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  Foreword


Welcome back to Jamie and Millie’s journey. If you thought Book 1 was a wild ride, you’re in for quite the experience with Book 2. What started as Matthew’s playful “ten-day plan” has evolved into something none of them expected—least of all Millie herself. 
This book picks up right where we left off, diving deeper into the psychology of transformation, desire, and the complex dynamics of a marriage in flux. Millie’s evolution continues, but not without consequences, complications, and moments that will leave you questioning everything you thought you knew about boundaries.
Buckle up. Things are about to get very interesting.
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  The Paradox of Pleasing

Home and Heart


A blog by @DemureMillieGrace 
Hello, dear readers!
I've always believed that being a traditional wife means putting your husband first, honouring him, and keeping your marriage sacred. Only Mr Heart should give me butterflies, only he should make my heart race with a simple glance.
But lately I've been wondering: as a traditional wife, what if another man found you attractive? What if someone else looked at you in that way… when you know they’re having sexual thoughts? As a traditional wife, you should feel nothing but loyalty to your husband... but is it wrong to feel flattered by the attention? Is it not simply human nature to enjoy being wanted?
Another thing, I realised today. There's a paradox at the heart of being a trad wife: if your greatest joy is pleasing your husband, what do you do when what pleases him doesn't quite fit the traditional wife "rules" you've always lived by? Is it more important to follow tradition, or to follow his wishes—even if they lead you somewhere unexpected?
I love Mr Heart completely and would never do anything to hurt our marriage. But sometimes I wonder if being a good wife means being open to... possibilities I never considered before.
Just hypothetical thoughts, of course.
With love and honest questions,
MillieGrace






  
  Chapter one
Raising The Stakes


The drive home from Matthew’s house felt surreal, like waking from a vivid dream that left you questioning what was real and what wasn’t. My hands gripped the steering wheel tighter than necessary as I replayed the events of the previous evening in my mind — the wine, the photos, the dancing, and most of all, that post-midnight encounter I’d witnessed between Millie and Matthew. 
Christ, just thinking about it made my cock stir in my trousers. The image of my wife standing in Matthew’s kitchen wearing nothing but his T-shirt, her nipples visible through the thin fabric, talking so openly with a man who was clearly aroused by her presence — it was the most erotic thing I’d ever witnessed. The way she’d looked at his obvious erection, the way she hadn’t immediately fled back upstairs, the implication that his desire for her excited rather than frightened her.
But alongside the arousal came a gnawing guilt that sat heavy in my stomach. What kind of husband was I to feel thrilled by another man’s lust for my wife? What did it say about me that I’d hidden on the stairs like a voyeur instead of protecting her from Matthew’s advances? And most troubling of all — what if Millie regretted everything that had happened?
She’d been quiet during the drive, staring out the passenger window with an unreadable expression. When I’d asked if she was alright, she’d simply nodded and said she was tired. But was it exhaustion, or was she processing feelings of shame about how far she’d let things go?
The text from Matthew burned in my phone like a live wire: Day 1 complete. He was so confident, so certain that Millie would transform into the hotwife he envisioned. But what if he was wrong? What if today brought regret and a decision to pretend none of it had ever happened?
As we pulled into our driveway, I saw Andie’s car still parked outside. Relief washed over me — at least there’d be someone to distract us from the vague awkwardness that lingered this morning. Perhaps Millie’s quietness might be broken by her sister’s presence. At the very least, it would give me time to gauge Millie’s mood properly.
“Uh oh,” Millie murmured, making her own thoughts clear. “I’m dreading having to explain to Andie why we stayed out all night.”
As we approached the front door, I realised we’d only traded one awkwardness for another. Andie would want details about the evening, and I had no idea how much Millie was willing to share — or how much she even remembered through the haze of last night’s expensive wine.
The door opened before we could knock, revealing Andie wearing one of Millie’s silk dressing gowns, her blonde hair dark and damp from the shower. She looked refreshed despite the early morning, though her expression carried a mixture of curiosity and mild irritation.
“Well, well,” she said, stepping aside to let us in. “Look what the cat dragged in. I hope you two had a wonderful time, while Shaun and I had to cancel our romantic evening.”
A sense of guilt flooded through me again — we’d imposed on Andie’s relationship for the sake of our own sexual adventures. But before I could apologise properly, Millie was already embracing her sister.
“Andie, I’m so sorry. We had too much to drink, there were no taxis available, and Matthew insisted we stay rather than risk driving. I know it was terribly inconsiderate of us.”
Andie sighed. “It’s fine,” she said, though her tone suggested it wasn’t entirely. “I’ve just had a shower after dropping Ethan at school — I didn’t know how long you’d be, so I helped myself to your dressing gown. Hope you don’t mind. And you owe me details of this drunken night, Millie. I want to hear all about this boss of Jamie’s and what’s so great that you abandoned your sister.”
My phone buzzed with a text message as we settled into the living room. Dean’s name appeared on the screen, and I opened it while Millie and Andie continued their conversation.
Hey Jamie, I listened to your advice and decided to send Sarah a text. She wants to meet for drinks tonight. Maybe I’m making a mistake, but fuck it, at least I might get laid. Wish me luck.
I typed back a quick response of encouragement, though part of me wondered if Dean was setting himself up for more heartache. Still, after everything that had happened last night, who was I to judge anyone’s relationship decisions?
“I’ll put the kettle on,” I announced, needing a moment to collect my thoughts. As I moved toward the kitchen, I couldn’t help but notice how the silk dressing gown clung to Andie’s curves. The fabric was thin enough that I could make out the outline of her body underneath — her full breasts, the curve of her hips, the way the material pulled tight across her backside when she moved. It was impossible not to compare her more voluptuous figure to Millie’s slender frame.
From the kitchen, I could hear their voices carrying through the open doorway. I wasn’t intentionally eavesdropping, but their conversation was impossible to ignore.
“So come on then,” Andie was saying, “What was his house like? Is he a nice guy?”
“His house is pretty incredible,” Millie replied, and I could hear the genuine enthusiasm in her voice. “Like something from a magazine — huge, filled with antiques and artwork on the walls. Something I didn’t expect was that he could even cook! He cooked this amazing coq au vin.”
“Sounds very sophisticated. And this guy is single? How? Is he ugly or something?”
There was a pause, and I found myself holding my breath.
“To the contrary. He’s… handsome,” Millie said finally. “Very charming, very confident. He’s divorced, but how some woman hasn’t snapped him up, I don’t know.”
“Me neither. Handsome… Rich…” Andie teased. “Maybe you should introduce me. You know I’m always on the lookout for a proper eligible bachelor.”
Millie laughed. “Honestly, you’d probably like him. He definitely ticks all your boxes.”
Andie grinned. “Hmm… Maybe he’s got a small dick. That’s a deal breaker for some women.”
Millie hesitated, her voice dropping. “I shouldn’t tell you this, but… last night, I went downstairs for some water and ran into him in the kitchen. He was only in his boxers, and Andie, I’ve never seen anything like it. He’s… enormous.”
I nearly dropped the kettle. My wife was telling her sister about Matthew’s cock, genuine awe in her voice.
Andie let out a delighted gasp. “No way! Now you’re definitely introducing us. Wait…. Where was Jamie when this happened? Were you tempted to jump on it?”
Millie’s cheeks must have been burning. “Don’t be ridiculous. I’m a married woman. It was hard not to notice it sticking out, that’s all.”
“If you say so.” I could hear a suppressed chuckle in Andie’s voice. “Either way, I need to meet this man.”
“No way,” Millie laughed. “You’ll eat him alive. Besides, what about Shaun?”
Andie shrugged dismissively. “Shaun and I are just a no-strings thing, a bit of fun, that’s all. If Matthew’s all the things you say he is, I’ll be happy to trade up.”
“Maybe,” Millie replied vaguely. “Anyway, I’m sorry we ruined your plans last night. We do appreciate it. I hope you know that.”
“Of course. If I’m being honest — well, don’t be mad — but the night wasn’t a total washout. Shaun and I… we borrowed your guest bed last night. The kids were asleep, and Shaun was kind of insistent. I was horny and….”
“You had sex? In my house?” Millie’s voice was a mixture of shocked, annoyed and amused.
“I know, I know! I’m sorry. But you did abandon us, and Shaun was desperate. It was actually quite exciting, in a way.”
“You’re terrible.” Millie shook her head, unable to suppress a smile. “But I suppose I can’t be angry after making you stay over. Was it… good?”
My eyes widened. Millie was asking her sister if the sex she’d enjoyed in our guest room was good. Did they always talk like this when I wasn’t around?
Andie bit her lower lip and nodded. “Incredible, as always. That man has stamina for days. And his dick…”
“Too much information.” Millie rolled her eyes, affection in her voice. “Right, I need to get started on a blog post and some TikTok content before the day gets away from me.”
“I get it.” Andie stretched and stood, the silk of Millie’s dressing gown clinging to her curves again, riding up just enough to reveal the smooth length of her thighs. The thin fabric left little to the imagination, hugging her hips and outlining the gentle sway of her breasts as she moved. I couldn’t help but let my gaze linger, appreciating the way the morning light traced the shape of her body beneath the gown. “I should get home anyway. I’ve got a million things to do.”
As I heard Andie’s footsteps heading upstairs to get dressed, I busied myself making coffee, my mind spinning. Millie’s confession about seeing Matthew’s erection, asking about Andie’s casual sex in our house — it was all too much. One thing was certain: Millie wasn’t regretful, which made me feel better.
Andie reappeared a few minutes later, now dressed in what she’d worn the night before — dark jeans that hugged her curves and a leather jacket over her long cream cardigan. Her hair, still damp from her shower, was swept back in a loose ponytail, a few dark strands clinging to her neck as she moved with her usual easy confidence. The scent of Millie’s shampoo lingered in the air as she passed.
She wrapped Millie in a quick sisterly hug at the door, squeezing her tightly. “Try not to get into too much trouble, you two,” she teased, her eyes flicking to me with a glint of mischief, staying just a second longer than usual. “And next time, give a girl a bit more notice before you go off gallivanting. I do have a life, you know.”
“Thanks again, Andie,” I said, genuinely grateful. “We owe you.”
She shrugged, all good-natured, the hem of her cardigan swaying around her legs. “You can buy me dinner sometime. Or better yet, set me up on a date with this rich boss of yours.”
With a final wave and a flash of her easy grin, Andie slipped out into the morning, her laughter echoing faintly down the path. The house felt suddenly quieter, the energy shifting as the door clicked shut. Millie lingered in the hallway, her fingers brushing the hem of her green dress, eyes distant as if she was still replaying the night before in her mind.
“I’m going to have a quick shower,” she said, her voice soft. “I stink of booze, and I need something to sober me up a little.”
I grinned, letting a bit of mischief into my tone. “Me too. Need some company? I know something that’ll sober us both up.”
She shot me a look over her shoulder, a faint smile tugging at her lips. “Tempting, but I think we should save that for tonight. I’m still half asleep and my head’s a bit fuzzy from all that wine.”
I put on a mock pout. “Are you sure? I’ll be a gentleman and restrain myself to just washing your back.”
She laughed, the sound light and genuine, and shook her head. “Behave yourself. Let me shower. I’ll be down in a bit.”
I watched her disappear upstairs, the sway of her hips in the dress a pleasant distraction. A moment later, the sound of running water filtered down, mingling with the faint hum of the boiler. I sat at the kitchen table, letting the silence settle around me, the house feeling both familiar and strangely charged as I enjoyed my coffee.
As the day moved forward, the house returned to normal. The faint scent of toast as we had breakfast, the familiar clutter of toys in the living room — everything looked exactly as it always had. Yet nothing felt the same. Every ordinary detail seemed charged with new meaning: the way Millie’s green dress was dumped on the washing basket, the sheets from the guest bed beneath them.
I replayed the morning’s conversations in my mind: Millie’s conversation with Andie, the talk about Matthew, the way she’d casually mentioned the size of his erection, her willingness to let him see her photos last night. Was this pushing of our usual boundaries what she wanted? Or was she doing it all for me? The way she masturbated next to me last night. The arousal from that still lingered, but now it was tangled with something else — anticipation, maybe, or fear. During the day, I found myself studying Millie’s every movement, searching for signs of regret or excitement, wondering if she was thinking about it all as much as I was.
Little Grace demanded my attention, her sticky hands and mischievousness pulling me back into the rhythms of ordinary life. I changed nappies, wiped up spilled juice, and tried to focus on the here and now, but my mind kept drifting. Each time Millie brushed past me or smiled without saying why, my thoughts returned to the night before. When it was time, I walked to the school gates to collect Ethan, exchanging the usual pleasantries with other parents, none of whom could have guessed what was on my mind.
By late afternoon, it was almost as if nothing had happened at all. The mundane routines of family life had a way of smoothing over even the most extraordinary events, wrapping them in the gentle comfort of normality. But as soon as I had a quiet moment, I pulled out my phone and typed a message to Matthew.
Thanks again for dinner last night. We both had a wonderful time.
His reply came almost instantly, as if he’d been waiting for my message.
Glad you enjoyed it. I felt I had to return the favour after your lovely dinner last weekend. Millie was absolutely gorgeous and I enjoyed her company. Hope you both found the guest room comfortable. Did you two christen the bed?
A flush crept up my neck. I hesitated, then replied, We slept fine, thank you. It was a good night.
Matthew’s next message was quick, teasing.
I thought I heard something. Something that sounded like a stifled moan. It’s fine if you had sex. I hope you did, in fact. Millie really is something, Jamie. I’m very envious of you.
Before I could reply, another message popped up.
The showroom was quiet today without you. I told everyone you were taking a well-deserved day off after I plied you with too much wine. However, I hope you’re ready to get back to it tomorrow — unless you’re too distracted by that beautiful wife of yours.
I managed a small smile, tension and anticipation mixing in my chest.
Yes, I’ll be back at work. See you tomorrow. Thanks again for last night.
His reply was immediate.
Before you get in tomorrow, remember, this is day two. For today’s task, I want you to take some new photos of Millie for me — this time, I want her naked. No lingerie, no clever angles. I want to see all of her. Tell her it’s for me. Make it playful if you want, but I want her naked, Jamie. Let’s see if she’s as brave as I think she is. Push her, coax her, but get those photos. I want to see what she’s really willing to do for you — and for me.
My hands trembled as I set the phone down, heart pounding. The game was no longer just playful flirtation. Matthew was raising the stakes, and now it was up to me to see just how far Millie was willing to go.






  
  Balancing My Callings: Wife, Mother, and Homemaker

Home and Heart


A blog by @DemureMillieGrace 
Hello, dear readers!
I’m often asked how I balance being a devoted wife to Mr Heart, a present mother to Sunbeam and Sweetpea, and still find time to share my journey as DemureMillieGrace. It isn’t always easy, but I truly believe a peaceful, joyful home begins with a loving marriage. I make it a priority to greet Mr Heart with a smile, keep our home welcoming, and show him daily respect and gratitude — whether that’s preparing his favourite meal, listening to his worries, or tending to those private wifely duties that keep a marriage close and strong.
Motherhood is a blessing and a full-time calling. Sunbeam is at school now, but along with Sweetpea, the children keep me busy and humble, and there are days when the sink is full, the laundry piles up, and I feel stretched too thin. But I remind myself these years are precious. I strive to guide them both gently, to be present, and to create a home filled with warmth and faith.
This little corner of the internet is my way of encouraging other women who long for a traditional, intentional life. I see my role as DemureMillieGrace as a ministry, but I’m always careful to protect our privacy and keep the sacred things sacred.
I don’t always get the balance right — sometimes dinner is late and the house is a mess! But I give myself space and remember that loving my family well, in every way, is what truly matters. And don’t forget, dear friends, it’s important to make time for your own pleasure and fun too — even we trad wives need moments to delight in life and our marriages, and what happens behind closed doors.
If you’re feeling pulled in many directions, know you’re not alone. Lean into your calling, love your people well, cherish those private moments of joy, and trust that everything happens for a reason. No matter how unexpected it may turn out to be.
With love,
MillieGrace






  
  Chapter two
The Uncomfortable Truth


Thursday evening arrived with an electric tension that had been building in me all day. I’d barely been able to concentrate on anything, Matthew’s request echoing in my mind like a persistent drumbeat. Nude photos of Millie. The words felt both exciting and impossible.
I found myself studying my wife throughout dinner, watching the way she moved around our small kitchen, how her cotton dress hugged her curves as she reached for the plates in the cupboard. Ethan and Grace chattered about his day at school, but my attention kept drifting to the memory of Matthew’s eyes on Millie the night before, the way my boss had looked at her like she was something to be savoured.
After we’d put the children to bed — Grace protesting that she wasn’t tired, Ethan already half-asleep before his head hit the pillow — Millie and I retreated to our bedroom. The familiar routine of getting ready for bed felt different tonight, charged with an undercurrent I couldn’t quite name.
Millie sat on the edge of our bed, brushing her shiny brunette hair in slow, methodical strokes. She was wearing a simple white cotton nightgown that fell to her mid-thigh, modest by any standard, yet I found myself mesmerised by the way the fabric sat against her skin.
“Jamie,” she said quietly, not looking at me in the mirror. “Can we talk?”
I paused in the act of pulling off my shirt. “Of course.”
“Last night, dinner at Matthew’s…” She set down her brush and turned to face me. “We should probably talk about what happened.”
My heart began to race. This was it — the opening I’d been both hoping for and dreading. “What do you mean?”
Millie’s cheeks flushed pink. “Matthew, looking down my dress. The things we talked about, intimate things, the three of us…” She paused, biting her lower lip. “Don’t you think we should discuss it?”
The acknowledgement of last night’s boundaries being pushed hung in the air between us. I sat down beside her on the bed, close enough to smell her familiar lavender shampoo.
“You’re right,” I said carefully. “How do you feel about it? Do you regret it?”
Millie was quiet for a long moment, her fingers fidgeting with the hem of her nightgown. “Just like the accident on TikTok, I should be embarrassed about being so flirty with him. I should have been mortified by — ” She paused, then looked up at me, her brown eyes searching my face. “But I’m not. Not entirely.”
“So what are you feeling?”
“Maybe a little… excited,” she whispered, the word barely audible. “Is that terrible? I felt… wanted. Desired in a way I haven’t felt in years.” She quickly added, “Not that you don’t make me feel wanted, Jamie. You do. But this was different. It was… I don’t know.”
I reached for her hand as she went quiet, intertwining our fingers. “It’s not terrible at all,” I said softly. “I was excited, too. But if you’re feeling like it’s all too much, we can leave it there. We don’t have to — ”
Millie’s breath caught slightly. “No. That’s not what I’m saying. When I leaned over last night, I felt my dress… gape open. I knew he could see down it, see that I wasn’t wearing a bra.” She looked up at me with those earnest brown eyes. “I remembered what you told me about how it excited you when other men looked at me, so I… I stayed there for a moment longer than I needed to. For you.”
My pulse quickened. “For me?”
“I told you. I want to please you,” she said, her voice soft but determined. “A good wife should want to make her husband happy, shouldn’t she? And if it makes you happy when other men admire me…” She trailed off yet again, biting her lip.
“It does,” I nodded, trying to appear calm, but my heart was thumping in my chest. “And then later, when you went downstairs for water, he saw you in his T-shirt. That turned me on, too.”
Millie looked down at our joined hands and nodded. “When I saw him, I should have gone straight back upstairs, but…”
“You told me. You stayed, talked to him.”
“For you,” she emphasised, though her voice was breathless. “We only talked for a few minutes, but the whole time I could feel his eyes on me. I knew he could see everything through that shirt. My nipples were…” She went quiet, embarrassed.
“Were what?”
“Hard,” she whispered. “I knew he could probably see them clearly through the fabric. I was so exposed, standing there in his kitchen in the middle of the night, practically naked, and he was looking at me like he wanted to devour me. But I stayed because I knew it would excite you to know he was seeing me like that.”
“I bet he enjoyed the sight,” I replied softly, smiling, trying to ease the tension a little.
“He definitely did,” she said, biting her lip softly. “He was only wearing his boxer shorts.” She swallowed hard.
The image of my wife deliberately displaying herself for Matthew, justifying it as devotion to me, seeing his arousal through the thin cloth of his shorts, sent a jolt of excitement through me that I couldn’t deny.
“Did he have an erection?” I prompted her, already knowing the answer,
“Yes,” she said, and I noticed how her breathing had quickened. “I feel guilty for standing there. I should have left immediately, but I didn’t.”
“I’m glad you didn’t.”
Mille took a deep breath. “A traditional wife should want to please her husband in every way. If this pleases you, then it pleases me to do it.” She looked up at me earnestly. “I want to be the wife you need, Jamie. Even if it means… stepping outside my comfort zone.”
“I appreciate it,” I said, my voice rough with desire. “It pleased me very much.”
A small, satisfied smile crossed her lips. “Good. That’s all I want — to make you happy.”
Millie was quiet for a moment, her fingers still entwined with mine. Then she looked up at me, a little nervous, a little excited. “Jamie… do you remember when we showed Matthew the photos? Of me in my lingerie?”
I nodded, my pulse quickening. “Yeah. He certainly liked those.”
She bit her lip, glancing away, her cheeks pink. “When I was downstairs, he said he’d like to see more. But maybe I should be nude in the next ones. I wasn’t sure if he was serious, but…”
Relief flooded through me that Millie had brought up the topic of the photos herself. I’d spent all day wondering how to broach Matthew’s request, turning over different ways to suggest it, worrying she’d recoil or think I was pushing her too far. But she was the one who broke the silence, her voice soft but steady.
“I’ve been thinking about it. Is that something you’d want? Would that excite you? If I let you take photos of me like that? For him?”
My mouth was dry. I tried to sound casual, but my voice came out husky. “It would. It would drive me crazy, actually. Just the thought of you… naked, posing for me, knowing he’ll see you like that. It’s — ” I stopped, shaking my head. “It’s unbelievably hot.”
Millie smiled shyly, but there was a spark in her eyes. “I want to make you happy, Jamie. That’s why I did what I did last night. I let Matthew see me, let him look, because I knew it would please you. I want to be the wife you need.”
I squeezed her hand, feeling my cock thicken just from her words. “You already are, Millie. But if you want to do this… if you want to let me take those photos, I want it to be because you want it too.”
She shrugged, her voice soft. “It’s not that I want to. But if you want me to…”
She stood, lifting the nightgown over her head, letting it fall to the floor in a soft whisper of cotton. She stood in front of me, naked, her skin flushed and her nipples already hard. She looked vulnerable and nervous, but there was also a look in her eye that told me she was lying. She did want this as much as I wanted it.
I reached for my phone, hands trembling. “Lie back on the bed,” I said, my voice low. She did, propping herself on her elbows, her legs together at first, just the hint of hair poking out between them. I took a picture of her like that, her dark hair spilling over her shoulders, her expression open and vulnerable.
“Turn a little, onto your side,” I murmured. She shifted, lying sideways, arching her back, one hand covering her breast modestly, her thighs pressed tightly together. I snapped another shot, the soft shadows tracing the line of her waist, the gentle dip of her navel.
“Now… sit up, knees bent,” I said. She obeyed, drawing her knees to her chest, arms wrapped around them, her breasts pushed up, her face half-hidden behind her hair and her knees. I took that photo too, enjoying the contrast of innocence and invitation.
“Now shall we be a little more daring?” I asked cautiously.
She looked at me, eyes wide, waiting. I swallowed. “Matthew will want to see more than just this. Perhaps open your legs for me, Millie. Just enough to see.”
Her cheeks flushed, but she nodded, slowly letting her knees fall apart, exposing herself completely. She took a deep breath, mustering her courage, then leaned back on her hands, her thighs parted, her pussy lips glistening through the fine, dark hair. I took the picture, my hands shaking, my cock straining against my boxers.
She held the pose, breathing shallow, her nipples hard as pebbles. I took a few more, close-ups of her breasts, then an even more intimate picture, a clear shot of the soft thatch of dark hair between her legs. Her clit was swollen and wet. She was excited. So was I.
When I finally lowered the phone, she pulled the sheet over herself, her eyes shining. “I can’t believe I’ve let you take those. Do you really want him to see… everything?”
“I do,” I said, my voice thick. “But only if you do.”
She smiled, but I saw the flicker of guilt — or excitement — behind her eyes. “I want to please you, Jamie. If it turns you on, then — ”
“Does it turn you on, too?” I asked softly, putting the phone on the bedside cabinet and joining her in bed. “Last night, after you came back from the kitchen… You were more turned on than I’ve seen you in years. You touched yourself, like you really needed to orgasm.”
Her eyes flicked away, embarrassment flushing her cheeks. “Maybe. I’d had a couple of glasses of wine, Jamie. It was late, and I just needed to do that so… so I could sleep.” She tried to sound casual, but I caught the flush rising in her cheeks.
“Was it because of Matthew?” I pressed, my voice low. “Did being alone with him, him looking at your hard nipples, seeing his hard-on, turn you on?”
She hesitated, then shrugged, her dark hair falling over her shoulder. “Jamie, really, it was the wine, mostly. And just… the whole day. Everything felt a bit surreal, you know?” She reached for me, her hand sliding up my thigh, her eyes suddenly bold. “But right now, I just want you.”
She pulled me to her, her lips finding mine, hungry and urgent. Her hands slipped beneath my waistband, freeing my cock, and she stroked me with slow, deliberate movements. I groaned, my hands roaming over her bare skin, cupping her breasts, thumbing her nipples until she gasped into my mouth. I know she was deflecting, trying to distract me — and herself — from the uncomfortable truth, but I didn’t care now.
She guided me onto my back, straddling my hips, her thighs warm against me. She held my gaze as she lowered herself onto my stiff cock, her pussy tight and wet, taking me in inch by inch. I gripped her hips, watching the way her brunette hair tumbled around her face, the way her breasts bounced as she rode me.
Millie moved with the same urgency she had last night, grinding down, rolling her hips, her head tipped back as she moaned softly. I reached up, pinching her nipples, feeling her shudder around me. She leaned forward, her hair brushing my chest, her lips at my ear.
“Is this what you want, Jamie?” she whispered, her breath hot. “Me, doing whatever you ask? Letting you show me off, letting you take pictures for another man?”
I could barely speak, lost in the sensation of her clenching around me. “Yes. God, yes.”
She rocked faster, her nails digging into my shoulders, her breath coming in sharp little gasps. I felt her tighten, her body trembling, and then she cried out, her orgasm washing over her in waves. I followed, unable to hold back, shooting my load deep inside her as she collapsed onto my chest.
For a long moment, we lay tangled together, her skin slick with sweat, her heartbeat thundering against mine. I held her, my mind racing — thrilled, anxious, desperate for more.
As Millie’s breathing slowed and the sweat cooled on our skin, I reached for her, pulling her close. The room was quiet except for the distant creak of the house settling. I was still floating, euphoric, my mind spinning with everything we’d just done, the photos on my phone, the anticipation of showing Millie’s nudes to my boss.
My phone buzzed on the nightstand, jolting me from the haze. I reached over, squinting at the screen. It was a message from Dean.
Hey mate, been chatting to Sarah. We’re going to meet up for drinks tomorrow. You and Millie fancy joining us?
A second message popped up before I could reply.
She sent me some naughty photos, too. Seeing as you showed me Millie’s lingerie pics, maybe I’ll let you see one of Sarah's.
A winking emoji completed the message. I stared at it, my heart thumping, a fresh wave of nerves and excitement crashing through me. In the morning, I’d show Matthew the photos and discover what day three’s instructions were going to be. I didn’t know where this was leading, but I knew that tomorrow was going to be a whole new game.
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  When Your Past Catches Up: Embracing Mistakes vs. Hiding From Them

Home and Heart


A blog by @DemureMillieGrace 
Have you ever had one of those moments where something from your past comes back to haunt you? Not something terrible, just… embarrassing? Something that makes you want to crawl under a rock and never come out?
I’ve been thinking about this a lot lately. We all make mistakes — saying the wrong thing at the wrong time, misreading a situation, or having an unguarded moment that somehow becomes more public than we ever intended. As traditional wives, we’re taught to be modest, composed, and dignified at all times. But what happens when life doesn’t cooperate with those ideals?
Do we hide in shame, pretending it never happened? Do we make excuses and deflect? Or is there another way — a way that involves holding our heads high and owning our humanity?
I used to think that any mistake, and I’m thinking of a specific one — a recent one that compromised my modesty—was something to be deeply ashamed of. But lately, I’ve been wondering if there’s strength in accepting that these things happen, and that how we handle them says more about our character than the mistake itself.
Perhaps confidence in the face of embarrassment is more attractive than perfection ever could be? What do you think, dear readers? How do you handle those moments when your past catches up with you?
With love and honest reflection,
MillieGrace






  
  Chapter three
Hungry For More


Iwoke up Friday morning to the sound of Millie moving briskly around the kitchen, her footsteps quick and purposeful. She was already dressed, her hair pinned up, and the scent of coffee mingled with frying eggs. Ethan sat at the table, swinging his legs and reciting dinosaur names, while Grace — still in her pyjamas, clutching her bunny — watched her mother with wide, curious eyes. 
“Morning,” I said, coming up behind Millie and pressing a kiss to her neck.
She jumped a little, then smiled, but I could see the tension in her eyes. “Morning, Mr Heart. Coffee’s fresh.”
I poured a cup and leaned against the counter, watching her. “You’re up early.”
She shrugged, glancing at Ethan as he chattered about a T. rex. “Couldn’t sleep much. Busy day.”
Grace tugged at Millie’s skirt. “Mummy, more juice?”
Millie poured her a cup, her hands not quite steady. I waited until Ethan was distracted with his cereal and Grace was busy with her juice before lowering my voice, just for Millie.
“You’re nervous about today.”
She didn’t deny it. “Are you going to show him the photos?” she whispered, glancing at the children. “You’re not… sending them to him, are you? What if he saves them, or — what if they end up online somehow?”
I shook my head, keeping my voice low and steady. After her TikTok mishap, it was natural for her to be nervous. “I’ve only ever shown him photos on my phone. I’ve never sent him anything. I’ll do the same today, if that’s what you want. He won’t have copies. They’re just for him to see, not to keep.”
She bit her lip, considering. “But you do trust him?”
“I do,” I said, more certain than I felt. “He knows how important this is. He wouldn’t risk anything like putting them online.”
She nodded, though her fingers twisted in the hem of her blouse. “Okay. Just… promise me you’ll be careful. And tell me everything he says.”
“I will. I promise,” I said, squeezing her hand beneath the table.
“Oh, I almost forgot,” I said, straightening up as Grace finished her juice. “Dean texted me to invite us out to the pub tonight. Sarah’s going to be there too — I think he needs some moral support.”
Millie’s face brightened slightly. “That sounds nice, actually. We usually go out on Fridays, don’t we? We haven’t for a few weeks now.” She paused, and I could see her thinking about everything that had been happening with Matthew. “It’ll be good to get out somewhere normal for a change.”
“Exactly what I was thinking,” I said, relieved to see some of the tension leave her shoulders. “Just a regular night out with friends.”
“Yes,” she said, managing a genuine smile. “That sounds perfect.”
Ethan finished his cereal with a slurp. “Dad, are we late?”
“Almost, Sunbeam. Grab your bag.”
I bundled Ethan into his coat and shoes, kissed Grace’s head, and gave Millie’s hand one last squeeze before heading out the door. The drive to school was filled with Ethan’s dinosaur stories and my usual reminders to him to eat all of his lunch and to listen to his teacher. When I finally pulled away from the curb, my mind was already racing ahead to the moment I’d have to show Matthew those photos — Millie’s trust and my own nerves tangled together, anticipation making my breath uneven and my pulse quicken.
Matthew was already at his desk when I arrived at the showroom after dropping Ethan off at school, reviewing sales figures with a cup of coffee in hand. He looked up as I approached, a knowing smile playing at his lips.
“Good morning, Jamie. How was the day off? Feeling refreshed?”
I nodded, suddenly feeling like a teenager about to show off a prized possession. “Yeah, good, thanks.”
But he didn’t mention anything further. The morning unfolded with surprising ordinariness. Lewis was by the coffee machine when I walked onto the sales floor, his tailored suit immaculate as always, his pale green eyes scanning the morning sales reports while he stirred his coffee with annoying precision.
“Morning, Jamie,” he said, those unsettling eyes flicking up to meet mine. “We’ve got that couple coming in at eleven — the ones looking at the XC90. Think they’re ready to sign?”
“Maybe,” I said, grateful for the distraction. “They’re still comparing with the BMW, but I think we’ve got the edge.”
Lewis nodded, his expression confident. “Good. Nothing like a solid close to end the week.” His mixed-race features were sharp in the morning light, high cheekbones casting shadows as he smiled that smile that never quite reached his eyes. He’d been here three years longer than I and had a way of making every conversation feel like subtle competition.
I sometimes caught him talking in hushed tones with Matthew by the water cooler, their conversations stopping abruptly when I approached. Lewis had that polished confidence that irritated me for some reason, but Matthew clearly appreciated his smooth sales style.
The hours ticked by. I helped an elderly couple with a test drive, processed some paperwork, and answered emails. All the while, I was acutely aware of my phone in my pocket, of the photos hidden there, waiting. Matthew hadn’t mentioned them, hadn’t even hinted at them. By lunchtime, I was beginning to wonder if he’d forgotten.
I was at my desk, unwrapping a sandwich, when my boss finally strolled over, leaning casually against the edge.
“It’s been a busy morning,” he said, glancing around the showroom. “Lewis is doing well with that family. I think they’ll sign.”
“Yeah, he’s got a good touch with the young professionals,” I agreed, trying to sound normal.
Matthew nodded, then lowered his voice. “So, I was thinking about our dinner the other evening. And about our conversation yesterday. About Millie.”
My heart skipped. “Oh?”
“I hope I didn’t overstep,” he said, his voice smooth and controlled. “Asking to see more photos. I just thought, after our dinner and how approachable Millie was, that you both might be open to it.”
I swallowed hard. “No, it’s fine. Actually, I, uh… I have them. If you still want to see.”
His eyes lit up, but he kept his expression neutral. “Only if you’re comfortable sharing. And Millie too, of course.”
I glanced around the showroom. Lewis was with his customers in the finance office. The receptionist was on the phone. No one was paying us any attention.
“Yeah, she’s okay with it,” I said, my voice dropping to barely above a whisper. “She was nervous, but… she let me take them for you. And she wants you to see them.”
Matthew’s smile deepened. “I’m honoured. Are they more revealing than the last set, nude, as I suggested?”
I didn’t answer. I just pulled out my phone, thumbed to my camera roll and swiped to the first image. Then I handed it over. My pulse thundered as Matthew took it, his face unreadable as he looked down at the screen.
The first image was of Millie lying on our bed, naked, her bare skin glowing in the lamplight. Her legs were pressed shut demurely, but her breasts were fully exposed, nipples stiff and tight. A tuft of wispy dark hair was visible between her thighs. Matthew’s eyes lingered, a slow smile spreading across his lips.
“Look at those tits,” he said, not bothering to lower his voice. “Perfect handfuls. I like how she’s trying to look shy, but you can tell she’s enjoying it. Her nipples are so hard. I bet you wanted to just bend her over and fuck her right there.” He glanced at me, eyebrow raised, as if daring me to be shocked.
I swallowed, my cheeks burning. I couldn’t believe I was letting another man look at my wife’s naked breasts. “I always do.”
He nodded approvingly and swiped to the next photo: Millie on her side, knees drawn up, one arm hugging her chest, hiding her breasts but with the curve of her ass and the line of her hips on full display. Her hair tumbled over her face, almost but not quite hiding the sultry expression.
“God, that arse,” Matthew murmured, zooming in with his finger and thumb. “She’s got the kind of body that makes a man instantly hard. Have you ever watched her touch herself? I bet she’s filthy when she thinks no one’s watching.”
I hesitated, remembering the way she’d done just that in Matthew’s guest bed the other night. I nodded. “She can be.”
He grinned, then swiped again. The next photo: Millie sat up with her knees pressed to her chest, her hair hiding her breasts somewhat. He licked his lips, appreciating the sexiness of the image, then swiped again.
This was the image I’d been waiting for, and no doubt he had too. Millie was lying back on her elbows, her breasts jutting out before her, her legs parted, everything exposed — her pussy bare to his eyes, the dark triangle of her hair framing her glistening sex.
Matthew let out a low, appreciative whistle. “Now that’s what I wanted to see. She’s got a beautiful pussy, Jamie. Nice and neat. You can tell she keeps it tidy. She looks tight, too. I’d love to see her ride you, slow and deep, with those tits bouncing.” He looked up at me, eyes sharp. “Did you fuck her afterwards? I bet she got wet posing for these.”
I felt my cock twitch at the memory. “Of course we did, and yes, she was wet. She liked it.”
My pulse was racing. Why was I letting a man I hardly knew stare at Millie’s pussy? Something only I’d seen in all these years. Something that was meant to be for my eyes only.
He nodded, handing the phone back, but not before lingering a moment longer on the last photo. “I know I keep repeating myself, but you’re a lucky man. She’s gorgeous. Hot as hell, if you don’t mind me saying so. And from how perfect her pussy looks, just a nice tidy slit, I can tell she’s only ever been with you. It looks almost untouched.”
“Thank you,” I managed to say, despite my throat being tight. My cock was aching in my pants. I didn’t know if the comment about her looking almost untouched was a compliment or a suggestion that I hadn’t fucked her enough, but I let it go.
“If she were mine, I’d never let her wear clothes at home,” Matthew joked. His fingers brushed mine as he returned the phone, his gaze direct and appraising as I took it and slid it back into my pocket. “She’s sexy, obviously nicely obedient, and hungry for more. So that’s what we need to work on if you’re still game?”
“We need to work on… getting her more? More what?”
“More sex,” Matthew nodded. “It’s only day three. I’m still confident I can turn her into the hotwife of your dreams by day ten.”
“I see.”
Was that what I wanted? My gorgeous trad wife to become a fully fledged hotwife? Did I want her to sleep with someone else? My cheeks were burning hot. I knew I was blushing. What was wrong with me?
“Thanks for sharing, Jamie. Most men would be too scared to let another man see their wife naked. But you get it. You know she deserves to get fucked by some other men. You’d enjoy it, and I think you know she’d enjoy it too.”
I stood there, stunned by Matthew’s sudden shift from polished professionalism to raw, unfiltered honesty. It was like watching someone shed a suit to reveal they had a body covered in tattoos underneath — disorienting, but oddly thrilling.
“You seem surprised,” Matthew said, smirking slightly.
“I just… I’ve never heard you talk like that before.”
He shrugged, leaning closer. “Different contexts, different language. In the showroom, I’m selling luxury and refinement. In private conversations between men about their wives…” He trailed off, his meaning clear.
I nodded, trying to appear more comfortable than I felt. “Makes sense.”
“Would you consider sending me those photos?” he asked, his tone casual but his eyes intent. “I understand completely, if not. Trust is everything in this situation.”
The question caught me off guard. Showing him was one thing — giving him copies was another level entirely.
“I’d need to talk to Millie about that,” I said carefully. “She was already nervous about me showing you.”
“Of course,” he said smoothly. “I’d never want to push beyond what she’s comfortable with. Your wife’s trust is the most valuable part of this whole… arrangement.”
I shifted my weight, oddly relieved by his understanding. “We might be going out for drinks tonight with some friends. If she has a few drinks and loosens up, maybe she’ll be open to it.”
Matthew’s eyebrows raised with interest. “Going out? Anywhere special?”
“Just The Three Feathers. My friend Dean’s meeting a lady friend, and they invited us along.”
“Ah, the pub with your pool team,” he nodded, remembering when I’d mentioned it to him earlier this week. “Sounds like fun.”
“You’re welcome to join us,” I offered, surprising myself with how much I wanted him there. “Around eight, if you’re free.”
Matthew’s expression shifted, a flash of what looked like genuine regret crossing his face. “I wish I could, Jamie. Unfortunately, I’m flying out this evening on business. I won’t be back for a few days.”
“Oh.” I couldn’t hide my disappointment. What did this mean for the ten-day game? “Where are you headed?”
“Frankfurt. Boring meetings with the European division.” He straightened his tie, reading my mind. “But don’t let my absence slow things down. The ten days don’t all need to involve me exclusively.”
I frowned. “What do you mean?”
“I mean that your journey with Millie can continue without me physically present. In fact…” He paused, considering something. “Perhaps that’s even better. It gives you both space to explore at your own pace.”
Before I could ask him to elaborate, the showroom door chimed as it opened. A middle-aged couple walked in, looking around with the unmistakable air of serious buyers.
Matthew clapped me on the shoulder. “Looks like you’ve got customers. We’ll talk more before I leave.” He lowered his voice. “And Jamie? Thank you again for sharing those photos. Your wife is stunning. Any man with eyes that work and a sex drive would love to fuck her.”
He walked away, leaving me standing there with my cock stiff and aching and my mind racing with possibilities. The couple approached, and I slipped back into my professional persona, but underneath, I couldn’t stop thinking about what might happen with and without Matthew’s direct guidance, and about how much I both feared and craved whatever came next.
The rest of the workday passed in a blur of customers and paperwork. I kept glancing at my office door, expecting Matthew to appear with more instructions or comments about the photos, but he never did. By five o’clock, I was packing up my things, watching the door with a mixture of disappointment and relief.
Lewis stopped by my desk, his lanky frame leaning against the partition. “Hope you have a good weekend, Jamie. Any plans?”
“Just drinks with friends,” I said, trying to sound casual. “Nothing special. You?”
“Heading to Brighton with the guys. Hopefully, we’ll find some girls.” He grinned, then lowered his voice. “Hey, did you see the boss leaving? Looked like he was in a hurry.”
My head snapped up. “Matthew left already?”
“Yeah, about twenty minutes ago. Had his travel bag and everything.”
I felt a strange hollowness in my chest. He’d gone without saying goodbye, without giving me any further instructions for the ten-day plan. I wondered if Millie’s photos had somehow disappointed him, or if he’d changed his mind about the whole thing. Maybe he’d just forgotten.
“Right. Well, have a good one,” I said to Lewis, who gave me a mock salute before heading out.
The drive home was filled with questions. What was I supposed to do next? Was the plan still on? And why did I care so much about what Matthew thought?
When I got home, Millie was already in full dinner-prep mode, her hair pulled back in a messy bun as she chopped vegetables. Grace was colouring at the kitchen table while Ethan played with Legos in the living room.
“Hey,” she said, glancing up with a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “How was work?”
“Fine,” I said, kissing her cheek. “Matthew’s gone on a business trip for the weekend. Frankfurt. He made out it’s a drag, but I’d love to travel around like he does.”
“Me too.” She nodded, her knife pausing mid-chop. “So… did you… show him?”
“Yeah,” I said, lowering my voice. “He was impressed. Very impressed.”
“You showed him them all?” When I nodded, a flush crept up her neck. “Even the ones with my… my legs open? What did he say?”
I hesitated, not sure how much of Matthew’s crude commentary to share. “He said you had the type of body that guys just want to fuck.”
Her soft brown eyes opened wide, and her cheeks turned pink. I noticed her chest rise and fall, breathing faster. “He said that? Those words?”
“Those words.” I nodded and to my surprise, she smiled, a genuine one this time, and I could see the subtle shift in her posture — a straightening of her spine, a lifting of her chin.
“Really?”
“Really,” I confirmed, my hand finding the small of her back. “He said your breasts are perfect handfuls, that your ass is fantastic. Your pussy is a nice tidy slit. He can tell you’ve only been with one man. Then he asked if I’d send him the photos.”
Her eyes widened. “What did you tell him?”
“That I’d talk to you about it.”
Millie closed her eyes for a moment and tilted her head in thought. When she opened them again, she tapped her lip with a finger, then shook her head. “If we let him have copies of the photos, he’d probably masturbate to them. Is that something you want? Do you want men to masturbate to pictures of me?”
I shrugged. “I think that’s probably already happened, but to your TikTok video.”
Millie’s brown eyes widened, then she visibly shook herself back to the present and went back to chopping, her movements more deliberate. “I’ll think about it.”
After dinner, Andie arrived with Shaun in tow, just like last time. She looked as effortlessly stylish as ever in ripped jeans and an oversized sweater, her dark blonde hair falling in waves around her shoulders. Her friend-with-benefits, Shaun, hung back, hands in his pockets, giving me a nod.
“Thanks for babysitting again,” Millie said, beckoning them both through the door and shutting it behind them.
“No problem. It’s the first time you’ve done one of your regular Friday nights for a while,” Andie said, her eyes darting between us. “Two nights out in a week is something, though. Is it a date night?”
“Just drinks with friends,” I said, echoing my earlier words to Lewis.
“And I promise we won’t be late,” Millie added. “Probably home by eleven.”
I caught Shaun’s eye and wondered if they were planning to use our guest room again, even for a quick session, or if they could manage to hold out until we got home. The thought made me shift uncomfortably, the image of Andie naked beneath her lover on the bed, his hips grinding into her… I shook my head, dismissing the intrusive thoughts. I was still horny from showing Matthew the photos earlier. That was all it was. Perhaps I should head to the bathroom we leave, sort myself out.
Millie disappeared upstairs to get ready while I said goodnight to Ethan nd Grace. When she came back down, my breath caught. She’d changed into skin-tight dark jeans that hugged every curve, paired with a sapphire blue top that opened low enough to show the swell of her breasts. Her hair was loose now, falling in soft waves, and she’d applied smoky makeup that made her eyes look bigger and red lipstick that made her lips fuller.
“No bra?” I asked quietly, noticing the way the silk clung to her breasts.
She smiled, a little nervously. “No bra. For you. It can be a regular thing. You like showing me off, right?”
“God, yes,” I breathed, my hands finding her waist, pulling her closer. The silk of her top was impossibly thin, and I could see the outline of her nipples clearly this close up. “You look amazing.”
“I made an effort.” She pressed against me, her body warm and soft. “I keep thinking about what you told me. About Matthew seeing my boobs. My vagina. It makes me feel…” She trailed off, biting her lip.
“Makes you feel what?”
“Excited. And it makes me feel good, like I’m not just a trad wife and mother, but a woman too.” Her brown eyes searched mine. “Like when we first met. Is that silly?”
“Not at all,” I said, my voice rougher than intended. “You are all of those things. And tonight, I know I’m going to be the envy of every man in that bar.”
She smiled, standing on her tiptoes to kiss me. I could taste her lip gloss, feel the warmth of her breath.
“We should go,” she whispered against my lips. “Before I let you mess up my makeup.”








  
  The Art of Feminine Confidence: When Is Flirting Harmless?

Home and Heart


A blog by @DemureMillieGrace 
Hello, dear readers!
As traditional wives, we're called to be devoted to our husbands above all else. Our hearts, our bodies, our loyalty—all belong to the man we chose to marry. This is sacred, and I would never suggest otherwise.
But I've been pondering something lately: what about our natural feminine gifts? The ability to make others feel welcomed, appreciated, and valued? The grace that comes from knowing how to listen, how to smile warmly, and how to bring out the best in people around us?
A traditional wife should be her husband's greatest supporter, his safe harbour, and the keeper of his home. We're meant to be nurturing, gentle, and wise in our interactions. But does this mean we should hide our light under a bushel when we're out in the world?
I've noticed that when I'm confident and genuinely kind to others—including the men in our social circle—it seems to make Mr Heart proud rather than jealous. He loves seeing me use the social graces he fell in love with. There's something beautiful about a woman who can make everyone around her feel special while never forgetting where her true devotion lies.
Is there a difference between being charmingly feminine, making someone smile and leading them on? I believe there is, and I think it lies in the purity of our intentions and the strength of our commitment to our marriages.
A confident, gracious wife who knows her worth might actually be the greatest gift she can give her husband. What are your thoughts, dear readers? How do you balance being a light in the world while staying true to your marriage vows?
With love and faithful devotion,
MillieGrace






  
  Chapter four
The Right Angles


The drive to The Three Feathers was electric with anticipation. Millie kept adjusting her sapphire-coloured top, buttoning it up slightly, then undoing a couple of buttons, clearly nervous about how much cleavage she was showing. 
“You look perfect,” I told her as we pulled into the car park. “Just be yourself. Wear it however you’re comfortable.”
“Who says I want to be comfortable?” she said with a teasing giggle. “I want to have a good night. Let my hair down. Be more…”
I turned to look at her when she tailed off, seeing a mixture of excitement and anxiety in her expression. “More what?”
“More confident. More daring. Like the kind of woman who poses for nude photos and doesn’t care who sees them. The kind of woman who doesn’t feel like a prude, and ashamed when the world sees her accidentally slip a nipple on TikTok.”
“You are that woman,” I said. “You just need to let her out.”
The pub was busier than usual for a Friday night. The warm glow of the lights and the familiar smell of beer and perfume hit us as we walked in. I spotted Dean immediately at the bar, talking to a woman with platinum blonde hair cascading over her shoulders and a husky laugh that carried across the room. Even from behind, Sarah’s curves were unmistakable — full hips in jeans that rivalled Millie’s for tightness and a low-cut gold-coloured top that showed off her ample cleavage.
“Sarah’s definitely back then,” Millie said quietly, following my gaze.
I nodded, remembering the last time Dean had dated her. It hadn’t ended well — Sarah had a reputation for chewing up men and spitting them out, and Dean had been devastated when she’d moved on to someone else without warning. But here they were again, and from the way Dean was looking at her, he was already falling back under her spell.
He saw us and waved us over, his face lighting up with nervous excitement. “Jamie! Millie! Look who’s here!”
Sarah turned, her full lips curving into that predatory smile I remembered. She was stunning in an obvious, dangerous way — the way of a woman who knew exactly the effect she had on men. Her top was cut low enough to show the swell of her breasts, and I had to drag my eyes away from her cleavage before Millie noticed.
“Well, well,” she purred, her voice smoky. “If it isn’t the happy couple. How long has it been?”
“Too long,” I said carefully, although the look that Millie gave me suggested that she felt the exact opposite.
Mina appeared behind the bar, her sleek black ponytail swaying as she moved. “The usual?” she asked with her soft Korean accent, already reaching for a pint glass.
“Please,” I said. “And a white wine for Millie.”
As Mina prepared our drinks, I noticed Ollie and Zack from the team clustered around their usual spot near the pool table. Ollie’s tall, broad frame was unmistakable even from across the room, his beach-blond hair catching the pub lights as he leaned against the table. Beside him, Zack looked lean and athletic as always, his mixed-race features sharp in the warm glow. They both looked up as we approached, and I saw something shift in their expressions when they spotted Millie and Sarah.
“Bloody hell,” Ollie muttered under his breath, his rugged features breaking into a slow grin as his eyes widened, taking in Millie’s outfit and then Sarah’s.
Zack’s pale green eyes lingered on Sarah’s chest and then Millie’s legs, shapely in her tight jeans, before quickly darting away, as if we hadn’t noticed.
“Evening, lads,” I said, trying to sound casual.
“Evening,” they replied in unison, but their attention was clearly on my wife and Dean’s date for the night.
Dean handed Millie the glass of wine that he’d carried over for her, his mechanic’s hands steady despite the obvious tension in the air. I watched as she took a sip, her tongue darting out to catch a drop on her lip. The simple gesture seemed to enchant every man at the table — Dean with his familiar, friendly smile growing more appreciative, Ollie’s broad shoulders straightening as he watched her, and young Zack struggling not to stare. This was going to be an interesting night.
We sat down at the usual table, where Sarah regaled us with stories from her job at the salon, her throaty laugh punctuating every punchline. Dean hung on her every word, clearly smitten all over again, while Millie sipped her wine and seemed to relax into the warm atmosphere of the pub.
It was Zack who broke the comfortable rhythm first, his pale green eyes narrowing slightly as he studied Millie’s face with a growing grin.
“So, Millie,” he said slowly, setting down his pint. “How’s TikTok fame treating you? I saw that video the other day. It gained you a lot of attention.”
Millie’s face immediately flushed. “Oh God, you’re not going to bring that up, are you?”
Ollie leaned forward, his beach-blond hair catching the light, a mischievous smile spreading across his rugged features. “Are you kidding? That video was legendary. We couldn’t believe it when we realised it was Jamie’s wife.”
“What TikTok?” Sarah asked, clearly intrigued.
Dean’s eyes lit up with evident appreciation. “The one where Millie was talking about traditional marriage values and her top… well, let’s just say it gave everyone quite the view.”
Millie covered her face with her hands. “I can’t believe you all saw that.”
“Saw it?” Zack laughed. “Millie, that video was everywhere. The guys at work were all asking me if you were really married or if it was a persona kind of thing. Let’s say they were hoping you were single.”
“What exactly happened?” Sarah pressed, leaning forward with obvious curiosity.
“It was a stupid accident,” Millie mumbled through her fingers. “I was doing a clip for my traditional wife channel, and I didn’t realise my blouse had become unbuttoned. It flapped open mid-sentence, and well, you can imagine.”
“We don’t need to imagine anything now,” Ollie grinned. “Poor Millie had neglected to wear a bra, so everyone got quite the show.”
I watched Millie’s face, expecting her to get up and excuse herself to recover, but something surprising happened instead. After the initial embarrassment, she slowly lowered her hands from her face, and I could see a spark of something else in her eyes — a kind of thrilled satisfaction.
“You all really saw my boob?” she asked quietly. “Was it that noticeable?”
“Saw it? I must have watched it twenty times,” Dean admitted with a grin. “Though I felt a bit guilty about it, knowing you’re Jamie’s missus and all.”
“Dean!” Sarah laughed, swatting his arm.
“What? I’m only human,” he protested. “Besides, Jamie’s always going on about how gorgeous you are. Can’t say I blame him now.”
The atmosphere had shifted subtly, but Millie maintained her composure with that natural grace she’d always possessed. She smoothed her dark hair behind her ear and gave a soft laugh.
“Well, I suppose if everyone’s seen it,” she said with a gentle smile, “There’s no use hiding or feeling bad about it. It’s just a boob. All girls have them, and besides, worse things happen.”
“That’s the spirit,” Sarah said, raising her glass. “Let’s toast! To women’s boobs!”
“And to accidents that make us famous,” Dean added, winking at Millie as he raised his beer.
We all clinked glasses, and I noticed how Millie’s posture had subtly changed. She wasn’t slouching or trying to ‘blend in’ anymore, but she wasn’t being brazen either. She was simply… Millie. Confident in a quiet way that made every man at the table pay attention to her.
“Anyone fancy a game?” Ollie asked, nodding toward the pool table that had just freed up.
“Oh, I haven’t played in ages,” Millie said, but she was already standing. “I’ll probably be terrible.”
“I’ll play with you,” Sarah offered. “Boys versus girls?”
“You’re on,” Dean said, grabbing his pint.
“That’s not going to be a fair game,” I pointed out. “Two girls who’ve barely played against a bunch of guys who play in a pool team?”
Everyone agreed, so Millie, Ollie and Dean made up one team, while Zack, Sarah and I made up the other. As we moved to the pool table, I noticed Mina behind the bar watching our group with interest. She’d known us all for a while, but tonight felt different somehow. There was an energy in the air that hadn’t been there before, and she must have sensed it..
Millie bent over to line up her first shot, and I felt my breath catch. The half-unbuttoned sapphire blue top gaped open as she leaned forward, giving everyone at the opposite side of the table a perfect view down her shirt. Her breasts were pressed together slightly, the silk clinging to her curves, and I could see her nipples clearly outlined against the fabric.
“Oh dear,” she murmured, missing the shot entirely. “I told you I’d be rubbish.”
She straightened up, utterly oblivious to the effect she’d just had on every man present. Zack had actually taken a step back, his face flushed, while Ollie was gripping his cue stick a little too tightly.
“Your turn, Sarah,” Millie said sweetly, as if nothing had happened.
The game continued, and every time Millie took a shot, the same thing happened. She’d lean over, her top would fall open, and she’d give everyone a perfect view while focusing intently on the cue ball. Each time, she seemed completely unaware of what she was doing, discussing her technique or apologising for her poor aim with that same innocent expression.
“I think I need another drink,” she said after missing yet another easy shot. “This is harder than I remembered.”
Dean practically leapt to get her wine, and I noticed she was drinking faster than usual. Her cheeks had taken on a rosy flush, and her laugh was coming more easily.
“You know what?” she said, taking a longer sip than normal. “I think I’m actually starting to enjoy this.”
She bent over for another shot, this time making a good pot, and, along with Ollie beside me, I saw the entirety of both breasts hanging down. When she straightened up, she caught him staring. Instead of the embarrassed look I expected, she gave him a small, knowing smile that made my heart race.
“Am I getting better, Jamie?” she asked, turning to me, her voice still soft and sweet, but with something underneath that hadn’t been there at the start of the evening.
“You’re definitely doing something right,” I managed, my voice slightly hoarse.
Every time Millie bent over the table, Ollie would pause mid-conversation, his pint halfway to his lips, eyes fixed downward. Zack had given up any pretence of watching the game, openly staring whenever Millie leaned forward. Even Dean, despite Sarah’s obvious charms right beside him, kept glancing over.
And it wasn’t just Millie drawing their attention. Sarah herself was also putting on quite a display, her ample breasts straining against her tight top as she bent over the table. Her jeans hugged every inch of her full hips and thighs, and she had a way of arching her back that made every man in the vicinity — not just our group — take notice.
“Oh, blast,” Millie said softly, straightening up after another failed pot, though this was a closer miss. As she did, I noticed another one of the buttons on her top had come undone, revealing even more of her cleavage. The silky fabric gaped open further now, and when she leaned forward for her next turn, I could see both breasts hanging down again, capped by her dusky pink nipples, through the gap.
She seemed completely unaware, focusing intently on lining up her shot while providing an even more generous view than before. Zack actually stepped closer, his pale green eyes wide, while Ollie gripped the edge of the table.
“Millie,” Sarah said with a knowing smile, “You might want to… adjust yourself.”
Millie looked down and gasped softly, her cheeks flushing as she quickly buttoned up her top. “Oh goodness, I’m so clumsy tonight. Thank you.”
But I noticed she didn’t button it all the way, leaving just enough undone to maintain the tantalising view.
“Your turn, Sarah,” Dean said, his voice slightly strained.
Sarah sauntered to the table, deliberately taking her time to line up the shot. Her jeans were so tight they looked painted on. She wiggled her ass slightly as she aimed, drawing appreciative looks from all the men present.
“Like what you see, boys?” she asked without looking up, a teasing note in her voice.
“I always do,” Dean replied, his eyes drifting between Sarah and my wife.
Mina appeared with another round of drinks, her dark eyes taking in the scene with obvious amusement. “Looks like you’re having a good night,” she commented as she set down the glasses.
“Getting better all the time,” Ollie muttered under his breath.
Millie accepted her wine gratefully. The drinks were definitely lowering her inhibitions. Her movements were becoming slightly looser, more relaxed, though she maintained that innocent, graceful manner that made everything she did seem accidental.
“I think I’m starting to get the hang of this,” she said, bending over once more after making a good pot. This time, she held the position longer than necessary, seemingly concentrating on her aim while the men around the table held their collective breath, hoping her top would flap open again.
When she finally took the shot and missed — by no more than an inch — she stood with a little sigh. “Well, perhaps not quite yet.”
Sarah finished her turn next and straightened up, adjusting her top after her large boobs almost fell out, making everyone’s eyes nearly pop. “You know what I love about pool?” she said, her voice carrying that husky quality that always made men pay attention. “It’s such a… physical game. All about positioning, finding the right angle, knowing exactly how hard to hit it.”
Dean nearly choked on his beer. “Sarah…”
“What?” she laughed, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “I’m talking about the game, Dean. Though I suppose there are similarities to other activities.” She winked at Millie, who blushed but smiled back. “You know what I mean, don’t you, Millie? Sometimes you have to be willing to take a risky move that you wouldn’t normally go for.”
“I… yes, I suppose so,” Millie replied, taking another sip of the wine that was clearly going to her head.
“The key is confidence,” Sarah continued, leaning against the table in a way that emphasised her curves. Her boobs were crushed against the cloth as she went to take her shot, her butt jutting out behind her. “Don’t you think so, boys?”
Ollie and Zack nodded enthusiastically while Dean just stared at her with obvious desire.
“Fuck,” Sarah cursed. Her shot missed, and worse still, the white ball cannoned into the black, potting it and ending the game in a loss for our team. “Sorry, guys. Oh, well, I gave it my best go.”
“That you did.” Dean put his arm around his date, kissing her on the lips as a consolation.
“Bathroom break,” Millie announced suddenly. “Sarah, do you want to come with me?”
“Oh, yes, good idea,” Sarah replied, taking a drink once Dean released her from the embrace and smiling at Millie. As the women headed toward the ladies’ room, Dean moved closer to me, his eyes bright with curiosity and alcohol.
“Hey, I meant to ask,” he said quietly, “Millie seems more… confident than usual. Is it to do with your boss and that whole situation you've got going on? She’s almost like a different woman tonight.”
I glanced around to make sure Ollie and Zack were out of earshot — they were arguing about whose turn it was to buy the next round.
“Yeah,” I admitted, my voice low. “It’s escalated since I last told you about it.”
“Escalated how?”
I was suddenly aware of the phone in my pocket and the nude photos on it. “We went over for dinner at his and he talked about the lingerie pictures to Millie. She was embarrassed, but I think she kind of liked it too. Then he asked for more photos. Nudes, this time.”
“And?”
I felt my cock stiffen in my shorts. I needed to tell someone, and Dean was the perfect person. “We did it. Last night. She let me take a few, and I showed them to him today.”
Dean’s breath caught. “Fucking hell, Jamie. Are you serious?”
I nodded, unable to stop talking about it now that I’d started. “He fucking loved them, obviously. And I think she enjoyed it too. I don’t know where this is going, but if it’s making Millie more confident, then I guess it’s a good thing”
“Show me,” Dean said suddenly, his voice urgent. He was flushed and not just from the beer; a light sheen of sweat covered his forehead.
“What?”
“Show me the pictures. Please, mate. I’m begging you.”
I hesitated, looking toward the bathroom where the women had disappeared. “I don’t know…”
“I’ve got to see them. Look,” Dean said, pulling out his phone. “Sarah sent me these last night. Fair trade, right?”
He angled the screen toward me, and I felt my breath hitch when he scrolled through his messages. On the first one, Sarah was sprawled across a bed, completely naked, her platinum blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. Her full breasts were on display, nipples erect, and she had one hand between her thighs, covering her pussy, with a sultry smile on her face.
“Jesus,” I whispered.
“Look at this one,” Dean said, swiping to show Sarah bent over, looking back at the camera with a wicked grin, totally naked again. On this one, her pussy was on display, completely shaved. Her wet pussy lips glistened in the low light, and her large tits hung down sexily. “She’s a real naughty one, Jamie. She used to send me stuff like this all the time when I dated her before.”
He showed me a couple more, both were incredible, raw and sexual, making my cock twitch in my shorts. The first was only her top half, but she had her arms folded, pushing her breasts up. They looked firm and perfectly round. The second, she was standing above the camera, her legs apart, fingers holding her pussy open to show the pink hole inside. “Holy shit,” I murmured, my cock now fully stiffening in my jeans. “And she’s fine sending these sorts of photos? Without you asking?”
“She gets off on it. Says it turns her on knowing I’m looking at them during the day, making me want her.” Dean’s voice was thick with desire. “Now come on, your turn. Fair’s fair.”
Against my better judgment, I looked around and seeing no sign of Millie returning, I pulled out my phone and clicked on my photos. Dean’s eyes widened as I showed him the first picture — Millie sitting on our bed, sexy and naked, her dark hair tumbling over her shoulders, her breasts on show, her legs pressed together.
“Fuck me,” he breathed, staring at the screen. “I’ve always wanted to see her tits properly, Jamie. They look so fucking hot.”
“And this one,” I said, showing him the photo where she was on her side, the curve of her ass and the line of her waist creating perfect shadows.
“I can’t believe she let you take these,” Dean said, his voice hoarse. “She looks so… sexy. Like a model. I didn’t know she had it in her.”
I swiped to the next image without him needing to ask, Millie with her knees against her chest, then to the good ones. My wife, lying back with her legs parted, everything exposed. Dean’s breathing had become audible.
“Oh, wow,” he managed, his voice husky. “There it is. Millie’s cute little pussy. I like the tidy bit of hair. Wow. What I’d give to fuck her, Jamie. I bet she’s tight, even after having two kids, right?”
I nodded, but couldn’t speak. I was too horny from showing him the pictures and hearing his compliments. I flicked to the close-ups of her tits and then her pussy, the two of us standing there in silence. We were both still staring at the last photo when I heard familiar laughter approaching. I quickly closed the phone and shoved it back in my pocket just as Millie and Sarah returned from the bathroom.
Millie looked different somehow — more relaxed, calmer, her cheeks flushed with wine and whatever conversation they’d had. Her hair was slightly mussed, and she had that loose, happy expression that came with a few drinks and good company.
“What are you two whispering about?” Sarah asked with a knowing smile, sliding up to Dean.
“Nothing,” he said quickly, but his voice was strained. “Just… talking pool.”
“Mmhmm,” Sarah said, clearly not buying it. “Well, whatever it was, it’s got you both looking rather flustered.”
Millie giggled — a full-on girly giggle — as she reclaimed her wine glass. “Sarah was telling me the most interesting stories in there,” she said, her usual reserve noticeably loosened. “About her outlook on life.”
“Outlook on life?” I asked.
“Oh, you know,” Millie said with a wave of her hand, “How different her view on things is compared to mine. I’m a trad wife, she’s a happy-go-lucky kind of girl.”
The two of us stood there, not quite knowing what to say, the images we’d just exchanged on our minds too much.
“Just girl talk,” Sarah said eventually, rolling her eyes at what she probably saw as a lack of understanding. “Nothing you boys would be interested in.”
“Ready for another game?” Millie asked, already moving toward the pool table with a sway in her hips that hadn’t been there earlier, but before anyone could answer, Sarah stretched and yawned dramatically.
“Actually, I think I need some air,” she said, fishing in her purse and pulling out a sleek vape pen. “It’s so warm in here, and the air in here is making me feel a bit stuffy.”
Dean’s eyes lit up. “I’ll come with you. I could use a break myself.”
Sarah smiled at him, giving him a look that suggested she knew he didn’t need a break at all. “We’ll be back in a little while,” she said softly, then Dean followed her toward the back door like a puppy. Once again, I couldn’t help but notice the smitten look in his eyes.
“Well, that’s got rid of the amateurs,” I heard Ollie say, walking towards us and gesturing toward the pool table. “Fancy a proper game, Zack? Winner buys the next round?”
Zack nodded eagerly, already racking up the balls. “You’re on, mate.”
I looked at Millie, who was swaying slightly beside me, her cheeks pink, and a sheen of sweat covered her face from the warmth of the pub. She was also looking a bit overwhelmed by all the attention she’d been receiving.
“Maybe we should get some air too,” I suggested, placing a gentle hand on her lower back. “You look like you could use it.”
“That sounds good,” she said, leaning into me slightly. “It might perk me up a little.”
I’d been nursing the same pint all evening, wanting to stay clear-headed while Millie relaxed and enjoyed herself. As we made our way toward the back door, I caught Mina’s eye behind the bar. She gave me a knowing look, as if she’d been watching our little group all evening and found it highly entertaining.
The cool night air hit us as we stepped outside, and Millie took a deep breath, steadying herself against the brick wall of the pub. The back area was dimly lit, with a few picnic tables scattered around and a narrow alley that ran behind the building.
“That’s better,” she said, tilting her face up toward the night sky, staring at the stars glittering above us. “I think I had a bit too much wine a bit too fast.”
“You’re having fun, though?” I asked, wrapping my arm around her waist. “We can head home anytime, if it’s all a bit much?”
“Not yet,” she murmured, pressing closer to me. “I’m enjoying myself. More than I have in ages. It feels good to be out with friends. I’ve missed it — and Sarah’s quite nice if you give her a chance.”
That’s when we heard it — a soft moan coming from somewhere in the shadows near the alley. We both froze, listening.
“Was that…?” Millie whispered.
Another sound, distinctly sexual, drifted through the night air. Without saying anything, we both found ourselves moving quietly toward the source of the noise, curiosity overriding propriety.
As we reached the corner of the building, we could see them in the dim light spilling from a street lamp. Sarah was pressed against the brick wall of the adjacent building, her jeans around her ankles, while Dean thrust into her from behind. Her hands were braced against the wall, her platinum blonde hair catching the dim light of the street as her head tilted back in pleasure.
“Oh God, Dean,” she gasped, not bothering to keep her voice down. “Fuck me harder.”
Millie’s hand flew to her mouth, but she didn’t look away. Neither did I. We stood there, transfixed, watching as Dean gripped Sarah’s hips and drove into her with increasing urgency. We could hear the sound of his balls slapping against her pussy.
“Oh fuck, yeah,” Sarah gasped again, not bothering to keep her voice down. She arched her back, pushing her ass back onto him. “Yes, just like that. Fuck me deep.”
Dean’s hands moved up to her chest, roughly pulling her top down and freeing her full breasts. They were as perfect as in the photos, full and heavy, tipped with dark, erect nipples. They bounced with each thrust, pale in the dim light. Sarah arched her back further, pushing herself against him as he squeezed and kneaded her tits in both hands while still fucking her.
I felt Millie’s breathing quicken beside me, her body pressed close to mine as we watched the raw display of lust unfolding just metres away. Her hand had moved from her mouth to grip my arm, her fingers digging in through my shirt.
Dean suddenly pulled out, and in the streetlight, I could see his thick cock glistening with Sarah’s wetness. He was bigger than I’d expected — not exceptionally long but impressively thick, the shaft curving up, the tip large and swollen. He stroked himself for a moment, spreading Sarah’s juices along his length, before positioning himself again.
“Please,” Sarah whimpered, pushing back against him. “Don’t stop.”
He drove back into her with a grunt, and Sarah’s cry of pleasure echoed off the brick walls. The sound was primal, guttural in a way that made my cock strain against my jeans.
“Wow,” Millie whispered beside me, so quietly I almost didn’t hear her. “He’s really doing it to her hard.”
I glanced at her and saw that her eyes were bright, twinkling in the low light, her lips parted as she watched Dean’s thick shaft disappear into Sarah again and again. His free hand had moved to her throat, fingers resting against the pulse point there. A few moments later, Dean’s rhythm became erratic, his breathing harsh and audible even from our hiding spot. Sarah was meeting each thrust, her blonde hair falling forward as she braced herself against the wall.
“I’m close,” Dean groaned. “Fuck, Sarah, you feel so good.”
“Cum for me,” she panted back. “I want to feel you cum inside me.”
The words sent a jolt through me, and I felt Millie tremble against my side. We watched as Dean’s movements became desperate, his hands gripping Sarah’s waist so tightly I was sure he’d leave marks.
With a final, deep thrust, Dean buried himself completely in Sarah and let out a low, rough moan. Sarah gasped and pushed back against him, her own body shuddering as they climaxed together in the shadowy alley.
For a moment, they stayed frozen like that, both breathing heavily. Then Dean slowly pulled out, and I caught another glimpse of his still-hard cock, cum dripping from the tip, before he tucked himself back into his jeans.
“Fuck,” Sarah sighed breathlessly, pulling her jeans back up. “That was exactly what I needed.”
Millie tugged on my arm urgently, and we quickly stepped back around the corner before they could spot us. My heart was pounding, and when I looked at Millie, I could see the desire burning in her eyes.
“Jamie,” she whispered, her voice thick with need. “I want you. Right now.”
Without another word, I pulled her toward the pub’s back entrance. We slipped inside, moving quickly past the main bar area where Ollie and Zack were still engrossed in their pool game. The toilets were down a narrow hallway at the back of the pub, and Mille quickly checked that the ladies’ was empty before dragging me inside a cubicle — a small, cramped space with a lock that I turned the moment we were inside.
She was on me immediately, her mouth finding mine with desperate hunger. The drink had loosened all her inhibitions, and watching Dean and Sarah had clearly affected her as much as it had me. Her hands fumbled with my belt while I pressed her back against the wall.
“I want you to fuck me the same as Dean fucked Sarah,” she gasped between kisses. “The way he was doing it… hard and fast and rough.”
I tugged down her jeans while she did the same to mine, my hands sliding up under her sapphire top to cup her breasts as she found my erect cock, wanking me off without hesitation. Her nipples were hard in my hands, and then when I turned her to face the wall, she arched back against me with a soft moan.
“You liked watching them,” I said, my voice rough.
“Yes,” she admitted, her voice thick with arousal. “I’ve never seen anything like that before.”
She spread her legs as wide as she could with her jeans around her ankles, and I groped for the entrance to her pussy with the head of my throbbing cock. The cramped space made everything feel more urgent, more forbidden.
Just as I was positioning myself, my phone buzzed loudly in my pocket. We both froze.
“Ignore it,” Millie breathed, pulling me closer. I shoved my cock up her, feeling her body tense at the intrusion, hearing the soft sigh of pleasure escape her lips.
But my phone buzzed again, insistent. I cursed and pulled it out of my pocket to switch it off. Until Matthew’s name flashed up on the screen.
“It’s him,” I said, my heart racing. “Matthew.”
“Now?” Millie asked, but her curiosity was evident. “He’s not got the best timing.”
I opened the message, holding the phone so we could both read it:
Hope you’re having a good evening. I loved seeing Millie’s nudes today. Her body is sensational. If showing me the pictures excited you, perhaps you should let Millie flirt with someone tonight while you’re out. Can you imagine how turned on you’d be, seeing her do that? Imagine if she kissed someone? That would be a fun picture to send me.
Millie’s eyes widened. “He wants me to…?”
Shit. I’d been caught discussing Millie’s hotwife plan with Matthew. Before I could process that and figure out an answer, there was a sharp knock on the door.
“Hey, Jamie. Millie. I know what you’re doing in there.” Mina’s accented voice cut through our passion like a bucket of cold water. “Please come out. This is a public toilet, not your bedroom.”
We scrambled apart, both of us flushed and breathing heavily. Millie quickly pulled her jeans back up while I tried to adjust myself, my erection still painfully obvious.
“Come on, out!” Mina called again. “Other people need to use the facilities!”
Red-faced and thoroughly frustrated, we unlocked the door and emerged to find Mina standing there with her arms crossed, looking thoroughly unimpressed.
“We’re sorry,” I mumbled, unable to meet her eyes. “I don’t know what came over us.”
“Take it home,” she said firmly, but not unkindly. “Or get a hotel room.”
We hurried back toward the main bar, both of us still flustered and aroused. The interruption had left us hanging, desperate for sex, but now back in public, we’d have to contain ourselves and wait.
As we got fresh drinks, avoiding Mina’s eye, I was unsure what else would transpire tonight, but I was looking forward to finding out.






  
  Modest Fashion: When Less Coverage Can Still Mean More Grace

Home and Heart


A blog by @DemureMillieGrace 
Hello, dear readers!
I’ve been thinking a lot about fashion lately, particularly after receiving some lovely messages about my recent outfit choices. As traditional wives, we’re often told that modesty means covering up completely — high necklines, long sleeves, hemlines well below the knee. And while I absolutely believe in dressing with dignity and respect, I’ve been wondering: is there room for a little more… flexibility?
Don’t get me wrong — I’m not suggesting we abandon our values or dress inappropriately. But I’ve been reflecting on the difference between modesty and hiding. When we take care of our bodies through good nutrition, regular exercise, and proper self-care (all part of being good stewards of what God has given us), shouldn’t we be able to celebrate that without shame?
I’ve been experimenting with slightly shorter hemlines — still elegant, still appropriate, but perhaps showing a bit more of the legs I work hard to keep healthy. Or choosing tops with a more flattering neckline that hints at my femininity without being too immodest. The key, I think, is intention and context.
A well-fitted dress that shows your silhouette can be far more modest than a baggy outfit that hides your form entirely. And a hint of what lies beneath? Is that so wrong? There’s something to be said for clothes that make you feel confident and beautiful — after all, isn’t that what our husbands fell in love with?
I’m curious about your thoughts, dear readers. How do you balance modesty with feeling attractive? Where do you draw the line between appropriate and too revealing?
With love and thoughtful consideration,
Millie
P.S. - I've been getting so many questions about where I shop! I'll be putting together a modest fashion guide soon with my favourite pieces that strike the perfect balance.






  
  Chapter five
Only Human


“What does that message mean?” Millie whispered, nodding toward my phone. “He wants me to kiss someone else? Here, in the pub? Tonight?” 
I glanced around the bar, making sure no one was listening. Ollie and Zack were still absorbed in their pool game, the crack of balls echoing across the wooden floor. Dean and Sarah hadn’t returned yet.
“I opened up to him,” I said quietly, my pulse still racing from our interrupted encounter. “I told him I found it exciting to show him your photos. That it makes me… proud to be married to such a… desirable woman. He understands. He was in an open relationship once, so he gets it.”
Millie’s brown eyes searched mine, her cheeks still flushed from the wine and our heated moment in the toilet. The sapphire silk of her top clung to her curves, and I could see her nipples were still hard through the thin fabric.
“Is that what you want?” she asked, her voice barely audible above the pub’s ambient noise. For a long moment, I thought she was going to say, ‘An open relationship?’ but she didn’t.
“You’d be turned on seeing me kiss another man?” were the words that came from her mouth. The question hung between us like smoke in the warm air. I watched her fingers trace the rim of her wine glass, delicate and nervous. She took a sip, waiting nervously for me to answer, but before I could respond, Dean’s voice cut through our intimate conversation.
“Well, well, look who’s back,” he said, approaching our table with Sarah in tow. His hair was mussed, and Sarah’s lipstick was noticeably smeared. They both had that satisfied, slightly dishevelled look of people who’d just been thoroughly fucked. “We came inside a moment ago, and you weren’t here.”
“We went to the bathroom. Did you enjoy your smoke?” I asked, trying to keep my voice casual.
“Oh, we enjoyed it alright,” Sarah purred, stroking Dean's arm. “But you know what, I think it’s time I headed home,” she announced suddenly. “I’m working at the salon early tomorrow.”
“Oh, can’t you stay for one more drink?” Dean asked, his expression rueful.
“I’ve already had more than I should,” Sarah said, going through her bag, making sure she had her purse and belongings. She leaned in and kissed Dean’s cheek, then whispered something in his ear that made him blush, before turning to Millie and me. “We should do this again soon.”
As Sarah made her way to the exit, I noticed the pub was beginning to empty. Ollie and Zack had finished their game and were settling their tab with Mina. The Friday night crowd was thinning, leaving our corner feeling more private, more isolated.
“I don’t know why you look so disappointed,” Millie chuckled to Dean. “It’s not like you haven’t already got laid tonight.”
Dean’s eyes widened, and he grinned. “You know?”
“We followed you outside,” I explained. “Saw you down the back alley.”
“Ah,” Dean shrugged. “I hope you didn’t see too much.”
“We pretty much saw everything,” Millie replied, folding her arms in such a way that it pushed her cleavage up, visible through the unbuttoned gap in her top. Then she did a surprisingly accurate imitation of Sarah’s voice. “Oh… oh… oh, I need you to cum inside me, Dean.”
“Christ,” my friend laughed. “I had no idea you were there.” But then his expression shifted to something more serious. He moved closer to Millie, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper.
“And it’s not like Sarah’s the only naughty one here,” he teased, his fingers drumming nervously on the side of his half-empty beer glass. “I got Jamie to show me those photos of you earlier… the nude ones. He told me he showed them to his boss, too.”
Millie’s wine glass froze halfway to her lips. “What?”
“I just wanted to say,” Dean continued, his eyes dark with remembered desire. “They’re absolutely fucking incredible. I thought your TikTok slip was sexy, but now that I’ve seen your whole body… Wow. You’re so beautiful, so sexy… it turned me on so much that I just had to fuck Sarah.”
The colour drained from Millie’s face before rushing back in a fierce blush. Her gaze snapped to mine, and I saw anger flash in her brown eyes like lightning.
“You showed him?” she hissed, her voice tight with fury and something else — excitement?
“Millie, I — “
“You showed him my naked body without asking me?” The words came out sharper than intended, drawing glances from nearby tables.
But instead of storming off as I expected, something shifted in her expression. The anger was still there, but it was mixing with something dangerous, something that made her straighten her shoulders and lift her chin defiantly.
“I let you take those pictures in good faith,” she said, her voice taking on a colder edge, “I said you could show them to Matthew, not all and sundry in the pub.”
The words hung in the air between us. Dean’s eyes widened, suddenly alert that he might have got me in huge trouble.
“Millie,” I started, but she held up a hand to silence me.
“No, Jamie. You don’t get to explain this away.” She took a long sip of wine, her movements deliberate and controlled despite the alcohol. “You showed our secret photos to your friend without even asking me.”
“I’m sorry, I — “
“I’m not finished.” The authority in her voice surprised all of us. “But you know what? I’m not upset anymore. I’m… liberated.”
She turned to Dean, and I watched as she shifted in her seat, angling her body toward him in a way that emphasised her curves. The sapphire top had loosened during our encounter in the toilet, and now it revealed even more of her cleavage as she leaned forward.
“Tell me exactly what you thought, Dean,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper that somehow felt scarier than shouting. “When you saw those pictures, did you like them? Don’t hold back.”
Dean swallowed hard, his eyes darting between Millie and me. “I… I think you’ve got an amazing body. Slim, sexy. Your boobs are perfect. Everything is perfect.”
“And did it turn you on?” Millie asked, leaning slightly forward. “Seeing my boobs? Seeing me fully naked?”
“God, yes,” he breathed.
I felt a strange mix of jealousy and arousal watching my wife flirt so openly. This wasn’t the modest, demure woman I’d married. This was someone new, someone showing a new side to them.
Millie looked around the bar. Almost everyone had gone home, apart from Dean, Millie and me. Mina was collecting glasses and wiping the tables down.
“So now it’s just us,” Millie said, her gaze still locked on Dean. “No distractions.”
“Just us,” Dean nodded, his eyes switching between Millie and me, obviously on edge, uncertain of what was happening.
“I need another drink,” Millie announced suddenly, standing with more grace than someone who’d had as much wine should possess. “I’ll get you a drink too, Dean. Jamie, come help me at the bar?”
It wasn’t a request. I followed her to the bar where Mina was placing the used glasses in the glass washer, giving us a knowing look as we approached.
“One last glass of wine, please, and a beer, whatever Dean is drinking,” Millie said sweetly, then turned to me with a lowered voice. “I need to tell you something.”
“What?”
She glanced back at Dean, who was sitting alone at our table, looking slightly shell-shocked by what had just transpired. “I’m not really angry with you.”
I blinked. “You’re not?”
“Well, I was for about thirty seconds,” she admitted, her fingers tracing the bar’s wooden surface. “But then I realised this was perfect. If I’m going to flirt with someone like Matthew wants, I need a reason to do it that wouldn’t seem completely out of character.”
The pieces clicked into place. “So you’re using me showing Dean your nudes as an excuse to be angry at me and flirt with him?”
“Exactly.” She looked up at me with those brown eyes of hers. They were clearer than I thought. She wasn’t so drunk that she’d lost her wits. “I’m giving myself permission to be… experimental. To do things the old Millie never would.”
Mina set down a glass of wine, the beer and a Coke for me, and Millie took a sip of her wine before continuing.
“So I need to know,” she said quietly. “Do you really want me to do this? To flirt with Dean? Do you think he’d even want to kiss me?”
The question hung between us like a challenge. It felt like we were at the edge of something irreversible, but fuck it. I made my decision. “Yes,” I said, my voice rough. “I want you to.”
She smiled, a mixture of nervousness and excitement. “Then I will.”
She picked up the glasses of wine and beer and headed back to the table, leaving me standing at the bar. Mina caught my eye and shook her head with obvious amusement before moving on to her other late-night duties.
I gave them a minute, not daring to look, and finally, when I turned, Millie wasn’t there. I returned to the table, where Dean was fidgeting with his pint, clearly uncomfortable with the tension.
“Millie’s just popped to the ladies’ room,” he said. “Jamie, I’m sorry about earlier. I shouldn’t have said anything about the photos. I’m drunk. I didn’t think.”
“Don’t worry about it,” I reassured him as I sat down across from him, making another decision. “Dean, can I tell you something?”
“Of course.”
“She’s not really angry with me.”
His eyebrows shot up. “She’s not? She sure seemed like it.”
“She’s using it as an excuse,” I said, leaning forward conspiratorially. “To flirt with you. To see how far she’ll go.”
Dean’s mouth fell open slightly. “Are you serious? She wants to flirt with me? Why?”
“I’m dead serious. She wants to be more… experimental. To break out of her “Demure Millie Grace” persona. And to be honest, I’m curious to see what happens, too. It’s just a bit of harmless fun, right?”
“Wait. Is this a joke?” Dean stared at me for a long moment. “You want me to flirt with your wife?”
“I want to see if she’ll flirt back,” I corrected. “And maybe more.”
“More?”
Before I could respond, Millie returned from the ladies’ room, her cheeks slightly flushed and her hair freshly arranged. She’d applied a touch more lip gloss, and the sapphire top seemed to have one less button fastened. She slid back into her seat, positioning herself next to Dean, sliding close to him. “So,” she said, her voice carrying that same sultry edge from earlier, “I was thinking, Dean.”
Dean’s eyebrows raised with interest. “Oh?”
“When Jamie and I saw you and Sarah outside,” she said matter-of-factly, taking a sip of wine. “In the alley. We really did see everything.”
Dean’s face went crimson, but Millie continued before he could speak. “So we’re even now, aren’t we? You’ve seen me naked in those photos, and I’ve seen your… Well, let’s just say I’ve seen quite a lot of you, too.”
The admission hung in the air between them, and I watched as Dean’s embarrassment slowly transformed into something else — encouraged by the smile I gave him when he glanced my way — he relaxed.
“You saw my cock?” he asked, his voice rough.
“We saw Sarah’s boobs, everything,” Millie replied with surprising honesty. “And yes, your cock.” She leaned forward slightly, her cleavage more pronounced in the dim pub lighting. “So when you tell me those photos turned you on, I understand completely. I shouldn’t be angry with Jamie. As I said, I guess we’re even.”
Dean’s breathing had become more noticeable, and he seemed to be struggling with how to respond. “Those photos,” he said finally, “I won’t lie, Millie, they really did get me horny. But they made me wonder…”
“Wonder what?”
“What it would be like to see you naked in person. Not just in a photograph, but right there in front of me.” The words came out in a rush, as if he couldn’t believe he was saying them.
Millie’s lips curved into that teasing smile again, and I felt my pulse quicken as I watched her consider his words. The pub around us seemed to fade away, leaving just the three of us in our own bubble of tension.
“That’s not something you should be saying to a married woman,” Millie said softly, but there was no reproach in her voice. If anything, she seemed pleased by his honesty.
Dean glanced at me, as if seeking permission, and I gave him the slightest nod. The wine had clearly loosened all our inhibitions, and the events of the evening had created an atmosphere where normal rules seemed suspended.
“You can’t blame me,” Dean replied, his voice dropping to barely above a whisper. “I’m only a human. I’m a man, like the next man, we get horny, especially seeing you bent over the pool table with your top unbuttoned.”
Millie’s breathing had become shallower, and I could see the pulse point at her throat beating rapidly. “So what would you do,” she asked, her voice barely audible, “If you did see me naked in person?”
The question hung between them like a truth or dare question. Dean’s eyes darkened with desire, and I watched as he leaned closer to her, close enough that I could see the tension radiating between them.
“First, I’d want to touch you,” he said simply. “To see if your perky tits are as firm as they look in those photos.”
Without warning, Millie reached across the small table and took Dean’s hand, guiding it to rest on her thigh. High on her thigh. Inches from her pussy. Even through her tight jeans, the gesture was incredibly intimate, and I saw Dean’s breath catch.
“What about my leg?” she whispered. “Will this do instead?”
Dean’s hand moved slightly, sliding upwards, his fingers pressing gently against the denim. “Well, it’s a start.”
The moment stretched between them, electric and risky. Mina had moved closer again, pretending to clean nearby tables but seemingly fascinated by what was unfolding. The only other remaining patrons in the pub, an elderly couple at the far side of the room, seemed oblivious to our little drama, lost in their own conversations.
Then, as if some invisible barrier had finally broken, Millie leaned forward and kissed Dean. It wasn’t a gentle, tentative kiss — it was passionate, hungry, full of all the tension that had been building throughout the evening. Dean’s hand moved from her thigh to cup her face, his fingers tangling in her dark hair as he kissed her back with equal fervour.
I sat there, transfixed, watching my wife kiss another man for the first time, and with an intensity that took my breath away. Dean’s other hand had moved to her waist, pulling her closer across the small table, and I could see the way Millie melted into his touch. My cock ached in my shorts, rock-hard now. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.
I fumbled for my phone, my hands shaking as I captured the moment — Millie’s lips locked to Dean's, the way they were touching. Matthew would want proof, and this was certainly that. Then they suddenly broke apart, both breathing heavily. Millie’s lip gloss was smeared, and Dean’s hair was mussed where her fingers had run through it.
“Did that make you hard?” Millie asked breathlessly, her voice carrying just loud enough for me to hear.
“God, yes,” Dean groaned, his voice thick with desire.
“Even though you fucked and came inside Sarah?”
“Yes,” he repeated, then pointed down, below the table, where I couldn’t see. “Look.”
Mille looked down and grinned at the lump in the front of his jeans, but she still wasn’t finished. She glanced around the nearly empty pub, noting that only Mina remained behind the bar, discreetly pretending not to watch.
“You know what, Dean?” Millie said, her voice still breathless from their kiss. “We’ve been friends for years, haven’t we? A long, long time.”
“Yeah, of course,” Dean replied, though his voice was thick with confusion and desire.
“Just so you don’t get the wrong idea, this is just a bit of fun between old friends,” she continued, her fingers toying with the top button of her sapphire blouse. “And maybe a little punishment for my husband, who thought it was appropriate to show you my nudes without asking.”
I watched, transfixed, as she slowly undid another button, then another, until the silk fabric gaped open enough to reveal the swell of her breasts. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and in the dim lighting of the pub, Dean could see everything — the full curves of both of her tits, her dusky pink nipples, stiff and erect, the way they jiggled slightly when her chest rose and fell with her quickened breathing.
“Jesus, Millie,” Dean breathed, his eyes locked on her exposed flesh.
“Just friends having a laugh,” she said innocently, though the way she arched her back slightly made it clear she knew exactly what she was doing. “Nothing wrong with that, is there?”
Dean’s hands were trembling now, and I could see the bulge in his jeans growing. “Nothing wrong at all,” he managed.
Millie smiled and slowly began to button her top back up, but not before giving Dean one last, lingering look at what he couldn’t have. “Good,” she said sweetly. “I’m glad we understand each other.”
The power dynamic had shifted completely. Millie was in control now, confident and dangerous in a way I’d never seen before. She finished her wine and stood up gracefully, smoothing down her jeans.
“I think it’s time we all headed home,” she announced, looking at me with eyes that promised the night was far from over. “Don’t you think, Jamie? Dean here has already had sex, but we haven’t, so we need to remedy that situation.”
I nodded, still processing what I’d just witnessed. As we gathered our things and said goodbye to Dean — who looked like he’d been hit by a truck — I realised that everything had changed. The woman walking beside me wasn’t the same modest, traditional wife who’d left the house earlier that evening.
The drive home was a blur of road lights and Millie’s wandering hands. She kept one palm pressed against my thigh the entire way, occasionally sliding higher with a mischievous giggle that told me the fresh air had done nothing to aid her sobriety. By the time we pulled into our driveway, she was practically vibrating with a combination of alcohol and arousal.
“I still can’t get over Dean’s face,” she slurred slightly as I helped her out of the car. “Did you see him when I showed him my boobs? God, Jamie, I’ve never felt so… in charge.”
I fumbled with the front door keys, acutely aware of how loud she was being. “Shh, the kids are probably asleep. And you don’t want Andie to hear.”
“Right, right,” she whispered dramatically, then immediately giggled at her own attempt at being quiet.
The house was dimly lit when we entered, just the soft glow from the living room where the television flickered. I could hear the low murmur of voices and assumed Andie and Shaun were watching something while they waited for us to return.
As we rounded the corner into the living room, I saw them curled up together on our large sofa. Andie was tucked against Shaun’s side, her blonde hair slightly mussed, while he had one arm wrapped around her shoulders. They both looked up as we entered, and I immediately noticed Shaun’s hands moving quickly to his lap.
“Hey, you two,” Andie said with a bright smile that seemed just a little too innocent. “How was your night?”
“Fantastic,” Millie said, swaying slightly as she kicked off her heels. “Absolutely fan-fucking-tastic.”
Andie’s eyebrows shot up at the unusually profane language, while Shaun shifted uncomfortably on the sofa. That’s when I noticed why — his jeans were unbuttoned and unzipped. He quickly fastened them, his face reddening, but not before both Millie and I had taken stock of the situation.
“Oh my God,” Millie said with a shocked laugh, pointing directly at Shaun. “Did you two just…? Andie, did you screw him again or just suck him off this time?”
“Millie!” I hissed, mortified by her directness.
Andie and Shaun exchanged a look — part embarrassment, part amusement — as they realised just how drunk Millie was.
“Obviously, it’s not just us that have had a good night,” Andie said diplomatically, though I caught the smirk playing at the corners of her mouth.
“The best night,” Millie confirmed, stumbling slightly as she moved closer to the sofa. “But not as good as yours, apparently. Hey, Shaun, I’m dying to know if what my sister says about you is true.”
Shaun’s face went from red to crimson. “Millie, I think maybe you should — “
“Oh come on,” she interrupted, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Don’t be shy. Andie and I tell each other everything.”
I moved toward her, trying to guide her away from the increasingly uncomfortable young man. “Millie, let’s get you upstairs.”
But she wasn’t having it. She was in full interrogation mode, emboldened by wine and the evening’s events.
“Oh, come on, don’t be such a prude, Jamie,” she said, waving her hand dismissively. She turned back to Shaun, whose face had gone from crimson to practically purple. “She said you’re absolutely massive down there. Is that true, Shaun?”
“Millie, I really think — “ Shaun started again, shifting in his seat anxiously, but Millie cut him off.
“I mean, Andie was very descriptive,” she continued with obvious delight at his discomfort. “She said you’re thick as her wrist and long enough to make her eyes water. I’m curious, that’s all. If it’s true, it’s not surprising she can’t keep her hands off you, even when she’s at my house.”
Andie couldn’t help but laugh at this point, clearly enjoying the chaos Millie was creating. “Well, she’s not wrong,” she said with a shrug, which only made Shaun sink deeper into the sofa cushions.
“I know, I know. I’m drunk,” Millie said, turning to me with sparkling eyes as I once again tried to steer her upstairs before she embarrassed anyone further. “Jamie and I tried to have sex in the pub toilet tonight. Can you believe that? Me, little old traditional wife Millie, getting so worked up that I dragged my husband into a public bathroom.”
“Millie!” I hissed, mortified.
“What? It’s true!” she protested. “We would have done it too, if that bartender hadn’t interrupted us. Mina, her name was. Very pretty girl, actually. Japanese. Or Chinese. Or Korean, I’m not sure.” She swayed slightly, catching herself on the back of the sofa.
“I think that’s our cue to leave,” Andie said with an amused look on her face, standing up and pulling Shaun with her. “Come on, babe. Let’s let these two work off some of that… energy.”
“You could at least tell me,” Millie said suddenly, her attention swinging back to Shaun. “You and Shaun were doing more than just watching TV when we got home. That’s why your jeans were undone, wasn’t it? Were you getting a blowjob on our sofa, Shaun?”
“Yes, I sucked his dick,” Andie sighed dramatically, leading her embarrassed boyfriend towards the front door. “Yes, it’s big. I wasn’t lying. No, we didn’t fuck, Now we really should go.”
“You’re no fun,” Millie called after her. “You always used to be the fun one, while I was the boring one. Are we swapping roles?”
But Andie didn’t reply.
“Thanks for looking after the kids,” I said, screwing my face up in embarrassment myself now. “Sorry about — ”
“Don’t worry about it,” Andie nodded. “Anytime.” Then she gave Millie another appraising look before swivelling her eyes back to me and winking. “Have fun.”
The front door closed behind them, leaving us alone in the suddenly quiet house.
“I haven’t been this drunk in ages,” Millie said, flopping down onto the sofa where Shaun had just been sitting. “God, this cushion’s still warm from his arse.” She looked up at me with glassy, wine-bright eyes. “Did you see how embarrassed he got? Poor boy doesn’t know what to do with a woman asking about his cock.”
I sat down beside Millie, trying to work out what to do with her. “Maybe we should get you some water and go to bed.”
“I don’t want water,” she said, her hand immediately finding my thigh. “I want you to fuck me. Right here, right now, on this sofa where they were just fooling around.”
“Millie, the kids — “
“Are asleep,” she finished, her hand sliding higher. “And I’m so turned on I can barely think straight. Do you know what it was like tonight, Jamie? Flirting with Dean, knowing you were watching? Knowing you wanted me to kiss him? Then showing him my boobs? I don’t know what came over me.”
Her fingers found the bulge in my jeans, and I groaned despite myself. “You need to sleep it off, Millie.”
“I felt incredible,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Powerful. Sexy. Like I could do anything.” She leaned closer, her breath warm against my ear. “I keep thinking about what Andie said about Shaun. Do you think it’s really as big as she claims?”
“I don’t know,” I managed, my voice strained as her Fingers found my zipper.
“I bet it is,” she mused, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Though I have to say, Matthew’s looked pretty impressive too when I saw him in his boxer shorts the other night. And Dean’s looked really thick, didn’t it? Sarah seemed to like it.”
The casual way she mentioned seeing Matthew in his underwear and sizing up Dean’s dick sent a jolt through me, but before I could process it fully, she was pulling me down onto the sofa, her mouth finding mine with desperate hunger. The wine had stripped away all her inhibitions, leaving behind this wild, passionate woman who seemed determined to devour me.
“I want you to be rough with me,” she whispered against my lips as we kissed. “Like Dean was with Sarah. I want you to take me hard and fast and make me forget everything except how good you feel inside me.”
Her words sent fire through my veins, and I found myself responding to her desperate need with an urgency I rarely felt. I pulled her jeans and panties down together roughly, not bothering with finesse, while she pulled out my cock, stroking it fast. The sofa creaked under our combined weight as I pushed her back and positioned myself between her thighs.
“Yes,” she gasped as I entered her, her body arching off the cushions. “Just like that. Don’t be gentle.”
I tried to give her what she wanted, driving into her with more force than usual, but the combination of the evening’s events, the wine coursing through her system, and the raw sexuality she was displaying had me wound too tight. The sight of her beneath me — hair wild, cheeks flushed, legs spread apart, her brown eyes looking down at my cock sliding in and out of her — was more than I could handle.
“Harder,” she demanded, thrusting her hips towards me. “I want to feel you deeper.”
But I was already losing control, the tension that had been building all evening finally overwhelming me. Within minutes, I was spent, collapsing against her with a groan of frustration at my own lack of endurance after I’d emptied my balls inside her.
“Sorry,” I panted against her neck. “I couldn’t… it was too much.”
She stroked my hair, her breathing still ragged. “It’s okay,” she murmured, though I could hear the disappointment in her voice. “Tonight was kind of… intense, I know.”
I helped her up from the sofa, both of us dishevelled and only partially satisfied, even though I’d cum. “Come on, let’s get you to bed properly.”
She leaned heavily against me as we climbed the stairs, the alcohol finally catching up with her now that the adrenaline was wearing off. By the time we reached our bedroom, she was swaying on her feet again.
“I can’t believe I did all that tonight,” she said as I helped her out of her blouse. “Showed Dean my tits… kissed him… God, Jamie, what’s happening to me?”
“We’ll talk about it tomorrow,” I said softly, pulling a nightgown over her head, noticing my cum dribbling down her thigh as I did so. “Let’s just get some sleep, yes?”
She crawled into bed, her movements clumsy with exhaustion now and within minutes, her breathing had evened out into the deep rhythm of sleep. I lay beside her in the darkness, listening to the soft sounds she made, wondering if tomorrow she’d wake up mortified by her behaviour. Would the confident, sexually aggressive woman who’d teased Dean and interrogated Shaun be replaced by my modest, traditional wife, horrified by what she’d done?
I stared at the ceiling, pondering whether I’d pushed things too far, if Matthew’s ten-day plan was spiralling beyond my control. The woman sleeping beside me was becoming someone new, someone exciting and unpredictable, but I wasn’t sure if either of us was prepared for where this transformation might lead.
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I’ve been having the most unsettling thoughts lately, dear readers. Thoughts that a traditional wife probably shouldn’t be having, but I find myself unable to shake them.
It started with a simple observation about how differently we’re all made. As women, we know that our bodies come in different shapes and sizes — some of us are blessed with fuller figures like my friend, who we’ll call Susie, whose curves seem to command attention wherever she goes. Others, like myself, are more modestly proportioned. I used to think this didn’t matter much, that a loving husband would cherish whatever form his wife possessed.
But lately, I’ve been wondering if I’ve been naive about how much these physical differences actually affect our relationships and our power as women.
Watching Susie interact with men, seeing how her generous curves and confident sensuality draw their eyes like magnets, has made me realise that while we may have different assets, we each have our way of being feminine and attractive. There’s something to be said for understanding your gifts and learning how to use them effectively. My more modest figure requires a different approach — subtlety rather than obviousness, grace rather than boldness. Or so I once believed. Perhaps I am wrong.
And then there are the men. I’ve always believed that physical attributes shouldn’t matter in a godly marriage, that love and compatibility were far more important than anatomical endowment. But recent innocent encounters have challenged this comfortable assumption.
I find myself thinking about David again, my university boyfriend, whose impressive physical gifts I’ve mentioned before. At the time, I convinced myself that such things were unimportant, that Mr. Heart’s loving nature was worth more than David’s body type. And I still believe that’s true. But lately, through completely innocent circumstances, I’ve been inadvertently exposed to the reality that some men are simply more generously proportioned than others.
These accidental glimpses — a friend changing clothes, catching sight of someone in their undergarments, witnessing moments I probably shouldn’t have — have reminded me of what I experienced with David all those years ago. It’s made me wonder if I was too quick to dismiss the significance of physical compatibility in a relationship.
The human body is God’s creation, after all. If He made some men more generously proportioned than others, surely there was a purpose to that design? And if He gave some women the ability to drive men to distraction with their curves, wasn’t that also part of His plan?
I’ve been noticing things I never paid attention to before. The way certain men carry themselves with a confidence that seems to come from knowing they’re… well-equipped. The way women like Susie seem to understand instinctively how to use their physical gifts to their advantage.
It makes me wonder what I might have missed by being so focused on modesty and propriety. What doors might have opened if I’d learned earlier how to embrace my femininity more boldly? What responses might I have awakened if I’d understood that even my more modest figure has its own power when wielded with confidence?
These thoughts feel dangerous, almost sinful. A good wife shouldn’t be comparing her husband to other men, shouldn’t be wondering about roads not taken. But I can’t seem to stop myself from imagining what it might be like to experience that kind of raw, physical passion again. To feel desired not just for my domestic skills or my devotion, but for my body itself.
Sometimes I catch myself studying my reflection, wondering what it would be like to move with Susie’s confidence, to see that look of hunger in men’s eyes that I’ve observed from afar. Would Mr. Heart respond differently to me? Would other men see me as more than just the lovely, traditional wife?
I know these thoughts are leading me down a path antithetical to everything I’ve built. But I can’t deny that they’re there. The curiosity about what I might have missed, the wondering about physical compatibility, the desire to understand the full extent of my own feminine power.
Perhaps this is simply a phase, a moment of weakness that will pass. Or perhaps it’s an awakening to truths about human nature that I’ve been too sheltered to see.
Either way, I find myself standing at a crossroads, wondering which version of myself I’m meant to become.
With confused but honest reflection,
MillieGrace
P.S. — I can never post this. But writing it down helps me process these overwhelming thoughts. Maybe someday I’ll understand what God is trying to teach me through this season of questioning.








  
  Chapter six
What Had We Done?


Iwoke to the sound of Grace crying and the pale grey light of Saturday morning at the bedroom window. Beside me, Millie was sprawled face-down across the bed, the nightgown I’d managed to pull over her head tangled and creased, her dark hair a tangled mess across the pillow. She’d barely moved since I’d helped her stumble upstairs hours earlier, and from the way she was breathing — slow and deep — I knew she’d be out for at least another few hours. 
The events of the previous evening came flooding back as I pulled on my robe. Millie flashing her breasts to Dean while playing pool. Her passionate kiss with him in front of Mina and the last few patrons in the pub. The way she’d quizzed poor Shaun about his penis size with absolutely no filter. The interrupted sex in the pub toilet. Her drunken confession about seeing Matthew in his underwear.
Christ, what had we done?
Grace’s cries grew more insistent, so I padded down the hallway to her room. She was standing in her crib, tears streaming down her chubby cheeks. “Come here, sweetheart,” I whispered, lifting her and breathing in that familiar baby scent that always managed to ground me, no matter what chaos was happening in the adult world.
As I changed her nappy and comforted her with a daddy cuddle, I could hear Ethan stirring in his room next door. Soon, I’d have both kids awake and demanding breakfast while Millie slept off what was probably going to be the worst hangover she’d had for a long time. The irony wasn’t lost on me — here I was, playing the responsible parent on a Saturday morning, while my wife recovered from a night of behaviour that would scandalise the readers of her traditional homemaking blog. Not that I minded looking after the kids. They were my everything, along with Millie.
“Daddy?” Ethan appeared in the doorway, his hair sticking up at odd angles, clutching his favourite dinosaur toy. “Where’s Mummy?”
“Mummy’s not feeling well this morning,” I said, settling Grace on my hip. “She needs to sleep a bit longer. How about we make pancakes for breakfast?”
His face lit up. “Can we make dinosaur shapes?”
“Of course we can.”
The next hour passed in the comfortable routine of weekend morning domesticity. I made coffee for myself and chocolate milk for the kids, got some of Millie’s premade pancake batter from the fridge while they played at the kitchen table, and tried to push away the images from last night that kept flashing through my mind. The innocent look in Millie’s brown eyes as she leaned over the pool table. The way Dean had stared at her exposed cleavage. The heat in her eyes later, when she’d kissed him.
By the time I’d gotten both kids fed and settled in the living room with cartoons, it was nearly nine o’clock, and there was still no sign of movement from upstairs. I checked my phone and saw a text from Dean that had arrived sometime earlier.
What the hell happened last night? I can’t stop thinking about it. Did Millie really kiss me and show me her tits? Are we still friends? I’m so confused but fuck, I can’t get it out of my head this morning.
I stared at the message, unsure how to respond. I’d explained to him last night that it was just a bit of fun — that I was curious to see how far she’d go, but should I tell him that it was part of Matthew’s game? I’d told him that she wasn’t mad with me, that it was a ruse, but should I tell him that I’d actually encouraged her to flirt with him, to kiss him, to show him her body?
I wasn’t sure how long I stared at the message, going over the events of last night in my head, when the sound of the shower running upstairs interrupted my thoughts. Millie was finally awake. I could hear her moving around in the bathroom, probably trying to wash away the evidence of last night’s debauchery along with her hangover.
“Daddy, can we go to the park later?” Ethan asked, not looking up from his cartoons.
“Maybe, buddy. Let’s see how Mummy feels first.”
Another twenty minutes passed before I heard footsteps on the stairs. Millie appeared in the kitchen doorway, her hair damp from the shower, wearing nothing but a towel wrapped around her torso. Her face was pale and drawn, her eyes slightly bloodshot, but she was moving under her own power.
“Coffee,” she croaked, her voice rough. “Please tell me there’s coffee.”
I poured her a large mug, adding a little milk, the way she liked it. “How are you feeling?”
“Like I’ve been hit by a truck,” she said, accepting the coffee gratefully. “And like I made a complete fool of myself last night.”
She padded back upstairs to get dressed, and I found myself following a few minutes later under the pretence of checking on her. What I found was Millie standing naked in front of our bedroom mirror, the towel discarded on the floor, studying her reflection with a critical eye.
The sight of her stopped me in the doorway. Even hungover, she was beautiful. Her skin was pale and smooth, her breasts perfectly shaped, her waist narrow above the curve of her hips. I thought about how Ollie and Zack had stared down her top last night, getting glimpses of what I was seeing now. How Dean had seen her breasts completely exposed when she’d unbuttoned her shirt for him. And how both he and Matthew had seen every inch of her in those nude photographs, including the trimmed triangle of dark hair between her thighs and the tight slit of her pussy.
“I look terrible,” she said, noticing me in the reflection.
“You look beautiful,” I said honestly. “You always do.”
“Do I? Or are you just saying that because you’re my husband?” She turned to face me, making no attempt to cover herself. “I wonder what Matthew and Dean really thought when they saw my nude pictures. Were they humouring me too, or did they really think I’ve got a good body?”
There was something in her voice — not quite regret, but a kind of wondering uncertainty. As if she was trying to figure out whatever was going on in her head.
“I’m absolutely sure they weren’t humouring you,” I said carefully.
She studied my face for a long moment, then reached for her robe, wrapping it around her. “Are the kids okay?”
“They’ve had their breakfast and now they’re watching cartoons. They’re fine.”
“Good.” She tied the robe’s sash around her waist. “Because we probably need to talk about last night, don’t we? About what happened. About what I did.”
I nodded, my heart racing. “Dean texted me this morning.”
Her eyes widened. “What did he say?”
“I need to text him back. He’s confused, can’t believe what happened. But also excited. He can’t stop thinking about you.”
A flush crept up her neck, and I saw something flicker in her eyes — not embarrassment, but something that looked almost like satisfaction.
“Show me,” she said quietly.
I pulled out my phone and handed it to her. She read Dean’s message twice, her teeth worrying her lower lip.
“He says he can’t get it out of his head,” she murmured, almost to herself.
“Are you upset about it?” I asked gently. “About what you did? You were drunk, remember. And it was partly my fault for encouraging it.”
She was quiet for a long moment, still staring at the phone. “I should be upset, shouldn’t I? A proper wife would be horrified that another man had seen her half-naked, that he’s spent all night thinking about her that way.”
“But you’re not?”
“No,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’m not. Is that terrible of me?”
Before I could answer, Grace’s voice drifted up from downstairs, calling for Mummy. Millie handed me back the phone and moved toward the door.
“Maybe now isn’t the best time to talk,” she said. “We should get dressed, take the kids out. Try to have a normal Saturday.” But even as she said it, I could see in her eyes that normal was the last thing either of us was feeling.
An hour later, we were at the local park, watching Ethan climb on the playground equipment. To any observer, we looked like a typical young family enjoying a weekend morning. Millie was wearing some baggy jeans and a simple sweater, her hair tied back in a ponytail, and was pushing Grace on the baby swings. But I kept catching her staring into the distance, lost in thought. And when our eyes met across the playground, there was still the same tension that had been there this morning.
“Mummy, look!” Ethan called from the top of the climbing frame. “I’m the tallest!”
“Very impressive, sweetheart,” Millie called back, but her smile seemed forced.
We were about to leave when a pretty red-haired woman approached us, her face lighting up with recognition.
“Excuse me,” she said with a warm smile, “But are you DemureMillieGrace? From TikTok and the Home and Heart blog?”
Millie’s face went pale for a moment, and I could see her bracing for embarrassment about the wardrobe malfunction video.
“Yes, that’s me,” she said carefully.
“Oh my goodness, I’m such a fan!” the woman gushed. “Your recipes are amazing, and your homemaking tips have completely transformed how I run my household. My husband and I watch your videos together all the time, don’t we, love?”
I’d noticed her husband earlier, a plain-faced guy with a mop of jet-black hair. He’d been chasing their toddler around the playground, struggling at times to keep up with the energetic little one. He smiled and nodded enthusiastically. “Absolutely. You’re brilliant at what you do. Really inspiring stuff.”
“Thank you so much,” Millie said, her posture straightening with obvious pleasure. “That means the world to me.”
“Keep doing what you’re doing,” the woman said. “You’re such a positive influence. We need more women like you showing that traditional values and modern life can work together beautifully.”
As they walked away, I watched Millie’s facial expression and body language transform. The confidence that had been shaken by her hangover and regret seemed to return in full force.
“That was lovely,” she said, her cheeks glowing with genuine happiness. “They were so kind.”
“You must be doing something right,” I agreed.
We spent the rest of the morning at the park, then took the kids to the shops for groceries. Throughout it all, we maintained the facade of normality, but underneath, the tension from this morning still simmered. Every casual touch — her hand brushing mine as we walked, my palm on her lower back as we navigated through crowds — felt noticeably charged. It wasn’t until we were back home, the kids settled for their afternoon naps, that the pretence finally cracked.
“I’m sorry if I’ve been distant today,” Millie said suddenly. We were in the kitchen, putting away groceries, and her words came out of nowhere.
“I haven’t noticed you being distant,” I lied, not wanting her to feel bad.
“It’s just… last night.” She paused, her hands stilling on the shopping bags. “I keep thinking about what I did and everything that happened.”
I set down the bag of apples I’d been holding. “And? Is there something you want to talk about?”
“I’m married, and I kissed another man, Jamie. And not just that — that same man has seen me completely naked. So has Matthew.” Her voice was quiet, almost ashamed. “I feel like I’ve broken my vows to you. I don’t feel… chaste anymore. Does that make sense?”
The word hit me like a punch to the gut. Chaste. It was such a traditional, old-fashioned concept, but I could see how much it meant to her sense of identity.
“Millie, you haven’t done anything wrong — “
“Haven’t I?” She looked up at me, her brown eyes dark and troubled. “A proper wife doesn’t kiss other men. She doesn’t show them her boobs, let them see her naked body, even in photographs.”
“I’m sorry,” I apologised, moving closer to her, sensing how much she was struggling with this. “You regret it, don’t you? This is my fault.”
She was quiet for a long moment, considering. “No, it’s not,” she said finally. “And I don’t think I regret it. But I’m confused about why.”
“What do you mean?”
“I should feel guilty about what I did. But instead…” She bit her lower lip. “Instead, I keep thinking about how excited you got watching you kiss Dean. How turned on you were when you took those photos for Matthew.”
I felt my pulse quicken. “And?”
“And that intrigues me.” The admission came out in a rush, as if she’d been holding it back all day. “The fact that you like it when I do these things — when I show other men my body, when I kiss them — somehow that turns me on. And I don’t understand why.”
“Wait,” I paused her with a raised hand, trying to understand. “So… you get turned on… by me being turned on by these things?”
“Yes.” She looked almost embarrassed by the confession, her pale cheeks glowing. “Is that strange? I should be upset that my husband wants to share me, shouldn’t I? Other men would be possessive, jealous. But you’re not, and somehow… I like that about you.”
I reached for her hands. “I do get turned on by it. I can’t help it.”
“But why?” she asked, genuine confusion in her voice. “Why aren’t you jealous like other husbands would be?”
I struggled to explain it. “Because you’re mine. You chose me. And knowing that other men want what I have… it makes me feel good. It makes me see how lucky I am.”
She studied my face for a long moment. “I think I understand that, somehow. Deep down, I think I get it. You’re… proud of me.”
“I guess that’s it.” I’d stopped trying to understand this fetish of mine a long time ago, back when I thought that Millie would never entertain it. I wasn’t going to start cross-examining myself again to try to explain it to her.
“I’m also proud of myself,” she admitted quietly. “For having the courage to do what I did last night. Even if it was the wine that gave me the confidence. You don’t think any less of me, do you? You don’t see me differently now that I’m no longer your chaste little wife?”
“Don’t be crazy. Of course I don’t think any less of you,” I said quickly. “If anything, I think more of you.”
Relief flooded her features. “Really?”
“Really. The way Dean, Zack and Ollie were lusting after you last night. It made me feel incredibly blessed to have such a beautiful, desirable woman as my wife.”
She smiled then, the first genuine smile I’d seen from her all day, but before she could respond, my phone buzzed loudly on the table. I picked it up and looked at the screen, expecting it to be another text from Dean wanting reassurance or something, but it wasn’t. It was from Matthew.
How was last night? Did Millie have a good time? Did you manage to move her onto the next level?
Millie noticed my expression change. “What is it?”
Should I keep the truth of Matthew’s ten-day plan from her? I had to. I didn’t want her to think she was just a pawn in some strange game. That wasn’t what this was. Millie was my world. I just wanted to explore this. See where it went.
But there wasn’t any mention of the ten-day project in this text, so I showed her the message. She read it twice, her face cycling through several emotions.
“Are you going to tell him I kissed someone?” she asked quietly.
“Do you mind if I do?” I asked, aware of how sensitive she was feeling about it all today. “I took a photograph, you know? When you were kissing Dean.”
“I remember,” she said slowly, as if the memory was only just coming back to her. “If you send him the picture, tell him what happened, then what? What’s the next level?”
I hesitated. “I don’t know yet. Matthew’s been helping me with my feelings about sharing you. He’s got experience in this sort of thing. But Millie, if you want to stop this, we can. Right now. We can tell Matthew we’re done. That it’s gone too far.”
She was quiet for a long time, staring at the phone screen. Finally, she looked up at me. “Do you want to stop?”
The honest answer was no. Despite my morning doubts, despite the hangover regret, the truth was that seeing Millie come alive last night had been the most exciting thing I’d experienced in years.
“No,” I admitted. “I don’t.”
She nodded slowly. “Then I don’t want to stop either. Jamie, I can see how much this means to you. How much it turns you on to share me like this.” She reached out and touched my arm. “I want to give you what you need, even if I don’t completely understand it myself.”
“Millie, you don’t have to — “
“I want to,” she interrupted. “For you. Because I love you and I can see how turned on this makes you.” She paused. “Send him the photo. Tell him what I did. That I showed him my boobs.”
I pulled up the image I’d taken last night — Millie and Dean locked in that passionate kiss, her hand on his chest, his fingers tangled in her hair. Even looking at it now, hours later, it made my pulse quicken.
“Are you sure?” I asked.
“I’m sure. Do it.”
I sent the photo to Matthew.
She kissed him, I typed. And she even showed him her tits.
I looked at Millie. Waited for her to give a nod, and then hit send, and almost immediately got a response.
She went further than I thought. She looks incredible kissing someone else, doesn’t she? Did you get horny?
Yes, I admitted. It was intense. But she’s feeling a little questioning today. Guilty. Unsure.
Again, I waited for Millie to give me the okay before sending the text. As soon as I did, Matthew replied right away.
That’s natural. It’d be more worrying if she didn’t feel some doubts. Reassure her it’s okay. That you enjoyed it as much as she did. Tell her I’m envious. In fact, I’d love to see more of her in action like this. Maybe you could video call me later, when you’re in bed? Let her talk to me. Let her show me something. Just for my eyes.
I stared at the message, my pulse racing. This was a significant escalation from photos to a real-time video call.
“What did he say?” Millie asked, noticing my expression.
I hesitated, then showed her the phone. She read it carefully, her cheeks flushing.
“He wants me to show him…” she trailed off, unable to finish the sentence.
“We don’t have to do anything you’re not comfortable with,” I said quickly.
She looked at me for a long moment. “But you want to, don’t you? I can see it in your eyes, Jamie. This excites you.”
I couldn’t deny it. “Yes, it does.”
She nodded slowly. “Then we’ll talk about it later. When the kids are in bed.”
“What do I tell him?”
“Tell him I’ll think about it. We’ll let him know later,” she replied, clearly flustered by the thought as she swept a hand through her hair, shifting her body weight nervously from foot to foot as we finished putting the shopping away. “And text Dean back. Let him know everything is fine.”
I sent the texts, and the rest of the evening passed in relative normality. We played with the children, made dinner together, and went through the usual Saturday night routine. But underneath it all, I could feel the tension building between us, the unspoken conversation waiting to happen.
Around seven o’clock, while I was giving Grace her bath, I heard Millie’s phone chime from the bedroom. A few minutes later, she appeared in the bathroom doorway.
“I texted Andie,” she said quietly. “To apologise for last night.”
“I’m sure it wasn’t the first time she’s seen her sister drunk,” I said, lifting Grace out of the tub and wrapping her in a towel.
“Hmm,” Millie murmured by way of reply before walking out of sight again towards the bedroom. I could hear the sounds of her typing on her phone keyboard as I got Grace into her pyjamas. Then her phone chimed again with a response, and I heard her sharp intake of breath.
“Jamie,” she called softly. “Can you come here for a minute?”
I settled Grace in her crib with her favourite bunny and went to find Millie sitting on our bed, staring at her phone with wide eyes.
“What is it?”
“I said I was sorry for being so inappropriate last night. About asking those questions about Shaun.” She looked up at me. “She said not to worry about it, that Shaun wasn’t offended. And then she…”
“What?”
Millie turned her phone toward me. On the screen was a photo that made my breath catch. It showed Shaun in just a T-shirt, naked from the waist down, his impressive erection standing out in front of him. It was circumcised, unlike mine, thick and veiny, the tip dark purple.
“I didn’t ask for it. She just sent it,” Millie explained. “With a message saying ‘Told you I wasn’t lying about his size! 8 inches and girthy too.’”
I stared at the image, feeling a complex mix of emotions. Shaun was indeed impressively endowed — significantly larger than me in both length and girth. He was completely shaved too, hairless around his cock and balls.
“Well, that’s one way of proving she wasn’t exaggerating,” I managed.
Millie was quiet for a moment, still looking at the photo. “Jamie, can I ask you something?”
“Of course.”
“Does it bother you? Knowing that some men are… bigger than you? Seeing their size?”
The question hung in the air between us. It was the conversation I’d been dreading but somehow knew was inevitable.
“Sometimes,” I admitted. “But I’m not small, so it’s fine. Also…”
“Also, what?”
“Also, it’s kind of exciting. Knowing that you’ve seen them. You knowing that some guys are bigger.”
She nodded slowly, as if this confirmed something she’d suspected. “We should put the kids to bed,” she said softly. “We can talk more then.”
The next hour felt like it stretched on forever. We went through the familiar motions of bedtime — reading Ethan his story, once again about dinosaurs, singing Grace her lullaby, checking that the nightlights were on, and the doors were properly ajar. But every mundane action felt charged with anticipation for the conversation waiting for us.
When we finally made it back to our bedroom, closing the door softly behind us, the atmosphere immediately shifted. The space felt smaller somehow, more intimate. It almost felt strange, the two of us being alone after last night’s escapades.
Millie sat on the edge of the bed, her phone still in her hand. She was quiet, deep in thought. I sat down beside her, close enough to feel the warmth radiating from her body. “What are you thinking about?”
“I was so innocent when we got married, Jamie. You’re the only man I’ve ever been with properly.” She finally looked at me, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment, but her gaze steady. “There was Daniel, the guy in college, but all I did was fool around with him. We never had sex.”
“Which is why you’re curious about other men,” I said, not making it a question.
“Yes,” she whispered. “Seeing Shaun’s penis. And Dean’s. Even the shape of Matthew’s in his boxer shorts made me think about him. About Daniel and the things we did — and didn’t do.” She went quiet, staring at her hands for a moment before looking up at me. “And I feel terrible about it. What kind of wife thinks about other men if they’re happily married?”
“A normal one,” I said gently. “Millie, I don’t know what’s got into you today, but you don’t have to feel guilty about being curious. About reminiscing. Everyone does it.”
She was quiet for a moment, her fingers fidgeting with the hem of her sweater. “I never told you, but Daniel was big, too. Bigger than you. But I had nothing to compare him to. When I met you, I thought maybe he was just a… a freak of nature or something.”
My pulse quickened at her words, even as a part of me felt that familiar sting of something… jealousy, maybe inadequacy, even though I was average. I wasn’t small. “How much bigger?”
Her cheeks reddened, and she stood up, stripping out of her top and taking off her bra, keeping her back to me the whole time as she got ready for bed. “I’m sorry, Jamie. I shouldn’t be telling you this.”
“No,” I said quickly. “I want to know. I need to know what you’re thinking about.”
She slipped out of her jeans and panties and tugged a nightgown on with her back to me, before eventually turning to face me. She studied my eyes, as if trying to read something there. “This also excites you, doesn’t it? Hearing about this sort of thing?”
I couldn’t deny it even though I’d confessed to too much already. The admission felt like stepping off a cliff, but I needed to be honest with her. “Yes, it does.”
“Why?” she asked, genuine curiosity in her voice. “Doesn’t it make you jealous? That some other men are more blessed than you in that department?”
“If I was small,” I explained again, changing into my pyjamas, then climbing into bed. “Then maybe I would feel bad. But I’m not. I’m average, right?”
She was quiet for a moment, processing this. Then, almost shyly, she said, “Okay. I believe you. I’ll show you how big they all are compared to you. Is that okay?”
Before I could answer, she was reaching for me, her fingers finding the waistband of my pyjama bottoms. I lifted my hips to help her pull them down, and then I was exposed to her gaze, already half-hard from our conversation.
“You’re right, Jamie,” she said gently, her hand wrapping around me. “You’re not small. You’ve always satisfied me. Always made me feel good.”
“But?”
“No buts. You asked how much bigger Daniel was.” She stroked me, teasing me to full hardness, then with her other hand, she measured with her fingers an extra two inches from the tip. “Dean is probably about this much longer.” She held her thumb and forefinger against the tip of my erection again, showing me the difference of about one inch. “Both of them were thicker, too. Maybe like this.”
She adjusted her grip, holding it looser, with space between her fingers and my shaft, showing me how much girthier Daniel was and how Dean had appeared. The visual comparison sent a jolt through me — part humiliation, part intense arousal.
“Does that bother you?” she asked, watching my face carefully. “That your friend is bigger than you?”
“Yes, he is,” I admitted. “But not by that much. So it doesn’t make me feel inadequate…just turned on.”
“From what I saw in his shorts,” Millie continued, repositioning her finger and thumb a couple of inches past the tip of my cock again, “Matthew’s was maybe this long. But it was hard to tell because it was in his shorts. And Shaun…”
This time her finger went out another inch, extending maybe three inches past the end of my dick. “He looks about that long, wouldn’t you say?”
I nodded, my erection starting to throb in her hand. This was turning me on way more than it should.
“No wonder Andie couldn’t resist doing it with him in the guest bed.” Millie nodded to herself, as if she could relate. “So… Matthew’s request? The video he wants?”
I felt my erection pulse even harder in her hand at the mention of it. “What about it?”
“You want me to do it, don’t you? You want him to call him.”
“God, yes,” I breathed, unable to restrain myself now. I felt like my cock was going to explode in her hand.
“I’ll do it,” she breathed, stroking my cock, feeling the hardness of it. “But what will he want to see?”
“He said he wants to see you in action,” I replied, my throat tight, struggling to hold back.
“In action? As in a sex tape?” Millie pressed her body against mine. I could feel how hot she was between her legs when she slid her thigh over me. “And you want me to do that?”
“Yes,” I breathed.
“But not us together,” she said, and I could hear the relief in her voice. “You wouldn’t want him to see this.” She held my cock still for a moment, between one finger and thumb, pointing it straight upwards. “You wouldn’t want him to compare your penis to his.”
She was right. The thought of Matthew seeing me naked felt weird. It wasn’t because he was potentially bigger than me. It just wasn’t what I wanted. “No,” I confirmed. “Just you.”
“Just me,” she repeated softly. “Naked. Maybe touching myself while he watches. For your excitement.”
Her hand started stroking me again, slowly as we talked, her fingers wrapped around me fully again. “Is this what you need from me, Jamie? This kind of… sharing me?”
Her hand was still moving on me, and I could barely think straight. “I don’t know,” I admitted. “I’m still figuring it out myself.”
She was quiet for a moment, her touch becoming more deliberate. “The photos, this video… I can understand it. It’s exciting, in a way I didn’t expect. But Jamie, I need to ask you something, and I need you to be completely honest with me.”
“Okay.”
“Do you think Matthew might want more than just pictures and videos? What if he thinks that you’re open to… actually sharing me? Physically?”
The question hung in the air between us. I could see the worry in her eyes, the fear that this game we were playing might lead somewhere she wasn’t prepared to go.
“I don’t know,” I said truthfully.
“What if he did? What if he suggests that you let him sleep with me?” She paused, her hand stilling on me. “Is that your fantasy, Jamie? Do you want to watch another man have sex with me?”
The directness of the question took my breath away. But she was asking for honesty, and I owed her that.
“Yes,” I whispered. “God help me, but yes. The thought of it… It turns me on more than I can explain.”
I watched her face carefully, expecting shock or disgust. Instead, she nodded slowly, as if she’d suspected as much.
“I thought so,” she said softly. “I remember when you talked about it before we had the children. Years ago. When I told you I’d never do it, you rarely mentioned it again.” She took a deep breath. “I understand that other men seeing me naked turns you on. And that’s fine. I understand, and I want to please you. But Jamie, I need you to understand something. My marriage vows are sacred to me. I promised to be faithful to you, and that means something.”
My heart sank, even though I’d expected this response.
“I don’t think I could ever actually have full sex with another man,” she continued. “I know I kissed Dean, but that’s just a kiss. And even that feels wrong. No. Not even if they were bigger than you, even if they promised to be different in bed, even if it would excite you beyond belief. I just… I can’t cross that line.”
I nodded, trying to hide my disappointment. “I understand.”
“Do you? Really?” She searched my face. “Because I need to know that you’re okay with that boundary. The photos and videos, and flirting have to be enough.”
“It’s enough,” I said, meaning it. “More than enough.”
She smiled then, relief evident in her expression. “Good. Because this conversation has gotten me incredibly worked up.” Her hand resumed its movement on me, and I could see her eyes were dark with arousal. “And I think I’m ready to make that video call.”
“Now?”
“Now.” She released me and began pulling off her nightdress. “Text him. See if he’s ready for the call.”
As she stripped naked beside me, her skin flushed with desire, I realised that even with boundaries, what we were doing was more thrilling than anything I’d ever experienced.
I picked up my phone with trembling hands and sent Matthew a message: Are you available for that call?
The response came back almost immediately: Perfect timing.
My phone buzzed with an incoming video call before I could even show Millie the text. Matthew’s name filled the screen.
“Answer it,” Millie whispered, settling back against our pillows. The bedside lamp cast a warm, golden glow across her naked body, highlighting the curves of her breasts and the gentle slope of her waist.
I accepted the call, and Matthew’s face appeared on screen. He was in what looked like a hotel room, wearing only a white undershirt, his dark hair slightly mussed.
“Good evening,” he said, his voice carrying that familiar commanding tone even through the phone speaker. I realised I was the one on the camera, so I quickly turned the phone around to face her. He didn’t want to see me. This was about Millie.
“Am I on screen?” my wife asked nervously, sitting on the bed, completely naked on my phone screen.
“Yes, you are,” Matthew answered for me. “Millie, you look absolutely stunning.”
“Thank you,” she replied softly, though I could see her pulse racing at her throat as her cheeks turned bright pink. I stepped closer so that she could see the phone screen, Matthew’s face smiling at her.
“Have you had a nice evening? Are you comfortable?” my boss asked. “Relaxed?”
“Yes,” she breathed.
“Good. I’m in my hotel room in Frankfurt,” Matthew explained, quickly rotating his phone around so that we got a look at the room, magnolia-painted walls and typical hotel decor. “It’s nothing special, but it’ll do. Jamie, position the phone so I can see Millie properly.”
I adjusted the angle, my hands shaking slightly as I stood at the side of the bed so I could see his reaction. Matthew’s eyes never left the screen, drinking in the sight of my naked wife as I moved in closer for him.
“Perfect,” he murmured. “So, Millie. Jamie told me that you showed one of his friends your breasts. And you kissed him. How do you feel about that? I didn’t know you had that kind of naughtiness in you.”
“There’s a lot you don’t know about me.” My head snapped around to my wife. I’d never heard her say something as sultry as that before; her tone of voice caught me completely by surprise.
“I bet there is,” Matthew grinned. “Which is why I’m enjoying getting to know you better.”
I looked at Millie. She was sitting in the bed, her legs straight out in front of her, propped up on her elbows. Even in the low light, Matthew could see her breasts and the fine hair covering the mound where her thighs met.
“Jamie says you wanted me to video call you,” she continued, her voice shaky now. I realised that her line before, the sultriness in her voice, was forced. She was more nervous than she appeared. She was faking confidence, and she was doing it for me.
“I did. Millie, you looked so fucking sexy in those photos. In the showroom yesterday, I said to Jamie that I bet you’re filthy when you’re on your own. I bet you pleasure yourself sometimes, don’t you?”
“Maybe,” Millie said, swallowing hard, trying to appear relaxed, but I could see the tension in her shoulders. “A true lady doesn’t tell.”
“Well, I’d love to see that. I’m in a hotel room all alone, Millie. I’m going to make myself cum. I’d love to do it while you also touch yourself. Maybe we can cum together, if Jamie’s okay with that?”
The image on the camera panned away for a moment, giving us another disorientating view of the room upside down, then it settled again, this time further from Matthew. Now we could see he was naked, lying on the bed, his impressive-looking erection in one hand.
“Oh,” Millie put a hand over her mouth, glancing at me. I nodded, acknowledging that I’d also seen Matthew, who was now slowly stroking his cock, the head of it sticky with precum.
“I guess I can do… this,” she said, taking a deep breath and closing her eyes. Her face was pink, a light coating of sweat on her forehead as her hand moved slowly down her body, fingers trailing across her collarbone, then lower to cup her breast. She kept her eyes closed as she stroked a nipple, and I watched as her breathing deepened.
“Don’t close your eyes,” Matthew commanded gently. “I want to see you. I want you to see me.”
She opened her brown eyes, looking directly at the camera, and I saw something shift in her expression. The modest, traditional wife was disappearing, replaced by a woman discovering herself, pushing her boundaries. For me. For her husband.
“That’s it,” Matthew said, and I could hear the arousal in his voice. His cock looked rock-hard in his hand as he slowly stroked himself. “I wish I was there with you, Millie.”
Her other hand joined the first, both palms now caressing her breasts. She let her legs fall open slightly, enough to see the pink slit between. Through the phone speaker, I could hear Matthew’s breathing becoming heavier.
“Tell me what you’re thinking about,” he said.
“You,” she whispered. “Watching me. Playing with yourself.”
“And what else?”
“Last night. The way Dean looked at me when I showed him my breasts.” Her right hand was moving lower now, across her stomach. “The way he kissed me.”
Her fingers reached the soft hair between her thighs, and she paused for a moment before touching herself properly. Her finger moved down, sliding into her pussy. Her back arched as she found the right spot.
“Oh,” she breathed, her eyes fluttering but staying focused on the camera. She bit her lip sexily. ”Oh, fuck, yes.”
Through the phone, I could hear subtle sounds from Matthew’s end — the unmistakable rhythm of him pleasuring himself while watching my wife.
“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she whispered, her finger moving to her clit, wet with her juices, teasing herself in slow circles. “I can’t believe I’m letting you watch me like this.”
“And I’m enjoying every moment,” Matthew groaned, his voice rougher now. “You’ve got my cock so hard, Millie.”
Her movements became more urgent, her breathing turning to soft gasps. I kept the phone steady, watching my wife rub her clit for another man while he stroked himself a thousand miles away.
“It’s very big,” Millie murmured, her eyes fixed on Matthew as he jerked off.
“It is,” he replied softly. “It’s big for you.”
“Oh, fuck. I’m close,” she whispered, her voice thick with arousal, her fingers delving inside herself again, parting her lips for him for a second, letting him see the pink wetness there before returning to her clit.
“So am I,” Matthew responded, his breathing heavy through the speaker. “Cum for me, Millie. Let me see you cum.”
Her fingers moved faster, her free hand gripping the sheets. I watched as her body tensed, her back arching off the bed. “Oh, my… Yes!” she gasped, and then she was climaxing, her whole body shuddering. Through the phone speaker, I heard Matthew’s own groan of release, and I watched as a jet of white cum leapt from the tip of his erection, followed by another spurt, cum running down his hand and wrist.
Millie rode out the waves of pleasure, her body trembling with aftershocks while she kept teasing her clit. Then she stopped, ramming three fingers into her pussy and crying out loud, so loud that I thought she might wake the kids. Finally, she collapsed back against the pillows, chest rising and falling rapidly, her legs clamped together while she waited for the sensation to subside.
“That was fun,” Matthew said breathlessly from the screen. “I came really hard. Look, Millie. Look what you made me do. I’ve made such a mess.” Matthew picked up his phone from the bedside cabinet and angled the camera down, giving Millie a close-up view. His cock was impressive — thick and heavy-looking — even when softening after ejaculating. A final bead of cum dribbled from the tip, glistening in the warm light of his hotel room.
Millie’s eyes widened as she stared at the screen, clearly intrigued by the size and girth, even in its softer state. He wasn’t as long as Shaun, or as thick as Dean, but still a good size. Much bigger than mine.
“I’m sorry I made you make a mess,” she said slowly, gathering her knees to her chest, covering herself up.
“Don’t be sorry. It was good. I’m glad you came too.” He shifted the camera back up to his face, smiling warmly. “Thank you both for a lot of fun tonight. I’ll sleep better now. And I can’t wait until I’m back from Frankfurt so we can spend some time getting to know each other even better.”
“Even better?” Millie questioned, glancing at me uneasily, but he didn’t answer.
Matthew ran a hand through his hair, his eyes sparkling with anticipation and spoke to me instead. “Jamie, I’m exhausted now, but I’ll message you tomorrow.”
With that, he ended the call, leaving us alone in the suddenly quiet bedroom. Millie looked at me, her eyes still glazed with satisfaction, and then her view moved downwards, to the lump protruding through my dressing gown. She and Matthew had both cum, but my arousal hadn’t faded.
“Come here,” she said softly, reaching for me. “Let me take care of that for you.”
I moved closer, and she pushed my robe open, freeing my erection. Her hand wrapped around it, still wet from touching herself.
“I’m too sensitive for sex right now,” she explained, her grip firm and sure. “But I can’t leave you like this.”
She wanked me with purpose, her technique confident in a way that surprised me. Usually when she did this, it was slower and tender, but tonight felt different — she really wanted me to enjoy this.
I tossed my head back, enjoying the feeling of her wanking me off firm and fast. Her other hand went to my balls, cupping and kneading them while she worked my dick. Within minutes, I felt myself rising towards climax, my balls tightening, my breath shallowing.
“Where do you want to finish?” she asked, her voice husky.
“I don’t care,” I gasped, already close from watching her performance.
“Here,” she said, guiding me onto the bed, so I was kneeling over her, my throbbing cock positioned over her stomach and the junction of her thighs. “I want to feel it on me.”
The idea pushed me over the edge. With a groan, I came hard, rope after rope of hot, sticky cum shooting out while she kept wanking me, coating her belly and the soft hair between her legs. She watched with fascination, her hand continuing to milk me until I was completely spent, then squeezing out the final few drops of cum onto her pussy.
“That’s a lot of cum,” she said with a satisfied smile, looking down at the evidence on her belly and where it was blending into the fine hair below.
“Is that a good or bad thing?” I dared to ask.
“I think it means you enjoyed it.” She looked up at me, uncertainty in her eyes. “You did enjoy it, didn’t you? Another man saw me climax, Jamie. I can’t believe I did that.”
“And he made himself cum too, while watching,” I added. “He must have really enjoyed seeing you orgasm.”
“Do you think?” Millie looked down at her hand, sticky with my cum, then down at her belly again. “I should go clean up.”
As she took herself to the bathroom, I lay back against the pillows, still processing what had just happened. My wife had just masturbated to orgasm for my boss while he did the same. It was surreal. This wasn’t Millie. This wasn’t my traditional wife. This was someone new, someone who was confident and liberated enough to touch herself like that, in front of someone else, and somehow make it feel like the most natural thing in the world.
She came back, clean and smelling of fresh citrus body spray. We climbed into bed together, both of us sated but buzzing with excitement about what we’d just done.
“No regrets?” I asked as I turned off the light.
“No. This isn’t where I ever imagined our marriage going,” she whispered in the darkness. “But if this makes you happy, if this is what you need from me, then I’m glad we’re doing it. I love seeing how alive it makes you feel.”
But as I held her close, I could sense something weighing on her mind.
“Jamie?” she continued quietly. “What do you think Matthew meant by ‘getting to know each other even better’?”
“Just that,” I guessed. “He wants to continue to get to know you.”
“Okay.” I felt her body tense slightly against mine. “I hope he doesn’t mean… going further than tonight. This was my limit. I don’t want to disappoint either of you by letting you think I’d cross that line and actually have sex with someone. I’m married, Jamie. I’m a married woman.”
“I’ll make sure Matthew understands that,” I murmured softly, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “I promise.”
She relaxed then, settling deeper into my arms. But as her breathing evened out into sleep, my thoughts were far from peaceful. All I could think about was Millie, my wife, actually fucking my boss, despite what she’d just said. I envisioned his big cock not in his hand, but in Millie’s pussy, driving in and out of her, pushing her to orgasm, then pulling out, his cum oozing from her.
The idea both thrilled and unsettled me as I lay there in the darkness, wondering what tomorrow would bring, until eventually, sleep found me.
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  When You Realize Your Audience Isn't Who You Thought: Navigating Male Followers as a Trad Wife

Home and Heart


A blog by @DemureMillieGrace 
I had quite the revelation this week, dear readers. After a small mishap with one of my videos (nothing scandalous, just a wardrobe malfunction that taught me the importance of proper undergarments!), I decided to take a closer look at my follower demographics.
What I discovered surprised me: nearly 40 percent of my followers are men.
This got me thinking about intentions and motivations. When I started Home and Heart, I envisioned connecting with other women who shared my values — wives and mothers seeking inspiration for creating beautiful, traditional homes. I pictured myself speaking to trad wives just like me, sharing recipes and homemaking tips with sisters on similar journeys.
But men following a trad wife account? That was unexpected.
Some of these male followers leave the loveliest comments about traditional values and family life. They share how my content helps them appreciate their own wives more, or how they hope to find a partner who shares similar values in the future. These interactions feel genuine and wholesome, exactly what I hoped to inspire.
Others… well, their comments focus more on my appearance than my apple pie recipe. While I appreciate compliments, there’s something different about attention that feels less about my homemaking skills and more about, well, me as a woman rather than as a teacher.
This has led me to some soul-searching. Should I be flattered that men find my content appealing, even if their reasons might be different from what I intended? Is there something empowering about knowing that my celebration of traditional femininity resonates beyond just other wives and mothers?
Or should I be concerned that my message about the beauty of devoted wifehood is being misunderstood?
I’ve decided that intentions matter, but so does impact. If my content inspires even one man to appreciate traditional values or treat his wife with more reverence, then perhaps these unexpected followers serve a purpose. And if some simply enjoy watching a woman take pride in her appearance and her home… well, there are worse things to be appreciated for.
What I won’t do is change my authentic self to cater to any particular audience. I’ll continue sharing what brings me joy — beautiful meals, a well-kept home, and yes, the occasional pretty dress that makes me feel feminine and confident. After all, there’s nothing wrong with being admired for embracing the fullness of womanhood, is there?
What are your thoughts, dear readers? How do you navigate unexpected attention while staying true to your values?
With love to all my followers and admirers,
MillieGrace






  
  Chapter seven
An Exchange Of Trust


Iwoke to the distant sound of Millie moving around downstairs. The smell of bacon and fresh coffee followed, drifting up to our bedroom, making my stomach rumble despite the early hour. I glanced at the clock — 7:45 AM, earlier than usual for a Sunday morning. 
The events of last night felt almost dreamlike now — the video call with Matthew, the way she’d made herself orgasm herself while he watched, the eagerness of Millie to make me cum on her afterwards. But the empty space beside me in bed and the sounds from the kitchen suggested Millie was very much awake and processing everything in her own way.
I pulled on a robe and padded downstairs to find her in the kitchen in her silk nightgown, her dark hair pulled back in a messy bun as she flipped bacon in the pan. The table was already set with plates, fresh orange juice poured, and a pot of coffee steaming beside a plate of perfectly golden toast.
“Good morning,” I said, wrapping my arms around her waist from behind, breathing in the soft smell of her hair. “You’re up early.”
She leaned back against me affectionately, but I could feel the tension in her shoulders. “I woke up and couldn’t get back to sleep,” she admitted softly. “I kept thinking about last night. About what we did.”
“It was a little bit crazy, wasn’t it?” I asked, pressing a kiss to her neck.
She turned in my arms, her brown eyes searching mine. “It was,” she agreed. “Anyway, I just needed to do something with my hands this morning. To keep busy.” She gestured toward the elaborate breakfast spread. “I suppose I felt like I should… make it up to you somehow.”
“Make what up to me?”
“For being so… un-ladylike last night. For… you know… doing what I did in front of Matthew.” Her cheeks flushed pink. “I know it’s not very traditional wife behaviour. I feel like I wasn’t fair to you. I didn’t even let you make love to me afterwards.”
I cupped her face gently. “Millie, you have nothing to make up for. What we did was just a bit of fun. I enjoyed it, and I think you did too. No harm done, right?”
“Right.” She smiled, relief evident in her expression, but the nervous energy remained. “I made your favourite breakfast,” she said, turning back to the stove. “And I was thinking… I need to make some TikTok and Instagram content today. Plus Kate’s coming for dinner tonight — she got back from Italy yesterday.”
Kate was Millie’s best friend. They’d known each other since college and usually saw each other once a week or so, but hadn’t last week due to Kate being on vacation. Before I could say that it’d be nice to see her, Grace’s cries drifted down from upstairs, followed by Ethan’s voice calling for us. The chance to talk more about last night was gone, but as we moved into the familiar chaos of Sunday morning with children, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was still bothering Millie — and for some reason, she didn’t want to talk about it.
“We’ll talk later,” Millie read my mind as she handed me a plate of bacon and eggs. “When Grace is napping and Ethan’s occupied. Failing that, we can talk in bed, after Kate’s gone home.”
After breakfast was cleared away and our usual Sunday morning routine with the children was done, Millie announced she was going to work in the garden. I watched from the kitchen window as she moved among her flower beds, cutting and picking some of the best blooms. She liked flower arranging, so I guessed that was going to be the content of the video she’d talked about making. She’d changed into a pretty yellow dress that hugged her curves, not her usual baggy weekend clothes that she usually wore in the garden — and I couldn’t help but stare at the shape of her body as she bent over to cut some red roses.
Around noon, she came back inside with an armful of flowers, her cheeks flushed from the fresh air and exercise. “I’m going to film my TikTok now,” she said, taking a crystal vase from one of the storage cupboards and arranging the flowers in it loosely. “The lighting is perfect.”
I helped her set up in the conservatory, where the early afternoon sun streamed through the glass in dramatic beams, creating the warm, domestic atmosphere her followers loved. But as she positioned herself to film, slotting her camera into the ring light tripod that she used, I noticed she’d unbuttoned the top two buttons of her yellow dress. It sat open enough to show off a healthy amount of creamy cleavage, more than just a hint. It was deliberately provocative, but I didn’t comment.
“How do I look?” she asked, seeing me watching her in the reflection of the glass windows.
“Perfect,” I said, meaning it. “As always. I’m sure your newer followers are going to love that dress.”
Millie looked down at her cleavage, knowing what I was referring to, but she didn’t comment either. She smiled, then adjusted her hair, looking at herself on her phone camera, until she was happy with her appearance.
Placing the crystal vase on the table in front of her, she started filming, talking about the importance of bringing nature into the home, of creating beauty in everyday moments. But there was something different about her presentation — a confidence in her movements, a subtle sensuality in the way she handled the flowers, bent to arrange them. It was still completely appropriate for her traditional wife brand, but there was an underlying current of something that hadn’t been there before. Maybe an awareness of her dress, of how her male followers might be watching and why.
When she finished, she stood behind the camera and reviewed the footage with a satisfied smile. “That’s good,” she said. “I think I’m getting better at this all the time. I was right about the light. It’s perfect.”
As she took the SD card from her camera, my phone buzzed with a message. Matthew’s name appeared on the screen, and I opened it while Millie was distracted.
Good morning, Jamie. I hope you’re both well today. I’ve been thinking about last night — I know that was quite a step outside Millie’s usual comfort zone. How is she feeling about everything? I hope she doesn’t have any regrets.
I showed Millie the message, watching her face carefully as she read it.
“That’s thoughtful of him,” she said quietly, though I could see the flush creeping up her neck at the memory of the night before.
I typed back: She’s fine, thanks for asking. We’re having a chilled day today. She just made a new video for TikTok. You might want to watch it later, she’s wearing quite a revealing dress.
Matthew’s response came quickly: I’m glad to hear that. I’ll keep an eye out for the video. I have to admit, I keep thinking about those photos you showed me on Friday. The nude ones. Would it be possible to see them again? I’d love to have something to look at and to entertain myself with later, while I’m away on business.
I showed Millie the new message. She was quiet for a moment, considering.
“He wants to see the photos again?” she asked.
“Yes, but you said you didn’t want him to have copies, so… what do you want to do?”
Millie bit her lip, thinking. “If I’m going to let him have them… I think it’s only fair that I get something in return.”
“What do you mean?”
“I want some photos of him in exchange,” she said, her voice steady but her cheeks pink. “Nude ones, like mine. If he’s going to have naked photos of me, I should have the same of him. For security, you know? So we both have something to lose if either of us shares them inappropriately.”
I stared at her, surprised by her boldness. “You want him to send you nude photos?”
“Including his face in at least one of them. And I want a full body shot too,” she said firmly. “If we’re doing this, it should be equal.”
I typed out her conditions, and Matthew’s response came quickly.
Absolutely fair. Give me an hour to take some proper photos. I’ll send them this afternoon.
As promised, around two o’clock, my phone started buzzing with incoming messages. The first photo showed Matthew from the waist up, shirtless, his face clearly visible. He was undeniably handsome — the kind of mature, confident masculinity that always seemed to appeal to women.
The second photo was a full body shot, completely naked, his face turned slightly away but still recognisable. As I’d seen last night, his physique was impressive for a man his age, and his dick matched his body. Even soft, it looked long and thick, hanging between his legs in the picture.
The third photo was more explicit — a close-up of his erect cock, thick and long, fiercely hard with his face visible in the background, ensuring there was no doubt about who it belonged to.
“Wow,” Millie breathed, looking at the photos over my shoulder. “I didn’t think he’d send them. I guess you have to send him mine now. Do you trust him, Jamie?”
“He’s my boss. Yes. With what we’ve done together, I think he’s earned my trust — our trust — hasn’t he?” I asked.
She took my phone and swiped through the images for a long moment, staring at the close-up of his cock. “Yes,” she said finally. “Fine. You can send him mine.”
She passed me the phone back, and I attached both the lingerie photos of Millie and the nude ones, then sent them to Matthew. His response was immediate.
Thank you both for trusting me with these. They’re even hotter than I remember. Tell Millie I’m going to enjoy these later, when I’m in bed alone.
“Well,” Millie said, reading the message over my shoulder, “Now I’m going to be lying in bed later, trying to sleep while knowing that he’s wanking off to my pictures. I’m not sure whether I should pity him, be flattered, or disgusted.”
She giggled with the jokey comment, but I could see something had shifted in her expression. There was a light in her eyes and a flush to her skin that wasn’t just from amusement, and her breathing had quickened slightly.
The afternoon passed quietly, with both children napping and Millie preparing for Kate’s visit. But underneath the domestic normality, I could sense a tension in her. The photo exchange had affected her more than she was letting on, and I found myself wondering what the evening would bring.
Around six o’clock, the doorbell rang. Millie’s best friend Kate stood on our doorstep with her characteristic warm smile, her long bob of jet-black hair gleaming and her plentiful curves accentuated by a fitted sweater and jeans. Behind her stylish glasses, her green eyes sparkled with intelligence and mischief. Kate was short and fiery, clever and extremely nerdy and geeky with it. She always reminded me a little of Velma from Scooby Doo.
“Millie!” she exclaimed, embracing my wife warmly. “You look fantastic. That dress is gorgeous on you.”
“Thank you,” Millie said, smoothing down the yellow dress, her brown eyes alive with pleasure at seeing her old friend. “Come in, come in. How was Italy?”
As Kate settled into our living room, she pulled out her phone with obvious excitement. “I have so many photos to show you. The food, the architecture, the beaches…” She sighed dramatically. “I miss it already.”
The girls had a glass of wine while catching up. I enjoyed a beer and watched some TV until the kids came downstairs, eager to see ‘Auntie Kate.’ Millie had cooked a gorgeous lasagne for dinner, which we ate as a family around the dinner table, and then once Ethan was settled upstairs and Grace was napping again, Kate finally got around to showing Millie her Italy photos.
Football was on the TV, so I was only half-listening and looking as she described Rome and the Vatican, swiping through image after image, narrating her adventures with infectious enthusiasm. Then she reached the bikini photos, and I couldn’t help but have a peek over Millie’s shoulder.
“And here’s me at the Amalfi Coast,” she said, showing us a picture of herself in a tiny red two-piece bikini that left little to the imagination. Her curves were on full display, her breasts straining against the small triangles of fabric.
I tried not to stare, but it was impossible not to. Her body was fuller than Millie’s, with her generous, heavy breasts and hips that created an hourglass silhouette, despite Kate being fairly thick around the waist.
“Don’t get any ideas, Jamie,” Kate said with a laugh, catching me looking. “There aren’t any topless beach pictures, sorry to disappoint you.”
“I was just looking at the scenery,” I mumbled, feeling my face heat up. “It looks like a nice beach.”
“Yeah, right,” Kate said with a wave of her hand. “Whatever. I know you were looking at my tits. It’s fine, I know I look good. You should give him a slap later, Millie. For checking out your best friend in her bikini.”
“I can’t say I blame him,” Millie laughed, her brown eyes twinkling as she grinned at me. Then she looked down at her modest cleavage, still visible through the open neck of her yellow dress. “There’s only one winner in a boob competition between you and me, Kate.”
Kate laughed back, winking at me while manoeuvring the angle of her phone deliberately away, before swiping through the rest of the beach photos.
As the evening progressed and we all helped out in the kitchen with cleaning up, I noticed Kate and Millie whispering something to each other. When I asked what they were discussing privately — jokingly asking if it was about the beach photos — they brushed it off as ‘girl talk’ and dismissed me to the living room with a fresh beer because I was getting in the way of them tidying up. But again, from the sofa, I saw them talking in low voices, too quiet for me to overhear. What were they discussing?
I excused myself — to check on the children — but hung back on the upstairs landing, from where I’d be able to hear them talk in the kitchen below. If they thought I wasn’t in earshot, they might not be as quiet, and the plan worked perfectly, Millie’s voice drifting up to me a moment later.
“…so embarrassing when it happened,” I heard her say, her voice hesitant.
“The wardrobe slip?” Kate’s voice was encouraging, supportive. “But Jamie liked it?”
“More than liked it,” Millie admitted quietly. “It made him realise he enjoyed other men seeing me. So now he’s been… well, he’s been showing some photos of me to his friends.”
There was a pause. “What kind of photos?” Kate asked, and I could hear the surprise in her voice.
“It started with just… you know, sexy ones. But now…” Millie’s voice dropped even lower. “Let’s just say his boss has seen me completely naked.”
“Millie!” Kate’s shock was evident. “What do you mean, completely naked?”
“Photos,” Millie whispered. “Nudes. I let Jamie take them.”
I crept closer to the top of the stairs, careful to stay out of sight.
“I can’t believe you did that,” Kate said, her voice filled with amazement. “You? Traditional, modest Millie? You let Jamie take nude photos of you? And then you let him show them to his boss?”
“I know, I know,” Millie said, sounding embarrassed. “It’s so unlike me. But Jamie… he gets so excited when he talks about other men wanting me. I like to… make him happy. And it doesn’t hurt that Matthew — that’s his boss — is really attractive.”
“Wait, back up,” Kate said. “Is that why Jamie was so interested in my bikini photos earlier? Is he a bit frustrated?”
“Maybe,” I heard Millie admit. There was a pause, and I heard the clinking of wine glasses. “Kate, can I… can I show you something?”
“Of course, but Millie, you’re worrying me. This is so unlike you.”
I heard nothing for a moment, then a sharp intake of breath.
“Holy shit, Millie,” Kate breathed. “Is that…?”
“When Jamie sent Matthew my nudes, he sent these in return,” Millie confirmed, her voice barely audible. “I told you he’s good-looking.”
“Jesus, you weren’t kidding when you said he was hot,” Kate said, clearly stunned. “I can’t believe we’re having this conversation. You’ve always been so… so proper about everything.”
“I know,” Millie replied, sounding as surprised as Kate. “But it’s made me think about — ”
“And that cock looks good,” Kate interrupted her. She must still be looking at the photos. “You know, my first husband Ian had a huge dick and I loved it. Shame he was such an asshole. Ryan now, he’s only got a very average one, but it is what it is. Cock size isn’t everything.”
“Jamie’s is only average, too,” Millie whispered. “But I’ve never had reason to complain. Our sex life is good, and I’m always satisfied. It’s just this made me think about — “
“Ryan and I had loads of sex in Italy, by the way,” Kate said, sounding distracted, like she was still looking at Matthew’s pictures. “Anyway, I can’t believe what you’re telling me, Millie. You’re supposed to be demure. Demure Millie Grace. What happened to her?”
“I know, I know,” Millie repeated, this time waiting until Kate had finished speaking. “You’ve told me before. But what I’m trying to tell you is… this whole thing has made me think about Daniel. You remember him? From college?”
“Daniel?” Kate’s voice sharpened with recognition. “Oh my God, I remember him. Your first boyfriend. I remember you told me his cock was too big. You wanked him off then chickened out of sleeping with him. That Daniel?”
“That’s him,” Millie whispered. “And you said I’d regret it. Not going through with it.”
“I did say that,” Kate admitted. “But Millie, that was years ago. You’re married now. You’re happy.”
“I am,” she replied, the sincerity in her voice telling me she was telling the truth. There was another long pause, then Millie’s voice dropped even lower. “Kate… I did something else. A video call with Matthew. A… naked video call.”
“What?!” Kate’s voice was genuinely shocked now. “You did a sex hook-up over FaceTime? Millie, what’s gotten into you? Does Jamie know?”
“He was there. He… enjoyed watching Matthew and me together on the call. He even held the phone for me while I… you know.”
“I don’t know,” Kate inquired. “Know what?”
“While I… masturbated.” Millie’s voice was hushed, almost a hiss.
“What the fuck? I can’t believe what I’m hearing,” Kate said, her voice filled with disbelief. “And he did the same?”
“He was in a hotel room. On business.”
“That’s all right then,” Kate chuckled sarcastically. “So… Jamie’s into this? Does he want to… You know… let you sleep with someone else? Like this Matthew guy? Would he get off on that?”
“I think so,” Millie admitted reluctantly. “But I’d never go that far… I couldn’t…”
“I’ve heard of couples that do that sort of thing,” Kate said thoughtfully, though her voice still carried shock. “It’s not my thing personally, but Millie, you sound like you’re attracted to this Matthew. You clearly regret not going all the way with Daniel, and Jamie seems to want this, too. Maybe you should consider it?”
I took a step down onto the top step of the stairs, still out of view but closer so I could hear better.
“No. No way.” Millie insisted.
“Why?”
“Because it would be crossing a line,” Millie said quickly, panic in her voice. “A line I’m not willing to cross. I’m not a slut, Kate. Besides, I’m scared I might damage my marriage.”
“I think you’re afraid,” Kate murmured, so quietly I could barely hear it. I took another step forward, and the stairs creaked. I froze, but luckily, they didn’t hear it.
“Afraid of what?”
“Afraid that you might like it too much,” Kate answered,
Just as Millie was about to reply to that, my phone rang loudly in my pocket. I cursed under my breath, pulling it out and silencing it. Dean’s name was on the screen. The women’s voices stopped immediately, and I heard footsteps approaching up the stairs.
“Jamie?” Millie called up to me. “Is everything okay? Is someone calling you?”
I dashed across the landing into Grace’s room, quickly answered the phone, then emerged back onto the landing, trying to look like I’d been checking on the children the whole time. I managed to time it perfectly as they appeared at the top of the stairs, both looking at me with curious expressions.
“Hey Dean,” I said, hoping my voice sounded normal. “What’s up?”
“Jamie,” Dean’s voice was full of relief, even through the phone speaker. “I was starting to think you were avoiding me. After Friday night, I wasn’t sure… I mean, I didn’t know if what happened had messed things up between us.”
I could see Millie and Kate exchange a look, both leaning in slightly to catch Dean’s words. I needed to be careful here — reassuring without revealing too much about what I might have overheard in the kitchen.
“No, not at all,” I said firmly, moving slightly away from the women but not far enough to seem like I was hiding something. “Everything’s fine, Dean. Really. I should have called sooner, but it’s been a mad weekend. Millie’s fine too, by the way. Her friend, Kate, is here at the moment.”
“Oh, so you can’t talk. Got it.” Dean exhaled audibly. “It’s just that I’ve been beating myself up thinking I’d overstepped or made things weird. You know how much your friendship means to me.”
“Nothing’s weird, Dean. We’re all adults.” I glanced at Millie, who was watching me intently, clearly trying to gauge whether I’d heard her conversation with Kate. “How are things with you? Have you seen Sarah again since?”
Dean’s voice brightened considerably. “Actually, yeah. We met up last night, and I ended up back at hers. We were supposed to be taking it slow this time, but we couldn’t help ourselves.”
“It sounds like you had fun,” I said, genuinely pleased for him but trying to get him off the phone so I could get back to pretending to soothe the kids. “I’m glad you sorted things out.”
“Cool. So we’re good? No awkwardness about Friday?”
“We’re completely good,” I assured him. “Listen, I’ll see you at the pool game tomorrow night, yeah? After work. We can catch up properly then.”
“Definitely. I’ve got loads to tell you, too, actually.”
“Same here,” I said, my eyes meeting Millie’s briefly, wondering if she could hear any of what Dean was saying, even though the phone was pressed to my ear.
“You can’t talk,” Dean surmised. “Understood. See you tomorrow then.”
After I hung up, there was a moment of awkward silence. Kate was the first to break it, a mischievous smile playing at her lips.
“I haven’t seen Dean in ages,” she said, her green eyes sparkling behind her glasses. “Is he okay?”
“He’s fine,” I said slowly, noticing Millie’s cheeks reddening. Had she mentioned to Kate what she’d done with Dean? I hadn’t heard that, if she had. “Well, I should probably let you two get back to your… girl talk. I’m just going to check on Ethan now.”
“Okay.” Kate’s grin widened. “Oh, we were just finishing up anyway. Weren’t we, Millie?”
Millie nodded quickly, perhaps too quickly. “Yes, Kate was just telling me about her trip to Italy.”
“Among other things,” Kate added with a meaningful look at her friend.
As I headed into Ethan’s room, I heard their voices drop to a whisper behind me, but still audible as they walked back downstairs:
“Don’t worry, your secrets are safe with me,” Kate said in a hushed voice. “But honestly, Millie, you’ve surprised me tonight. I was not ready for this.”
Everything Millie had confided in her friend clearly met Kate’s approval. She stayed for another hour, but the conversation shifted to safer topics — Italy, recipes, stories about Kate’s new husband, Ryan. When she finally left, hugging us both goodbye, pressing those big breasts of hers against me, I could see the wheels turning in Millie’s mind, her gaze distant and thoughtful as she stood in the hallway after the door closed.
We put the kids to bed later, after bathtime and bedtime stories. Ethan was back at school tomorrow, and Grace always slept better if we got her into her crib at a good time. We had a couple of late-night snacks, watched some TV, both of us enjoying the comfort of routine, managing to spend time together in something that resembled normality. But once we were in bed, I knew it was time to talk.
“Kate’s a good friend,” I said as we eased under the covers, turning off the bedside light and getting comfortable.
“She’s my best friend,” Millie agreed, her tone soft and a little uncertain. “Jamie… about what we discussed earlier. About Matthew’s photos, and what he might want next…”
“What about it?”
She hesitated, then turned on her side to face me. “I told Kate about him. About the photos, the video call, all of it. I didn’t tell her about Dean. I just needed someone to talk to. Someone who wasn’t you. I hope that’s okay.”
“Of course,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “Going by how she was tonight, she didn’t seem to judge you at all.”
Millie shook her head. “No. Actually, she told me I should keep an open mind. She said if everyone’s consenting, what’s wrong with experimenting sexually? But I told her — I couldn’t do it. Fooling around, kissing, showing nakedness, flirting, talking dirty, doing the video calls — that’s all harmless, but physical stuff? That’s a line I just can’t cross, no matter how much you want it.” She looked at me, searching my face for a reaction. “Does that disappoint you?”
I took a breath, decided to be honest. “Maybe. But I told you before, we can stop at any time. If you’re not comfortable, we don’t do it. I’d rather have you happy and safe than risk losing what we have.”
Millie’s face softened, relief flooding her features. “Thank you. I needed to hear that. I want to keep exploring. For you. I want to make you happy, but I need you to know that I won’t go that far.”
I nodded, squeezing her hand. “I know.”
She smiled, settling back against the pillows. I sighed inwardly. She was set on things not going any further. I should let Matthew know, in case he decides to text us with more instructions. The ten-day game was up.
It wasn’t too late an hour, so I picked up my phone from the bedside table and messaged him, letting him know we’d talked and that Millie wouldn’t go any further, that her line was drawn at what she’d done last night.
Matthew replied almost instantly.
She might change her mind. This is a perfectly normal stage to go through. Doubts creep in. It’s normal. But boundaries shift. If you keep talking to her, maybe she’d like to do something like the video, but in real life?
“Who are you texting?” Millie leaned across and looked at my phone.
“Matthew,” I replied. “I know you were concerned that he might want things to go further. I thought I should let him know where the line is drawn. But now he’s suggesting what you did on the phone last night, masturbate together, but in real life.”
The thought was enough to turn me on, my cock stiffening beneath the bed sheets as I showed her the message. She looked at me, reading my eyes, perhaps seeing hope there. She hesitated before speaking. “Perhaps. Maybe I could do that. Kate did say I should keep an open mind. But there would have to be rules drawn up beforehand. No sex. No pushing the boundaries beyond what I’m comfortable with.”
My hard-on throbbed at the image of her masturbating in front of Matthew, then I almost dropped my phone as it chimed unexpectedly with another message.
Matthew again: I can call if you like.
On impulse, or perhaps hoping for a repeat of last night’s sexy events, I video called him. Matthew answered from his hotel room again, his tone smooth and persuasive. Only his face was in view, but I could see the neckline of a white T-shirt that he was wearing in bed.
“I’m glad you called. I just thought I’d say hi and see if I can help with any regrets you might be having,” he said, with a disarming smile. “Are you okay, Millie?”
“I’m good, just tired,” she smiled back as I turned the phone so she was in shot. “Last night was fun, Matthew. It’s just that — ”
“I know,” he replied quickly. “You don’t want it to go too far, right? That’s perfectly natural. Intimacy is important in a marriage. The sanctity of it within a relationship, I get it. Sex is more of a big deal to some people than it is to others.”
“I’m glad you understand,” my wife replied, then nudged me, indicating for me to take over talking. Was she still a little embarrassed by what we’d done last night?
“Tell me,” Matthew said, his eyes moving, noticing the subtle exchange between us. “Do you want to keep exploring yourselves sexually? Or do you feel like you’ve sated all your curiosities?”
“I think — ” I glanced at Millie. Her brown eyes were earnest as she gazed back at me. She nodded, somehow telling me what I needed to know without vocalising it. “We’re still willing to explore a little — ” Again, I hesitated, waiting for her to guide me. She nodded again, encouraging me to continue. “Millie just doesn’t want it to go too far.”
“Okay.” Matthew tilted his head, studying us through the camera. “I have to admit, I enjoyed watching her make herself cum. I’d love to take that one step further. What if she just wanked another man off, made him cum? Or let someone make her cum — with his fingers, his tongue? Is that overstepping?”
I felt Millie’s body tense next to me and looked her way as he talked. She licked her lips nervously. When her eyes met mine, I saw that look in them that told me the dirty talk clearly aroused her. She slid her hand under the covers, finding me already hard. She began to stroke me, slow and deliberate, her eyes locked on mine.
Matthew grinned, noticing the movement beneath the sheets, despite her attempt to be subtle. “Well, it looks like she likes that idea. I see you’re already enjoying yourselves. I came earlier tonight, by the way — looking at Millie’s nudes. Those perfect tits and tight pussy had me cumming in a matter of minutes.”
“I’m glad you like them,” I replied, my dick throbbing in Millie’s hand at the thought of him jerking off to the photos.
“I did. Listen, Jamie. When I’m back from Germany — Tuesday or Wednesday, I’m not sure when yet — I’d love to see Millie again. Maybe take her out somewhere, just the two of us. Would you allow that? Would you trust us together? Just to get to know her better.”
“I don’t know,” I replied, turning to face Millie, who was still jerking me off slowly beneath the bedsheets.
She hesitated, then said, “I’ll think about it.”
“Excellent. Right, I’m going to sleep now. Think about what I said. Making someone cum isn’t full sex. And enjoy the rest of your night.”
Matthew signed off with a knowing wink, leaving us in the dark, the only sound the slick movement of Millie’s hand up and down my shaft, sticky with precum. She tossed off the sheets now that my phone was back on the bedside table, and it only took a few more strokes to make me cum hard, my cum spurting all over my belly and her hand, while I bit my lip to keep quiet.
Millie grinned, amused and satisfied. “Luckily, I’m too tired for sex tonight anyway,” she whispered, wiping her hand on a tissue from the drawers on her side of the bed before curling up beside me.
“Are you seriously considering what he said?” I asked, enjoying the warmth of her body pressed into me.
“Going out with him?” she shrugged, the gesture making me aware of her breasts pressed against my arm.
“Yes,” I replied, then added, “And the other suggestion. You… wanking someone off. What about that?”
“I don’t know,” she replied, then yawned. “I’m tired. Can we talk about it tomorrow?”
She hadn’t said yes, but she hadn’t instantly rejected the idea either. My mind was spinning with the possibilities as I lay there, deep in thought, listening to her breathing slow and deepen as she fell asleep.
Was this really happening? My gorgeous, innocent traditional Millie was changing before my eyes. And I was loving every second of it.
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  The Comments I Can't Forget: A Study in Male Desire

Home and Heart 


A blog by @DemureMillieGrace 
[DRAFT - NEVER POSTED]
Saved in: Personal Archive > Private Posts > Too Personal
Note to self: For my eyes only. Delete immediately after writing.

I’m writing this as a form of… research, I suppose. To better understand the male psyche and process my own complicated feelings about the attention my content has been receiving. Since the wardrobe incident and my recent posts, the comments from male followers have become increasingly bold. I tell myself I’m documenting these for analytical purposes, to understand how men think and respond to feminine imagery.
But if I’m being completely honest with myself in this private space, there’s something about reading these words that makes me feel emotions I don’t fully understand.
The Suggestive Ones:
 “Your husband is the luckiest man alive”
 “That dress hugs you in all the right places”
 “I’d love to come home to cooking like that”
 “You’re absolutely stunning, Millie. Pure perfection”
 “The way you move around that kitchen… mesmerising”
 “I wish my wife dressed like you do”
 “You make domesticity look incredibly sexy”
The Bolder Ones:
 “That cleavage is driving me crazy”
 “I keep replaying the part where you bend over”
 “Your body is incredible. Jamie’s a lucky bastard”
 “I’d worship every inch of you”
 “You’re making me think very inappropriate thoughts”
 “I bet you taste as sweet as your apple pie”
 “Those curves should be illegal”
 “I’d give anything for one night with you”
The Explicit Ones:
 “I want to see your trad pussy so bad”
 “Your tits are perfect. When’s the OnlyFans coming?”
 “I’m rock hard watching you cook”
 “I’d bend you over that kitchen counter”
 “Show us more of that body, gorgeous”
 “I want to fuck you while your husband watches”
 “Those lips weren’t made for talking”
 “I’d make you forget all about being a trad wife with my dick”
The Extreme Ones:
 [Content too explicit to write, even in this private space]
Reading through these again, I notice my breathing has quickened. My cheeks are burning. There’s a warmth spreading through my body that I don’t want to acknowledge. These men — strangers — are thinking about me in ways that should horrify a traditional wife. They’re imagining my body, fantasising about touching me, wanting me.
And God help me, knowing that excites me.
I tell myself it’s natural to feel flattered by attention. That any woman would be affected by such direct expressions of desire. But traditional wives aren’t supposed to seek this kind of validation. We’re supposed to be content with our husbands’ appreciation alone.
Yet here I am, reading and re-reading comments from men who want to possess me, use me, make me theirs. Men who see my modest content and imagine stripping away every layer of propriety I’ve built around myself.
The most disturbing part? Some of these fantasies don’t repel me the way they should. When I read about being “bent over the kitchen counter” or “fucked hard” or “impregnated by black cum,” my body responds in ways that contradict everything I believe about myself.
What kind of traditional wife gets aroused by strangers’ sexual fantasies about her? Especially some as vulgar as those I just mentioned. What does it mean that I’ve screenshot some of these comments to read again later?
I keep telling myself this is just research, just processing. But the truth is, I’m drawn to their hunger, their boldness, their carefree lack of restraint. They see something in me that I’m only beginning to recognise in myself.
Mr Heart says he’s excited by other men wanting me. Maybe this is what he means — this intoxicating feeling of being desired, pursued, craved by men who will never have me. I wonder if he looks at my TikTok, if he’s read these comments, if they turn him on.
The question that haunts me: if these comments affect me this much, what would happen if one of these men were standing in front of me, saying these things to my face?
I don’t think I want to know the answer.
But I can’t stop wondering.
Note: Delete this immediately. No one can ever see these thoughts.
With love and wonder,
MillieGrace
Note: Delete this immediately. No one can ever see these thoughts.






  
  Chapter eight
An Unexpected Win


Monday morning arrived with its usual chaos. Grace woke early, demanding attention, while Ethan dragged his feet getting ready for school. Millie moved through the routine like the amazing parent she was, making breakfast, packing lunch and drinks, and somehow managing to look effortlessly put-together despite the early hour. 
I watched her as she buttered Ethan’s toast, noting the way she’d chosen a fitted sweater that hugged her curves and a long skirt that emphasised her figure. I might have been imagining it, but I could swear there was a confidence in her movements that hadn’t been there a week ago — a subtle awareness of her attractiveness that showed in the way she carried herself.
“You look gorgeous this morning,” I said, stealing a kiss as she passed by with Grace on her hip.
She smiled, a flush of pleasure colouring her cheeks. “Thank you. I felt like dressing up a bit today.”
“Any particular reason?”
“I just felt like it,” she said, but there was something in her eyes — a spark of mischief that I enjoyed seeing and which I was more used to seeing from her sister. “Look good, feel good, right?”
After dropping Ethan at school, I headed to the showroom for what I expected to be a routine Monday. Matthew was still in Germany, which meant a quieter day without his commanding presence overseeing everything. The lobby was empty, so I settled into my desk, checking emails and preparing for the day ahead.
A few customers came by, mostly window-shopping, so I managed to clear my desk of old tasks, and just before lunchtime, my phone buzzed with a message from Matthew.
Good morning, Jamie. How are things? I just saw Millie’s latest TikTok — absolutely stunning. She’s becoming quite the content creator. I like the direction she’s taking.
I opened TikTok and found her latest post — the video she’d filmed yesterday. The sight of her in the yellow dress, arranging flowers in the conservatory, took my breath away. I’d been there when she filmed it, but seeing it now with fresh eyes, I noticed things I’d missed before. The way the dress fitted her body, tight at the waist, flaring out at the hip, almost like a corset. The moments when she leaned forward to adjust the flowers and the loosened neckline gaped slightly, revealing hints of her braless breasts. But the most glaring thing I’d missed was her nipples, the dark circles of them clearly visible through the thin fabric at certain angles. It was the ring light, I realised. The glaring white LED lights somehow made the yellow garment semi-transparent at moments in the video. It was easy to imagine what they looked like beneath the dress.
My dick twitched at the thought of her male followers imagining the same thing. This wasn’t the modest, traditional wife content she’d started with. This was something else entirely — still technically innocent, scripted the same, but delivered differently, with a deliberate added sexiness that was impossible to ignore.
I don’t know if she meant it to be this sexy, I typed back. The viewer count was going up as I watched. The video’s getting a lot of views already.
Her tits look so good that they’re going to get attention. She knows what she’s doing. It’s sure to get her follower numbers up. Or maybe she just likes showing off for you now. Maybe she knows it’ll turn you on. And turn her on, too.
Before I could respond, Lewis appeared at my desk, his usual cocky grin wider than normal.
“I just saw your wife’s latest video,” he said without preamble. “She’s a great flower arranger. Is she a true trad wife? Does she go out of her way to serve you?”
I felt my face warm. “It’s just a persona she plays for the camera, Lewis. But she likes to be a good, hard-working, stay-at-home wife, yes, if that’s what you’re asking.”
“Right,” he said with a knowing smirk, his green eyes twinkling in the artificial light of the showroom. “A persona. She’s got quite the following now. Although some of the comments are interesting, shall we say.”
“What do you mean?”
“Let’s just say her male followers are very appreciative of her, and not for her domestic skills.” His tone made it clear he wasn’t talking about flower arranging. “She’s got a great body, and it seems that lately, she’s learned a knack for teasing her male followers with it. That’s one of the ingredients to make a successful female influencer, all right. Are you cool with that?”
I wanted to tell him to mind his own business, but something about his expression suggested he knew more than he was letting on. Had Matthew said something to him about our arrangement?
“It’s just her hobby,” I nodded, trying to stay cool and appear neutral. “She’s trying to build her follower count up, that’s true. I’m good with anything that makes her happy.”
“Nice. Anyway,” Lewis continued, “I just wanted to say she looks fantastic. Our weekend in Brighton was uneventful. Now, if there’d been a woman there as pretty as Millie, it might have been different. I’m going to grab some lunch. You want to join me?”
“I’m fine at the moment. I just have a couple of things to finish up, so I’ll grab my dinner in a while,” I replied, and he nodded and left me to it. As he walked away, I felt a mixture of pride and unease. Millie’s transformation was becoming more visible. People were starting to notice.
Once I’d signed off the last document I had to process, I finally headed for lunch, Lewis’s comments still echoing in my mind. I found myself checking Millie’s TikTok repeatedly, reading through the comments that had accumulated already. He was right — they were enthusiastic, ranging from innocent compliments about her flower-arranging skills to more suggestive observations about her appearance.
“Beautiful flowers, even more beautiful woman.”
“Your husband is the luckiest man alive.”
 “That dress is perfect on you.”
 “I can see that you’re blooming even more than your garden.”
So far, no one had commented directly about the dress being unbuttoned or when the light had highlighted her nipples. Even so, I felt that familiar mix of arousal and unease reading them, knowing that hundreds of men were looking at my wife and seeing what I saw.
After lunch, a ham sandwich from the vending machine, my phone rang. Dean’s name appeared on the screen.
“Alright, Jamie,” he said when I answered. “Just checking you’re still on for tonight. The pool match at the Riverside, seven-thirty start.”
“Wouldn’t miss it for the world,” I replied. “How are you feeling about the game?”
“Nervous, to be honest. They’re top of the league for a reason. We’ll need to be sharp.” He paused. “Hopefully, we can have that talk, too. About Millie and Friday night.”
“Cool. Even though I told you we’re cool. She’s fine. Forgotten about it already.”
“She’s forgotten about it? Oh, right…” He trailed off. “I guess she really was that drunk, huh?”
“Not like that,” I said, surprised by how disappointed he sounded. I hadn’t intended to make him think Millie thought it unmemorable or something. “Just that she’s not worrying about it. It was fun. She had a good time, but she’s not paranoid that it’ll affect our friendships like you are.”
“Got you. Cool.” Dean’s voice sounded relieved. “See you tonight. You can tell me exactly what she’s said about it over the weekend. I was kind of hoping she might be more… playful… again, sometime.”
“You never know,” I chuckled. “Gotta go. Work to do. See you tonight.”
After he hung up, I sat staring at my phone. Dean’s words replaying in my mind. His enjoyment of what he got up to with Millie last week was unmistakable. He wanted to do it again, and the knowledge sent a jolt of excitement through me. I hadn’t really talked to Millie about the possibility of exploring anything further with Dean. It had been all about Matthew.
The afternoon dragged by. I tried to focus on work, but my mind kept wandering to the evening ahead. The pool match, drinks afterwards, and the easy camaraderie of the team. Would the others mention Millie’s new video? They all seemed to be following her on social media now.
Around five o’clock, I texted Millie to check in with her: How’s your day been?
Her response came promptly, like it always did: Good. The kids have been angels. Made a little supper for you for when you get home. Looking forward to a quiet evening while you’re at pool.
It’s at the Riverside, an away game on the other side of town. So I might be a bit later home, okay?
There was a longer pause before her reply: Don’t be too late. I don’t want to be asleep when you get in.
Was that response a hint that she wanted sex? Or was I just horny and reading too much into everything? As I packed up my desk and prepared to leave, I found myself wondering again what the evening would bring. No doubt there’d be some talk about Millie. And then questions from Millie asking if Dean had mentioned Friday. This was what happened when life got complicated.
The drive to The Riverside Sports Club took half an hour through Monday evening traffic, a different world from our usual pub haunts. The main room stretched out under high ceilings with exposed steel beams, housing eight professional-grade pool tables under bright pendant lights. The walls were lined with sports memorabilia — signed football shirts, cricket bats, photographs of local teams from decades past. A long bar dominated one end of the room, its brass fittings gleaming under warm lighting, with rows of spirits and beer taps that put our local pub to shame. A cafe was attached to the venue, a lounge with a TV that showed the latest football matches, and that was before you even walked into the darts area.
The atmosphere was more serious here, more competitive. A variety of men, mostly in their thirties and forties, moved between tables with the focused intensity of players who took their games seriously. The click of balls and low murmur of tactical discussions filled the room, unlike the more raucous, music-filled ambience of the pub circuit.
Dean stood chalking his cue, his tall frame slightly hunched as he studied the table. My mechanic friend’s dark hair was perfectly styled, and he was dressed smartly in a shirt and jeans, but I could see the nervous energy in the way he kept adjusting his grip on the cue.
Ollie, shorter and stockier with his characteristic beach-blond hair, was setting up the balls with methodical precision. At twenty-eight, he was our most technical player, the one who studied angles and spin like a mathematician. Zack, the youngest at twenty-five, lounged against the wall with casual confidence, those green eyes that stood out moving as he scrolled through his phone.
“Jamie’s here!” Ollie called out with a grin. “Hey, we were just talking about your wife’s latest video. How you ended up with a woman like her, I do not know.”
I felt my face warm as the other two turned to look at me with knowing smiles.
“It’s just a flower arranging video,” I said, echoing my earlier response to Lewis.
“We weren’t watching it for her floristry skills,” Zack laughed, looking up from his phone. “That dress… we were all waiting for another nip slip.”
Dean’s eyes met mine across the table. “And it never came,” he chuckled, then sighed dramatically, a hidden weight in his words. “I guess she’s being careful to edit her videos now. We’ll never see her tits again.”
Before I could respond, a voice interrupted from behind the bar. “What can I get you boys?”
We turned to see the barmaid waving — a stunning brunette in her mid-twenties with curves that filled out her black sports club polo shirt perfectly. Her name tag read “Sophie,” and her full-lipped smile was the kind that made men forget what they’d come in for.
“Four beers,” Ollie said, his eyes following her movements as she pulled the first pint.
“Big match tonight?” she asked, her voice rich and throaty and with a slight accent I couldn’t place. I imagined she was a very popular barmaid, what with that voice, her hot body and those lips. “You look nervous.”
“Your boys are the league leaders,” Dean replied, moving closer and leaning against the bar. “We’re going to have to be on top of our game and even then, we’ll need some luck.”
Sophie laughed, a sound that drew attention from nearby tables. “Well, you’ve got the right barmaid for that. I’m Irish. Just talking to me is practically a good luck charm.”
As she served our drinks, I was relieved when the conversation shifted away from Millie, at least temporarily. But I knew I’d be talking about her again later to Dean.
We soon met our opponents, four guys dressed professionally in black polo shirts with the venue's logo emblazoned on the front and their surnames on the back. They came over and introduced themselves, confidence oozing from them. They clearly expected to win, and the match started badly for us. The Riverside team were everything their reputation suggested — precise, smooth, and error-free. They took the first two frames with an ease that made our usual pub victories feel like amateur hour.
“We’re getting schooled,” Ollie muttered as we watched their team captain sink a long, difficult corner pocket shot.
“We need to relax,” Dean said, but I could see the tension in his shoulders as he spoke. “We’re playing too tight.”
During the break between frames, we huddled around our table, nursing our beers and trying to regroup when Millie called. It wasn’t like her to disturb pool night, so I picked up, wondering if something was wrong.
“I’m just calling to see how you’re doing,” she explained, after I asked what was up. I put her on the loudspeaker for a moment so I could pay the sexy barmaid for the latest round of drinks. “The kids are asleep. There’s nothing on TV and I’m bored.”
“We’re getting destroyed,” I moaned. “The team we’re playing are good. We’ll see it out, and then I’ll be home.”
“Well, tell the team to up their game,” she instructed. “If they win, I’ll let them play against me again, wearing the same blue shirt I wore last time. Don’t think I didn’t notice them all looking down my top.”
Ollie. Zack and Dean were all listening in, and I saw their eyebrows raise almost in unison at the comment.
“Is that right?” Zack said loud enough for her to hear, a grin splitting his face in two. “In that case, we’ll have to get focused, boys.”
“It wasn’t just your boobs we were looking at, Millie,” Ollie added with a chuckle. “Those jeans were as tight as anything.”
“Well, consider it an incentive to win,” my wife responded, surprising me once more with her reaction. “Help Jamie win, and we’ll set up another game. Dean can bring Sarah, and we’ll do a repeat of last Friday’s night out.”
Dean’s eyes met mine when she said that. He was thinking the same thing as I was: was she referring just to the pool, or everything that had happened afterwards?
“I’ll let you know how we get on,” I told her, as the opposition team waved us over to resume the game. When we returned to the table for the next frame, something had changed. It may have been Millie’s motivational promise, or it could just be that her words loosened us all up a little. Ollie’s shots became more precise, Zack’s casual confidence turned into genuine skill, and Dean played with the kind of intensity I’d rarely seen from him.
We won the next three frames in succession, and then I stepped up to play the final, decisive frame. For some reason, I felt good, confident, and at ease. Millie’s flirty banter with my friends had channelled some sort of pride into me, and I potted with ease, barely missing a shot, finally smashing the black ball into the far pocket to win the game and the match.
Moments later, the entire club was buzzing with the upset. Our opponents, gracious in defeat, bought us a round of drinks as congratulations. Sophie, the barmaid, flashed us that killer smile as she served the drinks.
“I told you I was good luck,” she said with a wink.
“One more after this?” Dean suggested, raising his beer. “To celebrate properly?”
I should have left then. I should have stuck to my usual routine of two beers and home by ten. But the victory, the atmosphere, and the lingering prideful feeling from Millie’s playful call made the decision easy.
“One more,” I agreed, already reaching for my phone to text Millie. “I’ll have to leave the car here, get a taxi and pick it up in the morning.”
I typed a message: Running a bit late. We won! The boys want to stay out for a few more drinks to celebrate.
Her response came quickly: Congratulations! But I was looking forward to you coming home soon. I’m all alone in bed, waiting.
“Is that Millie you’re texting?” Zack asked, nodding at my phone. “Tell her we expect her to make good on her promise.”
“Also tell her,” Ollie added, “Ollie wants her to wear a short skirt this time.”
“Panties optional,” Zack laughed, bringing a grin from the other two.
I did as asked, putting it in a text and hitting send and once again, her response was almost immediate: If they insist, although I’m not sure they’ll handle me in a short skirt if seeing me in tight jeans threw them off their game so much last time.
Before I could read out her reply to my expectant teammates, another text came through from her: Don’t stay out late, please. If you want to celebrate with more drinks, why don’t you bring Dean back to ours? We have beers in the fridge. Not Ollie and Zack, they’re too loud. They’ll wake the kids, but if you want to have a drink with Dean here, I wouldn’t mind.
“She’ll do it,” I said aloud to the team. “This Friday. I’m not sure about the short skirt, though. Right now, I need a pee, then I think I’m going to head home. I’m pretty tired, actually.”
Then I motioned for Dean to follow me to the gents’ while Zack and Ollie were distracted by the barmaid. He quirked an eyebrow at my less-than-subtle request, then followed, pausing at the door when we got there.
“What’s up? I thought you were going to stay?”
“I was,” I replied. “But when I texted Millie to tell her, she suggested you and I have a drink at ours instead of staying out late. Ollie and Zack will probably want to head into town with the mood they’re in, go to a club or something. Why don’t we make our excuses and head back to mine?”
“Back to yours,” Dean mused, rubbing a hand through his dark hair while eyeing me as if trying to read something in my expression. “Is Millie staying up, having a drink with us?”
“Just a drink,” I nodded. “Maybe it’ll put your worries at ease, if you’re still worried about it being weird after what happened last Friday.”
“I was going to talk to you about that.” He looked back over his shoulder towards our two younger teammates, who were both sidling up to the pretty Sophie, clearly trying to chat her up. “I suppose it makes sense for us to talk at yours. Let’s do it.”
As we slipped away from the bar, I shot Millie a quick text, letting her know Dean and I were heading back, and we made our excuses to Ollie and Zack, quoting work in the morning reasons. The night air was cool, the buzz of victory still humming between us as we walked to my car.
Dean was quiet at first, glancing over at me as I unlocked the doors. “So, uh… Millie’s okay with me coming back? I mean, after Friday, I don’t want things to be weird.”
I shrugged, starting the engine. “I already told you, she’s fine. She’s drawn a line, though, with all this flirting thing. She’s not going any further than what she’s already done. Which is kind of a shame.”
He nodded, but I could see the curiosity in his face. “So… nothing more? Not even, like, what happened last time? A kiss. A flash of her boobs?”
I hesitated, then decided to be honest. I don’t know why, but I just felt an urge to tell him. “It already went further than that. Saturday night, after the kids were asleep, she did a video call with Matthew. Naked.”
Dean’s jaw dropped. “No way. Millie? She got naked on video? With your boss?”
I nodded, feeling a surge of pride and arousal at his reaction. “Yeah. Not just that. She made herself cum while he watched. He did the same.”
“What the fuck?” Dean let out a low whistle, shaking his head. “Fuck, Jamie. That’s… I mean, I knew she was changing, but that’s next level. I’m not gonna lie, that’s insanely hot.”
I grinned, feeling the confession loosen something between us. “I thought so too. But she insists that’s as far as she’ll go. Anyway, what about you and Sarah?”
Dean’s face lit up. “I was going to tell you. She came over at the weekend and we ended up in bed most of the day. I fucked her three times. She’s amazing.” He fished out his phone, glanced at me, then showed me a short, shaky video — a close-up of his thick cock sliding in and out of Sarah’s glistening, shaved pussy, her moans just audible over the sound of skin on skin.
My breath caught, and I swerved slightly in the road, arousal spiking as I watched. “Jesus, Dean. At least warn me if you’re going to show me your dick.”
He grinned, tucking his phone away. “Just thought you’d appreciate seeing Sarah’s pussy. Fair’s fair, right?”
We pulled up outside my house, the windows glowing softly in the night. I asked him to show me the video again just for fun, and we watched it a couple more times. Sarah’s pussy was hot. Fully shaved, her mound perfectly smooth, her lips stretched out around Dean’s girth as he ploughed into her. Her moans were deep, sensual.
“That’s really fucking hot,” I confessed, “Although I still find it weird how I’m looking at my best friend’s dick.”
“What’s a dick between friends?” he laughed. “Come on. Let’s get inside and have that beer.”
I texted Millie again: We’re here. Don’t get up if you’re tired. Then got out of the car and as we headed up the path towards the house, I told him to be quiet so we didn’t wake the kids, and also to not tell Millie he’d shown me a video of himself fucking Sarah.
As I stepped inside, Millie was waiting for us in the hallway. My breath caught. I’d expected her to dress conservatively, knowing I was bringing Dean back with me, but she was the opposite. She was wearing an almost skin-tight white cotton vest with thin straps, the fabric clinging to every curve and leaving nothing to the imagination. Her breasts were perfectly outlined, nipples pressing against the thin material. On her bottom half, she wore a pair of tiny bed shorts — so small they were more like panties than anything else. Her hair was loose around her shoulders, and the little bed socks on her feet made her look both impossibly cute and devastatingly sexy.
Dean’s eyes widened, and I could see the appreciation in his face as he tried not to stare. Millie smiled, a little shy but clearly enjoying the effect she was having. “The winners have arrived, finally. Do you boys want a drink?” she asked, her voice soft so as not to disturb Ethan and Grace sleeping upstairs.
“Beer would be great,” Dean managed, his voice a little rough.
We got a drink each from the fridge, then settled in the living room, Millie curling up on the armchair, legs tucked beneath her, while Dean and I took the sofa. The house was quiet, the only sound the faint music on the TV, the volume turned down low.
“So are you guys top of the league now that you won?” Millie asked. I couldn’t help but steal glances at her as she sipped her drink, the way her top hugged her body, the way her shorts rode up her thighs when she shifted. Dean also kept sneaking looks, as he told her that we were too far behind in the league for one win to make a difference, his eyes lingering on the visible shape of her breasts. I felt a surge of pride and arousal, knowing exactly what he was thinking, knowing Millie had chosen to dress like this for me, for us.
Dean cleared his throat after he’d finished explaining. “And thanks for having me over,” he said, his voice low. “I wasn’t sure if things would be weird after… You know. The other night.”
Millie stretched languidly on the armchair, her bare legs tucked beneath her, the hem of her shorts riding high on her upper thighs. She caught Dean’s lingering gaze and smiled, her tone light but direct. “We’ve all known each other for years. It was just a kiss between drunk friends, Dean. It’s not the first time in history that sort of thing’s happened, is it? And I’m sure I’m not the first wife to get a bit tipsy and flash her boobs at someone, either.”
Dean grinned, relaxing a little, but his eyes stayed on her. “I guess not. Still, it’s not every day you get to see your best friend’s wife’s boobs.”
Millie laughed, a low, teasing sound. “You make it sound like I did a strip show. It was just a bit of fun. Besides, Jamie was right there. It’s not like we were doing anything behind his back.”
Dean hesitated, then glanced at me. “Jamie told me about the video call with Matthew. The one where you got naked and… got off together. I’m really jealous, Millie. I wish I’d been there.”
I tensed, waiting for Millie to bristle, but she just arched an eyebrow, her lips curving in a sly smile. “You need to watch what comes out of your big mouth, Jamie.” She shot me a playful look, then turned back to Dean. “I guess I should explain. I did it for Jamie, really. He likes showing me off. He likes knowing other men are looking at my body. It turns him on.”
Dean’s eyes widened, his interest obvious. “Are you going to make this a regular thing now? Letting Jamie take nude photos of you, things like that?”
Millie’s cheeks flushed, but she held his gaze. “I don’t mind, not really. I know what it does to Jamie. And to you, apparently.”
Dean swallowed, his voice thick. “It does have an effect on me, Millie. I’m not going to lie. A big effect.”
She shifted in the chair, her thighs parting just a little, the cotton of her shorts stretching tight across the shape of her pussy. “You know, I think Matthew wants to sleep with me. It’s quite obvious, but that’s never going to happen. He’s suggested I should… masturbate for him in real life, when he’s back from Germany. Maybe even let him make me cum, or I could make him cum. But even that’s a step too far for me. I’m not that kind of wife. I’m not a slut who sleeps with relative strangers. Or a tart who jerks men off for fun.”
Dean let out a slow breath, his arousal obvious. “That’s a shame. I’d love to see you touch yourself, Millie. I mean, you’ve already seen me have sex with Sarah. You’ve seen my dick. It would only be fair.”
Millie’s eyes sparkled, her breathing a little faster now. “You think so? You want to see me naked again, do you, Dean?” She looked at me, her voice softening. “Jamie, would you like me to show Dean my body again? Or maybe you’d like to show it to him this time?”
I nodded, my throat dry. “Yes. Whichever.”
She sighed. “Would it make my husband happy? Is this what you need?”
“It turns me on,” I replied hoarsely.
She smiled, a soft, accepting smile. “Turn the light off, then. It’s too bright in here.” I stood and flicked off the main light, leaving only the blue glow of the TV to illuminate the room.
Millie stood, moving to the centre of the room. “Come here, Jamie.” Her voice was low, trembling with anticipation. “Undress me. Show Dean your wife’s body, if that’s what you need.”
I stepped behind her, my hands finding the hem of her vest, slowly peeling it upward. The fabric clung to her skin, revealing the soft curve of her back, the gentle slope of her waist, the full profile of her breasts as I lifted it over her head.
She stood in nothing but those tiny shorts and her bed socks, her nipples instantly hardening in the cool air, her skin glowing in the flickering light. Dean’s eyes were fixed on her, his breath coming faster.
Millie turned so she was facing him squarely, her hands at her sides, only a couple of feet away. “Is this what you wanted to see?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. “Do you like my breasts? They’re not as big as Sarah’s.”
Dean nodded, unable to speak for a moment. “I don’t care for size. I prefer shape, and yours are perfect. Round, pert.”
“Is that enough, or do you want to see more?” I asked Dean, my voice trembling with arousal.
“I want to see all of her,” he replied, his eyes flicking between Millie and me. “Like Matthew saw all of her on that video call.”
I knelt and slid my hands up her thighs, hooking my fingers into the waistband of her shorts, waiting for her to object, but she didn’t. Instead, she lifted her arms slightly and spread her feet a little, letting me ease the shorts down, baring her completely to my friend. She stood naked before us, her body trembling, her eyes locked on Dean’s.
The room was silent except for the sound of our breathing, the TV casting shifting shadows across Millie’s bare skin. She stood there, her tits pert, her nipples hard, the dark triangle of her pussy on show, letting Dean take in every inch of her.
Dean’s voice was rough when he finally spoke. “You’re beautiful, Millie. You’ve got the perfect body.”
I watched her as she smiled at that. “Better than Sarah’s?” she asked quietly.
“Yes,” Dean replied. “I like petite girls.”
She made no move to cover herself, her arms at her sides, her breathing shallow and quick. The air in the room was sexually charged like I’d never felt before. She looked at Dean, her voice soft but steady. “You’re looking at my pussy, aren’t you? Are you hard?”
Dean’s answer was immediate, his voice rough. “Yes. Yes, I am.”
She turned to me, her eyes searching mine. “And are you hard, Jamie?”
I swallowed, my throat dry. “Yes. God, yes.”
“I’ve never done anything like this before.” She smiled, a nervous, excited smile, and glanced down at her body, her nipples jutting out, her skin flushed. “I’m really wet,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.
I took a breath, feeling my arousal growing almost painful. “You could do what Matthew suggested,” I said quietly. “You could… make yourself cum, for me. And Dean.”
Millie hesitated, swallowing deeply with nervousness. “I don’t think I have the confidence to do that. Not with you both watching. But…” She looked at Dean, her eyes wide and vulnerable. “If you want to… if you want to make yourself cum, looking at me, I’d allow that.”
“I can wank anytime.” Dean shook his head, his gaze never leaving her. “I’d rather you make me cum.”
“I… can’t. I’ve only ever touched one other man, and that was back at college, years ago.” She bit her lip, considering, then nodded slowly. “But… umm… what about if I let you touch me? While Jamie videos it for Matthew. Proof that I did it.”
“I can touch you?” Dean asked to make sure. “Your tits? Your pussy? What do you mean?”
“You can touch me… anywhere,” she replied shyly, crossing her legs for a moment.
Dean took a deep breath, then stood, moving slowly, as if afraid to break the spell. He approached Millie slowly, his eyes drinking in every inch of her. He reached out, his hands gentle as he cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples. Millie gasped, her body arching into his touch, her eyes fluttering closed.
A jolt of jealousy and excitement shot through me. Was she doing this for me, for herself, or to get a reaction from Matthew? I didn’t know, but I picked up my phone, my hands trembling as I started recording.
He explored her body gently, his hands moving down her sides, tracing the curve of her waist, the swell of her hips. He knelt, his palms sliding over her thighs, her calves, then up again, squeezing the soft flesh of her ass. Then he cupped her breast and locked his lips onto her nipple. Millie trembled, her breath coming faster, her hands clenching at her sides.
Dean sucked my wife’s breast for a moment, then switched to the other before rising, his face inches from hers. Then he let his hand drift between her legs. He hesitated, looking to her for permission. She nodded, her lips parted, her eyes focused on his. He slid his fingers over her pussy, finding her already wet, as she’d said, and she shuddered, a soft moan escaping her lips.
I took a deep breath, committing this moment to memory. I’d wanted this for so long — to see Millie with another man. Now it was happening, it felt surreal. But also incredibly intense and horny.
Dean circled her clit with his thumb, his other hand still cupping her breast, and Millie’s knees buckled. She stepped backwards and for a second, I thought she might fall, so I stepped up, catching her and letting her lean against me. She looked over her shoulder at me, our eyes meeting. Then her body trembled, and I looked down, noticing Dean’s hand hooking beneath her. She shuddered as Dean slipped a finger inside her, then another, moving slowly, carefully, enjoying her reaction.
I stepped away again and resumed filming, my arousal almost unbearable, my cock straining against my jeans. Millie’s head fell back, her eyes closed, her mouth open in a silent cry as Dean worked her, his fingers sliding in and out of her pussy, slick with her juices. The soft curls of her pubic hair were dripping wet now.
The room was silent except for the sound of our breathing, the sloppy sounds of Dean’s fingers fucking my wife, the soft whimpers and gasps that escaped her lips. I felt like I was on the edge of something significant, a precipice I couldn’t turn back from.
Dean’s voice was low, reverent. “You’re so wet, Millie. And I’m so fucking hard.”
“Show me,” she whispered, opening her eyes, looking at me, her gaze wild and desperate, before looking down at Dean’s lower body.
Dean hesitated, glancing between Millie and me. The sexual tension in the room was almost unbearable. Millie, still shaking from his touch, reached for the waistband of Dean’s jeans, not waiting for him. Her fingers fumbled with the button and zip, her breath coming in quick, shallow gasps.
“I’ll do it,” she whispered, her voice almost inaudible.
Dean nodded, his eyes locked on hers as she slid his jeans down over his hips. He stepped out of them, then stripped out of his boxers, standing before her, fully erect. Millie’s eyes widened as she saw it— his arousal obvious, his cock bending upwards, hard and throbbing.
“Oh, Dean,” she breathed, her voice barely audible. “You’re so… big. And hard. Is that because of me?”
Dean swallowed hard, his voice rough. “All because of you, Millie. I can’t help it. Your body is amazing. You’re amazing. You can touch it if you want.”
She hesitated, her hand hovering just above him. “I don’t know if I should,” she admitted, her cheeks flushed, then she shook her head after a long moment. “Dean, it’s not about you. I just can’t. I’m married. My vows… I meant them.”
“I understand,” Dean sighed and nodded. “But it’s only touching. That’s not breaking any vows, is it?”
“I suppose,” she murmured, then moaned as his hand went back to between her legs, gently stroking the damp hair, moving beneath and finding her clit.
“Millie,” I said, my voice thick. “You can touch him if you’re curious. I don’t mind.”
Millie looked at me, her gaze searching. “Do you want me to, Jamie? Would it make you happy to see me touch another man’s penis?”
I nodded, unable to speak.
She turned back to Dean, then closed her eyes and reached out, her hand finding him and finally closing around his shaft. “God, you’re so hard,” she gasped, her fingers tentative at first, then growing bolder as she stroked him. Dean groaned, his head falling back, his body responding to her touch. “And you’re thick. Thicker than Jamie.”
Dean didn’t look at me, for which I was grateful, my cheeks burning at the admission. He continued to explore her body, his fingers moving in and out of her again with gentle but firm movements. Millie’s breath hitched every time he touched her clit, teasing it with slow, deliberate strokes. She gasped, her grip on his erection tightening.
I kept filming, my arousal at its peak as I watched my wife and my best friend masturbate each other. I felt the urge to get my own dick out and jerk off, but I needed to record this. It might never happen again, so I kept the camera trained on them. The room was filled with the sound of their heavy breathing, the wet noises coming from their hands.
Millie’s strokes became faster, wanking him off properly now, her hips pushing onto Dean’s fingers. She looked at me, her eyes wild with need and something else — a sense of power, of control, of being desired.
Dean’s voice was rough with desire. “You can do whatever you want, Millie. Anything you want.”
She bit her lip, her gaze flicking between us. “I want you to make me orgasm,” she whispered. “For Jamie.”
Dean’s fingers continued to move inside her, his thumb circling her clit as she stroked him, her movements growing faster, more urgent. Her hand looked so small on his impressive shaft. Then Millie’s body tensed, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. I could see the moment she surrendered, her muscles tightening as her orgasm crashed over her, her cries muffled against her free hand as she covered her mouth, trying not to wake the children.
Dean pulled his hand away, looked down at his fingers glistening with her wetness, and turned to me, his eyes dark with awe and a wide grin on his face. Millie sagged against him, her body spent, her breathing ragged.
After a moment, he cleared his throat, his voice rough with need. “Millie, I need to cum too. But first… I’d like to kiss you again, like we did at the pub. I really enjoyed kissing you.”
Millie looked up at him, still breathless, her eyes wide and shy. She hesitated, then nodded, her lips curving into a nervous smile. “Okay. I liked it too. Then you can make yourself cum, if you like. Jamie, you can cum too.”
I watched as they moved to the couch, both of them now completely naked except for Millie’s little white bed socks. The sight of them together, their bodies bare and vulnerable, sent another intense jolt of arousal through me. I began filming again, my hands increasingly unsteady now, my mind focused on capturing every moment.
Dean lay down beside Millie, their bodies pressing close as they began to kiss. Their lips met softly at first, then with growing urgency, their hands exploring each other’s skin. Dean’s fingers traced the curve of Millie’s breasts, then moved lower, but she flinched, her body still sensitive from her orgasm.
“Too much,” she whispered, pulling his hand away. “I’m too sensitive. But… if you want to make yourself cum, that’s okay. While we kiss.”
But Dean reached for her hand, placing her fingers onto his dick, and she didn’t move them away. Her hand tentatively wrapped around his length as they continued to kiss. Dean groaned, his body arching toward her as she began to stroke him, his breaths coming faster. Their mouths moved together, their tongues tangling, their bodies pressed close again.
Dean shifted, his weight settling over her, his body between her legs. His cock moved perilously close to her pussy. I could see the desire in his eyes, the way he looked at her — like he wanted to make love to her, to take things further than they’d ever gone before.
But Millie tensed, her hands on his chest, her voice trembling. “Dean, I can’t. Not all the way. It’s too much.”
Dean nodded, his voice gentle. “I know. Just let me touch you. Just let me feel your pussy with my cock while you play with me.”
He pressed himself against her, his body hot and urgent, his lips never leaving hers. Millie gasped, her eyes fluttering closed, her body arching beneath him. After several minutes, she opened her eyes and looked at me over his shoulder, her gaze searching.
“Jamie, do you want this?” she asked, her voice trembling. “Do you want me to make him cum on my body?”
I nodded, my throat tight. “Yes. If you’re okay with it.”
But Dean moved, shifting between her thighs, even as she held onto his cock, and pressed the tip of it against her, his body trembling with restraint. Millie’s breath hitched, her hands tightening on his shoulders.
“I can’t,” she groaned.
“Just the tip,” he whispered, his voice barely audible. “Don’t you want to know what it feels like? I do. I want to know how tight you are.”
“What?” Millie gasped, pulling her face back, her brown eyes wide. Her hand was still stroking his thick shaft, even though the purple head of his cock was resting against her slit.
Dean kept his eyes locked on hers. “Just the tip. I promise.”
For a moment, it seemed like she might let him. But then she shook her head, her body tensing. “No, I can’t. I’ll just… I’ll make you cum like this. I’ll wank you while it’s touching me.”
She resumed wanking him, pulling the skin back fully, rubbing the tip against her, her body trembling beneath his as it slipped over her swollen clit. Dean groaned, his breath coming in ragged gasps, his body trembling with need.
But as she stroked him against her pussy lips, her hips bucked forward involuntarily, and as she pressed close to him, he moved just a little closer — and suddenly, the head of his cock slipped inside her. Millie gasped, her eyes flying open, her body tensing.
“No,” she whispered, her voice shaking.
Dean froze, his body rigid with restraint. “Fuck,” he sighed. “You’re so tight. You feel so good, Millie.”
They stayed there for what was only a few seconds, but felt like an age, the head of his cock just inside my wife.
“You’re inside me,” she whimpered, her eyes closing. “Oh, no. We shouldn’t. Dean, we can’t do this. I’m married.”
Dean eased himself slightly more inside her, another inch disappearing from view, making Millie cry out with a sound I’d never heard her make before. But then she stopped him again, her hand on his chest, the other still locked around the base of his cock, preventing him from pushing inside her any further.
Then suddenly, his control shattered — with a curse, he pulled back, his cock springing from her pussy, snapping to its upright position, curved sharply above her mound. Then he shuddered as he came, spilling himself over her belly with several long ropes of sticky white cum. Millie’s hand released him like a hot potato, but he kept cumming, his pulsing dick jerking up and down of its own accord, more cum leaking out, dripping onto the soft, dark curls between her legs.
The room fell silent, the only sound their ragged breathing and the quiet music coming from the TV. Millie lay beneath him, her body trembling, her eyes wide with shock and something else — arousal, disbelief, wonder.
Dean rolled off her, his face flushed, his eyes apologetic. “I’m sorry, Millie. I didn’t mean to — ”
She shook her head, her voice soft. “It’s okay. It’s done now.”
I finally ended the video and put my phone down, my own body aching with need, my mind reeling from what had just happened. Millie looked at me, her eyes searching mine, and I knew that nothing would ever be the same again. I covered the short distance between us in just a couple of strides, but with enough time to undo my jeans, pull down my shorts and give her my cock to suck.
Millie didn’t hesitate. She knelt before me on the floor, her lips parting as she took me in, her cheeks hollowing as she began to suck my rock-hard cock. Dean moved in close, his face still flushed, his body still trembling, his eyes locked on Millie’s mouth as she worked me with a skill and enthusiasm that defied her lack of experience. The sight of her, the feel of her tongue, the knowledge that Dean was watching — it was all too much. I tried to last, tried to enjoy the moment to the fullest, but within moments, I was cumming hard, groaning loudly, my knees weakening as I emptied myself into her mouth.
She swallowed every drop, then looked up at me, her lips glistening, her expression a mixture of satisfaction and something else — uncertainty, maybe, or the first stirrings of embarrassment. Dean’s eyes were wide, his admiration obvious, but as he watched Millie wipe her mouth and rise to her feet, an awkwardness settled over the room.
He took a step back, his face still flushed, his breathing still fast. “I should go,” he said softly. “Leave you to it.”
Millie shook her head, her voice barely above a whisper. “No, don’t leave yet. I need to know that… that everything is okay. You just became my second… my second ever lover.”
“I wouldn’t say that,” Dean replied softly, gathering his clothes and beginning to dress. “I only put the tip in you. It barely counts, Millie. Please don’t worry. You haven’t broken your vows. I don’t want you to feel bad.”
“I guess.” Millie kept her eyes on him, watching my best friend as he pulled on his pants and his shirt. No one said anything the whole time he finished dressing. She lay there on the sofa, completely exposed, his cum still on her stomach and pussy.
“Do you still love me, Jamie?” she asked, her eyes wide, full of uncertainty and vulnerability.
“I love you more than ever,” I told her honestly.
I sat next to her and pulled her close, holding her tight, both of us lost in our thoughts, our desires, our fears. My best friend had just made my wife orgasm. He’d put the head of his cock inside her and then shot his load all over her pussy. The night had changed everything — and I knew, as I held her in my arms while Jamie said his goodbyes and then made his exit into the dark night outside, that this was only the beginning.
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Last week, I kissed another man in front of my husband. I showed him my breasts. I watched him and a friend have sex in a back alley, and I was so turned on that I took Mr Heart into a pub toilet for sex. I interrogated my sister’s boyfriend about his penis with no shame at all. Then last night, I found myself naked with another man, not Mr Heart, and we pleasured each other until climax. I’m not sure I recognise the woman I saw in the mirror this morning.
But here’s the truth: I liked it. I liked the power, the attention, the way my body felt alive in a way it hadn’t for years. I liked the way Mr. Heart looked at me — like I was the most desirable woman in the world.
I should be ashamed. I should be begging forgiveness. But I’m not. Not entirely.
What happens now? Where does this leave my marriage? I don’t have the answers yet. But I know one thing: I’m not the same woman that I used to be. I may never be her again.
Am I even worthy of being DemureMillieGrace anymore? I don’t know, but for now, I’ll keep on writing, dear readers. Perhaps this will help me figure out who I am.
And what I want.
With love and doubt,
MillieGrace






  
  Afterword


And there we have it — Book 2 in the books! (So to speak!) What a journey this has been to write, and I hope you’ve enjoyed every twist, turn, and revelation along the way. 
Millie’s transformation has reached a tipping point, hasn’t it? The modest traditional wife we met in Book 1 is barely recognizable, and yet somehow her journey feels both shocking and inevitable. Jamie’s getting everything he thought he wanted, but is he prepared for what comes next?
As for what happens when Matthew returns from Germany... well, that’s a story for Book 3, and trust me when I say you won’t want to miss what happens next.
The real adventure is just beginning.
Until then, thank you for reading, and remember — sometimes the most dangerous journeys are the ones we take within our own marriages.
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