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  Lost Opportunities & New Beginnings: Why It’s Never Too Late


Home and Heart 
A blog by @DemureMillieGrace
Sometimes life hands us golden opportunities, and for whatever reason, we let them slip by. Maybe nerves got the better of us, maybe timing wasn’t right, or maybe we just didn’t realise how much we’d want that moment once it was gone. I can’t be the only one who’s looked back and thought, “What if I’d actually said yes to that invitation, taken that trip, or taken that job opportunity?”
But here’s something I’m slowly learning: sometimes, if we’re lucky, life gives us second chances. They might not look exactly the same (they rarely do!), but when they come around, they can spark something new in us. Fresh opportunities to be brave, to discover what we missed before, or to finally see a side of ourselves we thought had passed us by.
So here’s to letting go of regret, welcoming the unexpected, and remembering that it’s never too late to chase a little excitement or say yes to something (or someone!) just a little bit outside our comfort zone. Who knows, maybe that missed chance wasn’t a dead end, but just the beginning of something even better.
When was the last time you let yourself try again?
Yours in persistence and faith,
Millie Grace






  
  Chapter one
Not Over Yet


Lewis paused in the doorway before he left, his hand lingering on the frame as he glanced back at Millie one last time. “Thank you, Millie,” he said softly, low and sincere. “For a fantastic evening.” She smiled, flushed and breathless, and made him promise that, no matter what, he would be discreet. To never tell a soul what happened here. He met her eyes steadily, the weight of that promise clear. “You have my word,” he assured her before stepping out, the glass office door clicking shut behind him. 
The silence that followed was awkward, so many things hanging between the three of us. Matthew had returned to the seat behind his desk, his eyes locked on Millie as she stood near the glass windows looking out onto the sales lot. Without a word, he slid a box of tissues across the desk toward her. She caught it silently, her fingers trembling as she reached out to clean herself up, wiping away the last of Lewis’s semen from her pussy and thighs. The musky scent of sex lingered in the air.
I stayed rooted near her, my body aching with a mix of desire and something darker, an unsure sense of unease buried inside. I had come here tonight expecting some excitement, but what had occurred had shaken me and left me in doubt of everything. Matthew wasn’t just my boss anymore, the boss with an agenda to help me see Millie have sex with another man. Now I saw him as the puppeteer behind every move, controlling, deliberate, a man who played with people like pieces on a board. I didn’t know why I was suddenly seeing everything differently. Perhaps it was the fact that Millie had taken that final step. That she’d fucked someone.
My wife straightened, slipping into her clothes, underwear first, then the jeans and sweater she’d arrived in, unhurried, yet deliberate, knowing Matthew was still watching, still seeing her body. I felt the hunger rising, the desire to take her back to the home we shared, away from this place where she’d just lost her innocence. My voice caught softly as I spoke. I cleared my throat and started again, but Millie interrupted me before I could form the words I wanted to say.
"I've never done anything so spontaneous, so exciting in my entire life," she breathed, her voice barely hiding her exhilaration. Millie turned toward us, finally fully dressed, her brown eyes still sparkling with a wildness that I’d seen too many times tonight. "I hope you both enjoyed watching. You did, didn’t you?"
Matthew’s eyes glinted, and he nodded smoothly. "Oh, yes," he said, his tone appreciative but controlled. "Yes, Millie... I did. Watching a married woman fuck someone else is… Incredibly arousing to me."
Heart pounding, I managed my own affirmation, unable to lie even though I was feeling that pungent cocktail of desire and regret. "I did. But I can't wait to get you home," I said, trying to keep the negative side of my emotions from my voice. "To show you exactly how much I enjoyed it in my own way."
Millie’s gaze softened, acknowledging the promise, yet something flickered in her expression, something more profound than just lust.
Matthew straightened behind his desk, his usual calm authority regaining its place. "Yes. Go home now. Take some time to enjoy each other privately, to process what happened tonight," he said, voice steady. "But know this, I’ll be calling you first thing tomorrow morning. Tomorrow is Day Ten and I… we… have unfinished business, Millie.”
“We could finish it tonight,” Millie smirked at him, giving him one last chance to change his mind about not fucking her tonight, right here, right now.
“Good things come to those who wait.” As he spoke, I caught a subtle movement, his hand slipping into one of his desk drawers. I leaned in slightly, curious, but the angle hid the object from view. Something golden gleamed briefly, just out of reach of my sight. What did he have planned for tomorrow?
“If you’re playing hard to get,” Millie slipped her hand into mine, and together we turned toward the exit. “It’s working.” Then, with a last look over her shoulder, she tugged me through the office door and away from Matthew.
Walking through the showroom’s dimly lit expanse, I couldn’t stop myself from looking around again, half expecting the polished floors, the sleek cars under soft spotlights, the Ferrari, to look different. Of course, they didn’t. Everything was the same, but now, this was the place where everything changed between Millie and me. Would I ever see this showroom the same way again? The question lingered as we stepped into the cool night, the door closing softly behind us.
“Are you okay?” Millie asked, her breath clouding in the cool night air.
“I’m fine,” I reassured her, forcing a smile. “I just want… need… to get you home.”
The tension between us didn’t ease during the taxi ride home. Millie leaned close, her fingers brushing lightly against my thigh before drifting upward, tracing the outline of my cock through my trousers. When she tried to free me, I caught her hand, holding it gently but firmly.
“Not now,” I whispered firmly. “I don’t want... to do what you did with Matthew. I just want to get you home, get Andie out of the way, and remind you exactly who you belong to.”
She looked up at me, those dark eyes sparkling with that mischievous, sultry gleam that always made my heart race. A low giggle escaped her lips, and the warmth of her excitement made my cock stiffen in my pants.
“Good,” she breathed. “I can’t wait.”
My hand found hers, entwining fingers as the taxi cruised through the darkened streets. She leaned into me and, despite her perfume, I realised I could still smell the scent of sex on her. Lewis’s sweat mixed with hers, the tang of his cum.
By the time the taxi pulled up outside, Millie was practically vibrating with excitement, her hand still wrapped tightly in mine. The house was quiet except for the faint glow from the living room. Andie was on the sofa, curled up with her head tipped back and eyes closed, but she stirred when we came in, brushing a strand of hair away from her cheek.
She squinted at her phone, then up at us, bleary-eyed but smiling. “Hey, you two,” she yawned. “Kids are out cold. Grace wanted you to tuck her in, but she was snoring before I finished her story.”
Millie squeezed my hand, and I could see the afterglow hadn’t left her face. She crouched beside Andie, lowering her voice in a mock-whisper. “Thank you, sis. So they didn’t give you any trouble?”
“Not a bit. Ethan fell asleep after his bath, and Grace just wanted two stories instead of one. Easy money.” Andie looked at the clock, stifled another yawn, and stretched.
“You can stay over if you want,” Millie said. “There’s no sense driving back so late. The spare room is all made up for you.”
Andie shook her head, blinking herself awake. “Nah, I’m shattered, but I’ll head home. I can’t keep staying here. The kids will think Auntie Andie is living here now. I’ll just grab a cab. Shaun’s working, so I might actually get some sleep.” She grinned, then tilted her head, watching us with that knowing look she always got after a big night out. “So, how did it go? Millie told me about her last-minute modelling shoot, and I saw your live stream.”
I glanced at Millie, curious to see how she’d spin it. Last night, she couldn't wait to tell Andie every detail, no matter how private. Tonight, she only gave a slight, casual shrug. “Yeah, it was good. It went well. I did a few shots in that gold dress, and then, you know, just chatted to people. We ended up staying late for a staff leaving party.” She stopped there, fixing a smile to her face. No mention of Lewis. No hint about Matthew. Nothing about what had actually happened in that office. But why? What had changed?
Andie’s brow lifted, a tiny frown of suspicion, as though she knew Millie was holding back, but she didn’t push it. She slid her shoes on, took her bag from the armchair, and gave us a tired smile. “Well, sounds like you made a night of it. Let’s see what the photos look like before you decide you’re retiring from blogging to become a full-time model, yeah?”
Millie laughed, the sound a little too big, a little forced. “I don’t think that’ll be happening any time soon, as much fun as it was.”
I watched her, trying not to stare. Why was she suddenly playing things so close to her chest? 
Andie gave both of us a quick hug, told me I’d done more than enough work lately, and so to sleep in, if my boss would allow it, then disappeared into the chilly darkness, her footsteps fading down the drive until Millie closed the front door softly behind her.
For a moment, Millie just stood there, back pressed to the door. I waited, letting the quiet settle between us. We were home, back to our safe space, our ordinary life. But nothing about tonight felt ordinary at all.
Millie finally turned, her brown eyes meeting mine, full of everything she wasn’t saying. “Do you want any supper… or should we…?” Her eyes flicked up the stairs.
I reached for her hand again. “I’m not hungry,” I said, as eager as she was. “Not for food, anyway.”
She nodded, not saying a word, and let me lead her up the stairs, two at a time, both of us excited for what came next. Upstairs, the hallway was dark and still, our footfalls hushed by the carpet. I watched Millie in the faint glow from the always-on bathroom light as we stepped into the darkened bedroom, enjoying the sight of her jeans slipping from her hips, the sweater lifting over her head, her breasts and upper chest flushed still from earlier. When she tossed aside her bra and kicked off her panties, I took a moment to appreciate how beautiful she was. Lewis was the latest man to see her naked, but she was still mine.
When she leaned back on the edge of the bed, I stepped between her knees, running my hands along her thighs. Her skin felt as impossibly soft as it always did, but when my fingers slid higher, I could feel the difference, the tell-tale stickiness of his dried cum, the cool wetness between her pussy lips, where Lewis had been not so long before. My heart hammered harder, a mix of jealousy and raw hunger curdling in my gut.
I pressed my palm between her breasts and pushed her gently back onto the covers. “Spread your legs for me,” I ordered hoarsely, feeling a need to be commanding, to let her know who she belonged to. She obeyed, spreading for me with a confidence that wasn’t there just a few days ago. I saw it then, her delicate pink folds still glistening, just a hint of redness around her pussy, the fine dark hair matted with cum, the unmistakable signs that she’d been recently fucked. And fucked well. For a second, I just stared, awestruck and jealous.
My cock throbbed painfully, pressed tight against my boxers. I wanted to taste her, to see if there was anything of him left. For a moment, I hovered above her, drawing my fingers along her inner thighs, then slipped one slowly inside. She gave a soft gasp, her hole giving way easily, still stretched from where Lewis had been. That made something in me twist, painfully sweet, and I couldn’t help but imagine, with shame and excitement, what she must have felt as he pushed into her earlier.
“Still sensitive?” I asked, voice low.
She nodded, biting her lip, a flush spreading up her chest. “It feels… different. Good. But kind of sore.”
That admission undid me. I pressed forward, covering her mouth with mine, kissing her deep and rough, tasting everything she was. My hands roamed greedily over her breasts, savouring the firmness of them, squeezing and teasing her nipples as she gasped into my mouth. My need to reclaim her overrode everything else, every usually gentle instinct replaced by some animal need to mark her as mine.
I undressed rapidly, then rejoined her on the bed. When I finally pushed inside her, I felt it even more, the way she yielded so instantly, her pussy looser and cooler than usual, her pussy still carrying the traces of another man’s load. It was dizzying. My jealous side warred with the thrill of it: Lewis had stretched her out, made her ready for me, and here I was, taking her again, making her mine all over.
She dug her nails into my back, wrapping her legs around my waist, drawing me in deep. My thrusts were rougher than I intended, more desperate. Each stroke made the bed creak, made her gasp, and I couldn’t keep the words from spilling out. “Let me hear you,” I demanded softly. “Moan for me. Make the same noises you did with Lewis.”
She was giving herself up to it, hips rolling up to meet me, her expression lustful. But there was something in her eyes, a distance that made me wonder if she was thinking back, if she was comparing us. Was Lewis harder, rougher? Did she like it more? Was I enough for her?
The doubt twisted inside me, sharp and thrilling and agonising all at once. I wanted to erase the memory of anyone else from her mind, but I also wanted that memory there, to know exactly who I was taking her back from.
“Don’t think about Lewis,” I growled into her ear, pushing deeper, feeling my balls slap against her slick flesh. “I want to be the only thing on your mind.”
Her nails raked my shoulders. “I can’t help it,” she breathed, half-talking, half-moaning. “I can’t believe I had sex with someone else. But I want you, Jamie. Right now, only you.”
The words sent me over the edge, that raw edge of jealousy and desire taking over. I sat up, gripping her hips as I rolled her onto her stomach, then pulled her up on her knees. Millie gasped, glancing back at me, her hair falling in loose strands over her face.
I caught a fistful of her hair, tugging firmly, arching her back, and she moaned, loud and unashamed. I needed her like this: his cum was still inside her, she’d been his earlier, but now all of her, trembling and open, was mine again. I pushed into her from behind, driving deep, my hands hard at her waist, pounding at her like my marriage depended on it. Perhaps it did. The cool stickiness of Lewis only spurred me on. Every thrust was a claim, she was mine.
She took it all, pushing back against me, groaning as the headboard hammered the wall. My hand found her shoulder, fingers pressing deep, pulling her back onto me. “You feel so fucking good,” I told her. “My Millie. You’re mine.”
“Yours,” she panted, her voice catching with a sob as pleasure and shame tangled together. “I belong to you. Jamie, please... don’t stop.”
I gritted my teeth and pounded her harder, needing to believe it, needing to feel her give in completely. The thought of Lewis, of how his thick cock must have filled her, stretched her pussy, the way it must have felt, fucking her hard, burned me deeply. But now she was full of me, every inch thrusting into her.
“Cum inside me,” she begged, words ragged. “I need you to.”
That did it. A few more thrusts and I groaned, exploding deep inside her, emptying everything I had, holding her tightly until we were both shaking and spent, my cum mixing with whatever was left of Lewis’s.
Afterwards, I collapsed beside her, sweat cooling on my skin. She rolled over, breathing hard, her cheek pressed to my chest, planting a light kiss there before closing her eyes. The high began to fade, and in its place came those doubts, creeping in like shadows at the edges of the room. Was I enough? Did she judge my sexual performance, my cock, against his? Did she want him again? 
She was quiet for a while, sighing as her breathing slowed. Then she lifted her head, and in the dim light, I saw her eyes open, almost afraid. “Jamie... do you still love me?” she asked quietly, uncertainty like a chill in her voice.
My chest tightened, a new, fierce tenderness pushing my insecurities and jealousy aside. “Of course I love you,” I said, and I meant it. “More than ever. You’re still my Millie.”
She nodded, but didn’t look away. “Was it everything you dreamed it would be? Your fantasy of me having sex with someone else? I hope I was naughty enough. I wanted it to be... perfect for you.”
I kissed her hair, smiling softly, though a little twist of regret lingered under the words. “It was incredible,” I said, honest as I could be. “You were incredible. Seeing you with Lewis… It couldn’t have been better.”
She exhaled, relaxing a little. “It was good for me too.” She sighed as I traced her spine with my palm, wondering how to say what I needed to say now.
“Do you think,” I ventured, hearing the edge of hope and uncertainty in my voice, “Now that you’ve done it, now that I’ve seen you with another man... we can go back to normal? Back to just us?”
She didn’t answer straight away. Her gaze drifted to the ceiling, quiet. “The ten days aren’t over yet,” she said finally. Her voice was soft—unsure. “Matthew said it’s not finished until day ten.”
I repeated the words she’d said yesterday, forcing a playful tone but feeling suddenly tired. “Right. Ten days to do everything. But as you said, after day ten, everything goes back to normal. Right?”
She gave a tiny nod, almost too slight to see. “Okay,” she murmured, but I could hear in her voice that she didn’t quite believe it.
We didn’t talk any more. She curled in close, her body fitting so perfectly against mine, like it always did, and before long, we both drifted into a much-needed sleep, tangled together. And the last thing that crossed my mind before I slipped into dreamland was what Matthew had planned for tomorrow… and if I could stop it.
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  Some Doors Never Close


Home & Heart 
A blog by @DemureMillieGrace
(W.I.P. – For my eyes only: finish after everything is over. This is the “safe” version of the Lewis post.)
Hello, dear readers!
Tonight, I realised something about certain choices in life.
There are moments when you step across a line you never thought you’d cross. Before, you might have been the type to laugh shyly from the sidelines, to keep both feet firmly planted in the safe, familiar space. But then, one day, you take a leap. Someone dares you, or invites you, or simply offers you an open door — and curiosity pulls you through.
You experience something so intense, so unlike anything you’ve ever known, that it leaves a mark. Not one you can see in a mirror, but one you feel deep in your core. You know, without anyone telling you, that you’ll never be exactly the same.
They say you can always “go back” to who you were before. Maybe that’s true for some things. But I think there are some doors that, once stepped through, don’t swing shut again. Instead, they stay ajar, reminding you there’s more out there — more than you’d ever imagined — and now you’ve seen it, you’ll always wonder what else waits on the other side.
And maybe, just maybe, you start to realise that you’re not ready to close them at all.
With love and leaps,
Millie Grace






  
  Chapter two
One More Time


Ethan was halfway through his cereal, humming some little song to himself, while Grace sat at the table swinging her legs and picking at her toast. I sipped my coffee, and for a second, it almost felt like any other weekday morning. 
But the moment my eyes drifted to Millie, I knew it wasn’t. Her robe hung open just enough to flash some skin and stir the memories I couldn’t shake. My wife, bent over Matthew’s desk, Lewis behind her, filling her, pounding her until she begged for more. The ache that vision stirred conflicted with a feeling of morning regret in my gut.
I slid Ethan his lunchbox. “You all set for school, champ?”
He nodded, mouth full.
Millie caught my eye over the rim of her mug. Not a hint of guilt, just a content, satisfied glow. “Did you sleep well?” I asked quietly.
She grinned faintly. “Yeah… although I’m a little sore this morning.” She glanced away, sipping her coffee. “I’m not sure if it’s from Lewis or you. You haven’t made love to me like that for years, Jamie. Which is… good, right? It means what I did with Lewis lit a spark in you, maybe?”
I wasn’t sure if it was a question or a statement. She was right, but I didn’t necessarily want to admit to it. “I suppose.”
She stretched her legs under the table, brushing her bare toes against my shin. “So…” she added with a teasing smile, “I hope Matthew doesn’t want to do anything too crazy tonight. If you know what I mean?”
I frowned slightly. “So you still think he wasn’t satisfied… after what we did with Lewis?”
She gave me a look like I’d forgotten something obvious. “He’s definitely not satisfied. He’s wanted me since he first met me, Jamie. He told me yesterday. It’s Day Ten today, remember.”
I turned to rinse Ethan’s bowl so that I didn’t have to hold her gaze. She was counting down the hours for her moment with Matthew, and all I wanted was to get through today without him cornering me.
Millie got ready and headed out the door to take Ethan to school, taking Grace with her like always. After she’d gone, the house felt still, but my head was anything but. I finished getting ready for work, trying to distract myself with the news on the radio, but it didn’t work. By the time I pulled into the showroom car park, that dull knot of unease had planted itself deep in my gut.
It was Friday morning, the end of the week, and on the surface, everything looked exactly like it should. The morning sun beamed in through the glass frontage, the new Ferrari gleaming in its new spot, polished to within an inch of its life. A few of the staff out front having a laugh with one of the valeters. All so normal… except for the fact it wasn’t. Not for me. Not today.
I’d been hoping, quietly, stupidly, that Matthew might hold off on whatever he’d got planned for Day Ten. Just to give me time to figure out what I even wanted. The irony wasn’t lost on me: I’d been the one pushing for this from the start, encouraging Millie to do more and more, and now she was the one buzzing with excitement while I was suddenly wanting to slow down.
I glanced at that damn Ferrari again and, uninvited, a memory flared — Millie last night, posing naked right in this very spot, lit by the spotlights above, leaning against the bonnet, her skin glowing as she looked over her shoulder at me. I could practically smell the faint trace of her perfume, hear the click of Matthew’s phone camera. My cock twitched in my pants, and I had to adjust myself to get comfortable.
“Jamie.”
The voice snapped me back. Matthew was standing in the doorway to his glass-walled office, a curled finger beckoning me in. My stomach dropped.
I stepped inside, and that’s when I noticed we weren’t alone. A guy I didn’t recognise sat across from the desk, mid-thirties maybe, tidy suit, short dark hair, all smiles but the slightly wary kind you see at job interviews.
“This is Callum,” Matthew said easily, sitting back down, leaning back in his chair. “He’s here about taking over Lewis’s vacancy.”
I nodded politely, shaking the guy’s hand, but my mind was racing. Matthew’s eyes lingered on me a second too long in that way he had, the kind of look that tells you he’s already decided what’s happening next, and it’s just a matter of when, not if.
“Callum, this is Jamie, your potential new boss.” Matthew leaned back in his chair, hands laced behind his head, and said it like it was the most casual thing in the world.
The word hit me like a kick in the balls. Potential? My mind snagged on it instantly. I’d been led to believe this was settled, that I was sliding into Lewis’s spot and gaining the sales manager’s role without question. That was the whole point of… well, everything that happened last night.
I forced a polite smile and shook Callum’s hand. “Nice to meet you,” I said, but I’m sure my confusion must’ve shown.
Matthew caught it. Of course he did. His mouth twitched in a way that wasn’t quite a smile. “I’ll have a word with you in a moment, Jamie,” he murmured, eyes glinting with that knowing edge that always put me on guard. Then he glanced back at Callum as if I’d just been a minor interruption.
The next few minutes were painful. I sat there silently, only half-listening as Matthew ran through the last of his scripted questions about sales experience, weekend availability, ‘team fit.’ Callum gave all the right answers, leaning forward in his chair like an eager schoolboy.
When Matthew finally stood, Callum followed suit, straightening his tie. “I’ll be in touch over the weekend,” Matthew said, his voice easy, unreadable. “Thanks for coming in.”
Callum smiled, shook both our hands again, and left the office. The click of the door closing behind him seemed to echo in the silence. Matthew sat back down, his gaze sliding straight to me, and I knew that whatever was coming next had nothing to do with job interviews.
He stayed in his chair for a beat, watching me like he could read every thought going through my head. Then he leaned forward, resting his elbows on the desk.
“The sales manager’s job is yours,” he reassured me. Annoying. Was he toying with me? A little of the tension in my shoulders eased, only for it to creep right back when he added, “That said, there are a few… developments. I might not be in the showroom much in the coming weeks. I’ve got some things happening outside of work. Nothing to worry about,” he added quickly, with that half-smile that was supposed to relax me but didn’t. “So, if all goes well, there could be even more responsibility for you. And an even higher salary with it, of course.”
More responsibility. More money. But the way he said it instantly made me
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