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  Foreword


Hello, and welcome back to the world of Millie and Jamie. 
If you thought the first two books were an intense ride, I hope you’re ready for what comes next. In this third volume, we’re going far beyond the point of no return. This is the story of what happens when the lines of fantasy and reality blur completely, when a quiet wife truly discovers her power, and when the consequences of our deepest desires finally come knocking.
Millie’s journey of transformation has been building to this, and every choice from here on out will change her, and her marriage, forever. The game is more dangerous, the stakes are higher, and the players are more ruthless than ever before.
Thank you, as always, for your incredible support and for coming on this wild journey with me. I hope you enjoy every shocking, thrilling, and complicated moment.






  
  A Lesson from the Changing Room


Home and Heart 
A blog by @DemureMillieGrace
Good morning, lovelies!
Before I dive into today’s homemaking TikTok, I wanted to share a little story from my university days—a memory that, looking back, might have been the first spark for this blog.
In my first year studying journalism, I was given an assignment to interview the university’s rugby team for the campus magazine. I remember clutching my notepad with sweaty hands, nerves jangling as I made my way into the changing room after their training session.
I’d never been in a situation like that before: just me, the only woman, surrounded by a group of big, athletic men. They were half-dressed, towels slung low on their hips, muscles still glistening from the shower, the air thick with banter and that unmistakable, raw scent of male energy. I tried to keep my composure as I asked my questions, but I couldn’t help feeling so small and out of place—intimidated, yes, but also strangely aware of myself as a woman in a way I hadn’t been before.
It was overwhelming, standing there in a sea of testosterone-fuelled bodies, their voices booming, their laughter echoing off the tiles. I remember my cheeks burning, my heart racing, and a fluttery, secret thrill running through me that I didn’t quite understand at the time. I left the changing room with my story, but also with a new sense of how powerful and vulnerable it can feel to step outside your comfort zone.
Maybe that’s part of why I started this blog: to remind myself (and all of you) that the moments which make us blush or feel a little overwhelmed are often the ones that help us grow the most. Whether it’s a changing room full of rugby lads or just trying something new in our own homes, it’s okay to feel intimidated. Sometimes, that’s where the best stories begin.
Wishing you a beautiful day, friends. Don’t be afraid to step into a room that makes your heart race, just a little.
With love and encouragement,
Millie Grace






  
  Tuesday









  
  Chapter one
Don't Lose Your Nerve Now


Millie was already in the kitchen when I came down, sunlight pouring in and catching the lightest brown strands in her hair as she moved around the breakfast table. She looked calm, almost serene, dressed in a loose T-shirt and a pair of faded shorts, her bare feet tucked under her as she helped Grace with her toast. If you’d walked in, you’d never guess what had happened the night before. It was as if the risky, boundary-pushing, exploring woman from last night had disappeared and become someone else entirely. 
“Morning,” she said, glancing up with a smile that was bright and natural. “Coffee’s ready. Do you want a cooked breakfast or cereal?”
“Coffee’s perfect, thanks. I’m not hungry, actually.” I poured myself a mug, watching her as she wiped Ethan’s face and filled his lunchbox. She was in full mum mode, and for a moment I wondered if she even remembered last night, or if this was just her way of coping—compartmentalising, tucking away what she’d done until she was ready to deal with it.
She caught my gaze and held it for a second, her eyes unreadable. “I’m going to do a new TikTok today. Maybe a summer breakfast thing, or a little morning routine. I thought I’d write a new blog post too, if I get a minute.”
“That sounds good,” I said, taking a seat at the table. “Did you sleep alright?”
She nodded, her smile unwavering. “Like a baby. You?”
“Yeah,” I lied, though my mind had barely slowed for hours. “Eventually.”
Millie turned back to the counter, humming softly as she rinsed a plate. There was a peace to her movements, but I could feel the tension underneath, the way she avoided looking at me for too long. I knew her well enough to recognise her armour—normality, routine, control.
“Do you know if Matthew’s back from Germany today?” she asked, trying to sound casual. 
I shook my head. She still wasn’t meeting my eyes. “No, he said today or tomorrow. I’m not sure when he’s back exactly. Why?”
She shrugged, trying to play it off. “I just wondered. He’ll probably want to catch up, see how things are going.”
I could tell she wanted to talk about last night, while also not wanting to talk about it at the same time. She probably felt awkward. Shy. Embarrassed. I wondered how Dean felt.
“Anyway,” Millie said, her tone light, almost dismissive. “When you see him, tell him I asked about him.”
“You know,” I began, watching her carefully as she packed Ethan’s bag, “We should talk about what happened—“
“We will,” she interrupted me with a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “Later. I’ve just got a lot to do today, that’s all. And the kids…”
She gestured at Ethan and Grace, who, after finishing their breakfast, started squabbling over the last piece of toast. Millie moved to referee, her focus shifting away from me. I watched her for a moment longer, searching for any sign that last night was still with her, that she was carrying the same mix of excitement and guilt that I was. But she was impossible to read, all gentle smiles and calm efficiency.
I stood, grabbing my bag and keys, lingering in the doorway. “Let me know if you need anything. Or if you want to talk.”
She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek, her lips soft and cool. “I know. Have a good day, my love. I’ll send you the TikTok when it’s uploaded.”
“Alright,” I said, hesitating a moment longer before stepping outside. The morning air was sharp, waking me fully as I walked to the car. I glanced back at the kitchen window, half-expecting to see Millie watching me, but she was gone, already lost in the rhythm of her day.
As I started the engine, my mind spun with questions—about Dean, about Matthew, about Millie, about what last night really meant. I tried to convince myself this was just another morning, that everything was fine, just like Millie was doing, but I knew it wasn’t.
By the time I got to the showroom, the adrenaline from the last night had completely faded, replaced by a gnawing, restless energy. I went through the motions—gave some of the cars a polish, sent out a couple of emails, checked the diary for appointments—but my mind was miles away. Every time I tried to focus, my thoughts circled back to last night. Dean’s hands on Millie’s body. Millie’s hands on his dick. The look on her face, the sounds she made while he fingered her, the way she’d orgasmed with him. And then, the moment that kept replaying in my head: Dean inside her, even if it was just for a second. A line crossed, a boundary shattered.
I couldn’t decide if I felt sick or just ridiculously, shamefully turned on. Maybe both. I kept picturing Millie’s face as she came, Dean’s body pressed against hers, the way she’d looked into my eyes while he held her in his arms, still trembling. Did she regret it? Was she angry with me for letting it happen? Or had she enjoyed it as much as I had—maybe even more?
The showroom was quiet, just the distant conversation of one of the sales team and a new customer echoing across the lot. I tried to lose myself in paperwork, but the thought of Dean’s cum shooting all over Millie wouldn’t go away, making my cock uncomfortably hard. Even as I kept working, my erection wouldn’t go away, a constant, insistent reminder of what we’d done. I shifted in my seat, trying to will it down, but it was no use.
At lunch, Lewis wandered over, a sandwich in hand. He leaned against the desk, eyeing me with his usual lazy grin. “You look rough, mate. Big night?”
“Pool game with the team.” I shrugged, forcing a smile. “I didn’t drink much, just didn’t sleep well for some reason.”
He took a bite. “Matthew’s back this afternoon. His flight landed late morning. He said he’ll be in after two.”
My stomach did a slow flip. “Right. Thanks.”
Lewis wandered off, leaving me alone with my thoughts. I hadn’t thought much about Matthew coming back. I glanced at my phone, suddenly remembering the video I’d filmed last night for him. I hadn’t even looked at it yet—hadn’t dared. My heart thudded as I unlocked my phone, brought up my camera roll. I hesitated, then slipped out of the office and into the staff bathroom, locking myself in a cubicle.
I pressed play. The screen filled with Millie’s naked body, Dean’s hands on her, the sounds of her pleasure echoing in the small space of our front room. My cock throbbed, so hard it hurt. I couldn’t help myself—I reached down, pulling out my stiff cock and stroking it as I watched. The guilt and the arousal tangled together, impossible to separate. I was close to cumming, at the part where he talked her into putting just the tip inside, when the bathroom door banged open and someone else came in. I froze, heart pounding, waiting until they left before tucking myself away and splashing cold water on my face.
Back at my desk, I saw a new message from Millie—a link to her latest TikTok. I opened it, watching her in the kitchen, hair up, laughing as she made cupcakes for the children. For Sunbeam—her nickname for Ethan—she made some little dinosaur biscuits which she placed with a dollop of cream on top. For Sweetpea—Grace—she topped them with a candy teddy bear. Millie looked beautiful in a bold red dress. She moved confidently. Her make-up was sexy, red lips, blue eye-shadow. Maybe she didn’t regret last night after all.
I watched the video twice, pride and love swelling in my chest. I was blessed to have a woman like Millie. She was gorgeous, with a great body. A devoted mum and wife. A beautiful person, inside and out. How could I have been so stupid, risking my perfect marriage for a dirty fantasy? And yet, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. About her. About us and where all of this might lead.
Matthew appeared at my desk just before closing, his presence impossible to ignore. He was dressed in his usual tailored navy suit, crisp white shirt open at the collar, a hint of expensive cologne drifting with him. His hair was dark, cut short at the sides and swept back with just enough product to look effortless. There was always something about the way he moved—confident, smooth, precise. He had that rare ability to make a room feel smaller, to draw every eye without ever seeming to try.
“Jamie,” he said, his voice low and easy, a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. His eyes, sharp and blue, seemed to take in everything at once. “Thanks again for the video chat the other night. That was… quite something.”
I nodded, suddenly aware of my own heartbeat, my mouth dry. “No problem.”
He leaned in, lowering his voice so only I could hear. “And how are you getting on with my latest instruction? Remind me—wasn’t it time for Millie to take things a little further?”
I hesitated, the memory of my earlier self-doubt flickering through me. I glanced at his hands—long fingers, a gold watch glinting at his wrist—then back up to his face. Matthew was watching me closely, the corners of his lips twitching as if he could sense my uncertainty.
He didn’t wait for an answer. “Watching Millie on that call was something else. The way she touched her pussy, the way she made herself cum for me. She’s got that classic English beauty, but there’s definitely a whole different woman underneath. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. Those perfect tits, the way her nipples go hard when she’s excited, the way she opened her legs, the sexy sounds she makes. She’s a natural. I’ve thought about that video more times than I should admit.”
My face flushed, but I felt my cock stirring again, the shame and arousal tangled together. I swallowed, trying to play it cool, but Matthew’s words were working on me, dragging me back into that headspace.
He grinned, sensing my reaction. “And her new TikTok. She looks so pretty in that red dress, but now I know what she looks like naked, I couldn’t help but picture what her tits and pussy look like underneath it. I bet she’s a good fuck, isn’t she? I can’t wait to see her at the end of this ten-day plan, Jamie. She’s come such a long way, just a few more nudges and she’s almost there.”
I tried to find my voice. “She’s… she’s changed a lot. I never thought she’d go this far.”
Matthew’s gaze sharpened. “Playing with herself on video? Or has she gone further? Did she do what I suggested?”
I hesitated again, then, against my better judgment, unlocked my phone and found the video from last night. My hand trembled slightly as I handed it to him, the screen lighting up with the first frame—Millie, naked, Dean’s hands on her body, her skin flushed and glistening in the low light. The opening shot alone was enough to make my heart race; Millie’s lips were parted, her eyes half-closed, her body alive with anticipation.
Matthew pressed play, holding the phone in one steady hand. He watched in silence, his gaze intent, the faintest curl of a smile at the corner of his mouth. The video played out in all its raw, intimate detail—Dean’s hands exploring Millie’s curves, her soft gasps and shivers, the way she arched into his touch. When Dean moved lower, Matthew’s eyes narrowed slightly, as if committing every detail to memory. He didn’t flinch or look away when Millie’s hand wrapped around Dean’s cock, or when he rubbed her clit, the tension building until Millie’s climax. The sound of her cries, even muffled from the phone speaker, seemed to fill the small space between us.
I watched Matthew as much as the video, my own arousal growing with every second. He was utterly focused, his thumb occasionally pausing the video to linger on a frame—Millie’s breasts, the look on her face, the moment Dean’s cock rubbed against her pussy then slipped inside. There was no shock in his expression, just satisfaction, as if he’d known all along this would happen.
When the video finally ended with Dean pulling out and shooting his load all over my wife, Matthew let the silence hang for a moment before handing the phone back to me. His eyes were glinting with a mix of approval and desire, the smile on his lips now unmistakable.
“Wow,” he murmured. “I knew she had it in her. And you, Jamie… Did you enjoy it? Watching her wank another man’s cock. Another man making her cum? A new cock inside her and cumming on her? I think you did. It’s written all over your face. You wouldn’t be showing me the video if you hadn’t loved every last, filthy second of it.”
I felt my cheeks burn, but I couldn’t deny it. My heart was pounding, my cock aching in my pants at Matthew’s approval. “It was hot,” I admitted. “But I’m not sure how Millie feels about it today. Or me, for that matter.”
Matthew leaned back, folding his arms. “She wouldn’t have done it if she didn’t want it. Millie’s a strong woman, Jamie. And you’re a strong man for letting it go as far as it did. What about your friend? Dean, was it? What does he think?”
I shook my head. “I haven’t spoken to him yet. This morning was… awkward. Millie seemed off, like she might regret it. I’ll talk to her and Dean later, clear the air.”
Matthew nodded, his expression thoughtful. “You should. Communication is everything in relationships, especially when you’re trying new things. But you’re doing well, Jamie. Better than most.”
“I don’t know about that,” I sighed. “I can’t help but wonder if I’m screwing my marriage up.”
He paused, then fixed me with that piercing stare. “You’re not, Jamie. You’re just letting Millie spread her wings a little. She loves you. Any man can see that. Have you thought about my next suggestion? Letting me take Millie out for an evening, one-on-one. I’ll talk to her for you, make sure she’s fine with everything. Just the two of us. Dinner, drinks, dancing.”
I hesitated, my mind racing. He’d mentioned this before but now, it was suddenly real. “Do you… Do you intend to fuck my wife, Matthew?”
He smiled, slow and deliberate. “Yes. But not yet. I want to prepare her. And you. This isn’t about rushing. It’s about building anticipation, making sure everyone’s ready for what comes next. I promise, if I think there’s any danger of this damaging your marriage, I’ll stop it.”
I swallowed, my throat tight. “I’ll talk to Millie about it.”
Matthew nodded, but still wasn’t satisfied. “That’s good, but Jamie, let’s not drag out heels. We don’t want to give her too long to overthink things. If you really want to make her into your hotwife, let’s take the next step soon. Talk to her. Tell her I want to take her out tonight. Just dinner and drinks, I promise. No sex. Just… preparing the way forward.”
“Tonight?”
“We’re on day seven, Jamie.” He stood, straightening his cuffs, his smile easy and confident. “You’ve come this far. Don’t lose your nerve now. I’ll pick her up at eight.”
He left me there, my heart pounding, my mind spinning with images and possibilities I couldn’t quite control. I felt like I was losing control of the situation, but for some reason, I liked that.






  
  Learning to Let Go: Trusting When You Can’t Control Everything


Home and Heart 
A blog by @DemureMillieGrace
Hello dear readers,
This morning, over my second cup of coffee, I found myself thinking about trust—and how difficult it is when you’re someone who likes to have a hand in every detail of home life. I’m the first to admit I have a bit of a control freak problem; I remember the first time I left the children with Jamie for a full evening and convinced myself I’d come home to ruined pyjamas and biscuit crumbs everywhere. Of course, the kids were beaming, the house was only a little messier than usual, and Jamie looked just as proud (and exhausted) as I felt relieved.
I’ve had to learn that trust isn’t about expecting perfection. It’s about believing that even if things don’t go to plan — or don’t go my way — we’ll still get through it together. Some nights, that means letting Jamie cook dinner, even if it means frozen chips for tea. Other nights, it means saying yes to a night out with the girls, knowing the kids’ bedtime routine will be an adventure.
It isn’t always easy. It takes real strength to let go, to silence that voice whispering all the worries and what-ifs. But I’ve realised that the more I allow those I love the freedom to try, the braver I become too. And sometimes, letting go is exactly what we both need.
Wishing you all a day filled with just enough flexibility to surprise yourself, whether it’s trusting a partner, a friend, or even just your own instincts.
With love and trust,
Millie Grace






  
  Chapter two
Without Me There


Ilet myself in quietly, the familiar click of the door muffled by the sound of the kids in the living room. Millie’s voice floated through from the kitchen, calm and clear as she coaxed Grace to finish her apple slices. Ethan was sprawled on the rug in front of the TV, lost in his cartoons, waving a toy laser sword in the air. 
Millie glanced up as I walked in, her hair pulled back in a loose ponytail, a few wisps escaping to frame her face. She wore a simple navy dress, bare feet tapping against the tiles as she moved between the sink and the fridge. She looked so normal, so utterly composed, it was hard to believe what we’d lived through in the last twenty-four hours.
“Hey,” I said, dropping my bag by the door.
“Hey,” she replied, her eyes flicking to mine and then away, busying herself with tidying up. “Dinner’s nearly ready. Can you get Ethan to wash his hands?”
I nodded, ruffling Ethan’s hair as I passed. “Come on, mate. Mum’s orders.”
He grumbled but obeyed, and I followed him to the bathroom, my mind already turning over what I needed to say. When I came back, Millie was setting plates on the table, her movements brisk and efficient.
We ate together, the kids chattering about their day, Millie laughing in all the right places. I waited until they were done, until Grace was settled with her crayons and Ethan had disappeared upstairs, before I finally spoke.
“I saw Matthew at the showroom today. He’s back from Germany,” I said, letting the words hang for a moment as she finished wiping crumbs from the counter. She didn’t look up, just rinsed the cloth and draped it carefully over the tap, her movements deliberate. “He mentioned taking you out, just you two,” I continued, watching her for any sign of how she felt.
She finally turned to face me, arms folded, her eyes searching mine. “He already texted me, actually. Earlier this afternoon.” Her voice was calm, but there was something guarded in her expression, as if she was waiting to see how I’d react. “He asked me if I was free tonight.”
I blinked, caught off guard. Why had he done that? Didn’t he trust me?
“Oh. You didn’t say anything.”
“I was waiting for you to bring it up,” she said quietly. “I wanted to talk to you first before I decided anything.”
I nodded, feeling a strange mix of relief and anxiety. “I appreciate that. I just… I wasn’t sure how you’d feel about it. Or about any of it really. We haven’t even talked about what happened last night yet.”
She sighed, then turned to look at me, her gaze steady. “I know, but we need to decide if I’m going out with Matthew tonight or not, first. If you trust him. If you trust me. He’s waiting for an answer.”
Her words landed heavily. I took a breath, searching her face. “Of course I trust you, Millie. That’s never been in doubt. You’re my wife. It’s just… I want you to feel like you’re in control of this. I don’t want you to do anything just because you think it’s what I want.”
Her shoulders relaxed just a little, her eyes softening. “I want to please you, Jamie. It’s important to me.”
I stepped closer, reaching for her hand, feeling her fingers cool and strong in mine. “But do you want to go out with him tonight? He says it’s just to get to know you better, but I think we both know he wants more than that.”
She squeezed my hand, her thumb tracing over my knuckles. “He wants to bed me, I know. Jamie, I’m enjoying this… what we’re doing… whatever you want to call it. It’s exciting. I know it turns you on, and that makes me happy. So, if you want me to indulge Matthew in whatever he has planned for tonight… Yes, I’ll go.”
I nodded, and then we stood there in silence, the kitchen suddenly feeling smaller, more intimate. I cleared my throat, steadying myself. “Now you’ve decided about Matthew… Can we talk about last night? About Dean?”
She hesitated, biting her lip, her gaze dropping to the floor. “Yeah. We should. But… Can we talk while I get ready? I don’t want to keep Matthew waiting.”
“Of course,” I said, following her as she headed for the stairs, her hand still in mine. Her grip was firm but a little clammy. We’d decided on tonight, but I knew the conversation was only just beginning.
She paused at the top, glancing down the hallway toward the kids’ rooms to ensure they were occupied, then led the way into our bedroom. The evening sunlight filtered through the half-open curtains, painting golden stripes across the bed. She let go of my hand and moved to the wardrobe, pulling out a fresh towel, and a cream blouse and black skirt combo, laying them carefully on the duvet.
“I need a shower,” she said, her voice quieter now, almost shy. “You can talk to me while I get ready, if you want.”
I nodded, perching on the edge of the bed as she disappeared into the en-suite. The door stayed open, steam already beginning to curl out as the water started. I could hear her moving around, the rustle of clothes, the soft sound as she dropped her dress into the laundry basket.
“So,” she called, her voice echoing slightly in the tiled room, “Will you be okay on your own for a while? You won’t be nervous about what I’m up to with your boss?”
I swallowed, my mouth suddenly dry at the prospect. I tried to picture it — Millie and Matthew at a table somewhere, his attention fixed on her, her laughter, the way she’d tuck her hair behind her ear. My stomach twisted, but I forced myself to nod, even though she couldn’t see me. “Yeah. I’ll be fine. The kids will keep me busy, I’m sure.”
There was a pause, the sound of water pattering against porcelain. “Jamie… about last night.”
I leaned back on the bed, staring at the ceiling. “Yeah?”
“I’m nervous talking about it,” she admitted, her voice muffled by the sound of the shower. “I don’t regret it, not exactly, but it’s… a lot to process, what I did.”
I heard the water shut off, the squeak of the tap. She stepped out, wrapped in her towel, her skin flushed pink from the heat. She looked at me, her deep brown eyes wide and vulnerable.
“Did you enjoy it?” I asked, propping myself up on my elbow to look at her. “You came, so I imagine you did.”
“It was a turn on,” she admitted softly, “Seeing Dean’s penis, close up this time. Feeling it, seeing how hard he got. It was interesting, you know, to compare. I’ve not seen that many guys so…”
“He’s a little bigger, maybe, than me?” I prompted her, knowing it was what she wanted to say, but she was probably afraid of making me feel insecure.
Millie nodded shyly. “Yes. He got very hard, too. But, Jamie, I kept thinking about you the whole time, though. Even when I came, I came because I was excited that you were watching him finger me.”
She dried herself slowly, the towel slipping lower, to her hips as she moved. I watched her, the sight of her perfect, pert breasts, still damp from the shower, making my cock hard despite the knot of nerves in my stomach. Then she dropped the towel and reached for her moisturiser, smoothing it over her arms, her legs, the curve of her belly towards the small triangle of hair between her thighs. Every movement was unhurried, deliberate, as if she was enjoying letting me see her.
“He managed to get his dick inside you,” I reminded her. “I know it was only the head or so, but you know he’ll want more.”
“I know. So… I need you to tell Dean,” she said, glancing at me in the mirror, “That it won’t go any further. Last night was… I don’t want to call it a mistake, but it was a moment of weakness. I let myself get carried away. I need him to know it stops there.”
I nodded, watching as she stepped into a small pair of black panties, pulling them up over her hips, then reached for a matching lacy black bra. She fastened it behind her back, her breasts settling perfectly into the cups, the straps snug against her shoulders. She caught my gaze in the mirror and smiled, a little embarrassed but also proud of the effect she was having on me.
“Did it feel good?” I asked after a long moment. I wasn’t sure I wanted to know the answer, but I had to ask. “Did his dick feel good inside you? Don’t you want to know what it would feel like all the way inside? Aren’t you curious?”
“It doesn’t matter how it felt,” she said, her voice softer now. “It shouldn’t have happened. I love you, Jamie. You’re my husband, and no matter how good it felt, I shouldn’t have let him do that.”
She turned, slipping into her black skirt, the fabric hugging her curves, the hem brushing her thighs. She sat at her dressing table, brushing out her hair, then started on her makeup — just a touch of mascara, a hint of blush, a sweep of lipstick. I watched every movement, every detail, the fact that she was dressing up for another man making my heart ache.
“But you were tempted,” I murmured, keeping my eyes on her. “I saw how excited you were, Millie. You almost let him put it in fully.”
Millie finished her makeup, leaning in close to the mirror to check her eyeliner, then sat back and looked at me, her expression open, almost vulnerable. “I’m a woman, Jamie. Dean’s a good-looking man. Any woman in that position would have been tempted,” she said quietly. “But I wouldn’t have been in that position…I wouldn’t have even thought about any of this… if it wasn’t for you. I want to make you happy, Jamie. I want you to be excited and turned on. That’s what does it for me, knowing that it’s exciting you. That I’m giving you what you need.”
I moved closer, letting my hands rest on her bare shoulders, feeling the warmth of her skin beneath my palms. “It did turn me on,” I said, my voice thick. “More than I ever thought it would. Seeing another man with his hands on your naked body, watching you wank him off. It was incredible. I haven’t stopped thinking about it all day.”
She smiled, a slow, pleased smile that made her eyes shine. “Good. I like knowing I can do that for you.” She hesitated, chewing her lip for a long moment, then slowly asked, “Do you want me to do something similar with Matthew? Not… not going any further. Just, you know, like with Dean. Maybe some mutual touching. Would that make you happy?”
She sounded so shy, her voice so quiet that she was almost inaudible. I hesitated for a moment, the image of Millie and Matthew flickering in my mind — his hands on her tits, her pussy. Millie wanking off his big cock. “Yes,” I said finally, my voice steady. “But only if I’m there. Not just you and him alone.”
She laughed softly, shaking her head as if I’d asked something obvious. “Of course. I wouldn’t do anything like that without you. That’s not what this is about.”
But even as she said it, I caught a flicker of something in her eyes — a hesitation, a thought she wasn’t quite sharing. I watched her carefully, feeling a knot of uncertainty twist in my stomach.
“Millie,” I said, my tone gentle, “Do you want to do something sexual with Matthew tonight? Without me there? I want you to be honest with me.”
She paused, her lipstick poised just above her lips, then set it down and met my gaze in the mirror. “No,” she said simply. “I don’t. But why else is he taking me out, Jamie, if he doesn’t want to try to have sex with me?”
I swallowed, searching her face for any sign of doubt or guilt. “I don’t know,” I said, not wanting to reveal everything Matthew and I had discussed. “Maybe he’ll try something, but maybe he’s telling the truth, that he just wants to get to know you, to see if you’re really as confident as you seem and if you’re ready and sure about this.”
She studied me for a long moment, her eyes searching mine. “Well, I’m not going to do anything I’m not comfortable with. And I’m not going to let him push me into something I don’t want. You know that, right?”
I nodded, relief and desire mingling in my chest. “I know. I trust you.”
Millie stood up from her dressing table and smoothed her skirt over her hips, and then put on her cream blouse, buttoning it up before giving herself a final once-over in the mirror. The thin fabric hugged her in all the right places, accentuating the gentle curve of her waist and the soft swell of her breasts. Her brunette hair shimmered, falling in loose waves, and her lips — painted a deep, inviting red — looked almost too perfect to be real. She turned, catching my gaze, and for a moment, the air between us was red hot.
I couldn’t help it — I stared, drinking her in. “You look incredible,” I said, my voice low, thick with want. “Honestly, Millie. I don’t know how I’m supposed to let you walk out that door looking like that.”
She smiled, a little bashful but pleased, and stepped closer, her musky perfume drifting up as she moved. “Thank you,” she whispered. “I feel… good. Nervous, but good.”
My eyes roamed over her, my thoughts running wild with what the night might bring. “So what do you think will happen?” I asked, my voice barely above a murmur. “With Matthew, I mean.”
She hesitated, her eyes flicking away for a moment as she considered. “I don’t know. I might let him kiss me. Maybe a bit of fooling around, but nothing more. Not tonight. Not whether you want me to or not.” She looked up at me, her gaze steady, almost defiant. “Even if I feel tempted.”
I nodded, swallowing hard, the thought of her and Matthew kissing making my heart pound and my cock ache. “If you do want to do anything more… You know, like letting him make you cum or whatever, I want you to bring him home. Wait until the kids are in bed. I want to be there.”
She smiled, a glint of mischief in her eyes. “I’ll think about it,” she said, her tone teasing but edged with seriousness. “We’ll see how the night goes.”
The tension between us was almost unbearable. I reached for her, my hands finding her waist, pulling her close. She melted into me, her body warm and soft against mine, her lips parting as I kissed her, slow and deep. My hands slid down, tracing her curves, feeling the heat of her skin beneath the fabric of her top and skirt.
She responded, her hands tangling in my hair, her breath quickening. I could feel her heart racing, her body pressing into mine, and for a moment, I thought we might lose ourselves right there, consequences be damned. My hand slipped beneath the hem of her dress, lifting it, fingertips grazing the soft skin of her thigh, and she gasped softly, her hips arching toward me.
She broke the kiss, her breath hot against my ear. “I can’t leave you like this,” she whispered, her voice trembling with want. Before I could reply, she knelt gracefully in front of me, her hands already working at my belt. She freed my erection, her lips brushing over the head of my cock, making me shudder. The sight of her, so beautiful, dressed up for another man, made my head spin as she took me in her mouth.
The sensation was almost too much — her lips, her tongue, the heat of her mouth. I tangled my fingers in her hair, watching as she moved, slow and deliberate, up and down my shaft, her brown eyes flicking up to meet mine.
But just as I felt myself getting close, a shriek of laughter echoed across the landing, followed by the unmistakable pounding of small feet. Millie pulled away quickly, wiping her mouth and smoothing her dress, her cheeks flushed and her eyes shining with mischief.
She pressed a quick kiss to my tip before standing, whispering, “I’ll finish what I started later. Promise.”
Before I could say anything, she was on her feet, smoothing her hair and checking her lipstick in the mirror, a faint red smudge on the end of my cock marking me as hers. I quickly tucked myself away as Ethan and Grace barged into the room, skidding to a halt when they saw us.
“Are you going out, mummy?” Ethan asked. “Is Auntie Andie coming over?”
“Yay!” cried Grace at the sound of Andie’s name.
“Mummy is going out,” Millie answered, kneeling and booping the end of Grace’s nose, “But no, Auntie Andie isn’t coming over because Daddy is looking after you.”
“Yay!” cried Grace, equally happy that I was the one babysitting.
“Can we play video games?” Ethan asked, hopping from one foot to the other excitedly.
“We can do whatever you want, champ,” I grinned.
A little while later, with the kids settled back upstairs after an hour of gaming, I was still trying to settle the restless ache between my legs when the sharp chime of the doorbell sliced through the quiet house. I glanced at the clock — five minutes early. My heart skipped.
Millie smoothed her skirt one last time in the hallway mirror, her eyes bright with a mix of excitement and nerves. “That must be him,” she said softly, turning toward the door.
I followed her, tension coiling tight in my chest as she opened the door. There stood Matthew, every inch the polished gentleman. His tailored charcoal suit hugged his broad shoulders perfectly, the crisp white shirt beneath unbuttoned just enough to hint at casual confidence. His dark hair was slicked back neatly, and a subtle, expensive cologne drifted out as the door swung open.
“Jamie,” he greeted me with a firm handshake and a knowing smile. His eyes flicked to Millie, warm and appreciative. “Wow. You look stunning, Millie.”
She blushed, stepping aside to let him in briefly, the air charged with unspoken promises.
Matthew turned back to me, his gaze steady. “I have a taxi waiting,” he said smoothly. “I’ll take good care of her. You have my word, she’ll return in one piece.”
I nodded, swallowing the mix of jealousy and relief. “Have a good night.”
He gave me a final, reassuring smile before leading Millie out the door, his hand resting lightly on her lower back. She looked over her shoulder and mouthed, ‘I love you,’ and then I watched them get into the taxi, the door closing softly before driving away, leaving me alone with my thoughts — and a very hard erection that refused to fade.






  
  Bolder Traditions: When Your Husband Is Your Greatest Cheerleader


Home and Heart 
A blog by @DemureMillieGrace
Good morning, dear readers!
Today I want to let you in on a little secret behind this blog—and especially my TikTok and Instagram adventure. If you’ve been following me for a while, you’ll know me as a devoted wife, striving to bring traditional values into every corner of our home. What you might not know is that none of this would have ever started without my husband’s encouragement.
Mr. Heart (as I always call him here) has been my biggest supporter from the very beginning. He’s the reason I began sharing homemaking tips and little glimpses of married life online at all. When I first hesitated—worried that my thoughts on tradition and femininity might seem old-fashioned—he only smiled and said, “The world needs more kindness and grace, Millie. You could help people.”
So I took the leap. And when the occasional embarrassing moment happened—like my now infamous wardrobe malfunction—he wasn’t fazed. Far from it, he laughed with me (not at me!), gently reminding me that genuine moments are often the most relatable. He encouraged me to go a little deeper, to move past shame and start talking frankly and kindly about the things no one else seems to touch.
Lately, Mr. Heart has even suggested that perhaps my “Trad Wife” journey is just beginning. He’s encouraged me to talk more openly about topics I’ve shied away from—like how to choose beautiful, proper underwear, or what it means to truly honor a husband both inside and outside the bedroom. It’s not just about pretty aprons and apple pies, but about embracing every aspect of marriage—including those private moments that bind a couple together.
It’s still a little nerve-wracking to consider being more daring online, but knowing I have his support makes all the difference. When your husband not only loves you, but genuinely believes in your message and wants you to shine, it becomes so much easier to step outside your comfort zone.
Maybe that’s the lesson for today: sometimes it takes the gentle push of someone who loves you to show you your own potential. Whether it’s making a video about lingerie that’s both comfortable and elegant, or sharing realities (not just ideals) of married life, I’m learning that the next chapter of my journey might be the most honest yet.
Thank you, dear readers, for being a part of it. And thank you, Mr. Heart, for championing the woman behind the blog.
With love and support,
Millie Grace






  
  Chapter three
Show Me I'm Yours


Ipaced the length of the living room twice, hands restless, thoughts following me every step. Millie was out with Matthew, and even though she’d promised nothing would happen, doubts—jealous, hungry, fearful—wormed through every quiet corner of my brain. The kids’ cartoons blared from the TV, bright colours and exploding sound effects bouncing around the walls, but all I could focus on was the ache gnawing at my chest, the way the clock seemed to tick a little slower tonight. 
I grabbed my phone, thumb hovering over Dean’s name. He was the only other person who’d ever come close to understanding this twisted knot of emotion—a cocktail of arousal, anxiety, and some surreal, disbelieving thrill. I typed a quick message, feeling ridiculous but unable to sit with my own thoughts.
Hey, mate. Feeling restless. What are you doing tonight? Fancy popping over for a bit?
It took a few minutes before my phone buzzed back.
Out with Sarah. Sorry, man. I know we need to talk soon. About the other night. I’ll call you tomorrow.
The weird, artificial loneliness settled in heavier. I scanned the room, trying not to picture Millie somewhere under city lights, laughing at Matthew’s jokes. I needed a lifeline before I drove myself mad.
On impulse, I dialled Andie. The kids adored their Auntie, and maybe her company could fill the silence inside me.
“Andie,” I said when she picked up, forcing my voice into casual cheerfulness, “I know it’s out of the blue, but do you fancy coming over? The kids want to see you.”
She laughed—that bright, earthy sound that was so different from her sister’s more restrained laugh. “I never miss a chance to see my niblings. Give me twenty.”
The minutes dragged. I picked up stray toys and emptied the dishwasher, nerves strung tight and fidgeting. I’d started re-wiping the kitchen surfaces for no reason at all when I heard the knock at the door, followed by the familiar creak as it swung open.
Andie stepped inside without waiting, as she always did. She looked windblown, pale cheeks flushed from the cool air of the evening, blonde hair tousled in that effortless way of hers that made it hard to tell whether she’d just rolled out of bed or spent an hour perfecting every strand. She wore tight black jeans that clung to her hips and a leather jacket that immediately gave off that half-teacher, half-troublemaker vibe. Underneath, a soft grey jumper hugged her figure, just low enough at the collar to hint at cleavage when she moved.
A slim tote bag was slung over her shoulder, weighed down with snacks and some carefully wrapped parcels for the kids, which she deposited onto the coffee table like a mum on a mission. She kicked off her boots beside the sofa and dropped into it with the ease of someone who had long ago stopped knocking.
Stretching like a cat, she let her head loll back against the cushion and sighed. “You look tense,” she said, lip curling as she gave me a once-over. “Rough day? And where’s Millie?”
I just shook my head, then took a seat opposite her, trying to be casual. “She’s out. With a friend.”
Andie’s brows lifted slightly, but she said nothing, waiting.
Before I could say more, my phone buzzed with a message. I could see it from where I was standing, but Andie had an even better view than me; it was on the arm of the sofa, where I’d left it. I walked over and picked it up, but not before Andie had already read it.
Matthew’s a perfect gentleman. He’s brought me to Luigi’s. It’s so fancy. Dinner is lovely.
An image followed of Spinach and Ricotta Cannelloni. I forced a smile, fingers moving in automatic reply. Glad to hear it. Enjoy.
Andie tilted her head, her signature blend of dry amusement and protective sister energy already brewing behind her eyes. “Your wife is out… with your sexy boss?”
Another ping on my phone — Matthew this time.
Did you choose what Millie’s wearing, Jamie? I can barely take my eyes off her. Keeping my promise not to fuck her is going to be difficult, but I’ll do my best.
I sat down opposite Andie, leaning back, trying to appear relaxed, but my fingers were curled tight around my phone, knowing the night was only just beginning, and she noticed.
“Care to explain what’s going on?”
I rolled the tension out of my shoulders and added, “It’s just the two of them. He thought it would be a good idea to get to know Millie better.”
“How much better?” Andie’s eyes softened, but there was a glint there too—knowing, more than a little curious when I didn’t answer right away. But I didn’t have to answer because Ethan and Grace finally realised their favourite Auntie was here, the two of them crashing into the living room and diving on top of her in a blur of giggles and excited screams.
A while later, the light outside had shifted from amber to blue, dusk settling in against the windows. Andie tucked one leg under herself on the sofa, glass of white wine in hand, making quick work of her usual gentle teasing and the easy rapport she had with the kids. I found myself relaxing, grateful for the distraction and for how effortlessly she made herself at home.
We clinked our glasses together over the coffee table—me with my beer, her with her wine, the TV volume finally low once the children had been ushered away upstairs with tablets and pyjamas. For a little while, conversation drifted to normal things: work, a story about one of her friends finding a new boyfriend, how things were going between her and Shaun. But underneath it, I felt the tension curling and uncurling, a constant itch at the back of my mind.
My phone buzzed across the table. Dean. I reached for it but Andie grinned at me and managed to steal it from my grasp.
“Aww,” she complained after a long moment, then passed it to me and grinned. “It’s Dean. I was hoping it was Millie or Matthew. But that… is equally interesting.”
I glanced down, wondering what she meant.
Had a chat with Sarah about what happened with Millie. I thought it best to be honest. Anyway, she thinks you & Millie should join us sometime. The four of us. If you know what I mean?
My pulse spiked—half shock, half excitement as an image followed: Sarah, smirking at the camera, nothing on but a loose T-shirt and naked from the waist down. Her hand was lifting the garment, showing me her perfectly shaved pussy as she lay back on her bed.
I must have made a face, because Andie leaned over, squinting. “Who’s that?”
I tried to thumb the screen away, but she was too quick, peering at the flash of skin long enough to see. Her eyebrows shot up, and she let out a delighted, scandalised little laugh.
“Wait, was that…? Is that Dean’s girlfriend?” She covered her mouth with her free hand, eyes wide, then cracked up properly. “So… you invited me over to distract you from… whatever you’re feeling while Millie is on a date with your boss. And what does Dean mean by ‘what happened with Millie?’ What’s going on, Jamie?”
I flushed, embarrassed and aroused and a little defensive. “It’s not a date, it’s just….”
“He wants to get to know her better.” Andie shook her head in disbelief, laughter still bubbling out of her. “I mean, after Millie’s not-very-subtle mention about the size of Matthew’s cock and then the drunken outburst about Shaun’s size, we suspected you two were spicing things up, but I didn’t realise it was—“ she gestured helplessly, ”—happening.”
“Nothing’s happening,” I insisted, trying to protect Millie from her sister finding out. I hadn’t meant for this to happen. It was fine for Kate to know—she was just a friend—but Andie was her sister. “Millie is just…”
“Jamie, stop,” Andie interrupted me when I went quiet, lost for an explanation. She stopped giggling after a moment, sipping her wine, gaze sharp. “I’m not judging. If you and Millie want to fool around a little, then so be it. What’s important is that you’re actually alright with all of this. Are you okay with it? Whatever it is?”
I exhaled slowly, realising that I’d completely lost control of the evening. Andie being involved in our messy situation felt both reckless but also weirdly reassuring now.
“I don’t know if I’m ‘alright’ with it,” I said quietly. “But it was kind of my idea. I liked Millie’s accidental exposure on TikTok. It got us talking about it. She liked it too. But now we’re actually… doing things… I don’t know. It feels like… this kind of crazy freedom, like anything is possible. An adventure, if you like. But other times, I feel like I’m standing on some sort of edge. A high-up edge. With a dangerous drop ahead of us.”
“Very poetic, Jamie.” Andie’s face softened. “Well, if you ever want to talk about it—without judgment, I’m here.” She clinked her glass against mine, eyes bright with curiosity and something more affectionate underneath. “You know I’m not exactly ignorant of sex.”
It was my turn to laugh at her candid confession. “Thanks, Andie. I appreciate that.”
But she wasn’t done. Andie refilled her glass and sank deeper into the sofa cushions, still grinning at me. “Alright, Mr. Adventurous,” she teased, “So, are you and Millie going to do… that?” She pointed at my phone. “A foursome with Dean and his girlfriend? I know Dean’s always been up for anything, but would you?”
I shook my head, laughing despite my own nerves. How much, if anything, could I admit to? This was Andie. Family. “No. Honestly, that’s not me. That’s not us. I know for sure Millie wouldn’t want that. She’d never actually go that far.” I hesitated, searching for the right words. “She won’t do more than just fooling around. Even with Matthew. She’s said that. No full sex.”
“No full sex but everything leading up to it?” Andie smirked, swirling her wine. “Is it because you’re worried about comparisons? She did bring up Shaun’s size. And Matthew’s. Her little ‘curiosity moment.’” Her eyes sparkled. “How big is yours, Jamie? I always figured it was on the smaller side. No offence.”
I shot her a look, equal parts mortified and amused. “Wow, thanks a bunch, Andie. No, I’m just—normal. Average. For the record.”
She giggled, her eyes drifting to my lap, appraising me as if she could tell through my jeans. “Average, huh? That almost sounds like a dare. Can I see? Get it out for me. I won’t tell Millie.”
There was a beat—an electric, awkward pause—where I almost said yes, if only to shock her. The temptation zinged through me, but I forced a laugh and shook my head. “I’m not showing you my cock, Andie. Not tonight.”
She rolled her eyes, playfully exasperated. “Double standards, Jamie. Your wife’s out fooling around with Matthew, God knows what she did with Dean because you obviously don’t want to tell me, but heaven forbid you show your dick to her sister. Isn’t that allowed? Or have you got rules for yourself and different ones for Millie?”
“It’s not like that,” I said, my voice a little sharp and defensive. “That’s not what any of this is about for me.”
She cocked her head. “So what is it about, then?”
I hesitated, then, because it was pointless to lie, and I was sick of dodging the truth, I rubbed at my jaw and admitted, “Honestly? I like the idea of Millie with someone else. I don’t know why. It… turns me on. You know… just fooling around. Not full sex.”
Andie’s expression softened again. “Well. You are full of surprises tonight, Jamie.” She paused, then took a long, thoughtful sip of wine. The air between us turned heavy, a little too intimate. “So how far is she allowed to go?” She paused, voice softer. “Or how far does she want to go? Handjobs? Blowjobs? Is Matthew allowed to finger her? Go down on her?”
I opened my mouth, then closed it again. Andie frowned at me, reading into my hesitation, using her intuition every time I didn’t answer. “She’s done it already, hasn’t she? With Dean, maybe? What did she do? Did she suck his dick? Oh, my god, Jamie. My innocent traditional wife’s sister is a naughty little cock sucker.”
“Andie, stop!” I managed to find my voice before she kept guessing, reading into my silences. “It’s not for me to say. You know Millie. She’ll be mad at me if I tell her things she doesn’t want you to know.”
“I understand.” Andie pushed a lock of blonde hair behind her ear, took a sip of wine and fixed her eyes on me. “I wonder if she’s sucking Matthew’s dick right now.”
With uncanny timing, my phone vibrated again. I picked it up before Andie could grab it. This time, it was a picture, just a cropped, grainy selfie of Millie’s face in the passenger seat of a car. Her eyes were bright, her lips still painted that dark, dangerous red.
Matthew’s bringing me home, she wrote. I might have done something naughty, Jamie. I hope you’re horny at home, because I want you as soon as I get in.
The knot in my stomach twisted tighter, arousal and nerves like twin currents. I showed Andie, unable to help myself.
“Something naughty,” Andie repeated softly. “Wow. Millie, you bad girl.” Then she looked at me, something unreadable in her eyes. “Are you alright, Jamie?”
I nodded, swallowing hard. “Yeah. I am. I think.”
Andie reached over, downing the last of her wine and squeezing my arm before standing. “Well. I’ll get out of your hair—let you wait for Cinderella’s return in peace.” She smirked, mouth close to my ear as she leaned in. “If you ever get bored of being on the outside of all of this, you know where I am.”
Taxi headlights swept up the drive, shining through the front windows. I stood, staring at Andie, tension fizzing between us. I couldn’t believe what she’d just said but I didn’t have time to process it. Millie was home and I was desperate to know what she’d done.
“I better go,” Andie murmured, her eyes bright, then she turned away and left through the front door. I followed close behind to see Matthew step out of the taxi first, holding the car door for Millie, his dark suit immaculate, eyes flicking from Millie to Andie and then to me.
Millie slid out, her cream blouse rumpled, black skirt dress riding up her thighs, hair a little mussed, lipstick a little smudged. He took her hand and led her up the drive, the taxi waiting for him, lights illuminating the drive, turning both him and my wife into silhouettes.
“Returning her in one piece, as promised,” he said, his voice strong and confident. “Though I nearly took her home and kept her for the night.”
Millie fixed him with a sharp look, half mock-annoyance and half something real, possessive. “That was never going to happen, Matthew. Stop being so presumptuous but thank you for a lovely evening.”
Matthew only laughed, then caught sight of Andie. “And who’s this vision?” He extended a hand, eyes glinting. “You must be Millie’s sister. I can see the resemblance. Your mother must be very beautiful to have produced two girls as beautiful as you.”
Andie shook his hand, raising an eyebrow, but playing along, her usual sassiness dialled up by the wine. “That’s me. Millie’s the golden girl. I’m the wild child.”
Matthew leaned in, stage-whispering, “Oh, I see. As it happens, I like both golden girls and wild girls. They both tend to have their good points.”
Millie tensed beside me, a flash of unease crossing her face. “Andie, Matthew’s got to go. He has work tomorrow and the taxi’s waiting.”
But Andie cut her off, her laughter light but edged. “I can see that, Millie. I’ve had a couple of glasses of wine — keeping your husband company while you frolic with his boss — so I better not drive. Maybe…” she nodded at Matthew, “Could I possibly get a lift home?”
Matthew lifted an arm gallantly toward the waiting cab. “It would be my pleasure.” He offered Andie his elbow, and she took it, giving Millie one last teasing smirk.
“Relax. I promise not to run off with your new boyfriend.”
“You’d better not,” Millie said, but her smile was tight, eyes following them as they crossed the path back to the car. The cab door thunked shut, and with a cheerful wave from Andie through the window — and Matthew’s parting wink — they were gone, the taxi disappearing down the road. Millie watched the red tail lights as they rounded the corner, her jaw set and lips parted, more than a little jealous.
I squeezed her hand, feeling the tension radiate off her. “She’ll be fine,” I said quietly. “Matthew wouldn’t go there. Not after taking you out for the night.”
Millie exhaled, then turned and slipped her fingers through mine, pulling me gently toward the front door. “Let’s go in,” she murmured, forcing a smile while her mind was clearly elsewhere. “I hope the kids are in bed because I need you.”
I let her guide me inside, the door closing behind us with a soft click, our footsteps echoing in the hallway in the tense silence. Her perfume wafted behind her—the same sweet-sharp blend that tightened the knot of anticipation in my chest before she went out, but mixed with something else. Something deeper. Matthew’s cologne. She stood in the light, cheeks flushed, looking slightly dishevelled in the way that you do after a night out. I drank her in, not moving, every sound in the house seeming to fade except the loud beats of my heart.
She came to me slowly, cautiously, but when she reached me, she didn’t hesitate—her arms looped around my neck and she kissed me, mouth demanding, tasting of gin and again, the smell of Matthew’s aftershave permeated my nostrils. Her hands slipped into my hair, drawing me closer, the warmth of her body sparking every ounce of hunger I’d pent up tonight.
I pressed her back against the wall, needing to touch her, to anchor her to this place, this moment. My hands roved down the curves of her back, tracing the warmth of her through the thin blouse. She pulled back just enough to fix me with an intense gaze, lips parted and eyes full of secrets.
“Why was Andie here? Actually, no, tell me later. Do you want to know what happened with Matthew and I?” She spoke rapidly, her voice ragged with adrenaline.
My breath left me in a broken exhale. “Yes. Tell me everything.”
She smiled, wicked and breathless. “We talked mostly, at first. He wanted to know how strong we are, our marriage. I told him we’re forever. Neither of us is going anywhere, no matter what happened with Dean or what happens in the future.”
“That’s good,” I nodded. “He needs to understand that.”
Her hands slid down my chest, gathering fistfuls of my shirt. “He asked me what I wanted. If I was curious about other men. If I liked showing my body to other men.”
“And…?”
“I said yes. To all of it. This was over dinner. He took me to a bar afterwards and he asked me about Dean, if I liked him making me cum. If I liked being naked with another man.”
“Go on.”
“He asked if I liked it when his dick went inside me.”
My pulse was pounding in my temples. I could barely breathe. “And you told him you did.” It wasn’t a question.
“Yes. Then he kissed me, right there on the sofa, where we were sitting in the bar. I kissed him back, let him feel my breasts. Things got… a little heated. Is that okay, Jamie? Does that turn you on?”
My head spun with the collision of jealousy and arousal, heat roaring through my veins. “Yes,” I said, my throat raw. “What else happened?”
“Nothing until we got in the taxi.” Her lips grazed my jaw, her hands guiding mine beneath the fabric at her thigh. “That’s where things got out of control. He asked why I won’t let anyone go all the way. Why I stopped Dean from putting it all the way in.”
“You told him it’s because you love me? Because you’re married?” I felt the heat at the front of her panties, pulled them to one side, felt the slickness between her legs.
“Yes. He said he wanted to fuck me. But not tonight. Hearing him say that got me so horny, Jamie.” Her brown eyes met mine, searching, looking for approval. “Then he slid his hand under my skirt, right there in the back seat and I let him finger me, like you’re doing now.”
My fingers were inside her. She was sopping wet. She moaned softly before continuing.
“And while he played with me, I put my hand in his trousers and played with him too.” She bit my ear, voice dropping to a nearly feral whisper. “He was so hard and big, Jamie. I’m sorry, but I couldn’t help having an orgasm. It was the lewdest thing I’ve ever done because the taxi driver watched everything in the mirror. He caught the whole show. He heard me, saw me cum on Matthew’s fingers.”
That image detonated in my mind, a guilty thrill surging in my gut. “Did he cum?” I asked breathlessly, feeling her squirm in pleasure as I touched her.
“No. Just me.” She pulled her closer and I kissed her, hard, claiming her mouth, drinking her in as if by touch and taste I could erase Matthew from her skin. She broke the kiss first, panting, pressing her body into mine.
“You wanted me to push my boundaries, Jamie,” she whispered, fierce and trembling. “You wanted to see how far I’d go.”
“I did,” I answered, half choked, half pleading.
“I’d have gone further,” she admitted. She smiled then, all wild, molten need. “I’d have made him cum, maybe in my mouth. Maybe I’d even let him do what Dean did. Just the tip. If you wanted me to.”
“I do want you to, Millie. I want you to fuck him.”
“No,” she sighed softly. “I told you. No fucking. That’s just for you. And I want you to fuck me now.”
Fingers tangled, breathless and desperate, we stumbled up the stairs to the bedroom, the world narrowing to tangled limbs and heavy breathing until our legs hit the bed and we fell together onto the soft sheets.
We tore at each other’s clothes with a desperation that made my hands clumsy and her breath come in short, eager bursts. Millie’s blouse slipped off her shoulders, and I buried my face in her neck, inhaling the cocktail of her skin, perfume and his scent. She arched under me as I fumbled with her bra clasp, skirt bunched high around her hips, knickers already skewed from my wandering hands. After I tossed her bra to the floor, her pert tits spilling free, she parted her thighs willingly and I slid between them as she tugged down my shorts. The head of my stiff cock immediately found her wet slit, her clit swollen with excitement, poking out from the delicate pink folds.
She gasped when I pressed inside, clutching at my shoulders, pulling me deeper. Her hips met mine, urging me on, wrapping her legs tight around my waist, dragging me into her deeper. I couldn’t catch my breath, every thrust stoking that warring blend of jealousy at the fact that Matthew’s fingers had been where my cock was, and the ferocious need I felt to reclaim her as mine.
Then her lips brushed my ear, voice trembling, “Why was Andie here? Did she… does she know?”
I groaned, thrusting harder, the question lighting a fresh fire.  She writhed beneath me, nails raking my back as I banged into her as hard as I could. “I needed a distraction,” I replied, out of breath. “She knows, but I didn’t tell her. She guessed. Then she asked if you’d done things with Dean. She asked how far it had gone…” My words tumbled out, half confessional, half challenge.
Millie gave a breathless, wicked laugh, eyes dancing with arousal as I fucked her. “Did you tell her the truth, Jamie? Did you tell her what a dirty girl her sister really is?”
I grunted, feeling my cock throbbing inside her, knowing I wasn’t going to last long. “Dean texted her. Sarah knows what the two of you did. She’s suggested we do a foursome.”
Millie’s body bucked at that, pushing her pussy onto me, a moan escaping her lips, the thought seeming to turn her on even more. “God, Jamie. She wants to fuck you while I fuck Dean? That kind of thing?”
I nodded, grinding into her, my voice ragged. “Or maybe she wants to fuck you and Dean together, while I watch? I don’t know exactly what they were suggesting.”
“I don’t want you to fuck anyone. Only me.” Millie grabbed her breasts, pushing them together, playing with her nipples, lost in the feeling of my cock driving into her.
“And you?” I dared to ask. “Be honest, Millie. Do you want more than just the tip? Do you want to be fucked by someone bigger than me?”
She exploded at the question, legs clamping tight. “I’m curious about how it would feel. I wouldn’t do it, but do you want me to want his cock? Does it turn you on? He was so big, Jamie. I loved the feel of it tonight, so hard, so thick, so heavy.”
“Tell me more,” I demanded, nearly undone by the image. “Did the taxi driver really see you cum?”
Her hands tangled in my hair, dragging my face against hers, lips crashing together between frantic breaths. “He was so hard for me, Jamie.  I know it turned him on, knowing you were at home while I wanked him off, while he fingered my pussy. The taxi driver kept looking, but I couldn’t stop imagining that it was you watching us, seeing him inside me, seeing him fuck me, seeing how he stretched me…”
She paused, catching herself. “But you’re the one I want to fuck, not him. Now. Fuck me. Hard. Now, Jamie. Fuck me hard.” 
After that, there was nothing but gasping, urgent, desperate sex — the feel of her under me as I fucked her, then above me as she climbed on top, rolling her hips, taking me deeper. She leaned forward, shoving her breasts into my mouth while riding me.
I moved her to all fours, then pounded into her, enjoying the sounds of our bodies colliding, the way her tits bounced below her. She clamped her thighs together, and pushed back against me, quivering, her orgasm close. “Cum inside me,” she whispered, low and needy. “I want you to fill me up. Show me I’m yours.”
We shattered together—silent cries, bodies locked, her nails digging into the bed as waves rippled through her, wave after breathless wave, and then I came too, exploding inside her, holding myself buried deep until I was spent, until we finally collapsed—tangled, trembling, the two of us both entirely sated.
Then we held each other, her breathing slowing alongside mine, the silence thick with the aftermath of everything we’d just confessed. Even though Millie hadn’t done anything tonight that she hadn’t done with Dean, it felt like something had changed, like we’d gone further, taken the next step towards her becoming no longer just a trad wife, but my hotwife.






  
  Serving A Surprise: On Going the Extra Mile


Home and Heart 
A blog by @DemureMillieGrace
Good morning, wives and husbands!
This week, I’ve been reflecting on how sometimes the very best ways to love our husbands come from those little, unexpected surprises. A favourite meal made just right, a handwritten note slipped into a jacket pocket, things that make the day run just a little differently from the routine.
One thing Mr. Heart and I have learned is that a healthy marriage grows when you occasionally sprinkle something new into your shared recipe for happiness. Sometimes, it might be as simple and subtle as adding a hint of rosemary to his beloved roast lamb — the first taste making him smile in surprise and appreciation. Other times, it’s about saying yes to cooking something entirely new that he’s suggested, even if it’s a little out of the ordinary for me! But there’s a special warmth in knowing you’ve delighted your husband in a new way, just by trusting his lead and showing a spirit of adventure.
It’s easy to fall into habits, but I’m discovering how lovely it is to step out of my comfort zone just a little. You never know — sometimes that new “ingredient” turns out to be the secret to an evening you’ll both remember. And, as every trad wife knows, there’s joy in going that ‘extra mile’ and that you’ll do new things to see his eyes light up, whether at the dinner table or elsewhere.
So here’s to trying new things— big or small, bold or simple — just for the pleasure of honouring your husband and keeping your marriage growing. What “new ingredients” have you added to your household lately? I’d love to hear your stories and surprises.
With love and other new things,
Millie Grace
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  Chapter four
Taking Care Of People


The warm smell of coffee brewing and the sweetness of toasted bread and Millie’s baked oatcakes filled my nostrils, making my stomach growl hungrily for breakfast. Something felt different this morning as Millie leaned over Grace to help her with her cereal while Ethan sat, fidgeting in his uniform, his fork clicking against the plate impatiently, as I helped out, buttering his toast. 
Once he was eating, I sat next to him at the corner of the table, pretending to check my emails but really watching Millie. She had this quiet self-assurance today — a delicate, bubbling energy that felt new and exciting. When she locked eyes with me across the room, she smiled in a secret, conspiratorial way.
As she finished getting Ethan ready for school, she bent to straighten his collar, then stepped back, her voice soft so only I could catch it. “I can’t stop thinking about… things, this morning.”
“Things?” I questioned, finishing my coffee and putting the mug down a little hard on the table, startling Grace.
“Until recently, I’d only touched two penises in my entire life,” she whispered. “My first time, ages ago, back at college. And then you, of course.”
My mouth quirked up. “But now…” I prompted her to continue.
Her lips twitched, trying not to grin for the kids to see. “In just a few days, I’ve doubled it to four.” Her eyes darted to me, then away, pink rising on her cheeks. “It’s weird how things change.”
The kids were caught up in their chatter, oblivious, but the space between us was suddenly charged with sexual tension. I slid my hand across the table and brushed her fingers with mine, careful to keep it hidden from Ethan and Grace. “But you’re having fun, right?”
“Absolutely,” she murmured. Her fingers squeezed mine, warm and reassuring. “And you know yours still counts the most.”
Coats were fetched, homework gathered, shoes slipped on. Millie corralled Ethan to the door and pressed a quick kiss to his hair, then scooped Grace up and whispered a promise of after-school snacks. I watched the three of them go, my chest tight with anticipation and something else, fierce and happy.
Left alone in the lingering aromas of coffee and cooling toast, I cleaned up the breakfast pots, heart pounding. In reality, this was just another morning; everything felt the same, but nothing truly was. I went upstairs, brushed my teeth, collected the last of my notes for work, and glanced back into the kids’ rooms before heading out. These everyday rituals felt both grounding and mundane, a reminder that we were still just Millie and Jamie. But I couldn’t escape the nagging feeling that our marriage was changing. Stepping out into the cool air, I sent Millie a quick text — just a heart and an ‘I love you,’ nothing more. The reply pinged in seconds: a kiss emoji, and then, almost as an afterthought, a short message: I love you more.
When I reached the showroom, the familiar, super-clean environment swallowed any lingering doubts, but nothing dulled the growing ache Millie had left in me. I busied myself with some desk-tidying and paperwork until Matthew sauntered over, coffee in one hand, all swagger after taking Millie out last night.
“You look good for a man who probably didn’t get much sleep last night,” he drawled, eyeing me over the rim of his mug. “Millie was incredibly horny when I dropped her off at home.”
I shrugged, trying not to give anything away, but couldn’t keep the smile off my lips. “She certainly was. And I’m not complaining,” I said.
He grinned. “Glad to hear it. We’ll talk in a minute, but listen, I meant to catch you early.” He nodded over his shoulder, where Lewis was restocking the showroom pamphlets. “Have you heard the news yet?”
I shook my head. “News?”
“I’ll let him tell you himself,” Matthew replied, fixing a stray strand of dark hair that fell into his eyes and waved over to Lewis.
My fellow salesman approached with purposeful strides, standing a head taller than most in the showroom. He wore his uniform shirt open at the collar, sleeves rolled back to show his forearms — strong from time spent in the gym. His hair, thick and dark, was cut short at the temples and mussed at the crown, suggesting he’d given up trying to tame it lately. That steady leonine jaw, stubble dusting his chin, and his sharp green eyes that conflicted with his mixed-race complexion, made him look younger than he was, but also quietly intimidating.
“I’m off, Jamie. Matthew’s offered me the vacant showroom manager job in Birmingham from Friday.” He grinned the smile of someone who had just found out he was going to be making a lot more money.
“Cameron — the old guy there — got offered a high-up job at Porsche,” Matthew explained. “I couldn’t refuse him taking it.”
Lewis smiled, quieter than usual. “Short notice, I know. But a good move for me, even though I’m going to miss all of you guys here.”
Matthew clapped him on the back, then hooked a finger, pulling me toward the office. He shut the office door with a soft click and leaned back against the desk, arms folded across his chest in a studied casualness that only seemed to sharpen the intent in his gaze. “You know, with Lewis heading off to Birmingham,” he began, “We’ll have a vacancy on the sales team. So, Jamie, I’m thinking about offering you a new position: Sales Manager, Team Leader, whatever you want to call it. You’ve got the experience, and you’re good with the clients. I think you’d wear the badge well.”
I blinked, heart skipping a beat despite everything else spinning in my head. “That’s… that’s brilliant, Matthew. I appreciate it.”
He gave a sly nod, brushing a croissant crumb from his sleeve. “Of course, nothing’s settled. I need to think about it, make sure I’m making the right decision. And we’ll have to talk about your pay, but I want someone I trust running the floor. Someone who keeps the right mood both out there and in the break room.” His tone softened, growing almost intimate as he leaned in. “Speaking of mood, has Millie told you about last night yet?”
I felt a knot of tension low in my gut as I nodded, recalling the flirty play-by-play she’d gifted me last night. Matthew gave a low laugh, shaking his head in admiration. “She really is a devoted wife. I thought she might be too shy to tell you, after what she did.”
He waited for a second, those piercing blue eyes studying me, waiting for a response.
“She wanked you off,” I replied slowly, realising he was giving me time to tell him what I knew. “And you fingered her. Made me her cum in the taxi, with the driver watching.”
He nodded. “That pussy of hers… when I got my hand in her panties, she was soaking, honestly. I could tell she hasn’t let many men anywhere near her over the years. When she orgasmed, her pussy muscles squeezed so tight she nearly broke my fingers. She was hungry for it, but still hesitant, you know? I find that such a turn on.”
“She liked wanking you off, too,” I admitted, giving in to how much this conversation was already turning me on.
“She did.” He watched me closely as he continued, savouring every reaction. “She said it’s the biggest she’s touched. Even though she’s only touched three before me. She was tentative at first, just gave it a few little squeezes, feeling it get harder, then she got more confident. I undid my buttons and zipper, so she could wank it off properly, but I didn’t let her make me cum. On another night, if she were anyone else, I’d probably have taken her to my place and fucked her over the kitchen table. But that’s not what I’m here for, not yet. You know I wouldn’t do that behind your back. The thrill isn’t just in the fuck. It’s everything leading up to it.”
Matthew slid his phone out, swiping until he found what he wanted — two selfies. He and Millie squeezed together, shoulder to shoulder, in the bar. The first looked innocent, a good-natured smile on both their faces, but in the second, she was in the back of the taxi, flushed, hair tousled, grinning sideways at Matthew as though nothing else existed but those two in the world. I felt my throat dry, my cock stiffening in my pants.
He let me look for a moment, not rushing, then pocketed the phone. “She told me about her lack of partners and sexual experience, so she’s loving this; that you’re letting her explore her sexuality, and she loves you for it. I asked her about Dean, and she said she enjoyed him making her cum, and she admitted that she almost let him fuck her properly.” His tone softened, almost chiding. “By the end of the night, I realised she’s on the edge, Jamie, and you need to be ready for when she falls.”
I was breathing faster, and he knew it; he could see my chest rising and falling, and probably the sweat on my forehead. “She’s going to get fucked before long, and you know it, Jamie. Right now, though, it’s time she sucked someone’s cock. That’s the next step — making a new man cum in her mouth or on her face. I think that’s the next leap she needs to take, if you still want this.”
“I do,” I nodded, feeling my face burning up with shame and simultaneous arousal.
“Good.” He smiled, not unkindly, but with the cold certainty of a man arranging all the pieces. “You could even tell her about the potential promotion, suggest that the job’s on the line, a new role for you, but you need to sweeten me up to get it. See how she handles that. I bet you anything she’ll surprise us both.”
A sharp knock at the office door interrupted the hush between us. Lewis poked his head in, a flicker of excitement raising his eyebrows. “Sorry to cut in, boss, but there’s a guy here about the new Ferrari. The car’s just landed. The transporter is outside.”
Matthew straightened instantly, that infectious grin lighting up his face. “Perfect timing. Come on, Jamie. Let’s go see what a quarter-million pounds gets you these days.”
We stepped out onto the glossy showroom floor just as the glass doors slid open and in rolled the most spectacular vehicle I’d ever seen. The new Ferrari 296 GTB, a work of art in searing Rosso Corsa red, gleamed beneath the artificial lights. Sleek and low to the ground, the sharp nose seemed to slice through the air even at a standstill. The car’s bold hips and muscular haunches drew the eye from the menacing front toward the elegant flare above the rear wheels, all the way to the pronounced rear diffuser and those twin exhausts that promised thunder.
The transporter crew wheeled it in with hushed reverence, light bouncing from the curves and edges as they rolled her onto the centre of the tiled floor. The car was all drama: carbon-ceramic brakes beneath five-spoke alloys, aerodynamically sculpted mirrors, even the little yellow prancing horse badges at each flank gleamed with luxury.
“That’s a beast of a machine,” Lewis whistled, circling slowly, hands jammed into his pockets as though worried he might reach out and touch without meaning to.
Matthew looked like a man on Christmas morning. “Brand new 296 GTB. Hybrid V6, 819 horsepower — too fast for British roads, really, but who buys a Ferrari for the M25? Look at the finish on that paint, will you?”
Lewis ducked his head to sneak a peek at the interior. “Jesus, look at all this carbon fibre. It feels like you’re in a spaceship.”
Matthew’s tone shifted from awe to business. “She’s here for tomorrow’s shoot. We’ve got a professional photographer booked, twin rigs, even a couple of models driving up from London tonight. This’ll go out to every one of our high-end clients by the weekend. It’ll be marketing gold.”
“Wow. It’s stunning,” I breathed, realising that if I was going to the sales manager, I might be the one expected to sell this thing.
Then Matthew clapped Lewis on the back. “And since our man here is off to greener pastures, why don’t we make tomorrow’s event a send-off as well? Drinks, music, some proper celebrating, what do you think? I might even let you take her for a gentle spin, Lewis, if you’re lucky.”
Lewis’s eyes lit up. “That would be the best leaving present I’ve ever had. Do I get to pose for the camera, or is that all reserved for the professionals?”
Matthew grinned. “You’ll be in some shots. We want the whole team there. Jamie, you too — we need to show you off, if you’re going to be taking over.” He met my gaze and nodded, the meaning lingering.
The other staff clustered around the Ferrari, snapping pictures on their phones. “No sharing anything on social media,” Matthew reminded them. “Not until we’ve done our official posts. And no touching. I don’t want a fingerprint or smudge anywhere. Let’s show everyone we’re the best in the business.”
The morning drifted on with its usual rhythm, the hum of phones, sales conversations with customers, the scrape of chairs shifting as staff moved between desks and the showroom floor. I worked through my emails and tried to focus, but my thoughts kept drifting back to the fiery red Ferrari gleaming behind the counters, the potential promotion and the events of last night.
Lunch soon approached, and just as I was about to step away for a break and a bite to eat, I heard the chime of the glass door. Heads turned as Millie stepped inside, sunlight catching the soft folds of her yellow summer dress. The neckline was unbuttoned in a way that felt casual, yet undeniably flirty, revealing a hint of her white lace bra beneath. Her dark hair was loosely pulled back, strands catching the light, framing her bright smile perfectly.
She carried a large wicker basket lined with a cheerful gingham cloth, the unmistakable aroma of fresh baking drifting in with her arrival. I changed course from the dining room to meet her halfway across the showroom floor.
“I thought I’d surprise you,” Millie said as she moved hesitantly toward me, eyes sparkling. “I hope Matthew doesn’t mind. I baked these this morning for my latest video and thought I’d share because I’ve made too much. Nothing fancy, but they’re made with love.”
I looked around for Matthew, but my boss was already here, matching her smile with one of his own as he stepped forward. “Mind? Millie, with your cooking, you’re welcome to stop by anytime. These treats are a welcome sight. And they smell amazing.”
She laughed, setting the basket carefully on the counter and pulling back the cloth to reveal rows of perfectly arranged cakes, lemon drizzle, chocolate brownies, and strawberry sponge squares dusted with icing sugar. “I hope you’re not counting calories,” she teased lightly, brushing a loose strand of hair back from her face.
From the side, Lewis approached, his footsteps quiet but confident. Millie’s eyes flicked toward him, and I caught the subtle shift in her expression, a soft flush warming her cheeks.
“Lewis, this is Millie, Jamie’s wife,” Matthew introduced them to each other.
Lewis extended his hand with a polite and genuine smile. “Nice to meet you, Millie. I’ve seen you on TikTok. I think you’re great. I hope Jamie has told you how much I enjoy your videos.”
Millie’s surprise was genuine, her smile broadening as she shook his hand. “Thank you! No, I didn’t know, and I honestly didn’t expect to meet one of my viewers here. That’s kind of exciting and reassuring to know that Jamie isn’t embarrassed about my little hobby.”
“Oh, definitely not,” Lewis replied with a firm shake of his head, dipping his hand into the basket to take an iced cake. “He’s incredibly proud of you. And so he should be.”
Matthew watched them talk with a raised eyebrow, amusement flickering behind his eyes, before taking a strawberry sponge cake and turning back to me. He took a taste and licked his lips, nodding enthusiastically. “Wow. These are delicious, Millie.”
She blushed prettily, taking a lemon drizzle cake and nibbling on it with a smile. “I just wanted to thank you properly for last night, Matthew. It was lovely.”
“The pleasure was all mine,” Matthew replied, his voice dropping just low enough that I felt heat prick at the back of my neck. “But you didn’t need to go to this trouble.”
“It was no trouble at all.” Millie licked the sugar from her fingers, keeping eye contact with Matthew as she did so. I cursed under my breath, hoping Lewis didn’t notice, but of course, he did.
“A night out, was it? The three of you?”
Millie’s eyes widened slightly, realising she’d possibly spoken out of turn. Her gaze met mine for a moment, then she turned to look at Lewis, who was reaching into the basket for another cake.
“Just Matthew and I, actually,” she replied, a boldness in her voice I hadn’t heard her use for a while. “We’re friends, didn’t you know?” She tapped his hand as he picked up a chocolate brownie. “And you should leave some cakes for the other staff members.”
“Just one more. Please,” Lewis replied, his voice quiet but carrying weight. “As Matthew said, they’re delicious.” Their hands lingered together a moment longer than necessary before Millie pulled away, a soft pink flush creeping up her neck.
“Well,” she said, watching him taste the brownie and passing him a paper plate to go with it. “You’ll have to tell me what you think. Perhaps comment on my video from this morning, where I made them.”
He accepted the plate, their fingers brushing again as he took it. “I will. You’re very… talented.”
“It’s a recipe I got from a fellow trad wife,” Millie replied, but she held his gaze, something electric passing between them. “I just like taking care of people.”
The words hung in the air, innocent enough on the surface but carrying an undertone that made my pulse quicken. Lewis smiled, taking another bite and closing his eyes appreciatively.
“The chocolate tastes amazing,” he said. “Jamie’s a very lucky man.”
“I like to think so,” I replied, finding my voice. For some reason, the exchange between them was making me uncomfortable now. “Millie, can I talk to you for a moment?”
“Of course.” She left Matthew and Lewis with the basket of cakes as some of the other salesmen joined them, and I led her a few feet away, out of earshot.”
“I’m glad you called in,” I said softly, trying to think of a reason why I’d led her away from Lewis. “A nice surprise.”
Her smile was easy, with the faintest hint of mischief crinkling the corners of her brown eyes. “Matthew suggested it last night,” she said with a gentle smile. “He said it would be nice for me to drop in, surprise you, meet the other staff and see what it’s like where you work. I hope you didn’t mind.”
Then Matthew caught up with us again, his eyes gleaming as they locked on Millie, not letting me have a moment alone with her. “Millie, come and see the new car,” he said, beckoning her with a nod.
We followed Matthew across the showroom, the polished floor echoing softly beneath our steps. The red Ferrari sat brilliantly and immaculately in the centre, gleaming under the showroom lights like a jewel. Millie’s mouth parted slightly as she approached, hands clasped loosely in front of her, eyes wide as she ran her gaze over every curve.
“It’s incredible,” she breathed.
Matthew smiled, spreading his hands. “It is. This beauty is the industry’s latest and greatest. Tomorrow night, we’re doing a photoshoot and social media launch for it. We’ll put her in every luxury car magazine and social feed worth noticing. We’re also making it a leaving party for Lewis.” He glanced at me. “You should come.”
“That sounds like fun,” Millie nodded. “But I’ve imposed enough already. Are you sure it’s okay that I just turned up like this?” she asked, eyes flicking between Matthew and me.
Matthew’s grin softened. “It’s more than okay. It’s actually fortuitous timing because I wanted to talk to you. Jamie and I had a chat about last night, and it seems we all enjoyed it quite a bit.”
“I did. It was lovely.” Millie’s eyebrows knit in thought. “I just hope my sister didn’t embarrass me too much on the way home.”
Matthew chuckled, shaking his head. “Your sister is great. Yes, she’s beautiful, just like you. And very flirty, very forthcoming, also very keen to know what I wanted with you. What my intentions are towards her sister. But honestly? I’m not here to talk about Andie.” He waved a hand dismissively. “Don’t worry about her.” Then he turned to me sharply. “Jamie, tell her about the promotion.”
I hesitated for a moment and then spoke carefully. “With Lewis leaving, Matthew is thinking of offering me a promotion. Sales Team Leader. Nothing definite yet, but it’d be a good step for me.”
Millie’s eyes lit up, a proud smile spreading across her pretty face. “That’s wonderful, Jamie. I’m so proud of you.”
Matthew leaned in, lowering his voice after scanning the sales floor to ensure no one was in earshot. “It’s not definite, Millie. It’s just something I’m considering. I need a good manager in place here. Someone I can trust, and I’d like that person to be Jamie. Then I thought, maybe we can tie this into the next step in your… progress.”
Millie blinked, caught off guard. “What do you mean?”
Matthew gave her a sly grin. “You’ve come a long way, Millie. Only last night you were talking about how you’ve enjoyed everything we’ve done so far. How you’ve expanded your horizons sexually. Then I realised there’s something you haven’t done yet. Nothing that oversteps your hard limit, not full sex.”
“What is it?” Millie’s eyes flickered between me and Matthew.
“You haven’t sucked a new cock yet. I’d love to see you with a new cock between those pretty lips of yours, Millie. So would your husband, right, Jamie?”
My wife turned to look at me, and I swallowed, my heart pounding — not just from surprise but from the undeniable heat that rushed through me. The openness of the conversation, right here in the showroom, shocked me, yet beneath it all stirred a raw, thrilling pulse of desire.
“Yes,” I said, my throat so tight it came out almost as a croak.
“Not my cock, at least, not yet,” Matthew continued, “Although I would love nothing more. Millie, I think you need to make someone cum in your mouth or on your face. Maybe Dean would be a willing candidate.” His eyes twinkled. “And I want to see the video.”
“Then you’ll give Jamie the promotion?” Millie’s voice was light, dreamy, as though she couldn’t believe what she was saying.
But before Matthew could respond, approaching footsteps silenced the conversation. Lewis appeared behind us, his eyes scanning the three of us as if wondering what we were discussing. “The promotions company is here to discuss tomorrow’s social media strategy,” he said.
Millie stood, smoothing her dress. “Right, I need to go. I have to pick up Ethan from school, and Grace from Kate’s. She kindly offered to look after her for an hour while I dropped the cakes off.” She hesitated briefly, gaze drifting between Matthew and me. “I’ll think about what you said, Matthew, and I’ll be in touch later.”
She leaned in close, whispering in my ear. “Do you want me to do this?” When I nodded, she smiled, kissed me on the cheek. “I love you,” she said sexily, almost a purr, loud enough for the two men standing nearby to hear. “I’ll see you after work.”
“I love you too,” I replied. “See you later.”
Matthew and Lewis watched her leave, both with different expressions on their faces. “Okay. The fun’s over,” my boss said, after a long moment. “There’s work to be done. Let’s get on with it.”
He was right. There was work to be done, and not just in the sales room.






  
  The Gift of True Friendship: Why We Shouldn't Carry Our Burdens Alone


Home and Heart 
A blog by @DemureMillieGrace
Good morning, dear readers!
There’s an old saying that has been on my heart lately: “A problem shared is a problem halved.” I’ve been thinking about how true this really is, especially after spending an evening with my dearest friends recently. Sometimes we convince ourselves that we need to be strong, that we should handle our challenges independently, but I’m learning that this couldn’t be further from the truth.
For too long, I carried certain worries and uncertainties close to my chest, believing that sharing them would burden others or, worse, invite judgment. There’s something deeply ingrained in many of us, perhaps especially those of us raised to be “good girls,” that tells us we should manage our struggles privately. That admitting we’re wrestling with difficult decisions somehow makes us weak or improper.
How wrong I was.
The other evening, sitting in my living room with my closest confidantes, I realised something beautiful: the people who truly love us aren’t fooled by our brave faces. They see through our careful composure to the heart of what we’re really experiencing. And rather than being shocked or disapproving, they offer something precious—understanding, perspective, and unconditional support.
As I write this, I feel lighter than I have in weeks. Not because my challenges have disappeared, but because I no longer face them in isolation. I have wise, loving women in my corner who understand that life is complicated, that growth sometimes requires difficult choices, and that friendship means walking alongside each other through both sunshine and storms. If you’re carrying a burden, my friends, reach to those you love. They will still love you, maybe they’ll love you even more for trusting them.
With love and gratitude for the blessing of friendship,
Millie Grace






  
  Chapter five
Someone In Mind


It was hopeless trying to concentrate. The numbers on the spreadsheet melted into nonsense as my mind kept circling back to what Matthew had just suggested, the next logical step in Millie’s ten-day plan. My wife, on her knees, someone else’s cock in her mouth. It was a simple progression, I supposed. It was almost a backwards step from having Dean’s cock nearly inside her, but it felt more significant somehow. More deliberate, less an accident of getting carried away, more of a line that would have to be crossed with eyes wide open. And mouth, I supposed, allowing myself a grin at my desk. 
I stared at my screen and pretended to work while the phantom image kept replaying itself, of Millie hungrily sucking a big dick, my emotions alternating between arousal and an unsettled, gnawing curiosity.
Finally, something distracted me from the daze I found myself in. My phone, buzzing with a new message. Dean. I’d texted him a few times since last night, saying I was just checking in, dropping casual jokes like bait. No reply. I tried not to take it personally, but the distance was getting under my skin. Was he avoiding me? Did he regret what had happened? Or was he just busy, letting things cool down, giving us both space to breathe?
I glanced at the message. Are you free to talk? I immediately texted that I was, and my phone rang almost immediately. I took the call, relief flooding me as my friend’s familiar voice came through the speaker.
“I’ve been meaning to call. I’m sorry that it took a while. Things have just been a bit crazy here.”
“Same. I was starting to think you’d gone off the grid,” I said, keeping my tone light.
He sounded sheepish but warm. “To cut a long story short, Sarah’s basically moved in this week, and not just for the sex, believe it or not.” There was the hint of a grin in his voice. “We’ve been pretty much inseparable since the weekend. She stayed over the last few nights, cooked me dinner. First time anyone’s done that in years.”
I grinned, real warmth blooming beneath the nerves. “I’m glad for you. You sound happy.”
“I am. But it’s early days. I know that. I’m not getting carried away.” There was a pause. I knew Dean well enough to know he was working out how to word what he wanted to say next. “Listen, I didn’t want you to think I was avoiding you after what happened the other night. I just needed a bit to wrap my head around it. What it means for us, our friendship. And for me and Sarah.”
I sat back, rubbing a hand through my hair. “Dean, I get it. I’ve been thinking about it a lot, too. I promise, we’re good. Nothing’s changed. It was just a crazy night.”
Dean let out a long breath. “Good. That’s cool. Maybe it’s best we talk face-to-face, yeah? It’s easier than holding a phone to my ear while I’m trying to fix a gunk-filled gearbox.”
“Sure.” I nodded, even though he couldn’t see it. “Tonight? After work? I could use a pint.”
“That’s what I was hoping for,” he said, relief audible now. “Let’s clear the air. The Three Feathers at six?”
“Sounds good.”
With the details settled, I hung up, feeling a million times better. There was still a lot to process, a lot to untangle, but at least I knew that Dean and I were cool.
Needing to anchor myself, I rang Millie. She answered on the second ring, sounding exasperated over the top of a clatter and a roar that could only be Ethan playing with his dinosaurs.
“Hey,” I said, glancing at the clock. It was almost finishing time. “Just a heads-up. I’m meeting Dean for a pint after work. He finally called me.”
She sounded pleased. “That’s good. You two need a proper catch-up. Don’t stay out too late, though, I need you to tuck Ethan in, he’s been a real handful today.”
“I’ll be back for bedtime,” I promised, keeping my tone light. “Listen, about… what Matthew said. About the promotion and the… next step. You doing oral on someone…”
There was a pause. I heard her covering the phone, a muffled, “One second, Ethan,” then she came back, voice pitched just for me. “I can’t really get into that now with the kids around. But I know it’s… what you and Matthew want.” I could hear the smile and the shrug in her voice, a wry kind of trust. “We’ll talk about it later, alright?”
I shifted in my chair, chasing the thread. “I wanted to know how you were feeling about it. No pressure, I just — “
She cut me off, low and serious for a heartbeat. “I’m okay. Honestly. After everything that’s happened… It’s strange, but exciting and… I don’t know. It’s not something I want to mess up by not thinking it through. What happened with Dean just happened, you know? This is different.”
“I know,” I said quietly. “I just wanted to know how you felt about it. With Lewis interrupting, we didn’t get a chance to discuss it at all.”
“But we will,” she promised. “Oh, I should tell you, when I picked Grace up, I told Kate everything. About what happened with Dean, with Matthew last night, even what he suggested in the showroom today. She begged me to tell her. You know Kate, she can tell when something’s up. I couldn’t keep it from her anymore.”
I blew out a slow breath, bracing myself. “And she’s okay with it?”
“Kate doesn’t judge. She’s my best friend,” Millie said, firm and resolute. “And I’m going to call Andie, too. Find out what happened in the taxi with Matthew, what he said to her and fill her in properly on all of it, even the bits that make me sound like a wayward woman.”
I hesitated, suppressing a smile at her choice of words. Wayward woman. “And you’re sure you want your sister to know every detail as well as Kate? You know how Andie is…”
“That’s precisely why,” she said, voice threading between frustration and fondness. “She’ll understand. Or, if she doesn’t, if she chastises me, at least it’ll be fair. She’ll tell me if I’ve lost my mind, or if I’m just finally being me.” There was a quiet rustle, then her voice again, gentle. “I need their advice, Jamie. I need a female perspective on things. From someone more… experienced than me.”
“Alright,” I said, relenting. “I trust you. Just don’t say anything that… I don’t know. Anything that makes me sound bad. Or like our marriage is in trouble.”
“I won’t, I promise.” There was another clatter, a roar and a shout for more snacks, the chaos of an afternoon with children. “Look, I’d better go. These two are going to be the death of me today.”
I couldn’t help but smile. “Okay. Millie? I love you.”
Millie’s happy sigh was light and genuine. “I love you, too. Have fun with Dean, but don’t come home hammered.”
“I’ll do my best.” I hung up and tried to finish my tasks for the day, but a few minutes later, my phone buzzed with a text:
Seeing as you’re out with Dean, I’m having Andie and Kate round for a proper girls’ night. Is that alright with you?
I typed back: Of course. The kids will love Auntie Andie coming over two nights in a row.
Andie wouldn’t mention to Millie that she’d asked me to show her my cock, would she? I hadn’t actually shown it to her, so I didn’t have anything to worry about, but still, something didn’t sit right with me.
I gathered my things as the day wound down. The Ferrari still gleamed under the lights, casting reflections across the polished floor, but my mind was elsewhere, caught between Dean’s call, Millie’s confessions, and that nagging worry about what Andie might say tonight.
The late afternoon had turned grey outside, heavy clouds pressing low against the windows. I pulled on my jacket and checked my phone one more time. No new messages from Millie, which was probably for the best. The kids would be keeping her busy, and by now she’d be thinking about dinner, baths, the evening routine that felt both comforting and distant from the charged conversations of the day.
I stepped toward the exit, keys jingling in my pocket, when I heard my name called from behind.
“Jamie! Hold up a minute.”
Matthew appeared from the direction of his office, hair slightly mussed, tie loosened at the collar. He looked energised despite the long day, that familiar gleam in his eyes that meant he was planning something.
“Glad I caught you,” he said, falling into step beside me as we approached the glass doors. “I wanted a quick word before you dash off.”
Outside, the first drops of rain began to spatter against the windows, fat, heavy drops that promised a full downpour.
“What’s on your mind?” I asked, though I suspected I already knew.
Matthew paused at the door, watching the rain begin to streak the glass. “That conversation we had today about Millie.” His voice dropped, becoming more serious. “I’m sorry Lewis interrupted us. You know you’re getting the promotion whether Millie sucks someone’s cock or not, don’t you? It was just a fun thing to throw in.”
“I think Millie knows it’s all part of the game,” I nodded. “It’s up to her whether she wants to keep pushing her boundaries or not.”
“I just wanted to say that she’s ready for it,” Matthew added, eyeing the streams of water cascading down the windows. “She told me she wanted to explore herself at dinner last night. And I could see it in her eyes when she was here.”
The rain was coming down harder now, drumming against the roof of the showroom with increasing intensity. Through the glass, the car park looked slick and dark, streetlights beginning to blur into amber halos in the gathering dusk.
“I know,” I said quietly. “We’re going to talk about it tonight.”
“Good. Don’t let her overthink it. Sometimes the best things happen when you don’t look down. When you just… leap.” He clapped me on the shoulder, his grip firm and reassuring. “Oh, and don’t forget, dress sharp tomorrow night. The photoshoot, the party, everything. It’s going to be a big evening.”
I nodded. “I’ll be ready.”
“Bring Millie too. I’d love her there, maybe even front and centre. She’s a well-known local influencer. Maybe she should share the event on her socials.” His smile was knowing, charged with possibility. “Trust me, Jamie. Tomorrow night is going to change things for all of us.”
With that, he pushed open the door, and the sound of rain rushed in, steady, insistent, washing the large outdoor patio clean. I stepped out into it, feeling the cool droplets on my face, my jacket already beginning to darken with moisture. The rain fell in silver sheets, turning the ordinary car park into something dramatic, almost cinematic.
As I hurried toward my car, collar turned up against the weather, I couldn’t shake the feeling that Matthew was right. Tomorrow night would change everything. The question was whether we were all ready for what that meant.
The car ride to the Three Feathers felt longer than usual, headlights barely cutting through the downpour. Even parked close, I was soaked by the time I rushed across the gravel, the rain already pouring down my collar, my shoes squelching with every step. By the time I ducked under the low wooden arch and pushed inside, I was dripping wet, hair plastered to my forehead, rainwater trailing down the back of my neck.
The pub glowed warm, all gold lamplight and the thrum of conversation. I scanned the room for Dean, but he wasn’t here yet. Mina was behind the bar, stacking glasses with an easy rhythm, dark hair pulled back in a messy knot. She glanced up as I shook off my jacket, raising an eyebrow.
“Evening, Jamie,” she called over, her grin sly. “You look like you’ve just crawled out of the river.”
I squeezed water from my sleeve and tried to smile. “That bad, huh? The car park’s a lake. I’m thinking of rowing home later.”
She laughed, loud and throaty. “Usual pint?”
“Yeah, thanks. Although maybe I should take a brandy to warm me up.”
“You’ll soon warm up and dry out in here.” She pulled the tap easily, head tilting slightly as she studied me. “So, last week. You and Millie looked like you were having a hell of a time. Didn’t know you two were so adventurous.” She slid the pint across to me, her posture easy, voice lower.
“Oh, yeah. You caught us in the toilets.” I felt my cheeks go warm. “I’m sorry about that. We didn’t actually do anything. You stopped us right as we were about to…” I hesitated, searching for words that wouldn’t sound like a lie or a confession. “I don’t know what came over us. It won’t happen again, I promise.”
She leaned both elbows on the bar, giving me that deadpan look. “Are you sure? I don’t mean to pry, but there was definitely something going on last week.” Her eyes narrowed, amused. “Dean and Sarah were all over each other, then the next thing, Dean and Millie are kissing. Right in front of you.”
I barked a soft laugh, running my thumb along the rim of my glass. The knot in my chest tightened. “You know how it is. We’d all had too much to drink. People got carried away. Bit of a mad night — but that’s all it was, Mina. Nothing serious.”
“Hmm.” She gave me a look that said she didn’t believe me for a second. “It’s just not like you have mad nights. Now, if it were the others… sure. But you and Dean?” She paused, biting her lip in thought. “Between you and me, I could tell you some stuff about Sarah, the girl Dean’s seeing.”
“Really?” I said, hoping my smile wasn’t too stiff. “I know she’s got a bit of a reputation. I did warn Dean, but he’s falling for her again, I fear.”
“I once had a thing with her. She’s bisexual.” Mina wiped the bar in slow circles, watching me, waiting for a reaction, but I tried to play it cool, even though the thought of the Korean barmaid and the hot blonde having sex was enticing. “Anyway, you know you can talk to me about anything. If something is happening between you and Millie, and Dean, I’m happy to be a sounding board. My door’s always open.” She gestured to the back hallway, a teasing look in her eyes. “As long as you keep it PG-rated in my toilets from now on.”
I gulped the beer and huffed a laugh, grateful for the out. “Deal.”
The door swung open, caught by the wind, a scattering of rain with it, drawing my gaze. Dean hurried in, shaking water from his coat, hair flattened by the rain. He gave Mina a wave, then found me with a look of apology.
“Sorry, I’m a bit late,” he called. “The weather’s atrocious. Glad you see you didn’t drown on the way here.”
“I survived,” I called, rising to greet him. “But it was a close one.”
“I’ll get you a beer, Dean,” Mina grinned. “I’ll let you two get on with it. No mischief, boys.”
We settled into our favourite corner booth, Dean wiping rain from his brow with the back of his hand. For a moment, he just breathed, shoulders relaxing as the warmth of the pub seeped in. He finally looked at me, eyes a shade more cautious than usual.
“I’m sorry for disappearing for a few days, Jamie,” he started, voice low, leaning in so only I could hear. “I wasn’t avoiding you. I just needed a bit of space, as I said, to get my head around what happened.”
I nodded, swirling my pint with my thumb. “Yeah. I get it. It was… a lot.”
“Fun though.” Dean gave a crooked smile, glancing away for a moment. “You know I’ve always thought Millie was hot, right?” He paused just long enough for the statement to settle between us. “Always. But that night? I keep replaying it in my head. I can’t believe what happened.”
He looked at me dead-on, holding nothing back now. “Sarah’s great. She’s gorgeous and… well, let’s just say she’s no slouch in the bedroom. It’s hard to keep up with her, not that I’m complaining. But Millie — “ He shook his head, almost awed. “I keep thinking about how her body felt. How slim and perfect she is. What those tits felt like in my hands, so soft and yet firm.”
He chuckled, the sound half-disbelieving, half longing. “When she started to wank me off, I nearly lost it right there and then.” Dean shifted in his seat, clearly affected by the memory. “And when I fingered her tight, hairy, little pussy… Jesus, she was so fucking wet. I thought I must be dreaming when she came.”
I didn’t say anything. My cock was as hard as iron in my shorts as I let him continue talking.
He ran a hand through his hair, voice dropping. “But then… God, Jamie, I still can’t get my head around that I actually got it inside her. Even if it was just the end, I’ll never forget how she felt. If she’d let me, I’d have fucked her right there. No questions, no hesitation. I wanted to fuck her so badly.”
I swallowed hard, my trousers feeling tighter and tighter, pulse thumping in my ears. For a second, I didn’t trust my voice, but I forced myself to speak. “I wanted you to,” I admitted, just above a whisper. “I wish she’d just given in and let you fuck her, if I’m being honest. I’ve thought about it since about a thousand times, too.”
Dean watched me carefully, his pint poised halfway to his lips, jaw working as if he wasn’t sure whether to grin or keep a straight face. Then he breathed out, almost a laugh, rubbing the condensation from his glass.
“So,” he said, leaning in, his voice just above the background chatter, “How do we make it happen?” His eyes were bright, hungry, honest in a way that only comes with old friends who’ve run out of things to hide. “I know things are going well with Sarah, she’s awesome. But I’d love another night like that with Millie. I want to know what she’s like in bed. What she’d be like to fuck, properly. To see her riding me, or bent over, her pussy pushing back on my cock — “ He caught himself, shaking his head with a little laugh, clearly getting carried away. “Sorry. You know what I mean.”
I felt my whole body tingling, the confession like a jolt in my veins. “It’s fine. I get it,” I admitted, voice low. “I want it too. I want to see her get fucked by someone. By you. But… doesn’t Sarah complicate things? I mean, it’s not just about you, Millie and me now.”
Dean’s look was almost wicked now. “It’s easier than you think. The other night, I told Sarah about what happened with Millie.” He paused, a note of pride in his voice. “I told her that you and Millie saw us behind the pub, and she didn’t freak out. She got turned on.”
I stared at him, something inside me lighting up.
“So, I carried on from there and told her about the other night,” he continued. “I didn’t want any lies between us if things get serious, you know? I told her about kissing Millie that time, then about coming back to your place after the pool match.” He gave a half-shrug. “I told her that she wanked me off and that I almost ended up fucking her. I thought she’d be angry, but she wasn’t. She said just knowing I’d been with Millie, that we’d all shared something wild like that, made her horny, and we ended up in bed.”
He looked at me, intent. “The sex we had after that? Jamie, it wasn’t just sex. It was really crazy, wildly horny, dirty sex. She told me she’d fantasised about doing something just like that, but the four of us. You, me, her and Millie. I don’t know whether she means swapping partners or what, but those are the words that came out of her mouth. She said I should tell you that if you and Millie are interested in a night like that, she’s game.”
“You mentioned it, but I didn’t know if you were joking,” I said, then sat there for a moment, taking a long sip of beer while letting Sarah’s proposition sink in, waves of excitement and nerves rolling through me. The thought of Dean and Millie going all the way this time, while Sarah and I watched on, or maybe even did something at the same time, was almost too much.
Dean leaned back, smiling as if he’d just fixed the world’s simplest problem. “So what do you think? Should we set something up?”
“I’ll have to talk to Millie first,” I replied. “In fact, I should check in now. See how things are going at home. She’s having a girls’ night with Andie and Kate.” I pulled out my phone and the screen lit up as I typed a quick message.
How’s girls’ night going? Hope the kids aren’t giving you too much trouble.
The reply came back within seconds.
All good here. Kids are in bed. Kate and Andie are being very supportive about everything. How’s your catch-up with Dean?
I glanced at Dean, who was watching me expectantly. “Millie’s asking how our catch-up’s going,” I said.
“Tell her we’re having a good chat,” he replied, then leaned closer. “Are you going to mention what Sarah suggested? The foursome?”
I turned back to my phone, typing carefully.
Dean told me something interesting. Sarah knows what happened the other night. She’s not angry. Apparently, it turned her on. She’s suggested the four of us might spend an evening together sometime. If you know what I mean.
The three dots appeared and disappeared several times before Millie’s response came through.
Really? What kind of evening?
As in a foursome. Dean says she’s fantasised about something like that.
Another long pause.
I don’t know, Jamie. That sounds like more than I’m ready for. What do you think? I think we just need to focus on the task at hand. What Matthew asked me to do.
I showed Dean the exchange. He read it, then looked up at me. “Fair enough. It was just an idea. What does she mean by ‘What Matthew asked her to do’?”
I took a deep breath. “Millie went out with Matthew last night. Just the two of them.”
“Your boss?” Dean’s eyes widened. “Fucking hell, Jamie. How far did that go?”
“They went to dinner, then a bar. Things got heated.” I paused, watching his reaction. He was fidgeting again in his seat. “Then, in the taxi home, she wanked him off while he fingered her. The taxi driver watched the whole thing.”
Dean nearly choked on his beer. “Christ. And you’re okay with that?”
“More than okay. It was the hottest thing I’ve ever heard when she told me.” I leaned forward. “But here’s the thing, Matthew thinks she’s ready for the next step. He wants to see her suck someone’s cock.”
“Whose cock?” Dean’s voice was hoarse.
“He suggested you, actually. He wants me to video it so he can watch.” I met his gaze. “There’s also a work promotion involved. For me. He’s dangling a sales manager position.”
Dean sat back, processing this. “So he wants Millie to blow me, and he’ll give you a promotion?”
“It’s not that simple. The promotion’s probably mine anyway. But he’s making it part of this game we’re playing.”
“And Millie’s up for it?”
“That’s what I need to find out.” I picked up my phone again and sent Millie another message.
One more thing. I told Dean about Matthew suggesting you give someone a blowjob. He says he’d be more than up for it. We could come back to the house after the girls leave.
The three dots appeared and disappeared multiple times. Finally, her reply came through.
Not tonight. But I do have someone in mind. I’ll tell you when you get home.
I stared at the message, my heart racing. “She says not tonight, but she has someone in mind.”
Dean leaned over to read the message. “Someone else? Who?”
“I have no idea.”
I typed back quickly. Who are you thinking of?
I’ll tell you when you’re home. Don’t stay out too late. We need to talk.
I showed Dean the message. He whistled low. “Well, that’s intriguing. Any guesses?”
I shook my head. “Could be anyone. Maybe she wants to ask Matthew directly.”
“Or maybe,” Dean said with a grin, “She’s got someone completely different in mind. Someone we haven’t thought of.”
The possibility sent a thrill through me. I drained my pint and slammed the glass down on the table. “Another one?”
Dean nodded, finishing his beer. “Yeah, go on then. One more won’t hurt.”
It turned out to be more than just one. Our conversation moved away from Millie and Sarah, flowing easily between football, work and the usual banter we shared in that familiar way of old friendships. The rain had stopped not long after we entered, but later, it took another dramatic turn, rain beginning to patter against the windows before escalating to a steady downpour that drummed insistently against the glass.
“This damn rain,” Dean muttered, checking his watch as the storm intensified. “I should probably head back soon. Sarah’s expecting me to call her, and I don’t want to leave it too late.”
“You don’t want to keep the lady waiting,” I agreed, though I was in no hurry to leave the warm sanctuary of the pub and go back out into the soaking wet outside.
Dean finished his pint and stood, pulling on his jacket with obvious reluctance. “Right, I’m off to face the elements. Wish me luck.” He paused at the edge of the table, his expression suddenly serious. “And Jamie? Thanks for the chat about what happened with Millie. I’m glad everything is okay.”
“Me too,” I said, meaning it.
“And if she wants a dick to suck, or if she wants to take Sarah up on her offer, let me know,” he grinned, then headed for the door with a wave, disappearing into the driving rain.
I watched him go, then glanced around the pub. It had grown quieter still, with only a handful of regulars nursing their drinks in the corners. The storm outside made everything feel more isolated, more intimate, as if the world had shrunk to just this warm, dimly lit space. But as I was considering going home, Mina’s voice came from behind me.
“Another?” she asked.
“I probably shouldn’t,” I started, but she was already collecting Dean’s empty glass, moving closer than strictly necessary. The subtle scent of her perfume reached me, and I became acutely aware of her proximity. How much of our conversations had she heard? Especially what Dean had said when he left.
“Rain’s getting worse,” she observed, straightening up but remaining close. “It might be a while before it lets up. You’ve already had too much to be able to drive safely. One more won’t hurt. Wait, see if the weather eases.”
One more won’t hurt. That’s exactly what Dean had said. There was something in her tone that suggested she’d been heard more than I’d realised. She sat opposite for a moment, smiling directly at me. Mina was undeniably attractive, with her delicate Asian features and her slim, athletic body.
“You’re probably right about the rain,” I said, my voice slightly rougher than intended, the alcohol making me more aware of her attention than I should have been.
The smile wasn’t the professional smile she gave to most customers, but something warmer, more personal. “I finish in about an hour. It’s quiet in here now. The rain has put people off coming out. So, if you wanted company while you wait out the storm… Then I could give you a ride, if you like. Or we could hang out for a while and talk, if you’re not in a rush to go home…” The suggestion hung in the air between us, loaded with possibility, and for a dangerous moment, I felt a flutter of temptation.
Then reality crashed back with sobering force. What the hell was I thinking? I had a wife at home, kids who needed their father to be better than this. This was about Millie exploring her wants and needs. Not me. I shook my head, trying to clear the fog of drink and inappropriate thoughts that had momentarily clouded my judgment.
“Thanks, Mina, but I should get home,” I said firmly, standing up perhaps too quickly. “My family will be wondering where I am.”
If Mina was disappointed, she hid it well behind that enigmatic smile. “Of course. Let me call you a taxi. You’re too drunk to drive and it’s far too wet to walk.” She moved back toward the bar, her curvy hips swaying, and again, I forced myself not to stare. What was wrong with me?
When the headlights of the taxi finally appeared through the rain-streaked window, cutting through the darkness like a lifeline, I settled my tab at the bar and hurried toward the door. The warmth of the pub gave way to the shock of cold rain as I stepped outside.
“See you soon, Jamie,” Mina called after me, her voice carrying a note that suggested she hoped that would be true. There was something in her tone, knowing, almost amused, that made me wonder again exactly what she’d heard tonight and what conclusions she’d drawn about me, Dean and Millie.
As I got into the taxi, once again soaked by the time I slammed the door behind me, I tried to push Mina from my mind. I needed to focus. Millie was waiting for me at home, and I was desperate to know who exactly she was thinking of using to fulfil Matthew’s latest instruction.






  
  Divine Timing: When Solutions Appear Right Before Our Eyes


Home and Heart 
A blog by @DemureMillieGrace
Good morning, dear readers!
Have you ever found yourself wrestling with a problem, turning it over and over in your mind, only to discover that the answer was right there in front of you the entire time? I’ve been reflecting on this recently, and I’m amazed by how often life presents us with exactly what we need, precisely when we need it, if only we have the wisdom to recognise it.
Yesterday, I found myself facing a particular challenge that had been weighing on my heart. Without going into details (some things must remain private, after all), I’d been searching for a way to help someone very dear to me with something they’d requested. I’d been praying about it, asking for guidance, wondering how on earth I could possibly manage what seemed like an impossible situation.
Then, quite unexpectedly, there it was: the solution, presented to me in the most obvious way.
I think sometimes we make things harder than they need to be. We look far and wide for complex solutions when often the answer is right in front of us. I suppose the lesson here is to keep our hearts and minds open to unexpected gifts. Sometimes the most extraordinary solutions come from the most ordinary places.
Have you experienced moments like these, dear readers? Times when you realised what you were looking for was already within reach?
With love and gratitude for life’s surprises,
Millie Grace






  
  Chapter six
The Willing Candidate


The rain was still coming down hard as I stepped out of the taxi, water instantly soaking through my jacket. I ran across the slick driveway, feeling the sting of cold droplets on my face, eager to escape the storm and finally get some answers about Millie’s cryptic text message. 
Through the living room window, warm golden light beckoned. I could see the three women inside, and immediately understood the dynamic I was walking into. Andie was curled up in the armchair, her blonde hair slightly mussed, wearing soft pyjamas that hugged her curves, a softer, more voluptuous version of her sister. She spotted me through the glass and gave a cheerful wave.
Millie was leaning against the doorframe between the living room and kitchen, also in her pyjamas, that confident, almost serene expression I’d been seeing more and more lately playing across her features. She looked relaxed, comfortable, like someone who had finally stopped fighting against something and decided to embrace it instead.
Kate sat on the sofa, still fully dressed, unlike the other two, her black hair framing her face and green eyes bright behind her glasses. There was something undeniably sexy about her nerdy charm. She definitely had that Velma from Scooby Doo thing going on tonight.
“Andie’s staying over tonight,” Millie explained as I walked in and shrugged off my dripping jacket in the hallway. “The rain put her off going home.”
“Smart choice,” I said, accepting the towel Millie handed me. The house felt warm and welcoming after the cold storm outside, for which I was grateful, but there was also an undercurrent of something else, something conspiratorial, perhaps. The kids were clearly asleep upstairs; the house had that particular quiet that settles over a home when the little ones are safely tucked away.
“How was your evening with Dean?” Kate asked, adjusting her glasses with that slightly knowing smile she got when she was fishing for information.
“Enlightening,” I replied carefully, my eyes finding Millie’s. She gave me the smallest nod, but Andie laughed, that throaty sound that was so distinctly hers.
“Oh, Jamie, you don’t need to be so coy. Millie’s already filled us in on everything.”
I felt my face flush slightly as I looked at my wife. “Everything?”
Millie’s expression was calm, almost amused. “Well, yes. I don’t think there’s anything I left out. I told you I needed to share this with someone I trusted.” She moved from the doorframe to perch on the arm of the sofa near Kate. “I told them about Matthew’s suggestion and the promotion. What I did with him and Dean. I feel better now it’s all out in the open.”
Kate pushed her glasses up her nose, studying me with that analytical gaze of hers. “It’s actually quite fascinating from a psychological perspective. Millie’s exploring this new side of her, and you’re happily along for the ride.”
“Fascinating is one word for it,” Andie said with a grin, tucking her legs underneath her in the chair. “I prefer ‘hot as hell,’ personally.”
My mouth went dry. “You think it’s hot? I think it’s… embarrassing.”
“Why is it embarrassing? At least we don’t need to pretend anymore,” Millie replied simply. “Kate and Andie aren’t exactly shocked by the concept, Jamie. They’ve been surprisingly… supportive.”
Andie’s eyes danced with mischief. “Supportive but also cautionary. Look at it this way, Jamie. We can help. And we can also protect you. Stop you from making any… mistakes.”
Kate shot her a look that suggested she was getting ahead of herself. “While I might not have experienced this myself, I do know of couples who were… open to this sort of thing. It’s not as uncommon as you might think.”
I sat back in my chair, processing this information. The three women were watching me with varying degrees of amusement and curiosity, and I realised that whatever conversation they’d been having in my absence had fundamentally shifted the dynamic in the room.
“I don’t think we should do a foursome with Dean and Sarah,” Millie said after a long moment. “I’m not ready for something as crazy as that yet. I mean… I said no full sex, and I meant it. It’d just be too much, as flattering as it is to be invited.”
I nodded, feeling a mixture of relief and disappointment. “I understand completely. I’ll let Dean know when I see him next.”
“Good,” Millie said, her voice carrying that new confidence I’d grown to both love and find slightly intimidating. “It’s better to take things one step at a time.”
“And we know what the next step is,” Andie giggled, taking a sip from the glass of wine in her hand.
I looked between her and Kate and Andie, still trying to wrap my head around how much they apparently knew. “So you two really do know… everything?”
Kate adjusted her glasses, her expression serious but not judgmental. “We know Millie almost went all the way with Dean the other night,” she said matter-of-factly. “And that she gave Matthew a handjob in the taxi last night.”
Andie grinned wickedly. “We also know that your boss wants to see our Millie suck a big cock.”
“It doesn’t have to be big - “ I started to correct, but Andie cut me off with a wave of her hand.
“Oh, come on, Jamie. He wants it to be a big one, doesn’t he?” She turned to look at Millie with knowing eyes. “And so do you.”
The directness of the statement hit me like a physical blow. There was something about hearing it said so bluntly, in front of these women who knew us both so well, that made it feel as real as any of the whispered conversations Millie and I had shared.
Millie’s cheeks flushed slightly, but she didn’t deny it. Instead, she met Andie’s gaze steadily. “Size isn’t everything,” she said carefully.
“But it doesn’t hurt, does it?” Andie pressed, clearly enjoying herself.
“Is that meant to be some sort of pun?” Millie giggled, trying to deflect.
Kate leaned forward, her dirty mind engaged. “Jamie, how do you feel about Millie preferring… larger dicks? Does it threaten you or excite you?”
I felt my face burning as three pairs of eyes focused on me, waiting for an answer to a question I wasn’t sure I was ready to examine too closely.
“Is that what she said?” I frowned, turning to Millie. “You prefer larger dicks? Did you say that?”
“I told you,” she sighed, her cheeks reddening. “My first experience at college… With Daniel. I was too scared, too intimidated by his size at the time, but I think it left me with a certain… curiosity, I guess. Size isn’t everything. It really isn’t. I’m just exploring things while I have the chance, that’s all.”
I took a deep breath, trying to process everything that had been laid bare in the last few minutes. “So, who do you have in mind then? For… what Matthew wants. Your text said you had someone in mind, but not Dean.”
Andie and Millie shared a look - one of those silent sister communications that they did sometimes. There was something in their exchange, something that made my pulse quicken.
Kate glanced at her watch and stood up, smoothing down her skirt. “Right, I really do need to head home. Some of us have work in the morning. This has been fun, ladies.” She gathered her handbag and jacket, then turned to Millie with a warm smile. “Text me, okay? Keep me updated on how things progress. I want all the dirty details.”
“I will,” Millie promised, standing to give her friend a hug. “Thanks for listening tonight. For understanding.”
“And for not judging,” Kate added, giving me a meaningful look. “I’m damn jealous, if I’m honest. Have fun, but… just be careful.”
After Kate left, the house felt different, more relaxed somehow, with just the three of us. Millie fetched me a beer from the kitchen without being asked, then settled back into her spot on the sofa.
“Thanks,” I said, accepting the cold bottle gratefully. The alcohol would help steady my nerves for whatever was coming next.
Andie stretched like a cat in her chair, her voluptuous breasts pushing against her thin pyjama top, a mischievous smile playing at her lips again. “So, about your question, Jamie. About who Millie has in mind for her next step.”
I looked between the two sisters, noting how Millie’s cheeks had flushed pink again.
“I’m prepared to loan Shaun to her,” Andie said matter-of-factly, as if she were offering to lend out a book. “For the blowjob, I mean. I know he’ll be more than willing to help out.”
My beer bottle stopped halfway to my lips. “Loan him?”
Andie’s grin widened. “In fact, he’s on his way over right now.”
The words hit me like a physical blow. I looked at Millie, searching her face for confirmation, for some sign that this was all some elaborate joke. But her expression told me everything I needed to know. This was really happening. Tonight.
“Millie?” I managed to croak out.
She met my eyes, her voice soft but determined. “I thought it was perfect, Jamie. He’s someone we know, someone safe. And Andie’s okay with it. More than okay, actually.”
“I suggested it,” Andie confirmed proudly. “Seems like the obvious solution, really. Millie was curious about his dick the other night. Now she can find out first hand.”
Millie reached over and placed her hand gently on my arm. “You can say no, Jamie. If you’re not comfortable with this, when Shaun arrives, we’ll say nothing further about it. It won’t go anywhere. Andie will just pretend she was missing him and wanted to see him for an hour or two before bed.”
I stared at the beer bottle in my hands, my mind racing. The rational part of me was screaming that this was moving too fast, that having it happen in front of Andie, with Kate knowing about it too, added a layer of humiliation I wasn’t sure I was ready for. Our private exploration was becoming decidedly less private.
But underneath the embarrassment, underneath the nervousness, there was something else. Something darker and more primal. The thought of watching Millie with Shaun, of seeing her fulfil Matthew’s request, of crossing yet another line in our marriage… it sent a thrill through me that I couldn’t deny.
“Okay,” I heard myself say quietly. “If that’s what you want, Millie. If you’re sure about this.”
Andie clapped her hands together, practically bouncing in her chair with excitement. “Oh, this is going to be amazing! My golden girl sister, getting her gold tarnished.”
Millie shot her a look. “I’m hardly on your level yet, Andie. You’re still the wild one between us, remember?”
“For now,” Andie said with a wicked grin. “But you’re catching up fast. A few weeks ago, you would have fainted at the thought of even talking about this stuff, let alone actually doing it.”
The easy banter between the sisters would have been comforting under normal circumstances, but knowing what was about to happen - what I’d just agreed to - made everything feel charged with anticipation and nervous energy.
“When did you say he was coming?” I asked, surprised by how steady my voice sounded.
Andie checked her phone. “He should be here any minute now.”
The doorbell rang about ten minutes later, cutting through the nervous tension that had settled over the room. Andie jumped up eagerly while Millie and I exchanged a look that mixed anticipation with apprehension.
“That’ll be him,” Andie said unnecessarily, practically skipping to the front door.
I heard the low rumble of Shaun’s voice in the hallway, followed by Andie’s delighted laughter. When they appeared in the living room doorway, I was reminded again of just how imposing Shaun could be. At six-foot-three with broad shoulders and the kind of naturally muscular build that came from physical work rather than gym sessions, he filled the doorframe completely. His dark hair was damp from the rain, and his olive skin glistened slightly where droplets had caught the light.
“Bloody hell, it’s still coming down out there,” he said, running a hand through his wet hair. His ripped jeans were soaked through up to his knees, and his white t-shirt clung to his chest in a way that highlighted every contour of his torso.
“You need to get out of those wet clothes,” Andie said with a mischievous grin, her eyes travelling appreciatively over his damp form.
“So do you, Jamie,” Millie added, noticing how my own shirt was still slightly damp from my earlier dash through the rain. “You’re both going to catch your death.”
I seized the opportunity to escape upstairs and compose myself, my heart hammering as I climbed the steps. In our bedroom, I changed into comfortable lounge shorts and a baggy top, then grabbed some grey sweatpants and an oversized T-shirt from the wardrobe, clothes that would fit Shaun’s larger frame.
When I returned downstairs, Shaun was standing in the middle of the living room, looking slightly uncertain about why he’d been summoned on such a miserable night. The easy confidence he usually carried seemed tempered by the unusual circumstances of the invitation.
“Here,” I said, handing him the dry clothes. “These should fit.”
“Cheers, Jamie,” he replied, his eyes meeting mine briefly. There was something in his expression, a question, perhaps, or an acknowledgement that this wasn’t a typical visit.
“You can change in the downstairs toilet,” Millie suggested, pointing toward the small bathroom off the hallway.
When he returned, I grabbed Shaun a beer from the kitchen before we all settled in the living room. He took a seat on the sofa, looking relaxed in the dry clothes, but his expression shifted to surprise when Millie positioned herself on one side of him while Andie claimed the other. The sisters flanked him completely, and I could see him trying to process this unusual arrangement as I settled into the armchair across from them.
Andie wasted no time diving into conversation. “Shaun, you remember how curious Millie was about your… attributes… when you were here last time?”
Shaun’s face reddened slightly as he glanced between the sisters. “Look, I’m really sorry about what happened last time. Having sex in your guest bed, and letting Andie… you know, on the sofa. I know it was out of order.”
“Don’t apologise,” Andie said quickly, placing a hand on his thigh. “In fact, Millie’s been quite… understanding about it all.”
Millie nodded, her voice soft but clear. “You can stay over in the guest bed tonight if you want. And you two can… have sex, if you like, as long as you don’t wake the kids.”
I felt my eyebrows rise in surprise. This level of openness from Millie was new territory, even given everything that had happened recently.
Andie’s hand moved higher on Shaun’s leg, her voice dropping to that sultry tone she used when she was being deliberately provocative. “To be blunt, Millie wants to see your cock. Can I show her?”
Shaun’s eyes widened, clearly caught off guard by the directness of the request. “I… what?”
But Andie didn’t wait for a proper answer. She leaned in and kissed him deeply, her hand already moving to grope him through the grey sweatpants. I could see the exact moment his resistance melted away as he responded to her kiss.
I stood and dimmed the lights. The room took on a more intimate atmosphere as the shadow of Andie’s hand moved across the walls. When I returned to my chair, Andie was already tugging at the waistband of the sweatpants.
“Let her see,” she murmured against his lips as she pulled the fabric down, his shorts with it.
Shaun’s cock sprang free, already semi-hard from Andie’s attention, and I heard Millie draw in a sharp breath beside him. Even in the low light, there was no mistaking why Andie was so obsessed with him - Shaun was impressively endowed, long and thick and veiny in a way that made my average proportions feel suddenly inadequate.
“Oh my,” Millie whispered, her voice barely audible.
Andie didn’t seem to notice Millie’s whispered awe, or if she did, it only spurred her on. She broke her kiss with Shaun for a moment, her eyes locking onto his cock, which was already thickening further under her gaze. Then she leaned back in, capturing his lips again while her hand closed expertly around his length.
My breath caught in my throat. I watched, mesmerised, as Andie began to stroke him with a slow, steady rhythm. Her thumb circled the wet tip, smearing a droplet of pre-cum over the glistening head. Shaun groaned into her mouth, his hips bucking slightly against the sofa cushion. The sight of her hand wrapped around his shaft, the sound of their deep, wet kissing, the way his cock grew fully rigid and pulsed with every stroke was almost too much to process.
After a moment, Andie broke the kiss, her breathing slightly ragged. Shaun’s eyes were hazy with pleasure, his chest rising and falling heavily.
“Shaun,” Andie said, her voice a low, seductive murmur. “This might seem a bit weird, and you can totally say no… but I know you’re an open-minded kind of guy.”
He looked at her, then glanced at me and Millie, his expression a mixture of confusion and arousal.
Andie didn’t let him speak. Her hand continued its relentless, hypnotic rhythm on his cock. “Jamie has a thing,” she explained, her voice dropping even lower. “He wants to see Millie suck a big cock. And he wants to see her make one cum… maybe even swallow it.”
The directness of the proposition hung in the air, thick and undeniable. Shaun’s eyes widened as he processed the words, his gaze flickering from Andie’s face to Millie’s, then finally to mine. He needed to know this wasn’t just his girlfriend’s wild idea.
“Are you… Are you both sure about this?” he asked, his voice hoarse.
“Yes,” I said immediately, my voice coming out stronger than I expected.
He looked at Millie, waiting for her answer. She took a steadying breath, her eyes locked on his cock, then met his gaze with a look of pure, unadulterated desire.
“Yes,” she confirmed, her voice quiet but filled with conviction. Then, without another word, she stood up. In one fluid motion, she reached down and pulled her pyjama top over her head, tossing it onto the floor beside her. I hadn’t expected this. She was just wearing a simple, non-wired bra underneath, but her pert breasts strained against the soft cotton, her nipples hard, visible through the white lace.
Shaun let out a low groan, his eyes widening as he took in the sight of her. His arousal was obvious, his cock pulsing in Andie’s hand. His hand came up, reaching for Millie almost involuntarily. “Fuck, Millie…” he breathed, his large hand tentatively cupping one of her breasts, his thumb brushing over the hardened peak sticking through the material.
Millie closed her eyes for a second, a soft sigh escaping her lips. Then, with a newfound sense of purpose, she eased herself off the sofa and knelt on the rug before him. She took his heavy cock into both of her hands, her fingers wrapping around the thick shaft. For a moment, she just held it, savouring the weight of it, the sheer thickness that promised so much. Her thumb traced a prominent vein running up the side, and Shaun hissed in pleasure.
Then she leaned forward and took the tip into her mouth.
A wet, sucking sound filled the dimly lit room. I watched, my own cock straining painfully against my shorts, as her lips stretched around him. She worked him tentatively at first, her tongue flicking against the sensitive ridge of his glans. Shaun’s hand fisted in her hair, not pulling, just resting there as he tilted his head back against the sofa. Beside him, Andie watched with a look of smug satisfaction, her hand still resting on his thigh.
It was the hottest thing I had ever witnessed. The sight of my wife, my demure Millie, kneeling and servicing this man’s enormous cock, completely captivated by the act. My mind went blank with a wave of pure, unadulterated lust. It took a monumental effort of will to remember why we were doing this - the video.
My hand fumbled for my phone. “Shaun?” I asked, my voice thick. “Is it okay if I… record this?”
He barely opened his eyes. “Yeah… whatever,” he gasped as Millie’s mouth slid further down his length.
I held the phone up, framing the scene: Millie’s head bobbing in a steady rhythm, Andie’s hand on Shaun’s leg, his thick cock disappearing into my wife’s mouth. Just as I started recording, Millie pulled back, her lips glistening.
“God, Jamie… I’m so horny,” she panted, looking up at me with wild, dilated eyes. “So turned on.”
“Is it as big as Matthew’s?” I found myself asking. “Or Daniel’s?”
But she didn’t answer. She went back to sucking it, all hesitation gone. She took him deeper this time, her throat muscles working as she accommodated his size. Her pace quickened, her sucking becoming more frantic, more desperate. Shaun’s hips began to buck against the sofa, his hand tightening in her hair.
“Fuck… Millie… I’m going to…” he choked out.
She didn’t stop. She took him faster, her free hand coming up to cup his balls. His back arched, and with a final, guttural groan, he came. I pictured a thick jet of cum shot hitting the back of her throat. She kept her head there, her lips wrapped around the base of his cock as she tried to take it all. I could see the effort on her face, her neck muscles straining, but he was pumping too much, too fast. A creamy white line of spillage dribbled from the corner of her mouth and down her chin.
When he was finished, he slumped back, gasping for air. Millie pulled back, her face a mask of dazed triumph. She swallowed hard, then slowly, deliberately, licked the cum from her lips and chin, not leaving a single drop.
Andie sighed, a long, drawn-out sound of pure satisfaction. “God, that was amazing,” she breathed, running a hand through Shaun’s sweat-damp hair. “I’m so super turned on now. I hope you saved some for me, big boy.” She kissed his cheek. “You are staying the night, you know? I need you to give me a proper seeing-to later.”
Millie slowly wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, her gaze finding mine across the room. The wildness in her brown eyes had softened, replaced by a look of intense, focused need. “Jamie,” she said, her voice husky. “Do you want me to suck your cock now?”
I stalled, my mind still trying to catch up with what I’d just seen, what I’d just recorded. “Did you… Did you enjoy that, Millie?”
“Yes,” she answered without a flicker of hesitation. “I really enjoyed it.”
“It was so hot watching,” Andie chimed in, her eyes glinting in the dim light. She looked directly at me. “Did you enjoy it too, Jamie? Was it a turn-on? Seeing your wife suck another man’s cock and swallow his cum?”
The direct question left me no room to hide. “Yes,” I admitted, my voice coming out rough. “It was.”
That was all the confirmation Millie needed. She got to her feet and moved towards me, her breasts bouncing in her bra with each step. “I need to please you, Jamie,” she said, her voice pleading. “Please let me suck your cock.”
“Yes,” I said immediately. “In bed. It’s late, we can go up now.” It was a desperate attempt to reclaim some privacy, to get back to our own space where this was just about us.
But Andie wasn’t having it. “No,” she said firmly, a playful but insistent command in her voice. “Do it here.”
I looked at her, confused. “What?”
“I want to see you,” she said, leaning forward in her seat, a predatory glint in her eyes. “You got to watch Millie with Shaun. It’s only fair that I get to watch her with you.”
“But - “ I began to say, but Millie moved closer, her bra-covered tits just inches from my face.
“No,” she said, her voice firm, backing up her sister. “We’re doing this here. Now.”
“But - “ I tried to say again, but this time it was Shaun, who had been quietly observing from the sofa, that interrupted me.
“Is it because I’m here?” he asked, his tone genuinely considerate. “Look, mate, I don’t mean to intimidate you if you’ve got a smaller dick or something. It’s all good.”
His attempt at reassurance felt like a hot poker to my ego. “I’m average,” I said defensively, the word tasting like ash in my mouth.
Millie let out a sigh of pure frustration, her patience clearly gone. “Oh, for goodness’ sake,” she snapped, her eyes flashing. “Jamie, just get your fucking dick out and let me suck it.” She jabbed a finger at my chest. “I’m doing all these things for you, all these things you’ve wanted. You need to reciprocate. Now.”
The force of her demand, a mix of raw lust and righteous indignation, shattered my remaining resistance. I was cornered, embarrassed, and incredibly turned on. “Okay,” I breathed.
Andie moved from her chair, her excitement palpable as she knelt on the rug beside Millie, positioning herself for a perfect view. “Finally,” she whispered giddily.
Millie didn’t wait for me to move. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of my lounge shorts and pulled them down, freeing my hard cock. It sprang up, slick with precum from watching her with Shaun.
“See?” Millie said to her sister as Andie leaned in for a closer look. “It’s not bad. Average is about right, yes?”
Andie nodded, and then Millie’s mouth was on me. It was different from how she’d been with Shaun, less about exploration and more about focused, determined pleasure. Her tongue worked over me, her lips creating a perfect seal as she took me deep into her throat. I leaned my head back against the armchair, my hands gripping the fabric as waves of sensation washed over me. From Millie’s side, Andie watched intently.
After a few minutes, the sight of us was clearly having an effect on Shaun and Andie. He came over, knelt on the rug too and within minutes, they started kissing, Andie’s hands roaming over his chest. He responded eagerly, their make-out session becoming more heated as Millie’s pace on my cock quickened.
After a moment, Andie pulled away from Shaun, breathing heavily. “Okay,” she said, her voice husky. “I think we should let these two have some privacy now.”
Shaun nodded, his eyes glazed with arousal. Without another word, he scooped Andie up into his arms as if she weighed nothing. She wrapped her legs around his waist, giggling as he carried her out of the room and up the stairs.
The sound of the guest room door clicking shut echoed in the sudden silence. It was just me and Millie again. She pulled back from my cock, her eyes dark with need. She stood and, in the dim light, discarded her bra, then slid her pyjama bottoms down her legs, kicking them aside. Completely naked now, she climbed onto my lap, straddling me in the armchair. She guided my cock to her entrance, her wet heat enveloping me as she slowly lowered herself down, taking all of me inside her.
“Oh, Jamie,” she moaned, her body fitting perfectly against mine. She began to ride me, her rhythm slow and deliberate at first, then faster, more desperate. I gripped her hips, meeting her thrusts, the lines between performance and passion, humiliation and pleasure, blurring into nothing until there was only this. Only her, moving on me, taking me, until I couldn’t hold back any longer and exploded deep inside her.
As I slumped against her, spent and breathless, Millie wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me into a deep, lingering kiss. It was a kiss of profound intimacy, a reaffirmation of the bond that allowed all of this to happen. For a long moment, there was nothing but the warmth of her skin against mine, the soft pressure of her lips, the feeling of being completely and utterly connected.
Then I tasted it. Faint, but unmistakable. The salty, musky tang of another man’s cum on my wife’s tongue. A wave of primal revulsion washed over me, a gut-level rejection of the blow job she’d given Shaun. I almost pulled away.
But I forced myself to stay, to deepen the kiss, to accept the taste of him on her. This was part of it. This was the reality of what I wanted. If I was going to truly embrace this, to enjoy Millie becoming the hotwife of my fantasies, I had to get over these things. I had to learn to love every part of her exploration, even the parts that my old self would have found abhorrent. I gave in, letting the kiss consume me until the taste was just part of her, part of us.
We stayed tangled together in the armchair, her naked body curled against mine. The adrenaline faded, replaced by a comfortable, sleepy warmth. We drifted in and out of a light doze, the only sounds the ticking of the clock and the faint, rhythmic drumming of rain against the window. It was peaceful. After the chaos and intensity of the evening, this quiet closeness felt like an anchor.
Eventually, Millie stirred, pressing a soft kiss to my shoulder. “Come on,” she whispered, her voice thick with sleep. “Let’s go to bed.”
I nodded, helping her up before pulling on my shorts. She didn’t bother getting dressed. We walked out into the hall and started up the stairs, my hand resting on the small of her bare back.
As we reached the top landing, the door to the spare room opened. Shaun stepped out, wearing only the grey sweatpants I’d given him. He was heading for the bathroom and stopped short when he saw us, his eyes immediately falling on Millie’s naked form.
I watched his face. I saw his gaze travel from her bare breasts down to the dark triangle of hair between her legs, the trail of my cum running down her thigh. I saw his jaw slacken slightly. It wasn’t a leer, not an aggressive or disrespectful look. It was pure, unadulterated appreciation. Pleasure. He was looking at my wife’s naked body, and he was enjoying it. And in that moment, seeing the pleasure in his eyes, I felt a fresh, unexpected jolt of pride.
The moment hung in the air, charged but not awkward.
“Goodnight,” Shaun said quietly, his eyes finally meeting mine with a nod of respect.
“Night, Shaun,” Millie replied softly, unashamed.
I just nodded, my hand guiding Millie towards our bedroom. We slipped inside, closing the door on the night and leaving Shaun alone in the hallway.
I pulled her close as the bedroom door clicked shut behind us, the silence of our own space wrapping around us like a blanket. Her bare skin was warm against mine.
“He saw me naked,” she whispered into my chest, her voice not shameful, but laced with a breathless excitement. “It turned me on, Jamie. Seeing him look at me like that. He saw everything. My tits. My pussy.”
A fresh wave of arousal hit me, mixed with a profound sense of ownership and pride. This was my wife, admitting that the gaze of another man excited her, and she was sharing that excitement with me.
“Come on,” I murmured, leading her to the bed. We slipped under the cool sheets, our bodies finding their familiar rhythm as we curled together, her back pressed against my chest, my arm wrapped protectively around her waist.
She nestled closer, her breathing evening out as she began to drift towards sleep. I held her tight, the last vestiges of the quiet girl I married slipping away into the darkness, replaced by the thrilling, terrifying promise of the woman who was awakening in my arms.






  
  The Joy of Firsts: Embracing Life's Beautiful Surprises


Home and Heart 
A blog by @DemureMillieGrace
Hello lovely readers!
Yesterday I decided to try my hand at proper Victoria sponge cakes. You know, the kind with perfect layers and that gorgeous jam-and-cream filling that looks so effortless but is actually quite tricky to get right! I got a bit carried away and ended up making far more than our little family could possibly eat.
It got me thinking about how wonderful it is to stay open to new experiences, no matter how small. There’s something magical about that moment when you realise you’re capable of something you’ve never done before. The surprise in your own hands as they learn a new skill, the little spark of pride when you take that first tentative step outside your comfort zone.
Whether it’s trying a new recipe, taking a different route to work, striking up a conversation with someone new at the school gates, or finally signing up for that pottery class you’ve been thinking about for months, these small acts of courage add such richness to our days.
I think God sends us these little invitations to grow all the time. Sometimes they come disguised as opportunities we’re almost too nervous to take. But when we say yes with open hearts, when we trust that we’re meant to expand rather than shrink, beautiful things happen.
Life is so much sweeter when we approach it with curiosity instead of caution. When we remember that every expert was once a beginner, and every beautiful story started with someone brave enough to turn the first page.
The cakes turned out beautifully light, fluffy layers with just the right amount of sweetness but I’ve made way too many. Along with my lemon drizzle cakes and chocolate brownies, I now have a full basket of goodies. Now I just need to figure out what to do with them! Any suggestions, dear readers?
With love and flour-dusted aprons,
Millie Grace
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  Chapter seven
A Complete Natural


The alarm felt like it had gone off minutes after I’d finally fallen asleep. My body ached in that particular way that comes from a night’s rest interrupted by good sex. As I shuffled downstairs, the events of the previous evening hit me in waves. Millie on her knees, Shaun’s cock in her mouth, the taste of another man’s cum on my wife’s lips. 
The kitchen was already alive with morning chaos. Millie stood at the counter making sandwiches for Ethan’s lunch, her hair pulled back in a messy ponytail, still wearing her pyjama top and shorts. Andie sat at the breakfast bar, wrapped in a bathrobe, her blonde hair damp from the shower, nursing a cup of coffee with the satisfied expression of someone who’d had a very good night.
“Morning,” I mumbled, heading straight for the coffee machine.
“Sleep well?” Andie asked with a knowing smirk, her eyes dancing with mischief.
Before I could answer, Shaun appeared in the doorway, wearing the same T-shirt and grey sweatpants from the night before and looking more refreshed than the three of us, likely because he was the only one not drinking last night. He caught my eye and nodded, a subtle acknowledgement passing between us.
“Dad, where’s my PE kit?” Ethan called from the hallway, his voice cutting through the moment.
“In the utility room,” Millie called back without looking up from her sandwich-making. “On the drying rack.”
The normality of it all felt surreal. Here we were, dealing with school runs and packed lunches while the memory of what had transpired in our living room hung heavy in the air. I’d lain awake for hours after we’d gone to bed, my mind replaying every moment, every sight, every sound of what had transpired. Eventually, I drifted off to sleep only to be woken around two in the morning by the unmistakable sounds of sex coming from the guest room. They were trying to stay quiet, but Andie’s breathless moans were unmistakable for what they were doing, accompanied by the rhythmic creaking of bedsprings and Shaun’s occasional low groans of pleasure.
“You can hear them too,” Millie had whispered beside me, her hand finding mine under the covers.
I didn’t need to ask what she meant. “They’re doing it again.”
She’d pressed closer then, her bare skin warm against mine, her hand trailing down my chest. “I can’t believe I sucked his cock,” she’d murmured, her voice thick with desire. “And I let him cum in my mouth.”
What followed was slow and deliberate, Millie pushing her bare bottom against me until I was hard, then guiding me inside her from behind. We’d moved together in a lazy rhythm, trying to stay quiet while the sounds from next door provided a sultry soundtrack to our own coupling.
“Jamie?” Millie’s voice brought me back to the present. “Shouldn’t you be getting ready? Have you seen the time?”
I checked my watch and cursed silently, not realising I’d slept in later than usual. “I’ll head up now.”
I left them to it and went to shower, refusing to let my mind wander under the hot spray so I didn’t waste any more time. I towelled off and moved to the wardrobe, selecting my best navy suit, the one I saved for client presentations and important meetings. The crisp white shirt went on first, followed by the jacket that always made my shoulders look broader. I chose a silk tie in deep burgundy, one that Millie had bought me for my birthday, saying it brought out my eyes.
As I adjusted my cufflinks, I caught sight of myself in the mirror. I looked like a man ready for success, ready for promotion. But underneath the polished exterior, I could feel the nervous energy thrumming through my veins. Today would bring the photoshoot, the revelation of last night’s video to Matthew, and whatever the late afternoon’s party might hold.
Downstairs, the breakfast chaos was reaching its crescendo. Grace was complaining about a piece of cereal being stuck in her hair while Ethan searched frantically for a story he’d written that he wanted to show to his teacher. Andie sat at the counter, chuckling at Millie stressing out, while Shaun helped himself to another slice of toast with the easy confidence of someone completely at home.
“Dad, can you take me to school today?” Ethan asked, finally emerging from the hallway with his storybook in hand.
“Of course, sweetheart,” I said, straightening my tie one final time.
Millie appeared beside me, her hand briefly touching my arm as she admired my appearance. “You look very handsome,” she said softly, then her expression shifted to something more uncertain. “What should I wear later? For the party?”
I paused, considering. She needed to look professional but alluring enough for whatever Matthew had planned for the evening. “Something smart,” I told her finally. “Whatever you want. I trust your judgment.”
Her smile was knowing, almost predatory. “I think I’ll take that as permission to surprise you.”
The promise in her voice sent a thrill down my spine. “Right then, Ethan,” I called out, grabbing my briefcase and car keys. “Time to go. Say goodbye to Auntie Andie and Shaun.”
As we headed for the door, I caught Millie’s eye one last time. She blew me a kiss, her confidence radiating in a way that would have been unthinkable just weeks ago.
The drive to Ethan’s school was filled with the usual chatter about playground politics and which friend had brought the best snacks for break time. The mundaneness of it all helped ground me after the intensity of last night’s craziness.
“Have a good day, buddy,” I said as Ethan scrambled out of the car, his backpack nearly as big as he was. “Be good for Miss Johnson.”
“I will, Dad!” he called over his shoulder, already running toward his friends who were gathered near the school gate.
The drive to the showroom gave me time to collect my thoughts. The pristine suit felt like armour, preparing me for whatever the day would bring. As I pulled into the car park, I could see the activity had already begun. Two men were unloading equipment from a van, people with clipboards were directing other people around, and there was an electric energy in the air that spoke of big things happening.
Lewis spotted me first as I walked through the main entrance. “Jamie! Looking sharp today.” His usual easy smile was in place, but I caught him glancing around with obvious excitement. “Big day for us both, huh?”
“The biggest,” I replied, adjusting my tie. “Ready for your send-off?”
“More than ready but kind of nervous too. This is fun to see, though,” He gestured toward the activity buzzing around us. “Matthew’s really pulling out all the stops.”
As though hearing his name, Matthew appeared from the direction of his office, looking every inch the successful executive in his perfectly tailored grey suit. His eyes lit up when he saw me, that familiar predatory gleam suggesting he was already thinking about more than just business.
“Jamie, excellent. Just the man I wanted to see.” He clapped me on the shoulder. “Lewis, could you give us a moment? I need to discuss some final details with our star salesman here.”
Lewis nodded and headed off toward the coffee machine, leaving Matthew and me with a moment of relative privacy amid the controlled chaos.
“Ready for today?” Matthew said, his voice dropping to that conspiratorial tone I’d grown to recognise. “It’s not just a big day here. It’s day nine of our ten-day plan. Did you talk to Millie about her next step?”
I glanced around at the bustling activity, a photographer walking around with a light meter and another assistant checking equipment, despite the early hour. “I didn’t need to talk to her about it,” I said, the words still feeling surreal as they left my mouth. “She did it. She sucked Andie’s boyfriend’s cock. And she swallowed.”
“Fucking hell,” Matthew breathed, his composure slipping slightly. “Tell me you got it on video.”
“I did.” I fumbled in my pocket for my phone, my heart hammering in my chest, but Matthew put a hand on my arm, stopping me.
He gestured at the activity surrounding us. “There’s too much going on right now. People coming and going constantly. Show me later when things calm down.”
I nodded. “Of course. Professional priorities first.”
Matthew straightened his tie, forcing himself back into executive mode. “I look forward to seeing it, but Jamie? This changes everything. She’s ready for the next level now. It’s time for her to fuck someone.”
The promise — or was it a threat? — hung between us for a moment until Matthew smiled and walked away, and the rest of the morning progressed in a blur of controlled chaos. The showroom had been transformed into a professional photography studio, with elaborate lighting rigs casting dramatic shadows across the gleaming new car models. Magazine and newspaper journalists began to arrive, clustering around the refreshment table, chatting among themselves and the caterers that Matthew had hired in for the event.
I found myself caught up in the energy of it all, greeting clients and fielding questions about the new range. The promotion Matthew had dangled was so close I could taste it, and everything seemed to be falling into place perfectly.
Then Matthew’s phone rang.
I watched his expression shift from confident satisfaction to barely contained frustration as he took the call, stepping away from the main crowd. When he returned, his jaw was tight with annoyance.
“Problem?” I asked, though his face already told the story.
“The fucking models,” he muttered under his breath, glancing around to make sure no journalists were within earshot. “Stuck behind a massive pile-up on the M25. Three-hour delay, minimum. They’re not going to make it.”
My stomach dropped. After everything that had been building toward this moment, the whole thing could collapse because of a traffic accident.
“What do we do?” I asked.
Matthew ran a hand through his perfectly styled hair, his mind clearly racing. “The photographer’s here, the journalists are here, everything’s set up…” He paused, his blue eyes finding mine with sudden intensity. “Jamie, I need to ask you something, and I swear on my mother’s grave, this isn’t part of some elaborate plan. This is genuine panic.”
I waited, though I had a sinking feeling I knew where this was heading.
“Would Millie consider stepping in? Last minute, I know, but she’s got the look we need. Natural beauty, that girl-next-door appeal that would work perfectly for the campaign.” He gestured toward the photography setup. “The makeup artist and stylist are both here. They’d take care of everything. She’d look incredible.”
The request hung in the air between us. After everything that had happened, after watching her transformation towards being a hotwife accelerate with each passing day, the idea of Millie as a professional model felt like nothing. But it was also a massive ask.
“I’d need to call her,” I said slowly.
“Of course. Tell her we’re in a bind, but that she’d be doing us — doing you — a massive favour. The promotion still stands, obviously and if she pulls this off…” He let the implication hang unspoken.
I pulled out my phone, my fingers hesitating over Millie’s contact. The irony wasn’t lost on me, just this morning she’d asked what she should wear, and now she might be modelling for a national campaign.
The phone rang twice before her voice came through, warm and slightly curious. “Jamie? How’s your big day going?”
“It’s going well, but we’ve hit a snag,” I said, moving to a quieter corner of the showroom. “The models for the photoshoot have cancelled. Matthew’s wondering if you’d consider stepping in as a replacement. I know it’s short notice, but…”
There was a pause on the other end of the line. When she spoke again, her voice carried that new note of confidence I’d been hearing more and more. “As a model? For the Ferrari campaign?”
“Yes. Professional makeup, styling, the works. You’ll look incredible, Millie. And it would really help us out.”
Another pause, longer this time. I could almost hear her mind working, weighing the possibilities.
“What kind of modelling are we talking about?” she asked finally.
“It’s nothing complicated,” I replied, relaying Matthew’s explanation. “Just posing with the cars, nothing more than that. Professional shots for the campaign.”
Matthew gestured for the phone, and I nodded, putting it on speaker so he could speak directly to her.
“Millie, it’s Matthew,” he said, his voice taking on that smooth, persuasive tone he used with important clients. “I want to assure you this is completely above board. You’d just be posing with the vehicles, maybe sitting in the driver’s seat, leaning against the bonnet. Standard automotive photography.”
“That does sound manageable,” Millie’s voice came through the speaker, thoughtful but cautious.
Matthew’s expression brightened. “And here’s something that might interest you. You’re welcome to document the whole experience. Film some behind-the-scenes footage, take photos of the setup. Share it across your influencer channels if you want. It could drive some real traffic to your blog, help you gain even more followers.”
There was a pause, and I could practically hear Millie’s interest piquing. Her blog had been growing steadily, and the opportunity for professional content and national exposure could be invaluable.
“That’s actually quite appealing,” she admitted. “The content would be something different for my audience.”
“Exactly what I was thinking,” Matthew continued, sensing her warming to the idea. “Plus, you were already planning to come down anyway, weren’t you? For the blog post about the launch and then Lewis’s leaving party afterwards. This just makes your story even better, from observer to participant.”
I watched Matthew’s face as he spoke, noting the way his eyes lit up with that familiar predatory gleam. Even in this moment of genuine crisis, he was already thinking several steps ahead.
“So what do you say, Millie?” he pressed gently. “We’re really in a bind here, and you’d be saving the day. The makeup artist and stylist are both the best in the business. They’ll make you look absolutely stunning.”
The line went quiet for a long moment. When Millie finally spoke, her voice carried that new note of confidence I’d been hearing more and more lately.
“Alright,” she said. “I’ll do it. When do you need me there?”
Matthew pumped his fist silently, his relief palpable. “As soon as you can manage. We’ll take care of everything once you arrive.”
“I’ll need to sort out Grace and get myself ready, but I can be there within the hour.”
“Perfect. Millie, you’re an absolute lifesaver.” Matthew’s gratitude seemed genuine, though I caught the undertone of excitement beneath his professionalism.
As I ended the call, Matthew clapped me on the shoulder. “Your wife never ceases to amaze me, Jamie. This is going to be awesome.”
I nodded, though I couldn’t shake the feeling that we’d just crossed another invisible line. The morning that had started with breakfast chaos was rapidly evolving into something far more interesting.
“I should let the photographer know,” Matthew said, already moving toward the equipment setup. “And Jamie? After all of this is done, we’ll discuss that video and what comes next. I haven’t forgotten.”
The promise hung in the air as he walked away, leaving me to wonder just how much further this day would push all of our boundaries.
The next hour at the showroom was a masterclass in organised chaos. I watched from my vantage point near the reception desk as everything slowly came together. The energy was electric, everyone excited for the presentation.
My eyes kept drifting to the entrance, checking my watch every few minutes. Matthew moved through the crowd like a conductor orchestrating a symphony, ensuring every detail was perfect while maintaining that calm executive demeanour that had made him so successful.
Then I heard the familiar click of Millie’s footsteps, and my breath caught. My wife appeared in the doorway, and even in her casual clothes, jeans and a simple sweater, she carried herself with a poise that hadn’t been there just weeks ago. The transformation in her confidence was as striking as any physical change.
Matthew was at her side immediately, his face lighting up with genuine relief and something deeper, anticipation, that sent a familiar thrill through me.
“Millie,” he said warmly, taking her hand briefly. “You absolute lifesaver. This is going to be incredible.”
“I’m excited to help,” she replied, her voice steady but with an undertone of what I recognised as nervousness. “Though I have to admit, I’m a bit anxious about the whole modelling thing.”
“Don’t be. You’ll be natural at it.” Matthew gestured toward the bustling activity around us. “But first, I know you wanted to document this for your followers. Why don’t you grab a quick video now, show them what’s happening?”
Millie’s face brightened as she pulled out her phone, immediately slipping into that demure persona she’d developed for her social media presence. She held the camera at arm’s length, her expression animated as she spoke directly to her audience.
“Hey everyone! So this is crazy. I’m here at a luxury car showroom for what was supposed to be just a blog post, but the models for today’s campaign shoot got stuck in traffic, and they’ve asked me to step in!” She panned the camera around, capturing the professional lighting setup, the gleaming cars, and the bustling crew. “I’m honestly a bit terrified, but also so excited. This is definitely not how I expected my Thursday to go!”
She recorded for another minute, capturing different angles of the preparation, her natural enthusiasm drawing smiles from the crew members who caught sight of her filming. When she finished, several people actually applauded, clearly charmed by her genuine excitement.
“Perfect,” Matthew said. “Now, let’s get you transformed. Sarah?” He gestured to a petite redhead with an armful of garment bags who immediately approached when called.
“Right then, darling,” Sarah said in a crisp London accent, taking Millie’s arm with gentle authority. “Let’s get you camera-ready, shall we? We’ve got some absolutely gorgeous pieces that will be perfect for you.”
I watched as Millie was whisked away toward the makeshift styling area that had been set up in one of the meeting rooms. Through the glass walls, I could see flashes of activity, Sarah holding up different options, a makeup artist working on her face, and hair being quickly styled.
The waiting was torture. I tried to focus on greeting the arriving journalists and ensuring everything was running smoothly, but my attention kept drifting to that meeting room where my wife was being readied.
Then the door opened, and Millie emerged.
The transformation was absolutely breathtaking. Her hair had been styled in soft waves that caught the light perfectly, and her makeup was dramatic yet elegant. Smoky eyeshadow made her gaze more intense, perfectly contoured cheekbones, and lips painted in a vivid red that somehow made her look both innocent and seductive.
But it was the outfit that truly took my breath away. The crisp white blouse was tailored to perfection, fitted but professional, with the sleeves rolled up just enough to add a modern edge. Over it, a sleek black fashion jacket hugged her shoulders and waist, emphasising her figure without being overtly sexual.
And then there was the skirt. The red mini skirt was a revelation, a sizzling hot shade that seemed to glow under the showroom lights, cut perfectly to showcase her toned legs while maintaining just enough coverage to be sophisticated rather than crude. The black heels she wore added height and elegance, making her legs look endless.
The room seemed to pause as she walked back in, every conversation stopping for a moment as people took in the stunning transformation. Even the jaded photographers and journalists looked impressed.
Millie caught sight of herself in one of the large mirrors positioned around the showroom and smiled. Not the shy, uncertain smile of the old Millie, but something confident and knowing. She pulled out her phone again, this time with the assured movements of someone completely comfortable in her own skin.
“Okay, everyone,” she said to her camera, her voice carrying a new sultry undertone that made my pulse quicken. “Here’s the final look for today’s shoot. What do you think?”
She turned slowly, showcasing the outfit from every angle. The camera captured the way the red skirt skimmed her thighs, the perfect fit of the jacket, the subtle gleam of her makeup. She ended with a playful wink that was both innocent and provocative.
“Ready to see me become a car model for the day?” she asked her followers before ending the video.
Matthew appeared beside me, his eyes locked on Millie with undisguised admiration. “Absolutely fucking perfect,” he murmured under his breath. “Jamie, your wife is going to be sensational.”
As I watched Millie post her video and check the immediate flood of comments and reactions, I realised we’d crossed another threshold. The woman standing there in red and black, commanding attention from everyone in the room, was barely recognisable as the demure wife who’d been making breakfast just hours earlier.
“Alright, everyone,” Matthew called out, clapping his hands together. “Let’s make some magic happen. Millie, are you ready for your close-up?”
She turned toward the camera setup, her smile radiant with confidence. “Absolutely.”
The photographer, a tall man named Eddie with an easy confidence born from years behind the lens, gestured toward the Ferrari with professional enthusiasm. “Right then, Millie. Let’s start with some classic automotive poses. The key is to complement the car’s lines, not compete with them.”
Millie approached the gleaming red Ferrari with that new confident stride I’d been seeing more of lately. The way she moved in those heels, the subtle sway of her hips in that red mini skirt, she was mesmerising.
“First, let’s get you behind the wheel,” Eddie directed, positioning his camera at different angles. “Automotive photography is all about lifestyle and aspiration. We want viewers to imagine themselves in that driver’s seat.”
Millie slipped into the Ferrari’s cockpit with fluid grace, her legs emerging from the red skirt as she settled into the low-slung seat. She rested one arm casually on the open door, the other on the steering wheel, her eyes finding the camera lens with a surprisingly professional look.
“Perfect. Now angle your body slightly toward me… that’s it. Let the car’s luxury speak through your comfort with it.”
The camera clicked rapidly as Eddie captured different expressions, Millie looking forward through the windscreen with determination, then back toward the lens with that sultry smile that had become her signature. The interplay between her sophistication and the car’s raw power was electric.
“Brilliant. Now let’s get you standing alongside her.”
Millie rose from the driver’s seat, smoothing down her skirt as she positioned herself next to the Ferrari’s sleek profile. Eddie directed her to angle slightly toward the camera, one foot forward, her silhouette elongated by the showroom’s dramatic lighting.
“In automotive photography, we’re selling a dream,” Eddie explained as he worked. “The model becomes part of that fantasy. You’re not just standing next to a car, you’re embodying the lifestyle it represents.”
The way Millie moved, the way she held herself, it was as if she’d been doing this for years. Her body language had evolved so completely from the shy woman who used to blush at compliments. Now she commanded attention, owned the space around her.
“Now, let’s try some poses with the bonnet,” Eddie said, moving his lighting slightly. “Lean against it, arms crossed. Show me confidence and sophistication.”
Millie positioned herself against the Ferrari’s front end, crossing her arms with a relaxed smile that caught the studio lights perfectly. The glossy red hood reflected the illumination, casting a warm glow around her that made her skin luminous.
“Excellent. Now shift your weight, extend one arm along the bonnet… perfect. You’re a natural at this.”
As Eddie captured different angles, I noticed how the poses were becoming subtly more provocative. Nothing crude or obvious, but each adjustment seemed designed to showcase more of Millie’s figure, to emphasise the curves that the outfit highlighted so perfectly.
“For this next shot, I want you to lean forward slightly over the bonnet,” Eddie directed, his voice maintaining that professional tone even as his request became more daring. “Rest both hands on the hood, lean in like you’re admiring the engine bay that’s just out of shot.”
Millie complied, bending forward with her hands braced against the Ferrari’s bonnet. The position emphasised the curve of her hips, and as she leaned further forward at Eddie’s direction, the red mini skirt rode up slightly. For just a moment, the delicate lace of her black panties became visible to those watching from behind.
My pulse quickened. The glimpse was brief — probably lasting only seconds — but several of the journalists and crew members had noticed. I caught a few exchanged glances, saw someone nudge their colleague to look. The knowledge that other men were getting flashes of my wife’s most intimate clothing sent a thrill through me that I hadn’t expected.
“That’s perfect, Millie. Hold that pose… gorgeous. Now look back over your shoulder toward me.”
She complied, glancing back with those smoky eyes while maintaining the provocative position. The combination of her dramatic makeup, the way her body was positioned, and that brief flash of black lace created an image that was undeniably sexy while maintaining the veneer of professional photography.
Eddie continued shooting, capturing her walking alongside the car with that confident stride, positioning her near the rear with instructions to look back over her shoulder, each pose building on the last to create a portfolio that was growing increasingly bold.
“For our final series,” Eddie said, adjusting his camera settings, “I’d like to try something a bit more… editorial. Fashion-forward.”
He moved closer, lowering his voice slightly. “Millie, would you be comfortable undoing just a couple of buttons on your blouse? We want to suggest sophistication and confidence, maybe show a hint of décolletage. Very tasteful, very high-fashion.”
I watched Millie consider the request, her fingers moving to the top buttons of her white blouse almost unconsciously. There was no hesitation in her movements, no uncertainty. She undid the first button, then the second, and suddenly the soft fabric parted to reveal the smooth valley between her breasts.
The revelation that she wasn’t wearing a bra underneath sent a shock through me. It wasn’t overtly sexual — the blouse still covered what needed to be covered — but the knowledge that only that thin cotton stood between her breasts and the room full of onlookers was intoxicating.
“Absolutely perfect,” Eddie breathed, his camera working overtime as he captured this bolder version of the shoot. “You’re giving us exactly the confidence and sophistication the Ferrari brand represents.”
Millie posed with renewed intensity, her partial state of undress seeming to fuel rather than embarrass her. She leaned against the car with her arms crossed under her breasts, pushing them up slightly. She ran her hands through her styled hair with abandon, letting the unbuttoned blouse reveal tantalising glimpses of skin as she moved.
The atmosphere in the showroom had shifted completely. What had started as a professional automotive photography session had evolved into something far more charged, far more intimate. The assembled journalists and crew members watched with barely concealed fascination as my wife commanded the space with a sexuality I’d never seen her display so publicly.
Matthew appeared beside me, his eyes fixed on Millie with undisguised admiration. “She’s fucking incredible,” he murmured. “Look at her, Jamie. Look at how she owns this. She should be doing it professionally”
He was right. The woman posing with such confidence and sensuality bore little resemblance to the demure wife who’d been making breakfast just hours earlier. This was Millie unleashed, embracing a side of herself that had been dormant for too long.
As Eddie called for the final shots, Millie perched on the edge of the Ferrari’s bonnet, her legs crossed elegantly, her partially unbuttoned blouse catching the light perfectly. She looked directly into the camera lens with an expression that was pure confidence, pure sexuality.
The camera flashes finally stopped, and Eddie began packing up his equipment with the satisfied efficiency of someone who knew he’d captured something special. The assembled journalists started to disperse, their conversations buzzing with excitement about what they’d witnessed.
“That’s a wrap, everyone,” Eddie announced, his voice carrying across the showroom. “Brilliant work, Millie. You’re a complete natural.”
Millie smiled, accepting the compliments graciously as she smoothed down her red mini skirt and adjusted her partially unbuttoned blouse. The confidence she’d displayed during the shoot remained, but I could see a hint of the old vulnerability creeping back in as the adrenaline began to fade.
Matthew appeared at our side, gesturing toward his office with that smooth executive manner. “Why don’t you two take a moment to decompress? I’ve got some interviews to handle with the journalists, but there’s champagne chilled in my office. You’ve both earned it.”
We followed him across the showroom, past the crew members who were already beginning to dismantle the lighting setup. Matthew’s office felt like a sanctuary after the intensity of the photo session.
“Help yourselves,” Matthew said, indicating the bottle of Dom Pérignon sitting in an ice bucket on his desk. “I’ll join you in a few minutes once I’ve handled the press.”
As the door closed behind him, the sudden silence felt almost overwhelming. I moved to the champagne, my hands slightly unsteady as I worked the cork free with a satisfying pop. The golden liquid fizzed as I poured two glasses, the sound filling the quiet space.
“Here,” I said, handing Millie a flute. “To my incredibly talented wife.”
She accepted the glass with a small smile, taking a sip before settling into one of Matthew’s leather chairs. The dramatic makeup from the shoot made her look like a different person, more sophisticated, more worldly. But as she sat there, I could still see the woman I’d married beneath it all.
“That was fun,” she said quietly, her voice carrying a note of uncertainty I hadn’t heard during the shoot. “But I’m glad it’s over. Have you shown Matthew the video yet? From last night?”
I shook my head, taking a long sip of champagne. “No, but I told him about it. That you gave Shaun a blowjob. He’s eager to see it, but with all the chaos today…”
Millie nodded, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass. “I still can’t believe I let him cum in my mouth,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “Last night feels like a dream. Or maybe a nightmare. I’m honestly not sure which.”
“Do you regret it?” I asked, settling into the chair across from her.
She was quiet for a long moment, considering. “No,” she said finally. “I don’t think I do. But everything’s different now, isn’t it? Andie’s been wonderful today. She’s looking after Grace and Ethan while we’re here, but I know she’ll never see me in the same light. Her innocent older sister who used to lecture her about being too wild…”
“Everything doesn’t have to be different,” I pointed out. “You’re still the same Millie.”
“Am I?” She let out a short, bitter laugh. “I just sucked her boyfriend’s cock while she watched. What does that make me?”
Before I could answer, the office door opened and Matthew stepped inside, his expression radiating satisfaction as he closed the door behind him.
“The interviews went brilliantly,” he announced, moving toward the champagne bottle. “The journalists are absolutely raving about you, Millie. They’re calling it the most captivating automotive campaign they’ve seen in years.”
“Really?” Millie’s eyes lit up.
“Really.” He poured himself a glass and raised it toward us. “To Millie, for saving the day and exceeding every expectation.”
We clinked glasses, but I noticed Matthew’s eyes never left Millie’s face as he took his first sip.
“Now then,” he said, settling into his chair behind the desk with that predatory smile I’d come to recognise. “I think it’s time we talked about last night and watched the video together. Jamie’s given me the headlines, but I want to see and hear the full story from you, Millie. Tell me everything.”






  
  The Beauty of Surrender: Why Giving In Isn't Giving Up


Home and Heart 
A blog by @DemureMillieGrace
Good morning, dear readers!
I’ve been thinking a lot lately about temptation. Not the kind that leads us astray, but the gentle pull toward things that might actually be good for us, even when they feel indulgent or unconventional.
We’re often told that resisting temptation is a virtue, that denying ourselves proves our strength of character. But what if sometimes the opposite is true? What if the very thing we’re fighting against is exactly what we need to embrace?
I used to believe that being “good” meant saying no to anything that felt too exciting, too different, too much like putting myself first. That treating myself — really treating myself — was somehow selfish or improper. But I’m learning that there’s a profound difference between reckless abandon and mindful indulgence.
Sometimes what we call temptation is actually our inner wisdom trying to guide us toward growth. That pull toward something new, something that makes our heart race just a little faster, might not be weakness, it might be courage calling.
When we deny ourselves every small pleasure, every moment of authentic desire, we don’t become better people. We become smaller ones. We shrink into versions of ourselves that fit neatly into other people’s expectations but leave us feeling hollow and half-alive.
The women in my life who inspire me most aren’t the ones who never gave in to temptation. They’re the ones who learned to distinguish between temptations that diminish them and those that help them bloom. They treat themselves with the same kindness they’d show a dear friend, understanding that self-care sometimes looks like saying yes instead of always saying no.
There’s something beautifully rebellious about allowing yourself to want what you want. About admitting that you deserve pleasure, comfort, joy, all the things that make life richer rather than just longer.
So perhaps the question isn’t whether we should resist temptation, but whether we’re brave enough to surrender to the right ones. The ones that whisper promises of becoming more ourselves, not less.
With love and newfound courage,
Millie Grace






  
  Chapter eight
The Send Off


Ireached for my phone, ready to pull up the video that had been burning a hole in my thoughts all morning. “I can show you the video now if you want — “ 
Matthew held up a hand, his eyes fixed intently on Millie. “Actually, I’d prefer to hear the story first. From Millie.” He leaned back in his leather chair, champagne glass poised elegantly in his fingers. “Then we’ll watch the video afterwards. I want to understand exactly how it all unfolded.”
Millie’s confident demeanour from the photoshoot suddenly wavered. The woman who had just commanded the attention of a room full of photographers and journalists now seemed to shrink slightly in her chair, her fingers nervously adjusting the hem of her red mini skirt. The dramatic makeup couldn’t quite hide the flush creeping up her neck.
“I… where do I even begin?” she said quietly, taking a steadying sip of champagne.
“From the beginning,” Matthew said, his voice carrying that hypnotic quality that had always made him such an effective salesman. “Take your time. I want to hear everything.”
Millie glanced at me, seeking some kind of reassurance. I nodded encouragingly, though my own pulse was racing with anticipation of reliving the previous night through her words.
She took a deep breath, her voice gaining strength as she began. “My friend, Kate, and Andie came over after dinner. The kids were already in bed, and we were just… talking. Girl talk, you know? But then Kate started asking questions about what’s been happening between Jamie and me.”
Matthew’s eyes never left her face, his expression rapt with attention.
“I ended up telling them everything,” Millie continued, her voice dropping to almost a whisper. “About you, about the promotion, about what happened with Dean the other night. About our date, about what we did in the taxi…”
“How did they react?” Matthew asked, his voice encouraging her to continue.
“They didn’t judge me. If anything, they were both very… understanding.” The words came easier now, the champagne and Matthew’s attention making her relax. She continued relating the story of her evening to him until she got to the part where Shaun came into the proceedings.
“Jamie suggested bringing Dean back that night to… fulfil your request.” Millie’s cheeks burned red beneath her makeup. “But Andie said she was prepared to ‘loan’ her friend, Shaun, to me. He’s got a big penis, and she thought I’d like that.”
“Friend?” Matthew cocked an eyebrow.
“A friend with benefits,” Millie explained. “You know of the expression, right?” When Matthew nodded, she continued, her voice gaining confidence as she relived the moment. “It seemed perfect, really. Someone we knew, someone safe.”
Matthew set down his champagne glass, leaning forward with undisguised hunger. “Tell me about when he arrived.”
Millie’s eyes grew distant as she told him about Shaun’s wet clothes, how he’d got changed into my sweatpants and then when Andie had pulled his dick out, letting her see it for the first time.
Her voice dropped to a husky whisper. “He was big. Much bigger than Jamie. Much bigger than anyone I’d been with before, even Dean and my first boyfriend, Daniel. For a moment, I just stared at it.”
“Did it scare you?” Matthew asked softly.
“A little.” She looked at me then, her eyes apologetic but honest. “I whispered ‘oh my,’ and I know you heard me, Jamie. I couldn’t help myself.”
The confession sent a jolt of arousal through me despite the slight sting to my ego. Hearing her describe her reaction to another man’s superior endowment in such explicit detail was harsh, but also intoxicating.
“What happened next?” Matthew pressed, his voice thick with anticipation.
Millie’s voice grew breathy as she continued, her inhibitions completely dissolved by the champagne and Matthew’s rapt attention. “When I finally took him in my mouth… God, Matthew, it felt incredible. So different from anything I’d experienced before.”
“Go on,” my boss prompted her.
She closed her eyes, lost in the memory. “He was so big, so masculine. I could barely fit him in my mouth at first. When he came, there was so much,” Millie whispered, her cheeks flushed beneath her makeup. “I tried to swallow everything like Jamie wanted, but he just kept cumming. Some spilled from my mouth despite my best efforts. I felt so… overwhelmed by the sheer volume of it.”
“Jesus Christ,” Matthew breathed.
“Show him the video now,” Millie said quietly, looking at me, her eyes dark with remembered arousal.
I pulled out my phone with unsteady hands, found the recording and handed it to Matthew. We watched in charged silence as the events of the previous night played out on the small screen, Millie kneeling before Shaun, taking his impressive erection into her mouth with growing confidence, the moment when she struggled to contain his cum and it ran down her chin.
When it finished, Matthew set the phone down carefully, his face flushed with arousal and something deeper, satisfaction, perhaps, or vindication.
“Last week,” he said slowly, his voice thick with emotion, “Jamie opened up to me about something he’d been fantasising about for years. The idea of watching you with another man, seeing you do things you’d never normally do. This taboo concept intrigued him, but he didn’t know how to make it a reality.”
Millie’s eyes widened as she looked between us.
“I told him I could help,” Matthew continued, his gaze fixed on her. “That I could turn his demure, traditional wife into the woman of his fantasies. I even told him I could do it in ten days.”
He paused, letting the weight of his words sink in.
“Tomorrow is day ten, Millie,” he said, his voice carrying an authority that made her visibly shiver. “It’s time for you to take that final step. Time for you to have sex with someone who isn’t your husband.”
Millie’s face paled. “Matthew, I… I’ve told you and Jamie before. I want to save full sex for my marriage. My… vagina is something sacred for him and me.”
I found my voice, the words tumbling out before I could stop them. “I know, Millie, but I’d still love to see you do it. Fully. You’ve already had a penis inside you, even if it was just the tip with Dean. This wouldn’t be that different.”
Her eyes snapped to mine, wide with shock at my admission.
Matthew leaned forward, his voice dropping to that hypnotic tone. “I’d also love to see you have sex with someone, Millie. And if I’m being completely honest…” He paused, his eyes burning into hers. “I’d love to fuck you myself.”
The words hung in the air like an electric charge. Millie’s mouth opened slightly, but no sound came out. She looked completely lost for words, her eyes wide with shock and something else, something that looked dangerously like desire.
Before anyone could respond, there was a knock at the office door. One of the staff. Matthew’s assistant’s voice came through, slightly muffled.
“Matthew? The event’s winding down out here. Should we start setting up for the after-party?”
Matthew blinked, seeming to remember where we were. The spell was broken, reality crashing back as he looked at his gold watch and forced his professional mask back into place.
“Yes, of course,” he called back, his voice remarkably steady considering what had just transpired. “Give me a minute.”
He stood, smoothing down his suit jacket, but his eyes never left Millie’s face. “It’s time to get Lewis’s send-off started properly,” he said. “But Millie… think about what I’ve said. Tonight could be the night, if you want it to be.”
No one said anything further as we left his office. The transition from professional automotive launch to intimate leaving party happened surprisingly quickly. Within thirty minutes, the journalists had packed up their equipment and departed, clutching business cards and promises of exclusive access to the campaign photos. The photography crew dismantled their elaborate lighting setup, and the showroom gradually transformed back into its familiar space.
What remained was a core group of about ten people, mostly Matthew’s senior staff, a few key clients, and Lewis himself, looking both excited and slightly melancholy about his impending departure. The atmosphere shifted completely as Matthew’s event team wheeled in a pop-up bar and buffet, and the DJ began setting up his equipment in one corner of the showroom. We helped ourselves to some of the high-quality cold food as the party slowly got started.
“It’s party time,” Matthew announced as the first beats of carefully curated background music filled the space. “I hope you all enjoy the evening.”
The party had an intimate, almost exclusive feel that the earlier chaos had lacked. Fairy lights strung between the car displays cast a warm glow over everything, and the bar served proper cocktails rather than the champagne and canapés that had dominated the formal launch. Lewis moved through the small crowd with easy charm, accepting congratulations and well-wishes from colleagues who genuinely seemed to like him.
I found myself watching Millie as she navigated this new dynamic. She’d kept the dramatic makeup and stunning outfit from the photoshoot, and she drew attention wherever she moved. But there was something different about her now, a nervousness that hadn’t been there during the photo shoot.
“This is nice,” she said, appearing at my side with a fresh glass of wine. “Much more relaxed than this afternoon.”
“You did incredible today,” one of the guests told her, obviously meaning every word. “Those photos are going to be sensational.”
Before she could respond, Lewis appeared beside us, his easy smile directed primarily at Millie. “Mind if I steal your wife for a dance?” he asked, though he was already extending his hand toward her.
The music had shifted to something more uptempo, and I watched as Lewis led Millie onto the impromptu dance floor that had formed near the DJ setup. There was an easy chemistry between them that was impossible to ignore. The way she laughed at something he whispered in her ear, how naturally her body moved with his, the comfortable way his hand rested on her lower back.
After two songs, Matthew cut in with unsurprising smoothness, spinning Millie away from Lewis with a proprietorial confidence that made my pulse quicken. Watching her dance with my boss, the man who had started our journey, was both thrilling and unsettling. His hands lingered on her waist, their bodies moved closer together than strictly necessary, and I could see them talking quietly as they swayed to the music.
When she finally returned to my side, her cheeks were flushed and her breathing slightly elevated.
“Having fun?” I asked, trying to keep my tone light.
“It’s a lovely party,” she said, but her voice carried an undertone of something deeper, uncertainty, perhaps, or conflict. She took a long sip of wine before looking at me directly. “Jamie, can I ask you something? And I need you to be completely honest with me.”
The seriousness in her tone made me set down my drink. “Of course.”
She glanced around, ensuring we had relative privacy despite the music and conversation flowing around us. “Do you really, truly want me to have sex with someone else? Not just fooling around, not just what we’ve been doing, but actual sex. Going all the way.”
The directness of the question caught me off guard, even though I’d been thinking about little else since Matthew’s confession in his office.
“Because if I do that,” she continued, her voice dropping to an urgent whisper, “Doesn’t that make me a cheat? A slut? Won’t you see me differently afterwards? As someone who’s been… sullied? No longer chaste, no longer just yours?”
The vulnerability in her voice, the genuine fear beneath her question, made my heart clench. This wasn’t the confident woman who had commanded the photoshoot or danced with other men just minutes ago. This was my wife, struggling with the final unbroken boundary of our marriage.
“Millie,” I began carefully, trying to make sense, although I knew it didn’t. “If you did it because I wanted you to, because it brought us both pleasure, how could that possibly make you a slut? You’d be doing it for us, for our marriage, not — “
“I’m sorry to interrupt,” Lewis’s voice cut through our intimate conversation, his timing impeccable in its poor execution. “But Matthew says I can take the new Ferrari for a test drive before the night’s over. Thought you might want to come along, Millie? Get some air, see how she handles on the road?”
He stood there with keys dangling from his finger, his smile innocent enough, but something in his eyes suggested this was more than just a casual invitation for a drive.
Millie looked at me, the important conversation we’d been having left hanging in the charged air between us. The moment felt pivotal, as if her answer would determine far more than just whether she took a ride in a car.
“What do you think, Jamie?” she asked quietly. “Should I go?”
The weight of everything — Matthew’s suggestion that she fuck someone, the promised promotion, the new side of Millie I was just beginning to see, the unfinished conversation about what she was becoming — seemed to rest on my answer.
“Sure. Why not?” I heard myself say, the words coming out before I could fully process their implications. “It sounds like fun.”
Millie’s eyes searched mine for a moment, looking for some sign of what I was really thinking. Whatever she saw there seemed to satisfy her, because she nodded and turned back to Lewis with a smile.
“Alright then,” she said, her voice carrying that new note of confidence I’d grown to recognise. “Show me what this Ferrari can do.”
Lewis’s grin widened. “Awesome. I should do this now while I’m still sober. I need to be responsible about test-driving a quarter of a million-pound car, after all. Then I can properly enjoy the rest of the evening.”
I watched as he placed his hand lightly on the small of Millie’s back, guiding her toward the red Ferrari now waiting outside. She looked back over her shoulder at me once, and I caught something in her expression, excitement mixed with nervous anticipation, before they disappeared through the exit doors into the evening air.
The sound of the Ferrari’s engine roaring to life echoed through the showroom moments later, followed by the distinctive note of an expensive engine being put through its paces as they pulled away from the car park.
“Another drink?” Matthew’s voice came from beside me, though I hadn’t noticed him approaching.
“Please,” I said, accepting the whisky he offered. The amber liquid burned pleasantly as I took a sip, helping to steady my nerves.
Matthew waited until the growl of the engine had faded into the distance before turning to me with that knowing smile I’d come to recognise. “Good choice, letting her go.”
“Was it?” I asked, not entirely sure myself.
“Lewis is a good man,” Matthew said, his tone casual but loaded with meaning. “He’s leaving tomorrow, so there are no complications afterwards. And if I’m being honest…” He paused, taking a sip of his own drink. “I may have suggested to him that he take Millie along. I thought they might enjoy getting to know each other better.”
My pulse quickened. “What do you mean?”
Matthew’s eyes met mine directly. “Come on, Jamie. Don’t play dumb. It’s obvious. You’ve seen the way they look at each other. The chemistry when they were dancing. There’s a mutual attraction there that’s impossible to ignore.”
He was right. I just didn’t want to admit it. The easy way Lewis and Millie had moved together, the comfortable laughter, the way she hadn’t rejected his close proximity, it had been obvious to anyone paying attention.
“How long do test drives usually take?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.
Matthew swirled his whisky thoughtfully, his eyes still fixed on the exit door they’d left through.“That depends on how thoroughly they want to test the car’s… capabilities,” he said. “It could be twenty minutes. Could be an hour. I should ask you, while we’re waiting for them to return, once she’s back, I’d quite like to take a couple more photos of Millie with the other cars. Once this crowd thins out a bit and it’s quieter. Would that be okay?”
“More photos?” I asked, though part of me wasn’t surprised. The afternoon’s shoot had been incredibly successful, and Matthew’s appetite for showcasing Millie seemed insatiable.
“Just a few artistic shots with a couple of the other cars,” he said casually. “That red skirt and those heels would look stunning against the Lamborghini.” He paused, his smile returning. “And we need to finish off the conversation we were having earlier.”
Before I could respond, he clapped me on the shoulder. “I should go mingle with the staff, make sure everyone’s enjoying themselves. You look like you could use another drink. Go get one from the bar.”
He was right. I’d downed my whisky and didn’t even remember doing it. I made my way back to the pop-up bar, ordering a refill as the party continued around me. The DJ had shifted to classic 70s disco, and a few of the staff were dancing near the car displays. But all I could think about was that Ferrari disappearing into the night with my wife and another man.
I tried to distract myself by checking my phone, scrolling through social media, anything to avoid imagining what might be happening in that cramped sports car cockpit. The torture of not knowing was worse than any scenario my mind could conjure.
Finally, I found myself opening a text to Dean.
Crazy day at the showroom. Still working on the promotion. And something insane happened last night with Millie. Will fill you in later. Hope things are good with you.
Dean’s reply came back quickly: I hope the promotion comes in. Can’t wait to hear about last night. Drinks tomorrow night at pool, maybe? I was going to see Sarah tonight, but something came up. But yeah, everything’s good.
The response made me smile despite my current anxiety. At least something good was coming from all this chaos.
Ten minutes stretched into twenty, then thirty. Each minute felt like an hour as I nursed my drink and tried to engage in conversation with the remaining party guests. The crowd was gradually thinning as people made their excuses and headed home, leaving mostly Matthew’s core staff and a few lingering clients.
Just as my anxiety was reaching unbearable levels, I heard the distinctive roar of the Ferrari’s engine returning. Through the showroom’s glass walls, I watched as Lewis guided the car smoothly back into its parking spot, the headlights cutting through the evening darkness.
My heart hammered as I waited for them to emerge. When they finally did, Millie’s hair was slightly mussed from the wind, her cheeks flushed with excitement or something else entirely. Lewis looked satisfied, relaxed, his hand lingering on her lower back as they walked back toward the showroom entrance.
“How was the drive?” I called out as they rejoined the party, though my voice sounded strained even to my own ears.
“Incredible,” Millie replied, her eyes bright with what looked like genuine exhilaration. “That car is absolutely amazing. So much power.”
Lewis nodded enthusiastically. “She handles like a dream. Responsive to every touch.” There was something in the way he said it, the way his eyes met mine briefly, that made me wonder if he was talking entirely about the car.
“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” I managed, though my mind was racing with questions I couldn’t ask in public. What exactly had happened during those thirty minutes?
The music shifted to something slower, more intimate, as the party wound down around us. Most of the guests had departed, leaving just a handful of Matthew’s closest staff and Lewis, who was making the rounds, saying his goodbyes.
“Dance with me?” Millie asked, extending her hand toward me. There was something in her voice, a urgency, perhaps, or a need for connection after whatever had transpired during that test drive.
I took her hand, letting her lead me onto the makeshift dance floor. As we swayed together, I could smell her perfume mixed with something else, the leather scent of the Ferrari’s interior, maybe.
“Jamie,” she said quietly, her lips close to my ear as we moved. “I need to ask you again, and I need you to really think about your answer.”
I pulled back slightly to look into her eyes, seeing something there I hadn’t noticed before, a resolution, as if she’d made some kind of decision during that drive.
“Do you really want me to sleep with someone else?” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the music. “Not just oral, not just what we’ve been doing, but actual sex? Because if you say yes…” She paused, searching my face. “If you say yes, if it makes you happy, I’ll do it.”
My heart hammered against my ribs. The moment I’d been fantasising about for years was suddenly real, immediate, no longer just a distant possibility.
“Yes,” I said, the word coming out hoarse with desire. “God, yes, Millie. I want to see you with someone else. Properly. I want to watch you have sex.”
She nodded slowly, as if she’d expected that answer but needed to hear it confirmed. “Then there’s something I need to make absolutely clear,” she said, her voice taking on a firmness I’d rarely heard from her. “If I do this — if I go all the way with someone — it’s a one-time thing. Do you understand me? Never to be repeated.”
The intensity in her eyes made me focus completely on her words.
“This ten-day period that Matthew mentioned,” she continued, “I’ll do whatever you want during that time. But after tomorrow, after day ten, we go back to normal. I go back to being Millie the demure traditional wife, and you go back to being Jamie the devoted husband. No more games, no more suggestions, no more… exploring.”
The finality in her voice should have given me pause, but all I could think about was the promise embedded in her words, that she would do whatever I wanted during the time we had left.
“Do you understand?” she pressed, her grip tightening on my hand as we continued to sway to the music.
I looked into her eyes, trying to imagine going back to the way things were after everything we’d experienced, after seeing her metamorphose into this exploring, sexual woman. Part of me doubted it would ever be possible to return to the innocence we had before, but in that moment, with the lure of watching her get fucked so close, I would have agreed to anything.
“I understand,” I said, though even as the words left my mouth, I wondered if she really believed things could ever go back to normal after this.
Her smile was both relieved and determined. “Good,” she whispered, pulling me closer as the song continued. “Then I’ll do it.”
As we danced, I caught Lewis watching us from across the room, his expression unreadable but his attention focused entirely on my wife. Whatever had happened during that test drive, whatever had shifted in Millie’s thinking, I had the distinct feeling that the most important part of our evening was still to come as the song ended and the party ebbed to a close.
“Millie,” I said quietly, my voice carrying a mix of curiosity and nervous anticipation as we walked to the bar to refresh our drinks. “Did something happen between you and Lewis in the car?”
Her cheeks flushed deeper, and for a moment I saw a flicker of the old, uncertain Millie. She glanced around, ensuring we had relative privacy, then met my eyes with that direct gaze I’d grown to accept.
“Yes,” she said simply, her voice barely above a whisper. “Something did happen.”
My pulse quickened. “Tell me.”
She took a deep breath, her fingers unconsciously smoothing down her red mini skirt. “I was thinking about what you and Matthew said. About having sex with someone. So I… tested the waters with Lewis.”
“How?” The word came out rougher than I intended.
“I flirted with him, let my skirt ride up so he could see more of my legs. Undid another button on my blouse so he could get a better view of…” She gestured toward her partially exposed cleavage. “It worked. He pulled over about ten minutes into the drive.”
My mouth went dry. “And then?”
“He tried it on with me,” she said, her voice gaining confidence as she continued. “He started feeling my thigh, then he kissed me. I let him feel my breasts, let him rub the front of my panties through the fabric.”
The image of another man’s hands on my wife, of Lewis groping her tits and rubbing her pussy in the confines of a brand new luxury sports car, sent a jolt of arousal through me so intensely I had to steady myself with a hand against the bar.
“But I didn’t let him do anything more,” she continued quickly. “I told him I might be up for some fun, but I needed to talk to you first. I made him promise to be discreet, not to say a word to anyone. That I’d handle it when we got back.”
As she finished, I noticed Lewis across the room, nursing a drink while making conversation with one of the admin staff. He caught my eye briefly, and there was something in his expression, anticipation mixed with careful restraint, that confirmed everything Millie had just told me.
The party continued around us, the atmosphere growing more relaxed as the evening continued to wind down. The DJ had shifted to mellower background music, and the remaining guests seemed content to enjoy their drinks and conversation without the energy of the earlier celebration. Matthew moved through the small crowd with his usual executive charm, ensuring everyone felt appreciated while gradually steering the evening toward its conclusion, then approached us, two fresh drinks in his hands.
“It’s been a good party,” he said, offering us the glasses. “Lewis seems to thoroughly enjoy his test drive.” His eyes lingered on Millie with a knowing look. “In fact, I was hoping we might capture that energy in a few more photos after the party is done. Did Jamie tell you?”
Millie raised an eyebrow. “More photos?”
“Just a couple of promotional shots,” Matthew said casually, though his tone suggested this was anything but casual. “That outfit looks sensational against the Ferrari, and I think it’d look even better with the Lamborghini and the McLaren.”
He gestured toward the two cars positioned prominently in the showroom’s centre, the sleek red Lamborghini and the metallic silver McLaren, both gleaming under the dramatic lighting.
“We don’t have the professional lighting,” he continued, “But the camera on my phone is pretty good. I’m confident I could get some good shots.”
I watched Millie consider the request, noting the way her eyes moved from Matthew to the cars to Lewis, who was still watching our conversation with barely concealed interest. It felt like the pieces of whatever plan Matthew had orchestrated for tonight were falling into place.
“I guess,” she replied eventually. “It might be fun.”
The remaining guests filtered out over the next twenty minutes, offering final congratulations to Lewis and thanks to Matthew for the excellent event. Soon, the showroom felt dramatically different, the bustling energy replaced by an intimate quiet that seemed strange with the music gone.
After the DJ took down his rig and the caterers left with the bar and food, just the four of us remained in the showroom: Matthew with his phone ready, Lewis next to him, suggesting ideas for poses, Millie standing beside the gleaming red Lamborghini, and me watching it all unfold with a mixture of anticipation and disbelief.
“Perfect,” Matthew said, holding up his phone. “The lighting is actually better now, more natural, less set up.”
Millie hesitantly positioned herself against the Lamborghini’s sleek curves, one hand resting on the hood, her body angled to complement the car’s aggressive lines, as Lewis directed.
“Beautiful,” Matthew murmured, capturing several shots. “Now, Millie, would you mind undoing those buttons again? Just like this afternoon, but maybe… a little more this time?”
Her fingers moved to her white blouse without hesitation, undoing the buttons she’d refastened earlier. First one, then another, the fabric parting to reveal more of the smooth valley between her breasts.
“More,” Matthew encouraged, his voice taking on that hypnotic quality. “Don’t worry. I won’t post any online that show too much.”
Millie’s hands continued their work, undoing button after button until her blouse hung completely open. The inner slopes of her breasts were fully visible now, the fabric barely clinging to her shoulders, held in place only by the black jacket she wore over it.
Lewis’s breathing had become audibly shallow, his eyes fixed on my wife with undisguised hunger. I found my own pulse racing as I watched her embrace this new level of exposure with growing confidence. Then Millie surprised us all by shrugging the black jacket from her shoulders entirely. It pooled at her feet, leaving her in just the completely unbuttoned white blouse that now hung open like a frame around her bare breast, her stiff nipples poking through the thin fabric.
“Jesus,” Lewis breathed, the word escaping before he could stop himself.
Matthew’s phone clicked frantically as he captured every angle, every pose. “Incredible, Millie. But I think…” He paused, his voice dropping to that persuasive tone that had gotten us all to this point. “You could go further.”
“What do you mean?” she asked, though her voice suggested she already knew.
“Show us your beautiful breasts fully,” Matthew said simply. “Take the blouse off. Let’s get some really sexy shots.”
“What?” Millie said, her voice carrying a note of concern mixed with excitement, “Wait… these photos… they’d be just for you, right? No internet posts, no sharing with clients or magazines?”
“Absolutely,” Matthew assured her, though his eyes never left her partially exposed form. “These are purely for my collection. And for the fun of it.”
She nodded, seemingly satisfied with his assurance, then her brown eyes moved from Matthew to Lewis to me, seeking some final confirmation.
I managed a nod, not trusting my voice.
With deliberate slowness or hesitation — I couldn’t tell which — Millie let the white blouse slide from her shoulders completely, leaving her topless under the white LED lighting above us. Her breasts hung perfectly, proudly before her, smaller than some might prefer, but beautifully shaped, her nipples hard from the cool air of the showroom.
“Wow,” Matthew whispered, his phone working overtime to capture every angle. “Now, perhaps… lean over the car? Rest your hands on the hood?”
Millie complied, bending forward over the Lamborghini’s sleek crimson surface. The position emphasised the curve of her ass, the arch of her back, while the car’s metallic paint reflected the image of her tits hanging down above it.
“This is so much fun,” Matthew continued, moving around her to capture different perspectives. “I’m not going to lie, I’m getting a hard-on from taking these photos. What about if we went a step further and you slip out of the skirt?”
“You want to see me in just my panties,” she said, not as a question but as a statement of fact.
“I want to capture a woman who’s completely unashamed of her own beauty,” Matthew replied smoothly. “A woman who owns her sexuality completely.”
Lewis had moved closer, his breathing ragged as he watched my wife think it over. The tension in the room was electric. Then Millie took a deep breath and nodded. The zipper of the red mini skirt made a soft sound as she slowly pulled it down, the fabric loosening around her hips. She paused for just a moment, her eyes finding mine across the showroom, and I saw something there, a final check, a last chance for me to stop what was happening.
I said nothing.
She let the skirt fall to the floor, pooling around her black heels, then stood there in nothing but her lace panties, every curve and line on display for the two men watching her.
I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. My wife, completely topless, nearly naked, letting Lewis see everything. The same Lewis who had touched her in that Ferrari, who had felt her breasts and rubbed her through her panties. Now he was seeing her almost completely exposed, his eyes drinking in every inch of her with lust in his eyes.
“Beautiful,” Matthew murmured, his phone clicking constantly, taking more photos. “You know, you may as well go all the way now.”
“I know,” Millie said quietly, her voice steady despite the enormity of what she was about to do. Her thumbs hooked into the waistband of her black panties, and with one last glance my way, she pushed them down over her hips, past her thighs, letting them fall to join the skirt at her feet.
She was completely naked now except for her black heels, her body fully on display. The triangle of dark hair between her legs, her perfectly shaped breasts, the smooth dip of her waist.
Lewis made a sound that was almost a groan, his restraint clearly pushed to its absolute limit.
Matthew lowered his phone, his eyes burning with satisfaction. “Lewis told me what happened in the car during the test drive,” he said, his voice changing slightly to something more speculative.
Millie’s eyes widened slightly, but she didn’t move to cover herself. I couldn’t believe how bold she was being. “He did?”
“Mmhmm,” Matthew continued, moving closer. “Does Jamie know you kissed him, let him feel your breasts and pussy?”
I felt a jolt of jealousy mixed with intense arousal. “She told me, yes.”
“Lewis told me how you stopped him before things went too far,” Matthew went on, his voice taking on that hypnotic quality. “How you said you might be up for some fun, but you needed to talk to Jamie first.”
Millie’s breathing had become visibly deeper, her tits rising and falling as she stood there, still completely exposed, refusing to cover herself.
“Well,” Matthew said, his smile predatory and knowing, “Here we are. You’ve talked to Jamie. What was the outcome?”
The tension in the showroom was electric as Millie stood there, staring at him for a long moment. Then she turned to face me directly, her eyes searching mine with an intensity that made everything else fade into the background.
“Jamie,” she said, her voice steady but carrying the weight of everything we’d built toward. “Do you really want to watch me fuck someone else?”
The directness of the question, asked while she stood there completely exposed with two other men watching her every move, sent a jolt of pure desire through me.
“Yes,” I said, my voice hoarse with want. “Yes, I do.”
She held my gaze for another moment, then turned toward Lewis, who had moved even closer, his breathing shallow and rapid as he took in her naked form. “Do you want to have that fun I mentioned in the car?”
“Yes,” he replied immediately, without hesitation, his voice thick with desire. “Absolutely yes.”
Millie’s lips curved into a knowing smile, then she looked toward Matthew, who had been watching the exchange with predatory satisfaction.
“So where do we do this?” she asked, her voice carrying a practical note that somehow made the situation even more surreal. Here was my wife, standing naked and asking where she should have sex with another man while I watched.
Matthew glanced around the showroom, his executive mind already calculating logistics. “I could arrange a hotel room,” he offered, his voice carrying that smooth professionalism even in this charged moment. “Somewhere more comfortable, more private.”
But Millie shook her head immediately, her naked body trembling slightly, whether from the cool air or anticipation, I couldn’t tell. “No,” she said firmly, her voice carrying an urgency that surprised us all. “I don’t want time to think and talk myself out of this. I want it now, while I’m excited and horny.”
The raw honesty in her admission sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. This was my wife, standing completely naked, admitting her desire so directly that it left no room for doubt or hesitation.
Matthew’s smile widened with satisfaction. “My office then,” he said, gesturing toward the glass-walled space that overlooked the showroom floor. “It has everything we need.”
He led us across the polished tile floor, our footsteps echoing in the tense silence. Millie walked between Lewis and me, and the surreal nature of it all felt like something from a fevered dream.
Matthew’s office wasn’t perfect for what we were about to do, but it was spacious enough, with floor-to-ceiling windows that looked out over the showroom. His large walnut desk dominated one side of the room, its polished surface reflecting the soft ambient lighting. Against the far wall sat a plush red leather sofa, the kind of expensive furniture that spoke volumes about Matthew’s taste for luxury.
“This will do,” Matthew murmured, closing the door behind us. The click of the lock seemed to echo with finality in the enclosed space.
Millie stood in the middle of the office as Lewis moved closer to her, his eyes drinking in every detail of her naked form. “Millie,” he said softly, his voice thick with desire. “Are you sure about this?”
She turned to face him, her eyes bright with determination and unmistakable arousal. “Don’t make me question myself,” she replied, reaching out to touch his chest through his shirt. “I don’t want talking out of this. I just want you. Now, before I change my mind.”
The words hung in the air as Matthew settled into his executive chair behind the desk, positioning himself for the perfect view of what was about to unfold on his red leather sofa, as Lewis’s hands found my wife’s waist and pulled her closer.
As Millie’s hands moved to Lewis’s shirt with deliberate purpose, her fingers working the buttons with growing confidence, I realised in that moment, that there was no turning back. The final boundary of our marriage was about to be crossed, and everything that came after would be forever changed. I watched, transfixed, as she peeled the fabric away from his chest, revealing the toned physique that had caught her attention from the beginning. His dark skin seemed to glow under the office’s ambient lighting, every muscle defined and hard.
I found myself settling into one of the leather chairs facing the sofa, my heart hammering as Lewis’s hands roamed over Millie’s naked back as she continued undressing him, her fingers now working at his belt buckle. When she finally freed him from his trousers and shorts, I got my first clear look at Lewis fully naked. His body was impressive, lean but muscular, his dark skin unmarked and smooth. But it was his cock that drew my attention, and I felt a complex mix of relief and disappointment. He wasn’t huge like Shaun. In fact, he was fairly average in length, perhaps similar to my own dimensions, though noticeably thicker around the girth.
What struck me most was how different he looked from what I’d expected. His entire body was completely shaved, giving his skin an almost polished appearance under the lighting. His cock stood fully erect, the shaft noticeably darker than the rest of his skin, with prominent veins running along its length that emphasised just how hard he was.
“I’m going to fuck you so good,” Lewis murmured, his hands cupping Millie’s face as she stood before him, both of them completely naked now in the soft glow of Matthew’s office.
Millie’s response was to pull him closer, her body pressing against his as they kissed with increasing passion. I could see her hands exploring the unfamiliar territory of his physique, learning the contours of another man’s body while Matthew and I watched in charged silence.
Lewis’s hands moved to Millie’s shoulders, gently but firmly guiding her down onto the red leather sofa. She went willingly, lying back against the cushions and her legs fell slightly apart, so we all could see her pussy to the full, the small triangle of dark hair she kept neatly trimmed, her pink slit glistening wet already.
“Let me taste you first,” Lewis murmured, his voice thick with desire as he positioned himself between her thighs.
Millie’s breathing quickened as he lowered his head, his dark hands spreading her legs wider to give him better access. When his tongue made first contact, she gasped sharply, her back arching off the leather.
“Oh God,” she breathed, her hands fisting in the sofa cushions as Lewis worked his tongue over her clit. I watched, mesmerised, as he explored her folds and swollen bud with obvious skill while she writhed beneath him, until, after several minutes of this exquisite torture, Millie pulled at Lewis’s shoulders. “Please,” she gasped. “Let me taste you too.”
They switched positions, Lewis settling back against the sofa while Millie knelt between his legs. She took his thick, dark cock in her hands, stroking the prominent veins before taking him into her mouth. The contrast was striking, her pale hands against his darker skin, her lips stretched around his girth as she worked to accommodate his thickness.
Lewis groaned as she sucked him, her technique now confident after her experience with Shaun the night before. She worked him with increasing intensity, getting him slick and fully hard, preparing him for what was to come.
When she finally pulled back, they both moved toward the inevitable moment. She settled on the sofa, legs open, and Lewis positioned himself between them, the head of his cock pressing against her entrance. But just as he began to push forward, Millie’s hand shot up to his chest, stopping him.
“Wait,” she said breathlessly, her eyes finding mine across the room. “Jamie… are you sure? Really, truly sure? Because once this happens…”
The weight of the moment crashed over me. This was it. The last chance to stop this from happening. My wife was asking for my permission to let another man penetrate her fully, to give him what had been mine alone before today.
“Yes,” I said, my voice rough with emotion and desire. “I’m sure, Millie. I want this.”
She held my gaze for another heartbeat, then nodded to Lewis. “Okay,” she whispered. “Do it. Fuck me.”
Lewis pressed forward slowly, and I watched my wife’s face transform as only her second penis ever began to fully penetrate her. Her eyes widened, then fluttered closed as she adjusted to his thickness, so different from the familiar feeling of me inside her.
“Jesus,” she breathed, her hands gripping his shoulders as he worked deeper. “You feel so different… so thick…”
The emotional impact hit me like a physical blow. This was really happening. My wife was being penetrated by another man, experiencing sensations I couldn’t give her, feeling pleasure from someone else’s cock. The jealousy was there, sharp and immediate, but underneath it was something else, a dark, intoxicating arousal that made my entire body throb with need.
“Oh my God,” she moaned as he began to move inside her, establishing a rhythm that had her arching beneath him. “Fuck. This is amazing… Fuck me, please, Lewis.”
They began to move together on the sofa, Lewis’s dark body contrasting beautifully with her pale skin as he pulled out, then thrust into her, making her cry out. Then again, with increasing intensity each time. The leather squeaked beneath them as he began to fuck her properly, her hips moving in time to meet each thrust.
After several minutes, Lewis pulled out and helped her to her feet. “The desk,” he said roughly, guiding her toward Matthew’s walnut workspace.
Millie bent over the polished surface, her hands braced against the wood as Lewis positioned himself behind her. This new angle allowed him to penetrate even deeper, and her cries of pleasure echoed off the office walls as he took her with renewed intensity.
“Look at her,” Matthew murmured from his chair, his voice thick with arousal. “She looks so fucking good getting dicked down properly, doesn’t she?”
The view was intoxicating, my wife bent over another man’s desk, being fucked from behind while I watched, her face a mask of pure ecstasy like I’d never seen before.
But Lewis wasn’t finished with position changes. He lifted her onto the desk, laying her back against the cool wood surface, then gripped her legs and lifted them high, opening her completely to him as he drove into her ruthlessly with deep, powerful strokes.
“Yes!” Millie cried out, her back arching off the desk as he hit depths that made her entire body shudder. “Right there… don’t stop…”
The sight of her legs wrapped around his waist, her body stretched out on Matthew’s executive desk while another man fucked her so thoroughly, was almost too much to bear. Every thrust brought fresh sounds of pleasure from her lips, sounds I’d never heard her make with me.
Finally, Lewis lay back on the desk, his dark body gleaming with perspiration, and Millie climbed up, straddling him as she lowered herself onto his thick cock once more. This position gave her control, and she used it, riding him with abandon as she chased her own climax.
“I’m going to cum,” she gasped, her movements becoming more frantic, more desperate. “Oh God, Lewis, I’m going to cum on your cock.”
When her orgasm hit, it was unlike anything I’d ever witnessed from her. Her eyes rolled back, her entire body convulsed, her cries of pleasure filling the office as waves of sensation crashed over her. She rode through it all, taking every moment of pleasure Lewis’s cock could give her.
As she finally began to come down from her high, Lewis’s breathing became more laboured, his own climax approaching rapidly. “Millie,” he gasped, his hands gripping her hips. “I’m close… I’m going to cum too…”
She looked over at me, her face flushed with satisfaction and exertion. “Jamie,” she panted, still moving on top of Lewis. “Where do you want it? Inside me, like a real lover? In my mouth like with Shaun? Or on my pussy like with Dean?”
The choice was mine how this ultimate fantasy would end, how this transformation would be completed. The power of that decision, after watching my wife be thoroughly claimed by another man, was intoxicating beyond measure.
“You’re on birth control,” I said, my voice hoarse with arousal and emotion. “I want it inside you, Millie. I want him to fuck you completely. Like you’re his.”
Millie’s eyes darkened with desire at my words. She looked down at Lewis beneath her, her body still joined with his as she made her own decision.
“I want that too,” she breathed, her voice carrying a hunger I’d never heard before. “Lewis… I want you to cum inside me. Fill me up.”
Lewis’s response was immediate. His hands gripped her hips with renewed intensity as he began thrusting up into her with a force and rhythm that took my breath away. The power behind his movements was incredible, harder than I’d ever be able to manage, his athletic body driving into her with a raw masculinity that had her crying out with each impact.
“Yes!” Millie gasped, her head thrown back as she braced herself against his chest. “Harder… just like that.. Cum deep in my pussy.”
Matthew and I watched, completely enraptured, as Lewis took my wife with an intensity that bordered on aggressive. The desk shook beneath them with each powerful thrust, the sound of their bodies coming together echoing through the office. Millie’s moans grew higher, more desperate, as Lewis pushed her toward another climax while chasing his own.
“I’m going to do it,” Lewis groaned, his movements becoming more erratic, more urgent. “I’m going to shoot my load deep inside you.”
“Do it,” Millie commanded, her voice breaking with pleasure. “Cum inside me… I want it so bad…”
Lewis’s final thrusts were devastating in their intensity, his entire body tensing as he reached his peak. I watched my wife’s face transform as she felt another man’s cum flooding into her, filling her in a way that completed her metamorphosis from faithful wife to something entirely different.
“Oh God, yes,” she whispered, her body shuddering as she felt him pulsing inside her. “That’s it, I can feel it…”
When Lewis finally stilled beneath her, they remained joined for a long moment, both breathing heavily as they came down from the high of their climaxes. Finally, Millie lifted herself off him, Lewis’s cock sliding out of her with a wet sound that seemed to echo in the charged silence.
What I saw next was burned into my memory forever. As she stood beside the desk, Lewis’s cum began to dribble out of her, thick white streams running down her inner thighs. Her pussy was pink and swollen, the lips puffy and glistening in a way I’d never seen before, evidence of how thoroughly she’d been fucked, how completely she’d been stretched and filled by another man’s superior size and strength.
The silence that followed was thick and charged, broken only by the sound of our heavy breathing. Millie stood there beside Matthew’s desk, Lewis’s cum still glistening on her thighs. The weight of what we’d all witnessed seemed to press down on the room.
Lewis, still lying on the desk where Millie had left him, let out a breathless laugh that cut through the tension. “Well,” he said, his voice still rough from exertion, “I have to say, this beats the hell out of that test drive as a send-off gift.”
The comment broke the spell, and despite everything, we all found ourselves laughing, nervous, charged laughter that released some of the overwhelming intensity of the moment.
“Christ,” Matthew said, his voice thick with arousal as he watched Millie, “That’s the horniest thing I’ve ever witnessed in my life.”
I tried to respond, to say something that would acknowledge what had just happened, but no words came. My throat felt constricted, my mind reeling with a storm of conflicting emotions. Pride, jealousy, arousal, regret, they all crashed together in a chaos I couldn’t untangle.
Lewis began gathering his scattered clothes, pulling on his underwear and jeans with the easy confidence of someone completely comfortable with what had just occurred. “I should get your original clothes,” he said to Millie, his eyes still drinking in her naked form. “The ones you arrived in. They’re still in the changing area from earlier.”
As he headed for the door, Millie turned to Matthew, the skin of her body still damp with sweat and flushed from the sex. “You know,” she said, her voice carrying that new sultry confidence, “You can fuck me if you want. Right now.”
Matthew moved toward her immediately, his hands cupping her face as he pulled her into a long, deep kiss. I watched my wife respond to him, her body pressing against his suit-clad form, and felt another jolt of that complex mix of arousal and something darker.
When they finally broke apart, Matthew’s smile was predatory. “We’re still only on day nine,” he said, his voice carrying a promise that made my stomach clench. “Day ten is tomorrow, and I’m planning something very special for it. I’m sure you can wait until then.”
The words hit me like a physical blow. Day ten. Tomorrow. Something crashed over me with sudden, devastating clarity. Matthew had orchestrated all of this from the beginning, hadn’t he? The promotion, the challenges, the gradual escalation, Lewis being here tonight when the models cancelled. Had any of it been coincidence, or had I been manipulated from that very first conversation about wanting to see my wife with another man?
The man I’d trusted, the boss I’d looked up to, had been playing a game far more complex than I’d understood. And I’d handed him my wife, my marriage, my entire life to use as pieces on his game board.
I just wanted to get Millie home. To reclaim her, to somehow find some way back to what we’d been before all this started. The need was desperate, overwhelming every other thought.
Lewis returned then, carrying Millie’s original clothes, the simple jeans and sweater she’d worn to the showroom hours earlier, back when she was still the woman I’d married rather than this hotwife who’d just let another man fill her with his cum.
“That was fun,” Lewis said, his eyes moving over Millie’s still-naked form with obvious appreciation. “Your pussy’s so tight, Millie. And your tits are fucking perfect.” He shook his head in wonder. “And you know how to fuck, surprising to say you’ve only been with Jamie.”
The dirty talk, the casual way he discussed my wife’s body and the sex they’d just had, made my stomach twist. I looked around Matthew’s office, the desk where she’d been taken, the sofa where it had started, the very air that still seemed to carry the scent of their sex, and wondered if I’d ever be able to work here again. How could I sit in meetings in this space, knowing what had happened here? How could I look at Matthew’s desk without seeing my wife’s body stretched across it?
At least Lewis was leaving tomorrow. At least I wouldn’t have to face him every day, wouldn’t have to make small talk with the man who’d just fucked my wife while I watched. The thought was the only comfort I could find in the chaos of my emotions.
But Matthew would still be here. Matthew, who apparently had plans for day ten. Matthew, who’d just kissed my wife and promised her something special.
The transformation he’d orchestrated was complete, but I was beginning to realise that the game was far from over.
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Home and Heart - Private Thoughts 
I can still feel Lewis inside me. The soreness between my legs, the way my pussy is still swollen and tender from how thick he was, how hard he fucked me on Matthew’s desk. Jamie’s never made me feel like this, physically marked, claimed, thoroughly used.
I let another man fill me with his cum while my husband watched. I begged for it. I told Lewis to fuck me harder, and he did, harder than Jamie ever could. The way I rode him, grinding down on his cock until I came so hard I nearly blacked out. That wasn’t the woman I was nine days ago.
Can you undo something like that? Can you go back to being the demure wife who blushed at dirty jokes after you’ve straddled another man and felt his seed dripping out of you? After you’ve tasted two different cocks in two nights, swallowed one man’s cum and taken another’s deep inside your pussy?
I don’t think you can. I think some doors, once opened, can never be closed again.
The worst part? I don’t want to close them. Even now, hours later, I’m wet thinking about it. About Lewis’s hands on my ass, pulling me down harder onto his thick shaft. About the way Matthew watched, promising me it’s his turn tomorrow on day ten.
I’ve crossed a line I can never uncross. And God help me, I’m already anticipating crossing the next one.
With love and lust,
Millie Grace, but no longer demure.






  
  Afterword


Well… and breathe. 
If you’ve made it this far, thank you. Thank you for sticking with Millie and Jamie through what has been their most intense and transformative chapter yet. Writing the culmination of Millie’s journey from a demure wife to the woman she became in that office was an incredible experience, and I hope you felt every moment of it.
Now, I have something to confess. When I first started writing this story, I genuinely believed it would be a trilogy. However, as I wrote this book and explored the complex new dynamic between Millie, Jamie, and Matthew, I realised that their story deserves more space to breathe. To do Millie’s journey justice, and to give these characters the ending they deserve, I decided I couldn’t rush it.
So, I’m thrilled to announce that there will be one final book.
The fourth and final volume of Millie and Jamie’s story will be coming at the end of August, and it will pick up right where we left off—with Matthew’s promise of what he has planned for Day 10.
Thank you again for your amazing support. I can’t wait to share the conclusion with you.
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