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Foreword




Hello there, my wonderful loyal readers! 

Well, this is a bit different for me, isn’t it? After spending the last few months crafting my sci-fi trilogy Cheat Codes—exploring the dark possibilities of memory-erasing technology in the near future and how it might affect relationships and desire—I found myself craving something completely different. Something more... grounded, I suppose.

Don’t get me wrong, I absolutely loved writing about that world where people could simply delete their painful memories, like Eternal Sunshine of the Spotless Mind but with a much more erotic twist. There’s something fascinating about exploring how technology might change the way we experience love, jealousy, and sexual awakening. But after all that near-future speculation and the psychological complexity of characters who could literally rewrite their own histories, I was ready to come back to the here and now.

I wanted to return to what originally drew me to writing: the slow burn erotica. The careful exploration of human desire and the delicate dance of relationships pushed to their limits, but without any technological shortcuts or memory manipulation. The hotwife genre has always fascinated me because it’s about so much more than just the physical—it’s about trust, communication, fantasy, and the courage to explore parts of yourself you never knew existed.

Ten Days is my love letter to that slower, more psychological approach to erotica. No memory-erasing technology here, just real people navigating very real desires in very real situations. It’s about a traditional wife discovering that tradition doesn’t have to mean limitation, and a husband learning that love sometimes means letting go—and remembering every moment of it.

I hope you enjoy Jamie and Millie’s journey as much as I enjoyed writing it. Book Two is already in the works, so don’t worry—you won’t be left hanging for too long.

Happy reading!

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


Home and Heart





A blog by @DemureMillieGrace 



I never set out to be a “trad wife.” I simply fell in love — with my husband, my children, with our home, with the quiet joy of building a life filled with simple, beautiful things.

Choosing a traditional path wasn’t about rejecting the modern world. It was about embracing what feels most natural to me: pretty dresses, cosy kitchens, home-cooked food, handicrafts, fresh flowers in a vase, grown in our own garden, the feeling of belonging to something bigger than myself.

I love the aesthetic, too — the vintage aprons, the polka dot dresses, gingham fabric, frilly things, the timeless elegance of the happily devoted wife tending to a home with both mind, body, soul and heart.

Some might say my life is small. To me, it’s limitless. Every meal cooked, every cake baked, every shirt folded, every soft kiss pressed to his lips at night... These are the quiet, extraordinary things that stitch our life together.

There’s a sweetness in submission when it’s freely given — a power in gentleness, a kind of beauty that runs deeper than appearances.

Here’s to simple days, steadfast hearts, and the beautiful life we’re still building, one tender moment at a time.

They say life is full of unexpected turns. I say the truest adventures are the ones you take hand-in-hand, with trust and a full heart.

With love and tradition,

Millie








  
  

Chapter one

The Accidental Slip





Matthew Darbold arrived at precisely three o’clock, his silhouette filling our front doorway and making me feel, for a moment, like I was hosting royalty instead of my new boss. For some reason, here at my house, he seemed taller than he was in the showroom — maybe six-three—with the kind of broad, athletic build that suggested his navy blazer was likely custom-made. His hair was thick and dark, streaked with distinguished silver at the temples, and his jaw was clean-shaven, his skin tanned as if he spent weekends sailing or golfing. He held out a bottle of wine—Château Margaux, the gold-embossed label glinting in the afternoon sun — a bottle that probably cost more than our monthly grocery bill. 

“Congratulations, Jamie,” he said, his voice smooth and deep, just a trace of amusement in it. “Your first big sale deserves something special.”

I took the bottle, trying not to look as awestruck as I felt. “Thank you, Matthew. That’s… incredibly generous.”

He stepped inside, pausing to take in our hallway — the rustic wood floors, the neat row of shoes, the framed family photos. The house was filled with the scent of roast beef and rosemary, and I felt a surge of pride at how welcoming Millie had made everything look.

“This is a beautiful house,” Matthew said, his gaze lingering on the wildflowers that Millie had picked this morning from the garden, sitting in a pink ceramic jug on the sideboard, the soft light spilling across the hallway rug. “It feels so… warm and cosy, for want of a better word. I can see why you wanted to celebrate here, instead of at my favourite restaurant.”

Before I could answer, my wife appeared at the kitchen doorway, wiping her hands on a pale blue apron. She was the picture of classic femininity — short and softly curvy, her figure a perfect hourglass in a vintage-inspired dress of cream and faded pink roses. The fabric hugged her waist, flared gently over her hips, and the neckline dipped just enough to hint at the soft fullness of her breasts without ever crossing into immodesty. Her brown hair fell in loose, shiny waves to her shoulders, a few strands escaping her clip to frame her heart-shaped face. Her skin was creamy and unblemished, cheeks flushed from the oven’s heat, and her brown eyes were wide and bright, framed by thick lashes.

She smiled, and I saw the effect it had on Matthew — a subtle pause, a flicker of genuine appreciation in his eyes. “Welcome, Matthew. It’s a pleasure to meet you. I hope you’re hungry.”

“I am, and if the house smells half as good as it looks, I’m in for a treat,” he replied, his tone warm but respectful.

Millie laughed, a soft, musical sound. “I know you offered to take Jamie and me out, but I wanted to cook for you. I love to share our home with friends and family.”

We moved into the dining room, sunlight pooling on the white tablecloth, the table set with my grandmother’s china and Millie’s best silverware. She’d arranged more wildflowers, a cacophony of colour, in the centre, and everything looked as if it belonged in one of her Instagram photos — inviting, elegant, full of love. I watched as she opened and poured the wine, her hands steady, her smile sweet but just a little shy. I knew how much she wanted to impress Matthew, not for herself, but for me and my new job.

As we sat down, Matthew complimented the way Millie had arranged everything. She blushed prettily, pink staining her pale cheeks, her pride and modesty shining through, and I felt a swell of love watching her — my wife, my muse, my best friend. And when she slipped away to quickly change out of the apron and bring out the food, Matthew leaned towards me, his voice low.

“Millie is absolutely beautiful,” he murmured, reaching out and squeezing my shoulder firmly. “You’re a lucky man.”

“I certainly am,” I nodded, then took a sip of the rich, red wine. “Wow. Thanks for this, Matthew. It’s delicious.”

He smiled, then turned back to Millie as she returned with a hostess trolley full of food.

“Do you need any help?”

“Not at all,” she smiled sweetly. The beef was already carved, the delicious aroma rising into the air with the steam swirling from the hot meat.

“You two have a lovely home,” he said, his voice warm and genuine. “There’s a real sense of comfort here. I can see why you’d rather host than go out.”

Millie blushed, smoothing her skirt as she took her seat beside me. “Thank you, Matthew. I love making a house feel like a home. It’s a bit of an obsession, really.”

“So I understand. I was going to ask about that.” He smiled at her, a spark of curiosity in his eyes. “And you have children, right? Jamie mentioned them at work.”

I nodded. “Two. Ethan and Grace. They’re with Millie’s sister this afternoon, so we could actually have a grown-up meal for once.”

Matthew chuckled. “Smart move. How old are they?”

“Five and three,” Millie answered, her voice soft but proud. “They keep us busy, but they’re wonderful.”

“And how long have you two been married?” he asked, leaning in, elbows on the table, genuinely interested. I’d only been working at the luxury car showroom that he owned for a few weeks, so he was keen to get to know us better.

“Seven years this summer,” I replied, glancing at Millie. She gave me a sweet, almost shy smile, her fingers brushing mine under the table.

“High school sweethearts,” she added. “Well, sixth form, technically. Jamie was the only boy who ever made me laugh so hard I cried.”

“You’ll have to tell me more sometime,” my boss smiled. “I enjoy a good love story.”

I found myself relaxing a little. Matthew was charming, but not overbearing. He had a way of putting people at ease, and not only in the showroom. He turned his attention back to Millie, his tone shifting just slightly, a note of genuine curiosity threading through. “Going back to your ‘obsession’. Jamie mentioned you have a hobby. You’re an online influencer. What’s that about?”

Millie’s cheeks coloured, but she didn’t shrink from the question. “I run a blog — Home and Heart. And an Instagram and TikTok, too. I share recipes, homemaking tips, little moments from our family life. It started as a way to keep in touch with friends and family, but it’s grown a bit. I suppose I just love celebrating the simple things. The joys of home, marriage, motherhood.”

Matthew nodded, his gaze thoughtful. “Interesting. So much online life is about showing off, but from what Jamie tells me, your focus is more on what really matters.”

She smiled, her eyes shining. “That’s the hope. I like to think of myself as a ‘Trad Wife ’ but not in a performative way. I just… love this lifestyle. And I want other women to know it’s okay to choose it, if it makes them happy.”

Matthew swirled his wine, then looked at Millie with a thoughtful smile. “I’m a little out of touch with all these modern labels, I have to admit. So, I’m not sure I really understand what a ‘Trad Wife’ is. I’ve seen the term floating around online, but what does it actually mean?”

Millie’s cheeks coloured a little, but she held his gaze. “It’s short for ‘traditional wife.’ For me, it means embracing the things that used to be considered old-fashioned — homemaking, nurturing, putting family first. I love being a mother and a wife, making things comfortable for Jamie, cooking, looking after my husband and our children. It’s about being gentle and feminine, and sometimes even a bit submissive, but by choice. Not because anyone makes me.”

Matthew nodded, his dark brows furrowing with genuine curiosity. “Isn’t that a bit at odds with what’s expected of women these days? I mean, you hear so much about feminism and independence. Some people might say that what you’re describing is… a step backwards, even… misogynistic.”

Millie smiled softly, her hands folded in her lap. “I understand why people might see it that way. But for me, it’s about freedom — the freedom to choose what makes me happy. I support equality, absolutely. But real feminism, to me, is about having the right to choose your own path, even if that path looks traditional. I’m not oppressed, and Jamie doesn’t expect me to be anything I’m not. I like being his wife, serving my husband. I like letting him lead sometimes. But it’s always my choice.”

Matthew’s eyes lingered on her face, as if weighing her words. “That’s actually… refreshing. My ex-wife used to say she wanted to be independent, but what she meant was being able to do whatever she wanted behind my back.” He grinned, a little ruefully. “She ended up running off with the gardener. I should’ve spent more time tending to my roses and less time tending to the showroom.”

Millie laughed, but with empathy, her eyes crinkling. “Was he at least a good gardener?”

“Oh, he was good,” Matthew deadpanned, and we all laughed, the tension melting away. “Too good. Even though he spent more time in my bed than he did the flower beds.”

“Ah,” Millie giggled, putting her hand to her mouth to stifle her laughter.

He leaned back, regarding Millie with open admiration. “I’ll have to check out your blog, then. Maybe I need to find myself a trad wife too. It sounds like she’d be less likely to cheat than my last one.” His tone was light, but there was a glint of something more in his eyes.

Millie blushed, but I could see the pride in her posture. She really was beautiful — her soft brown hair catching the light, her skin glowing, her eyes warm and gentle. There was a sweetness to her that drew people in, and yet, also a quiet confidence that made her irresistible.

The rest of dinner passed in a warm, easy blur. Conversation flowed — some talk about work, but more about us and our life together and then some about him, his failed marriage, the way he’d built the business from nothing. As Matthew got to know us with his charming and confident manner, more jokes flowing easily, Millie was radiant, her laughter soft and genuine, her eyes shining as she moved between the table and the kitchen, tidying away the dinner plates, topping up glasses and making sure everyone had enough to eat and drink.

Later, as the sun dipped lower and the meal wound down, the front door creaked open and my best friend, Dean appeared, poking his head into the dining room. He paused when he saw Matthew, but grinned, all easy swagger and rough charm. “Sorry, didn’t know you had company,” he said, glancing between us.

Matthew stood, stretching. “No worries, I was just heading out. Thanks again, both of you. Next dinner’s on me.”

“Dean, this is my boss, Matthew Darbold.”

“We’re celebrating Paul’s first big sale at the showroom,” Matthew explained as he took Dean’s offered hand, shaking it firmly.

Dean gave me a look, raising his eyebrows, then nodded at Millie, his eyes lingering for just a second longer than usual. “Congrats on the big sale, mate.”

“It wasn’t just one car, but a fleet. BMWs. Top of the range.” Matthew lingered in the hallway, his hand resting on the doorframe as Millie thanked him again for coming. He looked at her with that same enchanted smile he’d worn all evening. “Thank you again for a wonderful meal, Millie.”

She ducked her head, cheeks flushed with pride. “You’re welcome, Matthew. And don’t forget—you promised to check out my blog. Home and Heart. I’m @DemureMillieGrace on Instagram and TikTok, too.”

He grinned. “I’ll look you up tonight. Maybe I’ll learn a thing or two.”

I followed him to the door, and as he stepped outside into the cool evening air, he smiled, a little slower this time. “Honestly, Jamie, you’re an incredibly lucky man. Millie could have any man she wanted. She’s stunning.” The compliment hung in the air, bold but not crude, and I felt a strange mix of pride and something darker, more electric, stirring inside me.

Millie appeared at my side. I hadn’t realised she’d followed us. She bit her lower lip shyly, tucking a stray lock of hair behind her ear. “Thank you, Matthew. That’s very kind.”

Matthew glanced at me, then back at her, lingering just a moment longer. “See you at work tomorrow, Jamie. Bye, Millie.”

I watched him go, the door clicking shut behind him, then turned to see Dean hovering in the hallway. My mechanic friend looked a little out of place in his oil-stained jeans and battered boots, but there was an urgency in his eyes that made me pause.

“Hey, mate,” he said, lowering his voice, “Can I grab you for a sec? It’s… kind of important.”

Before I could answer, the front door opened again and blonde-haired Andie swept in, the kids tumbling after her, full of post-babysitting energy. “Hey, you two! Hope dinner went well!” Millie’s sister called, juggling backpacks and lunchboxes as Ethan and Grace darted past her.

“Hey, Andie. Thanks for wrangling them,” I said, ruffling Ethan’s hair as he barrelled by. Millie was already kneeling to hug Grace, her laughter soft and sweet, the picture of perfect motherhood.

I gave Dean a nod and we slipped out onto the front step, the cool evening air a relief after the warmth of the house. He pulled out his phone, glancing around to make sure no one was listening.

“So, uh, I was online earlier,” Dean began, a sheepish look crossing his face. “And, well… a post of Millie’s came up on my TikTok.”

I smirked, trying to lighten the mood. “Didn’t have you pegged as a TikTok guy, mate. Next, you’ll be telling me you’re doing dance challenges.”

He snorted, but didn’t smile. “Nah, nothing like that. I just go on there for the funny memes and stuff. But… you need to see this.” He handed me his phone, thumb positioned over the play button. “She posted it this morning. Making dinner, talking about the roast and the guest of honour tonight. She’s wearing this, uh, pretty flimsy blouse.”

I watched, my stomach tightening. There was Millie, her voice bright and cheerful as she chopped herbs at the counter, the camera propped up at just the right angle. She turned to reach for something and, for a split second, the blouse gaped open. There it was. A flash of pale skin, the curve of her breast, all of it, her pink nipple — there for all to see — then gone in a blink, but unmistakable.

Dean cleared his throat, trying to make light of it. “Sorry, but… yeah. I figured you’d want to know. I know how Millie is — she’s, you know, proper. Not prudish, but you know what I mean. She’d be mortified if she knew, right? That’s why I’m telling you and not her. I didn’t want to embarrass her.”

I watched the video again, my thumb trembling just a little as I replayed that fleeting, forbidden moment — Millie’s blouse gaping open for just a second, the soft curve of her tit and the dusky pink of her nipple exposed for anyone to see. Dean, still beside me, cleared his throat and shook his head, trying to keep it light. “I always knew you married a stunner, but damn. If it cheers you up at all, she’s got a fantastic pair.”

I shook my head and forced a laugh, my voice a little tight. “Yeah, thanks, Dean. She has.”

He took a deep breath, watching with me as I played it for a third time. “Anyway, I figured you’d want to know, before half the internet gets an eyeful.”

“I’ll go and tell her once Andie’s gone home,” I handed him the phone back. “Get her to take it down. Thanks for the heads-up.”

He clapped me on the shoulder. “No problem, mate. How did dinner go with the boss?”

“It was great,” I nodded, but I wasn’t really listening. My mind was elsewhere, on the video.

”Anyway, I’ll let you get back inside,” Dean slid the phone into his pocket. “See you tomorrow night for pool? We have the match against the Red Lion, remember?”

“Wouldn’t miss it,” I said, managing a grin. Our pool team was important to Dean, his favourite hobby, even though he wasn’t a great player.

Dean disappeared with a wave back into the night, while I lingered outside for a moment, pulling out my phone and finding the TikTok video. I watched it again, unable to believe what I was seeing. He was right. She was going to be embarrassed, but I had to tell her. However, when I stepped inside, Andie was still there, making no immediate move to leave, chatting with Millie as the kids tumbled around her legs. I greeted her, tousled Ethan’s hair again, and tried to act normal, all the while the secret burned in my pocket.

By the time Andie left, it was bedtime chaos — pyjamas, teeth brushing, hugs, bedtime stories. Millie was in full mum mode, her hair falling loose around her face as she cuddled the kids. I watched her, my mind flickering back to that video, the accidental flash, the innocence of her smile as she talked to her followers, completely unaware of what she’d exposed.

I should have told her right then, but I didn’t. The longer I waited, the more the guilt tangled with a dark, pulsing thrill. Every minute that video stayed up, there was a chance another man — some stranger — would see what was meant to be just for me. The thought made my cock ache, shame and excitement twisting together in my gut.

When we finally made it to bed, Millie slipped into one of my old T-shirts—thin, soft, falling to the tops of her thighs. She curled up beside me, bare legs brushing mine, the outline of her curvy breasts visible through the cotton. I stared, my mind racing. How many men had seen her now? How many had paused, rewound, zoomed in, just like I had?

She caught me looking and smiled, sleepy and sweet. “What?” she murmured.

“Nothing,” I said, my voice thick. “Thank you for making Matthew so welcome. You’re just… beautiful. You know that, right?”

She blushed, ducking her head. I reached for her, unable to resist, my hands sliding up under the shirt, cupping her warm, heavy breasts. She gasped, her nipples pebbling against my palms, and I kissed her hard, need surging through me.

Her tits were full and firm as I pushed the shirt up, lifted it over her head. I tugged down my shorts, my rock-hard cock bursting out eagerly and she didn’t resist, welcoming me as I got between her warm, soft thighs and took her hungrily, rolling her beneath me, pushing into her with a desperation I couldn’t explain. I looked down, between her legs, enjoying the sight of my shaft penetrating her delicate pink slit, visible beneath the small, tidy triangle of soft dark hair between her legs.

She moaned, clinging to me, her legs wrapping around my hips as I settled on top of her.

“I’m yours,” she sighed, then groaned as I pushed deeper, burying all of my cock inside her tight, wet pussy. “I love you, Jamie.”

“I love you, too.”

Our lips connected and I lost myself in her softness, her innocence, the knowledge that tonight she was mine — even as my mind replayed that forbidden image of her naked breasts, over and over, wondering who else might be watching it, wanting, desiring her the way I did.

After I’d fucked her hard and fast until I shot my load deep inside her, I lay awake, guilt and satisfaction warring inside me. I watched Millie’s face, her eyes closed, content, happy, satisfied, her head on my chest. She was so beautiful. I knew I should tell her. I would, but not yet. Not tonight, but in the morning. For now, I just let the secret burn in my heart until I fell asleep.







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







