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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
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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?”
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