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  Foreword


Welcome back to Jamie and Millie’s journey. If you thought Book 1 was a wild ride, you’re in for quite the experience with Book 2. What started as Matthew’s playful “ten-day plan” has evolved into something none of them expected—least of all Millie herself. 
This book picks up right where we left off, diving deeper into the psychology of transformation, desire, and the complex dynamics of a marriage in flux. Millie’s evolution continues, but not without consequences, complications, and moments that will leave you questioning everything you thought you knew about boundaries.
Buckle up. Things are about to get very interesting.
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  The Paradox of Pleasing

Home and Heart


A blog by @DemureMillieGrace 
Hello, dear readers!
I've always believed that being a traditional wife means putting your husband first, honouring him, and keeping your marriage sacred. Only Mr Heart should give me butterflies, only he should make my heart race with a simple glance.
But lately I've been wondering: as a traditional wife, what if another man found you attractive? What if someone else looked at you in that way… when you know they’re having sexual thoughts? As a traditional wife, you should feel nothing but loyalty to your husband... but is it wrong to feel flattered by the attention? Is it not simply human nature to enjoy being wanted?
Another thing, I realised today. There's a paradox at the heart of being a trad wife: if your greatest joy is pleasing your husband, what do you do when what pleases him doesn't quite fit the traditional wife "rules" you've always lived by? Is it more important to follow tradition, or to follow his wishes—even if they lead you somewhere unexpected?
I love Mr Heart completely and would never do anything to hurt our marriage. But sometimes I wonder if being a good wife means being open to... possibilities I never considered before.
Just hypothetical thoughts, of course.
With love and honest questions,
MillieGrace






  
  Chapter one
Raising The Stakes


The drive home from Matthew’s house felt surreal, like waking from a vivid dream that left you questioning what was real and what wasn’t. My hands gripped the steering wheel tighter than necessary as I replayed the events of the previous evening in my mind — the wine, the photos, the dancing, and most of all, that post-midnight encounter I’d witnessed between Millie and Matthew. 
Christ, just thinking about it made my cock stir in my trousers. The image of my wife standing in Matthew’s kitchen wearing nothing but his T-shirt, her nipples visible through the thin fabric, talking so openly with a man who was clearly aroused by her presence — it was the most erotic thing I’d ever witnessed. The way she’d looked at his obvious erection, the way she hadn’t immediately fled back upstairs, the implication that his desire for her excited rather than frightened her.
But alongside the arousal came a gnawing guilt that sat heavy in my stomach. What kind of husband was I to feel thrilled by another man’s lust for my wife? What did it say about me that I’d hidden on the stairs like a voyeur instead of protecting her from Matthew’s advances? And most troubling of all — what if Millie regretted everything that had happened?
She’d been quiet during the drive, staring out the passenger window with an unreadable expression. When I’d asked if she was alright, she’d simply nodded and said she was tired. But was it exhaustion, or was she processing feelings of shame about how far she’d let things go?
The text from Matthew burned in my phone like a live wire: Day 1 complete. He was so confident, so certain that Millie would transform into the hotwife he envisioned. But what if he was wrong? What if today brought regret and a decision to pretend none of it had ever happened?
As we pulled into our driveway, I saw Andie’s car still parked outside. Relief washed over me — at least there’d be someone to distract us from the vague awkwardness that lingered this morning. Perhaps Millie’s quietness might be broken by her sister’s presence. At the very least, it would give me time to gauge Millie’s mood properly.
“Uh oh,” Millie murmured, making her own thoughts clear. “I’m dreading having to explain to Andie why we stayed out all night.”
As we approached the front door, I realised we’d only traded one awkwardness for another. Andie would want details about the evening, and I had no idea how much Millie was willing to share — or how much she even remembered through the haze of last night’s expensive wine.
The door opened before we could knock, revealing Andie wearing one of Millie’s silk dressing gowns, her blonde hair dark and damp from the shower. She looked refreshed despite the early morning, though her expression carried a mixture of curiosity and mild irritation.
“Well, well,” she said, stepping aside to let us in. “Look what the cat dragged in. I hope you two had a wonderful time, while Shaun and I had to cancel our romantic evening.”
A sense of guilt flooded through me again — we’d imposed on Andie’s relationship for the sake of our own sexual adventures. But before I could apologise properly, Millie was already embracing her sister.
“Andie, I’m so sorry. We had too much to drink, there were no taxis available, and Matthew insisted we stay rather than risk driving. I know it was terribly inconsiderate of us.”
Andie sighed. “It’s fine,” she said, though her tone suggested it wasn’t entirely. “I’ve just had a shower after dropping Ethan at school — I didn’t know how long you’d be, so I helped myself to your dressing gown. Hope you don’t mind. And you owe me details of this drunken night, Millie. I want to hear all about this boss of Jamie’s and what’s so great that you abandoned your sister.”
My phone buzzed with a text message as we settled into the living room. Dean’s name appeared on the screen, and I opened it while Millie and Andie continued their conversation.
Hey Jamie, I listened to your advice and decided to send Sarah a text. She wants to meet for drinks tonight. Maybe I’m making a mistake, but fuck it, at least I might get laid. Wish me luck.
I typed back a quick response of encouragement, though part of me wondered if Dean was setting himself up for more heartache. Still, after everything that had happened last night, who was I to judge anyone’s relationship decisions?
“I’ll put the kettle on,” I announced, needing a moment to collect my thoughts. As I moved toward the kitchen, I couldn’t help but notice how the silk dressing gown clung to Andie’s curves. The fabric was thin enough that I could make out the outline of her body underneath — her full breasts, the curve of her hips, the way the material pulled tight across her backside when she moved. It was impossible not to compare her more voluptuous figure to Millie’s slender frame.
From the kitchen, I could hear their voices carrying through the open doorway. I wasn’t intentionally eavesdropping, but their conversation was impossible to ignore.
“So come on then,” Andie was saying, “What was his house like? Is he a nice guy?”
“His house is pretty incredible,” Millie replied, and I could hear the genuine enthusiasm in her voice. “Like something from a magazine — huge, filled with antiques and artwork on the walls. Something I didn’t expect was that he could even cook! He cooked this amazing coq au vin.”
“Sounds very sophisticated. And this guy is single? How? Is he ugly or something?”
There was a pause, and I found myself holding my breath.
“To the contrary. He’s… handsome,” Millie said finally. “Very charming, very confident. He’s divorced, but how some woman hasn’t snapped him up, I don’t know.”
“Me neither. Handsome… Rich…” Andie teased. “Maybe you should introduce me. You know I’m always on the lookout for a proper eligible bachelor.”
Millie laughed. “Honestly, you’d probably like him. He definitely ticks all your boxes.”
Andie grinned. “Hmm… Maybe he’s got a small dick. That’s a deal breaker for some women.”
Millie hesitated, her voice dropping. “I shouldn’t tell you this, but… last night, I went downstairs for some water and ran into him in the kitchen. He was only in his boxers, and Andie, I’ve never seen anything like it. He’s… enormous.”
I nearly dropped the kettle. My wife was telling her sister about Matthew’s cock, genuine awe in her voice.
Andie let out a delighted gasp. “No way! Now you’re definitely introducing us. Wait…. Where was Jamie when this happened? Were you tempted to jump on it?”
Millie’s cheeks must have been burning. “Don’t be ridiculous. I’m a married woman. It was hard not to notice it sticking out, that’s all.”
“If you say so.” I could hear a suppressed chuckle in Andie’s voice. “Either way, I need to meet this man.”
“No way,” Millie laughed. “You’ll eat him alive. Besides, what about Shaun?”
Andie shrugged dismissively. “Shaun and I are just a no-strings thing, a bit of fun, that’s all. If Matthew’s all the things you say he is, I’ll be happy to trade up.”
“Maybe,” Millie replied vaguely. “Anyway, I’m sorry we ruined your plans last night. We do appreciate it. I hope you know that.”
“Of course. If I’m being honest — well, don’t be mad — but the night wasn’t a total washout. Shaun and I… we borrowed your guest bed last night. The kids were asleep, and Shaun was kind of insistent. I was horny and….”
“You had sex? In my house?” Millie’s voice was a mixture of shocked, annoyed and amused.
“I know, I know! I’m sorry. But you did abandon us, and Shaun was desperate. It was actually quite exciting, in a way.”
“You’re terrible.” Millie shook her head, unable to suppress a smile. “But I suppose I can’t be angry after making you stay over. Was it… good?”
My eyes widened. Millie was asking her sister if the sex she’d enjoyed in our guest room was good. Did they always talk like this when I wasn’t around?
Andie bit her lower lip and nodded. “Incredible, as always. That man has stamina for days. And his dick…”
“Too much information.” Millie rolled her eyes, affection in her voice. “Right, I need to get started on a blog post and some TikTok content before the day gets away from me.”
“I get it.” Andie stretched and stood, the silk of Millie’s dressing gown clinging to her curves again, riding up just enough to reveal the smooth length of her thighs. The thin fabric left little to the imagination, hugging her hips and outlining the gentle sway of her breasts as she moved. I couldn’t help but let my gaze linger, appreciating the way the morning light traced the shape of her body beneath the gown. “I should get home anyway. I’ve got a million things to do.”
As I heard Andie’s footsteps heading upstairs to get dressed, I busied myself making coffee, my mind spinning. Millie’s confession about seeing Matthew’s erection, asking about Andie’s casual sex in our house — it was all too much. One thing was certain: Millie wasn’t regretful, which made me feel better.
Andie reappeared a few minutes later, now dressed in what she’d worn the night before — dark jeans that hugged her curves and a leather jacket over her long cream cardigan. Her hair, still damp from her shower, was swept back in a loose ponytail, a few dark strands clinging to her neck as she moved with her usual easy confidence. The scent of Millie’s shampoo lingered in the air as she passed.
She wrapped Millie in a quick sisterly hug at the door, squeezing her tightly. “Try not to get into too much trouble, you two,” she teased, her eyes flicking to me with a glint of mischief, staying just a second longer than usual. “And next time, give a girl a bit more notice before you go off gallivanting. I do have a life, you know.”
“Thanks again, Andie,” I said, genuinely grateful. “We owe you.”
She shrugged, all good-natured, the hem of her cardigan swaying around her legs. “You can buy me dinner sometime. Or better yet, set me up on a date with this rich boss of yours.”
With a final wave and a flash of her easy grin, Andie slipped out into the morning, her laughter echoing faintly down the path. The house felt suddenly quieter, the energy shifting as the door clicked shut. Millie lingered in the hallway, her fingers brushing the hem of her green dress, eyes distant as if she was still replaying the night before in her mind.
“I’m going to have a quick shower,” she said, her voice soft. “I stink of booze, and I need something to sober me up a little.”
I grinned, letting a bit of mischief into my tone. “Me too. Need some company? I know something that’ll sober us both up.”
She shot me a look over her shoulder, a faint smile tugging at her lips. “Tempting, but I think we should save that for tonight. I’m still half asleep and my head’s a bit fuzzy from all that wine.”
I put on a mock pout. “Are you sure? I’ll be a gentleman and restrain myself to just washing your back.”
She laughed, the sound light and genuine, and shook her head. “Behave yourself. Let me shower. I’ll be down in a bit.”
I watched her disappear upstairs, the sway of her hips in the dress a pleasant distraction. A moment later, the sound of running water filtered down, mingling with the faint hum of the boiler. I sat at the kitchen table, letting the silence settle around me, the house feeling both familiar and strangely charged as I enjoyed my coffee.
As the day moved forward, the house returned to normal. The faint scent of toast as we had breakfast, the familiar clutter of toys in the living room — everything looked exactly as it always had. Yet nothing felt the same. Every ordinary detail seemed charged with new meaning: the way Millie’s green dress was dumped on the washing basket, the sheets from the guest bed beneath them.
I replayed the morning’s conversations in my mind: Millie’s conversation with Andie, the talk about Matthew, the way she’d casually mentioned the size of his erection, her willingness to let him see her photos last night. Was this pushing of our usual boundaries what she wanted? Or was she doing it all for me? The way she masturbated next to me last night. The arousal from that still lingered, but now it was tangled with something else — anticipation, maybe, or fear. During the day, I found myself studying Millie’s every movement, searching for signs of regret or excitement, wondering if she was thinking about it all as much as I was.
Little Grace demanded my attention, her sticky hands and mischievousness pulling me back into the rhythms of ordinary life. I changed nappies, wiped up spilled juice, and tried to focus on the here and now, but my mind kept drifting. Each time Millie brushed past me or smiled without saying why, my thoughts returned to the night before. When it was time, I walked to the school gates to collect Ethan, exchanging the usual pleasantries with other parents, none of whom could have guessed what was on my mind.
By late afternoon, it was almost as if nothing had happened at all. The mundane routines of family life had a way of smoothing over even the most extraordinary events, wrapping them in the gentle comfort of normality. But as soon as I had a quiet moment, I pulled out my phone and typed a message to Matthew.
Thanks again for dinner last night. We both had a wonderful time.
His reply came almost instantly, as if he’d been waiting for my message.
Glad you enjoyed it. I felt I had to return the favour after your lovely dinner last weekend. Millie was absolutely gorgeous and I enjoyed her company. Hope you both found the guest room comfortable. Did you two christen the bed?
A flush crept up my neck. I hesitated, then replied, We slept fine, thank you. It was a good night.
Matthew’s next message was quick, teasing.
I thought I heard something. Something that sounded like a stifled moan. It’s fine if you had sex. I hope you did, in fact. Millie really is something, Jamie. I’m very envious of you.
Before I could reply, another message popped up.
The showroom was quiet today without you. I told everyone you were taking a well-deserved day off after I plied you with too much wine. However, I hope you’re ready to get back to it tomorrow — unless you’re too distracted by that beautiful wife of yours.
I managed a small smile, tension and anticipation mixing in my chest.
Yes, I’ll be back at work. See you tomorrow. Thanks again for last night.
His reply was immediate.
Before you get in tomorrow, remember, this is day two. For today’s task, I want you to take some new photos of Millie for me — this time, I want her naked. No lingerie, no clever angles. I want to see all of her. Tell her it’s for me. Make it playful if you want, but I want her naked, Jamie. Let’s see if she’s as brave as I think she is. Push her, coax her, but get those photos. I want to see what she’s really willing to do for you — and for me.
My hands trembled as I set the phone down, heart pounding. The game was no longer just playful flirtation. Matthew was raising the stakes, and now it was up to me to see just how far Millie was willing to go.






  
  Balancing My Callings: Wife, Mother, and Homemaker

Home and Heart


A blog by @DemureMillieGrace 
Hello, dear readers!
I’m often asked how I balance being a devoted wife to Mr Heart, a present mother to Sunbeam and Sweetpea, and still find time to share my journey as DemureMillieGrace. It isn’t always easy, but I truly believe a peaceful, joyful home begins with a loving marriage. I make it a priority to greet Mr Heart with a smile, keep our home welcoming, and show him daily respect and gratitude — whether that’s preparing his favourite meal, listening to his worries, or tending to those private wifely duties that keep a marriage close and strong.
Motherhood is a blessing and a full-time calling. Sunbeam is at school now, but along with Sweetpea, the children keep me busy and humble, and there are days when the sink is full, the laundry piles up, and I feel stretched too thin. But I remind myself these years are precious. I strive to guide them both gently, to be present, and to create a home filled with warmth and faith.
This little corner of the internet is my way of encouraging other women who long for a traditional, intentional life. I see my role as DemureMillieGrace as a ministry, but I’m always careful to protect our privacy and keep the sacred things sacred.
I don’t always get the balance right — sometimes dinner is late and the house is a mess! But I give myself space and remember that loving my family well, in every way, is what truly matters. And don’t forget, dear friends, it’s important to make time for your own pleasure and fun too — even we trad wives need moments to delight in life and our marriages, and what happens behind closed doors.
If you’re feeling pulled in many directions, know you’re not alone. Lean into your calling, love your people well, cherish those private moments of joy, and trust that everything happens for a reason. No matter how unexpected it may turn out to be.
With love,
MillieGrace






  
  Chapter two
The Uncomfortable Truth


Thursday evening arrived with an electric tension that had been building in me all day. I’d barely been able to concentrate on anything, Matthew’s request echoing in my mind like a persistent drumbeat. Nude photos of Millie. The words felt both exciting and impossible.
I found myself studying my wife throughout dinner, watching the way she moved around our small kitchen, how her cotton dress hugged her curves as she reached for the plates in the cupboard. Ethan and Grace chattered about his day at school, but my attention kept drifting to the memory of Matthew’s eyes on Millie the night before, the way my boss had looked at her like she was something to be savoured.
After we’d put the children to bed — Grace protesting that she wasn’t tired, Ethan already half-asleep before his head hit the pillow — Millie and I retreated to our bedroom. The familiar routine of getting ready for bed felt different tonight, charged with an undercurrent I couldn’t quite name.
Millie sat on the edge of our bed, brushing her shiny brunette hair in slow, methodical strokes. She was wearing a simple white cotton nightgown that fell to her mid-thigh, modest by any standard, yet I found myself mesmerised by the way the fabric sat against her skin.
“Jamie,” she said quietly, not looking at me in the mirror. “Can we talk?”
I paused in the act of pulling off my shirt. “Of course.”
“Last night, dinner at Matthew’s…” She set down her brush and turned to face me. “We should probably talk about what happened.”
My heart began to race. This was it — the opening I’d been both hoping for and dreading. “What do you mean?”
Millie’s cheeks flushed pink. “Matthew, looking down my dress. The things we talked about, intimate things, the three of us…” She paused, biting her lower lip. “Don’t you think we should discuss it?”
The acknowledgement of last night’s boundaries being pushed hung in the air between us. I sat down beside her on the bed, close enough to smell her familiar lavender shampoo.
“You’re right,” I said carefully. “How do you feel about it? Do you regret it?”
Millie was quiet for a long moment, her fingers fidgeting with the hem of her nightgown. “Just like the accident on TikTok, I should be embarrassed about being so flirty with him. I should have been mortified by — ” She paused, then looked up at me, her brown eyes searching my face. “But I’m not. Not entirely.”
“So what are you feeling?”
“Maybe a little… excited,” she whispered, the word barely audible. “Is that terrible? I felt… wanted. Desired in a way I haven’t felt in years.” She quickly added, “Not that you don’t make me feel wanted, Jamie. You do. But this was different. It was… I don’t know.”
I reached for her hand as she went quiet, intertwining our fingers. “It’s not terrible at all,” I said softly. “I was excited, too. But if you’re feeling like it’s all too much, we can leave it there. We don’t have to — ”
Millie’s breath caught slightly. “No. That’s not what I’m saying. When I leaned over last night, I felt my dress… gape open. I knew he could see down it, see that I wasn’t wearing a bra.” She looked up at me with those earnest brown eyes. “I remembered what you told me about how it excited you when other men looked at me, so I… I stayed there for a moment longer than I needed to. For you.”
My pulse quickened. “For me?”
“I told you. I want to please you,” she said, her voice soft but determined. “A good wife should want to make her husband happy, shouldn’t she? And if it makes you happy when other men admire me…” She trailed off yet again, biting her lip.
“It does,” I nodded, trying to appear calm, but my heart was thumping in my chest. “And then later, when you went downstairs for water, he saw you in his T-shirt. That turned me on, too.”
Millie looked down at our joined hands and nodded. “When I saw him, I should have gone straight back upstairs, but…”
“You told me. You stayed, talked to him.”
“For you,” she emphasised, though her voice was breathless. “We only talked for a few minutes, but the whole time
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