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            Foreword

          

        

      

    

    
      If you've found your way here, there's a good chance you already know Millie and Jamie — either from How To Turn Your Trad Wife Into A Hotwife In 10 Days or perhaps you’ve arrived straight from The Modern Husband's Guide To Wife Sharing. This book is a direct sequel to the Trad Wife series, but draws on threads from the Husband's Guide too, because by this point in their journey, both sets of characters have earned a more complicated story.

      If this is your first time meeting them, welcome! You can start here, though the earlier books will make you care considerably more about what happens in this one.

      Right then. Let's get on with it.

      Paul

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            New Beginnings

          

          Home and Heart

        

      

    

    
      A blog by @DemureMillieGrace

      

      Dear wonderful readers,

      Sometimes life hands us golden opportunities, and for whatever reason, we let them slip by. Maybe nerves got the better of us, maybe the timing wasn’t right, or maybe we just didn’t realise how much we’d want that moment once it was gone.

      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.

      Mr Heart and I are having dinner with dear friends tonight. Just dinner, of course, but every chance we get to spend time with our nearest and dearest should be treasured. Good company, shared laughter, finding ways to bring joy into our friendships... these are the moments that matter most.

      So here’s to taking second chances, welcoming the unexpected, and remembering that it’s never too late to chase a little excitement.

      Yours in courage on the second time around,

      Millie Grace
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            Best Night Ever

          

        

      

    

    
      Franco’s looked exactly as Millie had described it—warm amber lighting spilling through tall windows onto the decking, where outdoor tables were covered by pull-out awnings bearing the restaurant’s name. Glowing orange patio heaters giving off enough heat to keep outdoor diners warm even in the cold winter evenings.

      Inside, it was a typical upscale Italian, pristine white tablecloths, wine lists thicker than most novels, the heady smell of pizza and pasta filling the air. Six months ago, when I was still a salesman scraping by under Matthew’s thumb, a place like this would’ve been laughable. Now, as showroom manager with the owner Sophia’s blessing and Matthew safely shuffled off to regional sales, I could actually afford to treat my best mate and his girlfriend to a proper night out.

      My wife, Millie, squeezed my hand as we approached the bar, her red dress hugging every curve of her petite frame. She’d paired it with black heels that made her legs look endless despite her being barely five-foot-three, and her dark hair fell in loose waves over her shoulders. Her deep brown eyes were bright with nerves and excitement, perfectly outlined with black eyeliner, flicked at the edges, and her lips were painted a dark, seductive red.

      “You look incredible,” I murmured, waving to the waitress, who took our names, checked our reservations and then led us across the room.

      “You already said that three times,” she said, smiling. “But keep going.”

      Our friends, Dean and Sarah, were already seated at a corner booth, waving us over. Dean stood as we approached—six-foot-two of solid natural muscle, dark hair cropped short, faint stubble along his jaw, broad shoulders straining the seams of his navy shirt. He’d been my best mate since school, the kind of friend who’d do anything for you, no matter what you were dragging him into. He pulled me into a quick hug, slapping my back hard enough to rattle my teeth.

      “Fucking hell,” he said, grinning. “Look at you, all successful and buying dinner at Franco’s. What happened to the Jamie who thought Nando’s was fancy?”

      “Promotion happened,” I said, grinning back. “Enjoy it while it lasts.”

      Sarah rose next, and she was stunning. Long blonde hair swept over one shoulder, blue eyes that sparkled with mischief, and full breasts straining against a black top cut low enough to make my mouth go dry. She kissed my cheek first, lingering just long enough to be deliberate, then turned to Millie, pulling her into a hug that pressed their bodies together in a way that made my cock twitch in my pants.

      “Millie,” Sarah purred, stepping back but keeping her hands on Millie’s arms. “That dress. Jesus. I wish I had a slimmer figure like yours, so I could wear slinky dresses like that.”

      Millie flushed, pleased. “You’re one to talk. You look amazing. Those jeans really show off your long legs.”

      “Girls,” Dean said, mock-stern. “Save the love-in for later. I’m starving. Let’s get our food ordered.”

      We slid into the booth, me beside Dean, Millie beside Sarah, and a waiter appeared almost immediately with menus and water, rattling off specials in a pronounced Italian accent. Dean ordered a bottle of red, something Italian and expensive, and filled all four of our glasses generously once it arrived.

      “To old friends,” he said, raising his glass. “And new experiences.”

      “To new experiences indeed,” Sarah echoed, those pretty blue eyes locked on mine.

      We clinked glasses and drank. The wine was smooth, rich, the kind that made you feel sophisticated even if you had no idea what you were tasting.

      “So,” Sarah said, leaning back and crossing her legs in a way that made her feet brush against mine under the table. “This place. It’s gorgeous. Have you been here before?”

      Millie’s smile flickered, just for a second. “I have. Once,” she said quietly. “Matthew brought me here. Before we went to the penthouse suite.”

      The table went quiet. Not awkward, but charged with excitement. Dean’s eyes flicked to me, then back to Millie.

      “Ah, yes,” he said. “I remember Jamie telling me. Poor guy was sitting in the Three Feathers nursing a beer with Mina while you were being wined and dined.”

      Millie nodded, taking a sip of wine. “Matthew picked me up in one of the showroom Ferraris. Drove me here, bought me dinner, we had Champagne. He turned on the charm, telling me he’d wanted me since the moment we first met.” She glanced at me, checking in. I nodded for her to continue. “Then we went to the Hilton Royal. Penthouse suite. And, well, you know the rest, right?”

      Sarah leaned forward, chin resting on her hand. “Yes, Dean told me. A night of incredible sex. And Jamie got to watch it all.”

      “Yes,” Millie said, voice steady despite the flush creeping up her neck. “It was quite the night.”

      “That’s an understatement,” I muttered, and Dean laughed.

      “I know it was a few weeks ago now,” he said, shaking his head. “But I still can’t believe you went through with it. Everything changed in ten days.” He trailed off, grinning. “But I’m glad it did. Or we wouldn’t be sitting here right now.”

      “It worked out well for everyone in the end,” I said. “Except for Matthew.”

      We all laughed, and then the waiter returned, saving us from diving too deep too soon. We ordered—steak for me and Dean, seafood linguine for Millie, and risotto for Sarah. The conversation lightened as food arrived, shifting to safer ground: Sarah’s online boutique, the little business she’d got going, lingerie she designed and sold, how her business was slowly growing. Dean’s latest building site, perpetually behind schedule, his pain-in-the-ass boss. My new role at the showroom, the weird dance of managing people who used to be my peers.

      But we hadn’t finished talking about how everything had changed between the four of us. The tension between us was palpable. Every time Sarah laughed, her hand found my arm. Every time Dean spoke, his eyes were only on Millie. I could feel his legs moving, his knee touching Millie’s under the table.

      “So,” Dean said, halfway through his steak, wiping his mouth with a napkin. “Have you heard anything from Matthew since Sophia gave his job to Jamie?”

      Millie nodded, spearing a prawn with her fork. “He’s texted a couple of times, just asking how we are. If I’m still… exploring this new side of me.”

      “What about the other guy?” Dean asked, carving off a sliver of bloody steak and putting it into his mouth, his eyes flicking between the two of us. “What’s his name again? Lewis?”

      “That’s the guy you slept with first?” Sarah asked quietly, the waiter hovering close by.

      “Yes, on Matthew’s desk,” Millie replied softly. “No. He’s running another showroom for Sophia, miles away, in Birmingham.”

      It was clear that Sarah still didn’t know the full story, so to save a night full of questions, I went through it again, from beginning to end. How an innocent wardrobe malfunction by Millie on her Trad Wife Influencer Instagram reel had caught my boss’s eye, her breast falling out for a fraction of a second. That had led to a frank discussion between the two of us, him instantly recognising that I was turned on by the accidental exposure, and from there to a challenge that he could transform her from a dutiful and faithful wife who’d never been with anyone but me, to a hotwife happy to share her body with new men. And most unbelievable of all, he’d said he could get her to open up like that in just ten days.

      And it had worked. Just days after first seeing her nip-slip online, he had Millie and me sending him full nudes, sex videos and then in a major step forward, Dean, sitting next to me right now, had managed to get Millie naked. What was supposed to just be a bit of fooling around led to him almost fucking her. But that didn’t happen for another few days, when my colleague, Lewis, became the first man who wasn’t me to fuck Millie, in our place of work, the luxury car showroom that I now managed.

      “And then the next day, Day Ten,” I continued, my voice rougher than I intended. “Matthew brought her here and then to the hotel, and that’s when it all went downhill for him.”

      Dean let out a low laugh. “The dumbass forgot to tell his wife what he was up to. Not a good idea when your wife is also your boss.”

      “And now I have his job,” I said. “While he’s serving his punishment time as a regional salesman.”

      “Tell me,” Sarah asked Millie directly. “Who was better, Lewis or Matthew?”

      Millie met her gaze, unblinking. “I can’t really compare them. Lewis was… spontaneous. Just once, fast, rough sex on a desk. Matthew was planned, in a hotel room, we did it three times, different each time.” She paused, then added quietly, “They were both good, in their own way.”

      Sarah’s eyes darkened. She was a sexual woman, Dean had told me about her openness when it came to discussing all things sexual, and she wasn’t holding back tonight. “But since then… no one else yet?”

      The air thickened. Dean shifted beside me, adjusting himself under the table. I wasn’t faring much better.

      “Mina,” Millie said, clearing her throat, her cheeks reddening. “The barmaid from the Three Feathers. My first experience with another woman. Jamie’s first time with someone else. But that’s it, yes.”

      “First experience but not the last,” Sarah continued, biting her lip sexily, then smiling. “The night’s only just getting started, remember?”

      “That’s if she doesn’t chicken out again,” Dean grinned, shameless.

      “I didn’t chicken out,” Millie protested, laughing. “I panicked. There’s a difference.”

      “You weren’t ready for my boyfriend’s big cock,” Sarah said matter-of-factly, like she was commenting on the weather. “I can’t blame you for hesitating. I needed a warm-up the first time I had a bigger-than-average one.”

      “And now here we are,” Dean said, his hand sliding over the table, taking Millie’s fingers in his and squeezing. “A month later, is it? And I’ve been thinking about that night ever since, wanting to finish what we started.”

      Millie’s breath hitched. I watched her eyes go dark, watched her shift slightly in her chair.

      “Well, tonight could be the night,” Sarah smiled, turning those blue eyes on me.

      The main courses disappeared, replaced by some gorgeous desserts and a second bottle of wine that went down far too easily. The conversation grew even filthier as tongues loosened with the alcohol. Sarah told us about her first threesome, before she and Dean had gotten back together after their first break-up, with a couple she’d met at a club. She’d been nervous, but the other woman had kissed her, and suddenly it all clicked. Dean asked me what it was like, watching your woman with another man for the first time, trying to prepare himself for the jealousy that he was sure he’d feel when it happened to him.

      Millie was mostly quiet, listening, absorbing. I wondered how much of this she was filing away for her new blog, Sinner Minnie. She was still as active as ever on her ‘Home and Heart’ blog, her traditional wife persona, Demure Millie Grace, as popular as ever. But her new ‘Sultry Whispers’ page was growing too, wives and husbands curious about the lifestyle, following her perspective and enjoying her insights as we prepared to delve deeper into this new adventurous life. But as quiet as she was, I saw the way her chest rose and fell faster, the way her hand crept to my thigh under the table and squeezed.

      By the time the bill came—eye-watering, but I’d budgeted for it—we were all wound tight, the tension so thick you could’ve cut it with a knife.

      “Jamie,” Dean said as I tapped my phone to the card machine, the transaction going through smoothly, “That was incredible. Seriously. Thank you.”

      “Yeah,” Sarah added, sliding out of the booth and smoothing her skirt. “You didn’t have to pay for everything. We’d have been happy to chip in.”

      “No. I wanted to do this,” I said. “Dean’s my best friend, and you’ve both been… supportive… through everything.” I glanced at Millie, who smiled and nodded.

      Outside, the wintry night air was cool and sharp, carrying the chatter of Friday night revellers downtown. We stood on the pavement, the four of us, breath clouding in the amber light. Dean’s flat was a ten-minute walk. Ours was a twenty-minute taxi ride. The question hung unspoken between us.

      Dean cleared his throat, shoving his hands in his pockets. “So,” he said, trying for casual and failing. “You two still up for coming back to ours? For… you know. What we talked about. A few drinks and then… see what happens?”

      Sarah rolled her eyes, smirking. “Subtle, babe.”

      “What?” Dean said, grinning. “They know what I mean.”

      Millie looked at me, her eyes searching. Asking. I thought about everything that had led us here. The ten days with Matthew, each one ratcheting up the intensity until Millie had finally crossed the line, first Lewis, then Matthew, then the threesome with Mina. Before that, I remembered the night after the pool match when we’d watched Dean fuck Sarah behind the club. The night when Dean had nearly been the first to take Millie, his thick cock pressing in just an inch or two, Millie gasping before pulling back. The evening she’d sucked Shaun’s cock while Andie watched, just to see if she could handle a big one. The night I’d fucked Kate, Millie’s best friend, something she didn’t know about. Not yet. One day, I’d find a way to tell her when the time was right. But not tonight.

      Tonight was the night we’d go one step further again. We’d come too far to stop now.

      “Yeah,” I said, my voice steady. “Let’s go. If you want to, that is.”

      “Yes, I do.” Millie exhaled, smiling. “Let’s do it. What did you say, Dean? Drinks, and then see what happens?”

      Sarah squealed, grabbing Millie’s hand. “This is going to be amazing.”

      Dean clapped my shoulder, grinning widely. “I’ve got some really good whisky. Bought it from the duty-free last year and never got around to opening it.”

      The walk to their flat felt both endless and too short. Dean and Sarah lived in a modern block near the canal, on the third floor, a two-bedroom with an open-plan lounge and kitchen. Sarah had only moved in a month ago after they’d gotten back together, but her touch was already everywhere in the neutral greys and pops of colour, the candles on the coffee table.

      “Wine?” Sarah asked, already pulling a bottle from the fridge. “Or something stronger?”

      “Wine’s good,” Millie said, gazing at a painting on the wall, a tasteful nude that I strongly suspected was of Sarah.

      We settled on the L-shaped sofa, me beside Sarah, Millie beside Dean, close enough that we were all touching. Sarah poured two generous glasses of red wine, Dean decanted two whiskies, and we drank, the silence stretching for a moment but not uncomfortably.

      Dean found his voice first.

      “So,” he said, his arm sliding along the back of the sofa behind Millie. “I was thinking. It seems like I’m the least experienced one here when it comes to this sharing thing. Could I make a suggestion… a test the water thing, just for me?”

      “Sure,” Millie said immediately. “What kind of suggestion?”

      “Because I don’t know how I’m going to react to… Sarah being with someone else,” Dean hesitated, looking between us, “Would it be silly if I just watched her kiss Jamie?”

      Millie hesitated. “Kiss? Of course that’s not silly. I totally get it. Wouldn’t you like to kiss me, too?”

      “Okay,” he smiled and put his empty whisky glass on the table.

      “Let’s do it,” Sarah murmured, her hand finding my thigh and squeezing gently.

      Dean kissed Millie first. She closed her eyes as he leaned in, slow, deliberate, his hand curling around her neck, drawing her against him. She melted into him, a soft moan escaping as his tongue found hers. I watched, transfixed, jealousy and arousal tangling sharply in my gut. I’d seen her do this several times now, but each time was just as intense as the first.

      Sarah’s hand cupped my jaw, turning me to face her. “Our turn,” she whispered, and kissed me.

      Her lips were soft, insistent, tasting of red wine and faintly of Italian food. Her tongue slid against mine, and I groaned, my hands finding her waist, pulling her closer. Across the sofa, Dean’s hand disappeared under Millie’s dress, sliding up her thigh, and she gasped against his mouth.

      After that, our clothes began to come off in a rush. Sarah pulled my shirt over my head, nails raking lightly down my chest playfully. Millie stood and shimmied out of her red dress, letting it pool at her feet. She stood there in just her tiny black lace panties and heels, her braless small breasts flushed, her perky nipples hard. Dean groaned, pulling her back onto his lap.

      “Fucking hell, Millie,” he muttered, hands roaming over her body. “You’re perfect.”

      It was Sarah’s turn to undress. She stood and stripped efficiently, her top, jeans, and bra all on the floor in seconds, and then she was in just a black thong that barely covered anything. Her breasts were fuller than Millie’s, heavy and perfect. I’d seen her naked before in the pictures that Dean had shown me, but I couldn’t stop staring at her now, her tits just inches from my face.

      “Do you like what you see?” she teased, straddling my lap.

      “Yeah,” I said hoarsely. “Definitely.”

      She ground against my hard cock, the heat of her pussy seeping through my trousers, and I groaned, hands gripping her ass, enjoying the feeling of her, softer than Millie. Across from us, Dean had Millie on her back on the sofa, his mouth on her neck, then trailing lower, his lips closing over her nipples.

      “Wait,” Millie gasped, giggling suddenly. “I thought you just wanted to kiss?”

      I stared at my wife, seeing her anew for what felt like the millionth time. She was still my beautiful, traditional wife, and yet here she was, almost naked, in the arms of my best friend. How long would it take for me to get used to this?

      “I’m fine,” Dean said breathlessly. “I didn’t know how I’d be, but I’m fine.”

      Sarah had pulled back from kissing me, also breathless, her blonde hair mussed. She glanced at Millie, then at Dean, a wicked smile playing on her lips.

      “So,” she said, voice husky. “What are we thinking? Same room, own partners? Full swap? Girl on girl while the boys watch? Because I’m open to anything.”

      Millie bit her lip, her small breasts rising and falling rapidly. “I… I don’t know. What do you want? I’ve done some girl-on-girl with Mina—we used a strap-on—but I’m open to whatever feels right. As long as we can stop, if someone needs to stop at any time.”

      Sarah’s eyes lit up. “I don’t have a strap-on. I wish I did. Well, I guess I can go first…” She looked at Dean, then me. “I want to watch you two together. Jamie and Millie. You watched me and Dean have sex that night. Let’s see how you do it. Then you can watch us again… and then we swap.”

      Dean grinned, his hand still on Millie’s bare thigh. “Works for me. I’ve been dying to finish what we started that night. Getting just the tip in, feeling how tight you were, then having to stop? That’s been killing me for weeks.”

      Millie’s cheeks flushed deeper. “Me too.”

      Sarah slid off my lap, taking my hand. “Come on then. The bedroom’s through here.”

      We all got up and followed her, a tangle of half-naked bodies and racing hearts. Their bedroom was spacious, a king-sized bed dominating the room, soft grey sheets, a bedside lamp casting warm light across the room as Sarah turned it on. Then, before Millie could react, Sarah immediately pulled my wife to her, kissing her. Millie responded, tentative at first, then eager, her hands sliding into Sarah’s blonde hair, their almost-naked bodies pressed together.

      Dean and I stood watching, my cock straining against the fabric of my shorts. He caught my eye, and I could tell he was as excited as I was.

      “Fucking hell,” he muttered. “This is really happening.”

      “Yeah,” I said, my voice rough. “It is.”

      Sarah broke the kiss, turning to us, leaving my wife panting and wide-eyed with surprise. “Right. Jamie, Millie. You’re up first. Show us what you’ve got.”

      My hands were shaking slightly as I finished undressing, kicking off my trousers and boxers. My cock sprang free, already hard, and Millie’s eyes locked onto it. She peeled off her panties, standing there completely naked except for her heels. The soft bedroom lamp highlighted her petite, soft curves, that little triangle of dark hair between her thighs, her pussy already glistening slightly.

      “Come here,” I said, voice hoarse.

      She came to me, and I kissed her hard, hands roaming over the familiar dip of her back while Dean and Sarah settled on the edge of the bed to watch. I walked Millie backwards until her knees hit the mattress, and she lay back, legs spreading for me.

      “I’m so fucking horny,” she moaned against my lips as I kissed her. “I can’t believe I’m going to let another couple watch us make love.”

      “After everything we’ve done, this is tame,” I whispered into her ear, my mouth going to her neck, making her shiver with excitement as I planted a series of kisses down her throat and along her collarbone. Then I positioned myself between her thighs, the tip of my cock pressing against her entrance. She was wet, ready, and I pushed in slowly, both of us groaning as I filled her.

      “Fuck,” Dean muttered from the side. “This is the horniest thing ever.”

      “I told you it would be.” I looked over my shoulder at them. Sarah’s hand was already between her own thighs, touching herself as she watched. “She’s gorgeous, Jamie. Show us how you guys fuck.”

      I did, starting slow, enjoying the feeling of her tight heat around me, then I built the pace, my hips bunching against Millie’s, her small breasts bouncing with each thrust. Her nails dug into my back, her moans filling the room as I got into a rhythm. I was hyper-aware of Dean and Sarah watching, of their eyes on us, how it made everything even sexier and hotter, and I realised that if I went too far, too fast, I wouldn’t be able to last long.

      “Jamie,” Millie gasped against my neck, holding onto me tightly. “God, yes. Right there.”

      I reached between us, fingers finding her clit, rubbing it in tight circles as I kept working my cock in
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