmly but firmly, “Sir, there’s no need for that language, especially in front of my daughter. I parked in an available space, and I’d appreciate it if you’d speak to me with respect.”
He was so taken aback by my composure that he actually backed down and walked away muttering.
Later, as I was putting the shopping in the car, I realised something important: being a traditional wife doesn’t mean being a doormat. It doesn’t mean accepting poor treatment or failing to stand up for yourself and your family. In fact, I think it means the opposite — it means carrying yourself with such dignity and grace that others naturally treat you with respect.
Mr. Heart was so proud when I told him what happened. He said it showed real strength of character and that he loved seeing me confident in who I am and what I deserve.
I’ve been thinking about this a lot lately, especially as I navigate new and sometimes challenging experiences. There’s a difference between being gracious and being weak, between being feminine and being fragile. A true traditional wife, I believe, should be like a steel magnolia — beautiful and graceful on the surface, but with an inner strength that can’t be shaken.
Sometimes, standing your ground isn’t about being confrontational — it’s about knowing your worth and refusing to let others diminish it.
Have you ever had a moment that surprised you with your own strength, dear readers? I’d love to hear your stories.
With love and newfound confidence,
Millie






  
  Chapter eight
Red Wine Confessions


The evening blurred together the later it got, a haze of wine and increasingly open conversation. Matthew proved to be a masterful host, guiding our discussions with the same skill he used to close sales. Somehow, we’d moved from the photos to talking about Millie’s university boyfriend — the one she’d mentioned in passing once or twice, but never discussed in detail, not even to me. 
“So he was your only other sexual experience?” Matthew asked, refilling Millie’s glass for what must have been the seventh or eighth time.
“My only everything, really,” Millie admitted, her words slightly slurred now. “Before Jamie, I mean. We never actually… You know, went all the way. But we did other things.”
“What sort of things?” The question was gentle but insistent.
I watched my wife’s face flush as she described, in increasingly graphic detail, what she and this boy had done together in his university dorm room. The wine had loosened her tongue completely, and she spoke with a candour that shocked and aroused me in equal measure.
“So you really were a virgin when you met Jamie?” Matthew smiled softly, taking a sip from his glass but never taking his eyes from my wife. “That’s so sweet. But why didn’t you and the boy from university seal the deal, so to speak?”
“We made each other cum,” she explained. “A few times. Only with my hands. I couldn’t… You see… He was very… large,” she said at one point, her eyes unfocused. “I remember being quite intimidated by it. I was young and… well, I guess I wasn’t ready.”
“His dick was big?” Matthew’s eyes gleamed with interest. “Larger than Jamie?”
The question hung in the air. Millie glanced at me apologetically before nodding. “Sorry, Jamie. Yes. Considerably.”
“It’s okay,” I heard myself mumble, my cheeks burning, but Matthew didn’t pay me any heed, sparing me any embarrassment. The jazz music had been playing softly in the background throughout our conversation, and suddenly Matthew stood, extending his hand toward Millie.
“Dance with me,” he said simply.
Millie’s eyes widened. “Oh, I couldn’t. I mean, I haven’t danced in ages.”
“Nonsense. I read on your blog that you took lessons a couple of years ago — something about enhancing your traditional wife skills?”
“Well, yes, but that was just basic ballroom stuff. I only did it for content…” she protested, but I could see the temptation in her eyes.
“Just one dance,” Matthew coaxed. “That’s all I ask.”
After a moment’s hesitation, she took his hand and allowed him to lead her to the centre of the room. I watched from the sofa, mesmerised by the way his hands settled on her waist, how she seemed to melt into his embrace as they swayed to the slow jazz. Her dance lessons showed — she moved with natural grace, following his lead effortlessly.
“Jamie,” she called softly after a few minutes, “Come and dance with us.”
But I couldn’t move. I was transfixed by the sight of my wife in another man’s arms, the way she looked up at Matthew with wine-bright eyes, the way her dress clung to her curves as they moved together.
The clock on the mantelpiece showed nearly midnight when Matthew finally suggested we retire for the evening. He led us upstairs to a beautifully appointed guest room with an en-suite bathroom and a king-sized bed dressed in expensive-looking, freshly pressed white sheets.
“But we don’t have anything with us,” Millie said, suddenly looking concerned. “No clothes, no toiletries…”
“Don’t worry about that,” Matthew assured her. “I have spare toothbrushes and plenty of T-shirts you can borrow. You can leave early in the morning if you prefer — I’m usually up by six anyway.”
“I feel terrible imposing like this,” Millie continued, but Matthew waved away her concerns.
“It’s no imposition at all. I’ll leave you some things to use.” He disappeared briefly and returned with a handful of toiletries and a soft cotton T-shirt that looked like it would fall to mid-thigh on Millie’s smaller frame. “Sleep well.”
After he left, Millie and I stood looking at each other across the unfamiliar room. The evening’s events hung between us like a charged wire. “Well, this is…” she began, then trailed off.
“Unexpected,” I finished.
She nodded, then moved to the en-suite to brush her teeth with one of the toothbrushes Matthew had provided. When she emerged, she was wearing only the borrowed T-shirt, her legs bare beneath the hem. The evening’s events had left me incredibly aroused, and as we settled into the unfamiliar bed, I reached for her, my hands finding the soft cotton of the T-shirt. I let them slide beneath, finding the warmth between her legs.
“Jamie, no,” she whispered, gently pushing my hand away. “Not here. Not in Matthew’s guest bed. It wouldn’t be right.”
Her refusal surprised me, but I could see the conflict in her eyes — desire warring with propriety. We lay side by side in the darkness, the tension from the evening still crackling between us, but she remained firm in her decision.
Eventually, exhaustion overcame arousal, and we both drifted off to sleep. But I found myself waking periodically, replaying every moment of the evening — every look, every touch, every boundary we’d crossed.
It was nearly two in the morning when I heard Millie slip quietly from the bed. “I’m just getting some water,” she whispered when I stirred. I listened to her bare feet on the stairs, then the soft sound of the kitchen tap running. But minutes passed, and she didn’t return.
Curiosity finally overcame me. I crept to the top of the stairs and peered down into the dimly lit hallway below. What I saw made my breath catch in my throat.
Millie was standing in the kitchen doorway, the borrowed T-shirt barely covering her thighs, talking quietly with Matthew. But it wasn’t just his presence that shocked me — it was his state of undress. He wore only a pair of dark boxer shorts, his muscular chest bare in the dim light filtering from the kitchen. And there was no mistaking the prominent bulge straining against the fabric of his underwear.
He was aroused. Visibly, undeniably aroused.
From my vantage point at the top of the stairs, I could see Millie’s profile as she spoke to him. The light of the kitchen framed her, shining through the thin white T-shirt, revealing the silhouette of her naked body beneath it. She said something, her voice too low for me to make out the words. But I could see the moment her gaze dropped, the way her body went very still as she noticed his obvious erection.
She didn’t look away.
Instead, she seemed frozen, staring at the evidence of his desire for her. Matthew followed her gaze downward, and rather than showing embarrassment, he simply smiled.
“Sorry,” I heard him say, his voice carrying up the stairs. “I wasn’t expecting you to catch me like this. I’d have worn a dressing gown if I’d known you were downstairs.”
“You’re… um…” Millie gestured vaguely at his shorts.
“I’m sorry,” Matthew apologised again. “The wine, the sight of you in just a T-shirt… you can’t blame a man’s body for responding, Millie.”
My wife’s hand fluttered to the hem of the T-shirt, pulling it down nervously. The movement reminded me that she was completely naked beneath it — no underwear, nothing but the thin cotton between her body and Matthew’s hungry gaze.
“Anyway, I should go back upstairs,” she whispered, but she made no move to leave.
“Should you?” Matthew asked, stepping closer. “Or would you like to talk a bit more? About tonight? It was a good night, right?”
The distance between them had closed to perhaps two feet. I could see the way Millie’s chest rose and fell beneath the T-shirt, the way her nipples had hardened against the soft fabric. Matthew’s erection seemed even more prominent now, tenting his boxers obscenely.
“It was good,” Millie admitted, her voice barely audible. “But I said a little too much… Things I should keep private. I think the wine went to my head a little.”
“I know I’ve only met you a couple of times, but I already consider you a friend,” Matthew replied softly. “I don’t judge. I’m just interested… fascinated. I like getting to know people. I hope I didn’t pry too much.”
“You didn’t,” Millie fanned at her face with her hand, like she was hot. “I’m just not used to it.”
“Not used to being admired?” Matthew’s voice was gentle but insistent.
“I’m not used to being looked at the way you looked at me during dinner. The dancing. The photos…” She paused, her breathing shallow. “The way you’re looking at me now.”
“And how am I looking at you now?”
“Like you’re mentally undressing me,” she whispered.
The admission hung in the air between them, electric and dangerous. I gripped the bannister, my knuckles white, torn between the urge to rush downstairs and interrupt this moment and the overwhelming arousal that kept me frozen in place.
“I am,” Matthew said simply. “I have been since the moment Jamie showed me those photos, if I’m being honest.”
Millie’s breath hitched audibly. “Matthew…”
“Does that frighten you? That another man finds you attractive and is open enough to admit it?”
She was quiet for a long moment, and I could see her internal struggle playing out in her posture, in the way she swayed slightly toward him despite herself.
“It should,” she finally said. “But it doesn’t. What frightens me is the fact that it excites me.”
The confession hit me like a physical blow. My wife—my traditional, modest wife—was standing half-naked in another man’s kitchen, admitting that his desire for her excited her.
“Jamie’s asleep,” Matthew observed quietly.
“Yes.”
“And you came down here knowing I might still be awake.”
It wasn’t quite a question, and Millie’s silence was answer enough.
Matthew took another step closer, close enough now that if either of them moved, they would be touching. “What do you want, Millie?”
The question hung between them, loaded with possibility and danger. From my hidden position, I watched my wife wrestle with desires she’d never acknowledged, boundaries she’d never imagined crossing.
“A glass of water,” she breathed after a long moment. “That’s all.”
There was a long pause, the tension thick between them. Then Matthew’s gaze dropped meaningfully to his own arousal before meeting her eyes again.
“Again, I’m sorry about my hard-on,” he said quietly. “But can I ask you something personal?”
Millie nodded, though I could see her uncertainty.
“Your university boyfriend — was he as big as me?” He gestured subtly toward his obvious erection straining against his boxers. “Or bigger?”
Millie’s face flushed crimson, and she looked away, suddenly flustered. “I… that’s… I don’t think I should…”
“It’s alright,” Matthew said gently. “I was just curious. You mentioned he was larger than Jamie.”
“I shouldn’t have said that,” she mumbled, clearly mortified. “That was the wine talking.”
“There’s nothing wrong with honesty, Millie. Nothing wrong with acknowledging what you’ve experienced. And what you haven’t.”
She remained silent, her arms wrapped around herself protectively. I could see her internal struggle — the part of her that was curious, excited even, warring with her sense of propriety and loyalty.
“You know,” Matthew said conversationally, “If I were to lift the hem of that T-shirt right now, I’d be able to see everything. Your beautiful body, completely bare to me.”
Millie’s breath hitched, but she didn’t move away.
“But I won’t,” he continued. “Because you’re not ready for that. Not yet.”
The words ‘not yet’ hung in the air like a promise.
“Jamie enjoys showing you off,” Matthew observed. “He likes other men seeing you, wanting you. But you’re right — he probably wouldn’t want you to actually cheat on him. That’s not what this is about.”
“Then what is it about?” Millie asked, her voice barely audible.
“It’s about seeing how far you’re willing to go to please your husband.” Matthew’s smile was warm but knowing. “And I think you’re more willing than you realise, because you’re a wonderful, beautiful traditional wife.”
Millie was quiet for a long moment, processing his words.
“I should go back upstairs,” she said finally.
“Of course. But Millie?” She paused, looking back at him. “Those photos you and Jamie took — they were incredible. But I think you could go further. Maybe some without the lingerie next time?”
Her eyes widened. “You mean… topless? Or…”
“I mean, whatever feels right to you. Whatever Jamie would enjoy sharing.” His smile was encouraging. “Think about it.”
She nodded slowly, then turned toward the stairs. I quickly retreated to the bedroom, slipping back under the covers just as I heard her footsteps on the stairs.
When she slid back into bed beside me, her body was trembling slightly. I pretended to be asleep, but I could feel the tension radiating from her, the way her breathing remained shallow and quick.
“Jamie?” she whispered after a few minutes.
I stirred, feigning sleepiness. “Mmm?”
“Are you awake?”
“Now I am. Is everything alright? Did you get a drink?”
She was quiet for a moment. “Yes, but I bumped into Matthew doing the same. We talked… and he suggested we take some more photos. Different ones.”
“Different how?”
“Naked ones.” Her voice was barely audible. “Would you want that?”
My heart pounded as I realised what she was asking. “Would you?”
“I don’t know,” she admitted. “Maybe. If it’s what you wanted.”
I pulled her closer, feeling the heat of her body through the thin T-shirt. “We’ll talk about it tomorrow,” I whispered, but as we lay there in the darkness, I could feel the need in her. Her skin felt feverish against mine.
“Jamie,” she whispered urgently. “I can’t… I need…”
Before I could respond, she was straddling me, her hands fumbling with the hem of the borrowed T-shirt. In one fluid motion, she pulled it over her head and tossed it aside, leaving her completely naked in the dim street light filtering in from outside.
“Millie,” I breathed, but she pressed a finger to my lips.
“Shh,” she whispered. “We have to be quiet. I don’t want Matthew to hear.”
Her breasts hung heavy above me, nipples hard and dark in the shadows. I could see the flush of arousal spreading across her chest, the way her body trembled with need. Whatever had happened downstairs had left her more turned on than I’d ever seen her.
She worked my boxers down my legs with desperate urgency, then positioned herself above me. When she sank down onto my already rock-hard cock, we both had to bite back moans of pleasure. She was incredibly wet, her pussy slick with arousal that made her slide down my length with ease.
“God, you feel so good,” she whispered, beginning to move above me with an abandon I’d never experienced from her before.
Her hips rolled and ground against mine, taking me deeper with each movement. The sight of her riding me — her breasts bouncing softly, her head thrown back in silent ecstasy, her mouth open in a soundless cry of pleasure — was almost too much to bear.
She leaned forward, her hands braced on my chest, changing the angle so that I hit that spot inside her that made her whole body shudder. Her movements became more frantic, more desperate, as if she were chasing something she’d never felt before.
“I’m close,” I warned her through gritted teeth, my hands gripping her hips.
But instead of letting me finish inside her as she usually did, she suddenly lifted herself off me and moved down my body. Before I could protest, her mouth was on me, hot and wet and perfect.
“The sheets,” she gasped between strokes of her tongue. “We can’t make a mess on Matthew’s expensive sheets.”
The thought that she was being so considerate of our host while performing such an intimate act sent me over the edge. I came hard in her mouth, my body arching off the bed as she swallowed every drop, her eyes locked on mine in the darkness.
But she wasn’t finished. As I lay there recovering, she moved her hand between her own legs, delving through the fine hair, her fingers finding her swollen clit with desperate urgency. I watched, mesmerised, as her middle finger began circling the sensitive nub while her other hand covered her mouth to muffle the soft whimpers escaping her lips.
Her legs fell open wider, giving me a perfect view of her glistening wet pussy as she worked herself toward climax. Her fingers moved faster, occasionally dipping inside herself before returning to her clit, spreading her wetness in slick circles. Her hips began to buck against her own touch, and I could see her muscles tensing as she chased her release.
Her free hand moved from her mouth to squeeze her breast, pinching her nipple as her breathing became more ragged. The sight of my wife pleasuring herself so desperately, so completely lost in her own arousal, was the most erotic thing I’d ever witnessed.
When her orgasm hit, her back arched off the bed, her mouth falling open in a silent scream of pleasure. I watched her pussy contract around her fingers, her whole body shaking with the intensity of her release.
“That was…” I began when she finally collapsed beside me.
“Needed,” she finished, her voice still breathless. “I was so turned on, I had to. I couldn’t help it.”
As we lay there in the aftermath, I knew that whatever had happened between her and Matthew downstairs had awakened something in my wife that would never go back to sleep.
And despite everything, I found myself eager to see where this new awakening would lead us.






  
  "The Butterfly in the Cocoon: When Safe Feels Too Small"

Home and Heart


A blog by @DemureMillieGrace 

Hello, dear readers!
I had the strangest dream last night. I was a butterfly, but I was still wrapped tightly in my cocoon, afraid to emerge. In the dream, I could hear other butterflies outside, flying freely, experiencing the world in ways I’d never imagined. But every time I tried to push against the walls of my cocoon, fear would hold me back.
When I woke up, I couldn’t shake the feeling that the dream meant something important.
I love my life — truly, I do. Being a traditional wife and mother brings me such joy and purpose. There’s nothing more fulfilling than creating a beautiful home for my family, preparing meals with love, and supporting Mr. Heart in all his endeavours. I believe wholeheartedly in the beauty of traditional marriage, in the sacred role of being a helpmeet to my husband.
But lately, as I’ve been kneading bread or folding laundry or tending to my garden, I’ve been wondering if there are aspects of being a traditional wife that I haven’t fully explored. Not in terms of changing my values — those remain steadfast — but perhaps in terms of how I present myself, how I support my husband, how I embrace my femininity.
Sometimes when I’m getting dressed for church or preparing for one of Mr. Heart’s work dinners, I catch glimpses of a different version of myself in the mirror — someone who embodies traditional womanhood with more confidence, more grace, more awareness of the power that comes with being truly feminine. It’s not that I want to change who I am fundamentally, but perhaps I want to discover how to be the most beautiful, supportive wife I can be.
The traditional wife blogs I read often speak about the importance of making your husband proud, of being his crown and glory. I wonder sometimes if I’m living up to that calling, or if I’m playing it too safe, hiding my light under a bushel when I should be letting it shine for his benefit.
Mr. Heart often tells me I’m beautiful, but I wonder if I truly believe it myself. I wonder what it would feel like to step outside my comfort zone, just a little, and see how I might better honour both my husband and my calling as his wife.
The butterfly in my dream eventually did emerge, and she was more beautiful than she’d ever imagined possible — but she was still the same butterfly, just fully realised.
Maybe it’s time for this traditional wife to start testing her wings.
With love and curiosity,
Millie






  
  Epilogue


Iwoke to the sound of Matthew moving about downstairs, the rich aroma of coffee drifting up from the kitchen. Beside me, Millie was still sleeping, her face peaceful in the early light. The borrowed T-shirt lay crumpled on the floor where she’d discarded it in her passion the night before. 
When I made my way downstairs, Matthew was already dressed for work, looking immaculate in a charcoal suit despite the late night we’d all shared.
“Morning, Jamie,” he said with a warm smile, pouring coffee into an expensive-looking golden mug. “Sleep well?”
“Very well, thank you.”
“Good. Listen, take the day off today. You’ve earned it after last night.” His eyes held a knowing glint. “I’ve already called Lewis at the dealership — told him you’re taking a personal day.”
“That’s very generous, but — “
“No arguments. You and Millie should take your time this morning. Shower, have coffee, talk… whatever you need. I’m heading to work now, so you’ll have complete privacy.” He picked up his briefcase and car keys. “Just set the catch on the door when you leave — it’ll lock automatically.”
“Matthew, thank you. For everything. Last night was…”
“Fun,” he finished with that relaxed smile. “We should definitely do it again soon.”
After he left, I returned upstairs to find Millie sitting on the edge of the bed, looking slightly dazed. Her dark hair was tousled, and there were faint shadows under her eyes that spoke of too much wine and too little sleep.
“How are you feeling?” I asked gently.
“A bit rough,” she admitted, running her hands through her hair. “I think I had too much to drink.”
There was something in her tone — not regret exactly, but a careful neutrality that made me wonder how much she remembered of her midnight encounter with Matthew. She seemed content enough, even happy, but there was a quiet awkwardness between us that hadn’t been there before.
“Matthew’s gone to work,” I told her. “He said we could take our time. Help ourselves to a coffee and a shower. Whatever we want. Then, to lock the door on the latch when we leave.”
“That’s very kind and trusting of him.” She stood and began gathering her clothes from the night before. “But I’d rather not impose any more than we already have. I’d like to go home.”
“Are you sure? You don’t want a shower, coffee…”
“I’m sure.” Her voice was firm but not unkind. “I just want to get home to our own space.”
The drive home was quiet, both of us lost in our own thoughts. Millie stared out the passenger window, occasionally touching her lips or smoothing her dress in unconscious gestures that made me wonder what memories were playing through her mind.
We were nearly home when my phone buzzed with a text message. I glanced at it while stopped at a red light, and my heart nearly stopped. It was from Matthew, of course.
Day 1 complete. The path is set. Be ready for Day 2 instructions later today. I’m confident Millie is going to make a beautiful hotwife. By the end of our 10 days, you’ll no longer be the only man she’s slept with — if that’s what you want to happen.
I stared at the message, my pulse racing. Beside me, Millie had noticed my reaction.
“Is everything alright?” she asked.
“Yes. Just a work thing,” I managed, slipping the phone back into my pocket.
But as we arrived home and I pulled into our driveway, Matthew’s words echoed in my mind. If that’s what you want to happen.
What did I want to happen? I wasn’t sure. I looked at my wife—beautiful, innocent Millie—and wondered if she had any idea what she’d set in motion. What we’d both set in motion.
The ten days had officially begun.
END OF BOOK ONE






  
  Afterword


And there we have it—the end of Book One, but really just the beginning of Jamie and Millie’s story. 
Writing this book has been an absolute joy. After the technological complexities of Cheat Codes, there was something wonderfully refreshing about focusing purely on human psychology and the slow burn of awakening desire. No gadgets or sci-fi concepts to hide behind—just three people in a room, wine flowing, and boundaries slowly dissolving.
I’ve always believed that the best erotic fiction isn’t about the destination, but the journey. It’s about those moments of hesitation, the internal conflicts, the way a simple look or touch can change everything. Millie’s transformation from traditional wife to... well, you’ll have to wait for Book Two to see exactly what she becomes, won’t you?
The response to this story on Medium and Patreon has been great, and I can’t wait to share what happens next. The ten-day countdown has officially begun, and trust me when I say that Matthew has some very interesting plans for our couple.
In Book Two, things are about to get much more intense. Jamie thought he knew what he wanted, and Millie thought she knew who she was. They’re both about to discover how wrong they were.
Thank you for reading, and I hope you’re ready for what comes next.
Until Day Two...
Paul
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He has been writing since the turn of the millennium but only turned to the erotica genre in 2018 with his Cerulean Erotica Presents series and No Angels series of books which rapidly gained him a following. In 2020, he began ‘The Cuckold Collection,’ a brand new collection of cuckold-themed books and two new series of shorter stories: The No Angels Stories, The Sexy Season Stories and The Cerulean Archives. 2022 began two series, Holiday Hotwives and A Size Queen Story and 2023 introduced a new series, Improper Investigations and the return to the Cerulean Archives with I Found A Box Of Photos Of My Wife… And Her Ex. 2024 saw the My Wife series and the I Know Who You Did Last Summer series reach huge success and 2025 brings the return of the Detective Hotwife, a new series of sci-fi hotpast erotica and the climax of the Holiday Hotwives books.








  
  Find Me On Social Media


My Website: http://www.paulgarland.net
All my links in one place: https://allmylinks.com/eroticapaul 
My Medium Page (exclusive stories): https://medium.com/@belgarionten
Patreon: https://www.patreon.com/paulgarland
Twitter: https://twitter.com/eroticapaul
Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/paulgarlanderotica
Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/paulgarlanderotica/
Personal Blog: http://www.belgarionten.blogspot.com
Goodreads: https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/18476323.Paul_Garland
Join my mailing list: My Mailing List









OEBPS/cover.jpeg
IN 10 DAYS :oocone

THE STORY OF A TRADITIONAL HOUSEWIFE AND HER WILLING CUCKOLD HUSBAND

PAUL GARLAND





OEBPS/images/8e918143-0af1-482e-ad73-c297b4c3a348.jpeg
ceruLean
erotica
publishing





