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      Thank you for picking up this book. It means a great deal that this next chapter of Jamie and Millie’s story has found its way into your hands, and I hope you enjoy spending time with them as their journey continues.

      This book carries some of the biggest turning points of Jamie and Millie’s story so far. The choices made here matter, the consequences matter, as the emotional weight of everything finally hits home.

      So thank you again for reading, and I hope this book gives you everything you came for.

      I’ll see you at the end of the story,

      Paul

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Taking The Leap: You Deserve It

          

          Home and Heart

        

      

    

    
      A blog by @DemureMillieGrace

      Dear readers,

      Sometimes the most memorable moments begin with a small break in routine.

      A woman can spend years doing things the proper way. Taking the same route home, making supper at the appropriate time, saying the sensible thing when the sensible thing is called for. There’s comfort in that. Real comfort. But every now and then, something stirs. A thought, a chance, a little spark of recklessness.

      And if she’s brave, she follows it.

      Not far. Not into anything foolish. Just far enough to notice how it feels to step outside the usual pattern for a little while. To do something she might once have dismissed as not for her. To choose curiosity over caution, if only for one evening. To let herself be surprised by her own heart.

      I think there’s a difference between carelessness and courage. One ignores the consequences. The other understands them, prepares for them, then goes ahead because the moment matters.

      We spend so much time trying to be sensible that sometimes we forget how good it feels to be a little less certain. To loosen our grip. To trust that one small risk won’t undo everything, but might teach us something new.

      Perhaps the most interesting parts of life begin exactly there, at the edge of the ordinary.

      Yours in curiosity and quiet courage,

      Millie Grace
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      Karen was at the reception desk when I came through, coat already on, keys in hand.

      The redhead looked up. “Leaving early? Should I be jealous?”

      “I’m meeting some friends for coffee,” I said. “Nothing exciting. Callum’s got the floor. He knows where I am if anything comes up.”

      “Friends,” she repeated, raising a finely drawn eyebrow that was darker than her hair. “I didn’t know you had any.”

      “Someone as charming as me?” I pushed the door open, grinning at her. “How rude. This is why you’re not a saleswoman. Leave the sales to Callum.”

      “No promises,” she called after me.

      Outside, the January cold had softened slightly, enough that the walk to the car was almost pleasant. I texted Millie as I unlocked it. On my way. Ten minutes. She replied immediately with a thumbs up and nothing else, which meant she was already out of the house and probably closer to town than I was.

      I pulled out of the car park and joined the mid-morning traffic, which was light enough that my mind had nothing to do but wander.

      It went straight where it always went lately.

      The night Millie had her one-night stand.

      I’d been parked outside the Marriott, watching the lobby with a painful erection, too wired to sleep while waiting, too aware of what was happening up on the fourth floor to think about anything else. When she’d finally appeared through the glass doors, hair loose, makeup smudged, heels in her hand, I’d felt something I still hadn’t entirely found the right word for. Not relief, exactly. Not jealousy. Not pure arousal. Something that was a blend of all three and burned hotter than any of them.

      She’d got in the car, and I’d set off home after short sentences punctuated by sexy silences, but we only made it as far as a nearby darkened road, where we stopped and fucked, unable to wait until we got home.

      She’d told me the details, sitting in the dark in a layby. Then more later, lying in bed, the lights off, her voice quiet and steady. Everything. And I’d listened, and she’d watched my face while she talked, checking in, the way she always did. Then we fucked again.

      I’d called Sophia the next morning while Millie was on the school run. Told her it had gone well.

      Well, Sophia had said, and I could hear the satisfaction in it. I’d hoped so. Come and see me on Thursday, Jamie. I have some thoughts on where we go from here.

      Thursday was now tomorrow. She’d be at the showroom by ten, and I’d already told Karen to hold all calls during the meeting.

      Then there was Kate. I hadn’t heard from her since that night on her doorstep, since she’d told me about her sister, what she knew and what she’d threatened to do with it. Kate had said she’d handle it. I believed her, mostly. She was the most capable woman I’d ever met in my life. If anyone could shut that situation down quietly, it was her. But it sat in the back of my mind all the same, a worry that I could do without.

      And then, somewhere above amongst all of this, there was Daniel.

      Millie had arranged dinner with him for tomorrow night. She’d told me over breakfast yesterday, matter-of-fact, pouring Grace’s orange juice with one hand and holding her phone with the other, like it was something she’d been thinking about carefully and had then simply decided. Which, knowing Millie, was exactly what it was.

      I’d said yes. Of course I had. She’d looked at me the same way she always did, checking that I meant it, and I did. I just hadn’t quite got used to the idea yet. I’d been initially reluctant to her seeing an ex—her only ex—albeit one she’d only wanked off, not had full sex with.

      I found a space on the High Street, fed the meter, and walked the last two minutes to the Black Sheep Café.

      Millie was already outside, standing near the door with her hands tucked into the pockets of her long coat, dark hair loose around her shoulders. She looked up when she heard me coming, and the smile she gave me was hers, not the trad-wife camera smile, just the real Millie one, and a touch nervous-looking.

      “You’re late,” she said.

      “Fashionably so.”

      “Still.” She nodded toward the window. “I think they’re already in there.”

      
        * * *

      

      The café was warm and smelled of roasted beans and tempting pastries. It wasn’t too busy, a few free tables dotted around the room, people working on their laptops, shoppers enjoying an afternoon treat. It was one of those trendy places with its exposed brick walls, mismatched chairs, and the effort put into looking effortless.

      Millie spotted them first, a small squeeze of my arm guiding my eyes to the right corner.

      A guy stood up and waved. He was mid-twenties, with light brown hair pushed back from his face, warm brown eyes, and an easy, open smile. He was good-looking, tall without being imposing, and the fitted grey jumper he was wearing suited him well.

      I raised a hand back, and we started across the room.

      Then I registered the woman sitting next to him, and promptly walked into a chair.

      She was blonde, with long hair falling past her shoulders in soft waves that Millie spent forty minutes trying to recreate on special occasions. Slim, long-necked, full lips, high cheekbones, dark lashes. She was, without any exaggeration, one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen in real life. She wasn’t overly made-up or overdressed. She was just naturally, almost unfairly, stunning.

      And I was very aware that I was staring.

      I looked at Millie. Her shoulders were drawn up slightly, her smile fixed a fraction too carefully. She really was nervous. Her trad-wife persona and her Sinner Minnie alter ego both disguised it so well that I sometimes forgot a naturally shy Millie was still there underneath, but here it was.

      “Hi!” The guy stepped forward, hand out. “Jamie? I’m Jordan. This is Daisy.”

      His handshake was firm and enthusiastic without turning into a competition. Daisy stood as he said her name. She was taller than I’d registered from across the room, and she moved with a gracefulness that added to her sexiness.

      “Hi,” she said. Her voice was warm, a little low. She shook my hand, then turned to Millie with a smile that reached her eyes. “Millie. It’s so lovely to finally meet you. Jordan’s been telling me all about you.”

      Millie smiled back. “You too. Sorry, I’m—“ She laughed softly at herself. “I’m better at this on the internet, in front of a camera.”

      “We love the internet stuff,” Jordan said, pulling out a chair for Millie automatically as if it was something he always did for everyone. “Honestly. Home and Heart got me through about three weeks of being single when Daisy was first doing her placement. The lemon chicken recipe alone. I’ve made it about four times since.”

      Millie blinked, genuinely caught off guard. “You did? Do you enjoy cooking?”

      “Out of the two of us, I’m the stay-at-home one.” He said it without any embarrassment, a plain fact. He returned to his seat when we were all sitting down. “Daisy earns the money, I keep the house running. It works for us.”

      I looked at Daisy, who raised an eyebrow in quiet confirmation.

      “I work in law,” she said. “Currently studying for my master’s, which is as joyful as it sounds.” Her full lips curved. “Jordan works too, from home, but he enjoys being the home keeper. He calls it being a Modern Husband.”

      “That’s right. So, I feel like we have things to talk about right away,” Jordan said to Millie, leaning forward on his elbows. “Modern Husband, Trad Wife. We’re different sides of the same coin.”

      Millie’s shy smile shifted into something warmer and more relaxed. “Yes,” she said, something visibly settling in her. “I think we might be.”

      We ordered drinks and cakes, and did the usual dance of polite small talk. I told Jordan about the showroom — the Porsches, the Ferraris, the clients who came in knowing exactly what they wanted, and those who wanted me to spend forty minutes convincing them that they weren’t being pretentious buying a hundred grand car. He told me he worked from home, freelance illustration, mostly commercial stuff with the occasional personal project squeezed in around the edges. It didn’t compare with Daisy’s income, he said, but it was something he loved doing, and she supported his passion.

      I tried to pay attention. Daisy kept looking at me. Or I thought she was. She had a way of holding eye contact for a moment longer than usual, calm and direct, and every time I told myself I was imagining it, she did it again. I focused on my flat white. I focused on Jordan. I found reasons to look at Millie, who had relaxed considerably and was now talking with her hands, always a good sign.

      Daisy asked about the children. Millie’s face lit up immediately.

      “Sweetpea and Sunbeam,” she said, then laughed. “That’s what I call them online. Ethan and Grace, in real life. He’s six, she’s four. He’s obsessed with anything with wheels, she’s currently going through a phase of refusing to wear anything that isn’t pink.”

      “Aww. They sound perfect,” Daisy said, and she meant it. There was something briefly unguarded in her expression.

      Jordan reached across and touched her hand gently. “We’re thinking about it,” he added. “Starting a family. Not quite yet, but soon.”

      “We want to do a bit more… living… first,” Daisy said, her eyes moving from Millie to me and back again. “Fully explore this new side of ourselves that we’ve discovered, while it’s still just the two of us. Then we can settle down properly.”

      The table went quiet for a second, not uncomfortably. It was the first time any of us had referenced the real reason we were here. Millie picked up her coffee cup, brought it to her lips, but didn’t drink from it immediately.

      “So, how long have you two been...” she started.

      “Exploring?” Jordan supplied the word she was trying to find.

      “Yes.” Millie smiled. “That.”

      Daisy leaned forward slightly, and I made a reasonable effort not to notice how good her modest breasts looked as they touched the edge of the table.

      “We only started exploring before Christmas, actually,” she replied. She glanced at Jordan with a small smile. “But we’ve learned quite a lot about ourselves in a short space of time.”

      And just like that, we were talking about sex.

      “Us too,” Millie said, surprised. “It all happened in just a couple of weeks, the end of November into December.”

      “I figured as much,” Jordan said, looking between us, “From what I read on your Sinner Minnie blog. Although I didn’t know if you’d done things you haven’t shared. It sounds like you’ve been taking it slow. We did, at first, but then…”

      Daisy laughed, low and genuine. “Jordan, don’t show off.”

      “It’s true.” He wasn’t embarrassed about it. “We went from zero to sixty in a month.”

      “It was ten days for us, but we’ve only probably hit… thirty?” I chuckled.

      Millie smiled at me. “How did you start?” She asked, leaning forward now, the last of her shyness gone.

      Jordan and Daisy exchanged a look, the silent negotiation of two people deciding how much to share and in what order. Daisy went first.

      “Our neighbours,” she explained. “We recently moved, and it turned out the couple next door were swingers. And then it turned out they weren’t the only ones on our street. There’s a whole little community of them, right there in our cul-de-sac.” She shook her head slightly, still faintly disbelieving. “Then we learned our best friends are in the lifestyle, too. That’s when we realised that it’s more common than you think. People you think you know, quietly living this completely different life that we knew nothing about.”

      “Your neighbours,” Millie said. “And your friends, too? Wow.”

      “I know.” Daisy wrapped both hands around her Americano mug. “Once you know, it’s hard not to be curious. And we were more than curious. It’s something I’ve studied, something we’d already talked about between ourselves, but it felt like this abstract thing, something other people did. Then suddenly it was right there on our doorstep, literally, and it didn’t look abstract at all. It looked very normal. Like normal people who were having more fun than we were.”

      “What made you so curious?” I asked. “Some people would run a mile.”

      Jordan answered that one. “Daisy, mostly. I’d always been interested in the idea, but Daisy shut it down. She had her reasons.” He looked at her, leaving it to her to pick up or not.

      She picked it up without hesitation, which told me she’d made peace with it.

      “My parents,” she said. “My mum cheated on my dad for years. Serially. It was a mess, it damaged everyone, them, me, my brother, and growing up in the middle of that leaves a scar. I was curious about other men, had always been curious, but there was this voice that told me wanting that made me like her.” She paused. “It took me a long time to understand that the difference between what she did and what Jordan and I do is consent. She lied and cheated. We’re not going to do that.”

      The table was quiet for a moment. Millie nodded slowly. I could see her processing every word.

      “I had different baggage,” Millie said softly. “I’d only ever been with Jamie. He was my first, my only. And my whole identity was built around being a traditional wife. Faith, home, family. The idea that I might want other men felt like a betrayal of everything I thought I was.”

      “What changed?” Daisy asked.

      Millie glanced at me. “We had some outside help. Jamie’s ex-boss was experienced in the lifestyle. He saw something in Jamie, then in me, and basically created situations that eased us into it, step by step. It sounds strange when I say it out loud.”

      “It doesn’t,” Jordan said.

      “He had a plan, a ten-day, step-by-step plan. Each new sexual thing we tried pushed Millie’s boundaries forward,” I said. “Which was
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