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She Spiced Things Up




Ginny shifted on the velvet sofa and smoothed a hand over her skirt for what had to be the fifth time that night. She felt painfully out of place, like she’d shown up to the wrong house entirely and somehow been too polite to leave.

Around her, the other women laughed too loudly, passing around a vibrating silicone rose. Most of them were women from the neighborhood, women Ginny recognized from HOA meetings, summer barbecues, and school fundraisers. Seeing them like this, tipsy and flushed and openly comparing notes about toys and fantasies, made her feel like she’d stumbled into some alternate version of her own life.

She didn’t belong here. She wasn’t wild. She was the kind of woman who who used cloth napkins for every dinner and preferred missionary. Owen liked things quiet, private, predictable. So did she. Or at least she always had.

But when her gaze drifted back to the display table, a small, unwelcome pulse of heat moved low through her body.

That was the part she didn’t want to look at too closely.

Because the truth was, her marriage had gone flat in a way that was hard to explain from the outside. Not broken. Not unhappy, exactly. Just dry. Carefully managed. Too familiar.

Owen was still handsome in the solid, dependable way he’d always been, broad-shouldered and self-contained, with those steady hands that used to make her feel noticed. Lately, though, those hands barely lingered on her at all. It was like somewhere along the way they’d both started treating her body as worn territory. Nothing left to discover.

“The Midnight Pulse is one of my best sellers.”

The voice cut through her thoughts so neatly that Ginny looked up with a start.

Simone stood on the other side of the table, one hand resting lightly on her hip. She looked like the opposite of everything Ginny had spent years trying to be. Confident where Ginny was careful. Sensual where Ginny was restrained. Her wrap dress skimmed over the curve of her body like it had been made to draw the eye, and her heels made her seem even taller.

Her gaze dropped meaningfully to Ginny’s hand, hovering near a sleek black wand.

“It’s... very intense-looking,” Ginny said, and hated how thin her voice sounded.

Simone smiled. “Isn’t intense what we’re looking for?”

A burst of laughter sounded from the kitchen as the others drifted off for more drinks, leaving the space around the table more private. Ginny reached for a small glass orb instead, mostly to give herself something to do. It sat cool and heavy in her palm, smooth as river stone.

For no good reason, it made her think of lying in bed beside Owen, close enough to touch but somehow still feeling miles away.

“You’ve barely said a word all night,” Simone said.

Ginny looked up.

Simone was leaning toward her now, close enough that Ginny caught the deeper note beneath her perfume.

“Most women come to these things and either act scandalized for fun or start oversharing by the second glass,” Simone went on. “You, though...” Her eyes flicked over Ginny’s face with unsettling ease. “You look like you’re trying very hard not to want anything.”

Ginny felt heat climb straight up her throat. “I’m not used to... any of this.”

“No?” Simone asked lightly.

Ginny shook her head. “Owen and I are just more traditional, I guess.”

Simone gave a quiet hum that didn’t sound mocking, just unconvinced. “That usually means one of two things. Either you’re both very satisfied, or you’ve both gotten very good at pretending not to notice what’s missing.”

The words landed harder than Ginny expected. She looked down at the glass orb in her hand, turning it once against her palm.

Missing.

That was the word for it, wasn’t it?

Not betrayal, just absence. A slow erosion. The lack of anticipation. The lack of curiosity. The way she sometimes changed clothes in front of her husband and felt less visible than the furniture. The way nights passed with a dutiful kiss, a shared bed, and nothing else.

Her body still wanted things. It just hadn’t felt answered in so long that the wanting itself had started to embarrass her.

“It’s different now,” she said quietly. “Than it used to be.”

“Ginny,” she said after a moment, gentler now, “does he still really look at you?”

Ginny swallowed. The question was so simple it felt cruel.

Because she knew the answer before she even let herself think it. Owen saw her. Of course he saw her. He loved her. He noticed if she changed her hair or if she seemed tired. But that wasn’t the same thing. It wasn’t the same as being looked at with hunger, or focus, or that charged kind of attention that made a woman feel alive.

“The spark is gone,” she admitted, so softly she almost didn’t hear herself say it.

Simone’s expression didn’t shift into pity, which Ginny appreciated more than she could say.

“Toys are fun,” Simone said, glancing toward the display. “They can help. Sometimes they’re exactly what people need.” Then she reached into a hidden compartment in the case and pulled out a thick cream-colored card. “But sometimes the issue isn’t technique. It’s that the whole dynamic has gone cold.”

She set the card on the table between them.

It wasn’t a catalog card or a discount voucher. It was cardstock, embossed with a minimal gold design: two interlocking circles and a phone number.

Ginny frowned. “What is that?”

Simone slid it closer.

“I know a woman who works with couples,” she said. “Discreetly. She specializes in shaking things up when a marriage has gotten too safe.”

Ginny’s fingers tightened around the glass orb. “What does that mean?”

Simone held her gaze. “It means sometimes desire comes back when you stop pretending it has to look the way it always has.”

A pulse started up in Ginny’s throat.

Simone’s voice lowered just slightly. “It means stepping outside the rules you’ve been living by. It means opening the door to things you’ve probably told yourself you’d never consider.” She paused. “Including sharing your husband. Or being seen in a way neither of you has allowed in years.”

For a second, Ginny just stared at her. Then the meaning caught up all at once.

Her breath snagged. A hot, almost dizzying rush moved through her so fast it made her feel unsteady. Her mind threw up image after image before she could stop it. Owen with someone else. Another presence in the room. Desire stripped of all the careful, familiar scripts she and Owen had been hiding inside for years.

It should have disgusted her. Instead, it hit somewhere deep, so visceral she almost hated herself for it.

“Sharing him?” she said, and even to her own ears the words sounded breathless.

Simone’s smile was small, knowing, not unkind. “Maybe. Maybe more than that. Depends how honest you’re willing to be about what you want.”

Ginny looked down at the card. She could feel her pulse everywhere now, in her neck, her wrists, low in her body. It had been so long since anything unfamiliar had moved through her like this that the feeling itself was shocking.

She should have pushed the card away.

She should have told Simone she was mistaken.

Instead, she set the orb down and picked the card up.

Its edges pressed into her palm.

“Think about it,” Simone said softly. “You don’t have to spend the rest of your life being sexually dry.”

Ginny didn’t trust herself to respond. She slipped the card into her clutch with hands that no longer felt steady, then rose from the sofa on legs that felt strangely light.

By the time she crossed the room, her heart was pounding so hard it almost hurt.

At the door, she paused just long enough to smooth her hair, gather herself, and pretend she felt normal.

But with the card hidden in her bag and that dangerous new thought lodged firmly in her mind, she already knew normal was the one thing she wasn’t going to feel again.
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That night, Owen didn’t make it home until after ten.

Ginny was sitting on the edge of the bed in her robe, the sash pulled tight around her. For the last two hours, she’d been doing the same stupid thing over and over. Taking the cream-colored card out of her nightstand drawer, reading the phone number, then shoving it back into the drawer like hiding it would somehow make the whole night disappear.

It hadn’t.

The card was still there. So was the restless, guilty pulse that had been living under her skin since she got home.

A second later Owen appeared in the bedroom doorway, loosening his tie with one hand. He looked exactly like the man people expected him to be. Put together even when he was tired. Broad shoulders still filling out his dress shirt. Dark hair slightly mussed from a long day. That steady, serious face with dark eyes that used to scorch the length of Ginny’s body.

Now he just looked worn out.

“Hey,” he said. “Sorry I’m late. The Henderson project is turning into a complete nightmare.”

“It’s okay,” Ginny said quickly. “There’s chicken in the fridge if you’re hungry.”

Her voice sounded normal enough, which felt like a small miracle considering how hard her heart was beating. She watched him more closely than she had in weeks, maybe months. Really watched him. The tired set of his mouth. The way he rolled one shoulder like it ached. The familiar shape of him.

This was her husband.

This was the man Simone had talked about so casually, as if he were something Ginny might offer up. Something she might let another woman touch with her permission.

Owen shook his head. “I ate at the office. I’m just going to shower and pass out.”

“Okay.”

He was already turning toward the bathroom before she finished speaking. No kiss. No pause. No hand brushing her waist as he passed. Not even a second glance at the way her robe had loosened at the chest, exposing the slope of her breasts and a little too much skin.

This was their normal.

That was what unsettled her most. The ease of it. The routine. The way they moved around each other now with all the thoughtless coordination of people who had long ago stopped expecting surprise.

Ginny stood a moment later and followed him into the bathroom to begin her own nighttime routine. Owen was unbuttoning his shirt, his movements efficient and distracted. He dropped it over the hamper, then stepped out of his slacks. Ginny caught an unwanted glimpse of his bare thighs, solid and familiar, dusted with dark hair.

For years that familiarity had comforted her. Tonight, it didn’t. Tonight, all she could think was how much of him went untouched.

The shower came on a second later, steam beginning to fog the mirror. Ginny reached for her toothbrush and stared at her reflection while the water ran.

She looked the same as always. Same soft blonde hair. Same cautious eyes. Same face people probably still described as pretty in a quiet sort of way. Nothing about her looked different.

But she didn’t feel the same. Something had shifted. She could still hear Simone’s voice in her head, low and smooth and far too certain.

Share him.

Ginny’s fingers tightened on the edge of the sink. She hated how direct the words felt now that she was alone with them. Hated that some part of her had recognized herself in them immediately.

She reached up to pin her hair back from her face, and as she leaned in, her breasts brushed the cool marble edge of the vanity through the thin silk of her robe.

The sensation was small. Accidental. But it shot through her like a spark.

Her breath caught.

For one frozen second, she stayed exactly where she was, staring at herself in the mirror with wide eyes. Then came the deeper reaction, low in her body and impossible to misread. A sudden ache. A fullness. Heat gathering between her legs so fast it made her feel unsteady.

Her nipples tightened painfully beneath the silk. Her pulse throbbed low in her belly.

It had been so long since desire had arrived without warning that the force of it almost embarrassed her.

The bathroom door opened behind her.

Ginny jerked upright just as Owen stepped out of the shower with a towel low around his waist, skin flushed from the heat. He smelled like cedarwood soap. Water still traced slowly down his chest.

He caught her eye in the mirror.

“You okay?” he asked. “You look flushed.”

That was all. Just an observation. Casual. Mild. Like he was commenting on the temperature in the room.

Ginny swallowed. “Just the steam.”

He nodded once, already reaching for his joggers. The moment passed.

A few minutes later they climbed into bed.

The sheets were cool and crisp, tucked too neatly at the corners. Ginny slid beneath them and lay on her back, staring up at the ceiling while Owen turned onto his side almost immediately.

“Night, Ginny,” he murmured.

“Goodnight.”

He faced away from her, broad back turned, one arm folded beneath his pillow. In the dark, the shape of him felt both intimate and impossibly far away. There had been a time when getting into bed together still carried some charge, even if nothing happened. A time when his body beside hers changed the whole atmosphere of the room.

Now it was just part of the night. One more habit. One more completed task.

Ginny kept staring at the ceiling, feeling every inch of silence around her.

And then, because apparently her mind had decided to ruin her completely, she thought about the card again.

The phone number.

A hot pulse rolled through her stomach.

She thought about what Simone had implied, and once the thought started moving, she couldn’t stop it. Another woman.

Her breath turned shallow. It should have disgusted her. Instead, it moved through her body like heat poured straight into her bloodstream.

Wetness gathered between her thighs, sudden and undeniable. Her whole center felt swollen and oversensitive, that deep aching throb spreading until she could feel it in the muscles of her hips, her belly, even the way her legs wanted to press together.

She shifted slightly beneath the sheets.

The drag of cotton across her nipples and the seam of the mattress against the inside of her thigh made her suck in a breath.

Stop. She squeezed her eyes shut. This is ridiculous.

Ginny was married. Loyal. Sensible. They were going through a dry spell, not starring in some secret life she’d been too repressed to uncover until now.

That isn’t us, she told herself firmly.

But her body didn’t seem especially interested in that argument.

She lay completely still, trying to breathe through it. Trying to let the worst of it pass without moving enough to make it worse. Slowly, the sharpest edge of the arousal dulled. Not gone, but reduced to something she could contain. A low, persistent heat instead of a blaze.

Beside her, Owen’s breathing deepened into sleep.

Ginny listened to it in the dark and told herself the night at Simone’s had been a lapse. A strange little crack in an otherwise normal life. Something she would be embarrassed by in the morning.

She was a good wife. Good wives did not think about sharing their husbands.

Eventually sleep came for her too, but her dreams were far from innocent.
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Morning light poured through the kitchen windows, too bright and too cheerful for the way Ginny felt.

She sat alone at the breakfast bar with a mug of coffee she’d stopped drinking half an hour ago. It had gone cold, but she hadn’t moved to reheat it. The house was quiet, the kind of silence she usually liked. This morning it only made her feel more exposed.

Owen had left for work hours ago.

He’d kissed her on the cheek on his way out, distracted and automatic, already thinking about work. Then he’d disappeared into the garage in his navy suit, all competence and routine, and the second the door shut behind him, Ginny had stood there in the kitchen feeling strangely hollow.

And then she’d gone straight back to the nightstand drawer.

Now the cream-colored card sat on the granite in front of her, its gold design catching the sun every time she looked down.

She ran her fingertip along the edge again.

It was ridiculous that a little piece of cardstock had this much power over her. Ridiculous that she was sitting here at ten in the morning with her heart beating too fast, thinking thoughts that would have horrified her a week ago.

She was not reckless. She wasn’t wild. She was the kind of woman who remembered birthdays, signed up for volunteer shifts, and kept stain remover under every sink in the house. She bought practical underwear in neutral colors and folded towels the same way every time. She had built an entire life out of being dependable.

So why did she feel like one phone call might crack that life wide open?

Her gaze dropped to the card again, and a slow pulse answered from deep in her body.

The ache from last night hadn’t really gone away. It had settled into something lower, duller, steadier. A constant throb she could ignore only as long as she stayed perfectly still and didn’t let herself think too hard about why it was there.

You’re being absurd, she told herself.

Her marriage wasn’t broken. Owen was a good man. Loyal, responsible, kind. There were women who would have killed for a husband like hers.

But then she thought about the way he’d kissed her goodbye that morning without really looking at her. Thought about the empty width of their bed, the clean white space between their bodies every night. Thought about how long it had been since anticipation had lived anywhere in this house.

Her hand drifted to her thigh before she fully realized she was moving.

She pressed her palm against her mound, fingers curling lightly into the fabric of her leggings, and the small amount of pressure sent a sharp current through her. She sucked in a breath and froze.

Heat spread low and fast, a wet, deep ache that made her legs instinctively want to close. Her body felt heavy with it, almost swollen. Hungry wasn’t even the right word anymore.

She felt like she was starving for something she hadn’t known how to name until now.

Ginny shut her eyes. This was insane. She should throw the card away. Make fresh coffee. Go to Pilates. Do literally anything else.

Instead, before she could talk herself out of it, she grabbed her phone.

Her pulse ticked. She flipped the card over and keyed in the number from the back, her fingers clumsy enough that she had to do it twice. Then she just stared at the screen, breathing too shallowly, one thumb hovering over the call button.

She pressed it, and the line began to ring.

Once. Twice. By the third ring, her nerve almost broke. Her thumb moved toward the screen, ready to end the call before anyone picked up, before this became real.

Then the line clicked.

“Yes?”

The voice on the other end was low and smooth, distinctly feminine, and completely unhurried. It sent a strange little chill through Ginny, the kind that had nothing to do with fear and everything to do with being noticed before she’d even said a word.

For a second she couldn’t speak. Her throat tightened. Her mouth had gone dry.

“I...” She swallowed and tried again. “I was referred by Simone.”

Silence met her.

Not dead air. Not confusion. Just a pause that felt deliberate, as if the woman on the other end was taking her measure without needing to see her. Ginny’s face burned. She was suddenly, painfully aware of her own body. The thin bra under her T-shirt. The weight of her breasts. The heat between her legs. The fact that she was standing in her own kitchen trembling like someone much younger and much less in control.

“Ah,” the woman said at last. “Yes. Simone mentioned you.”

Ginny gripped the edge of the counter with her free hand.

“She said you might be interested in a conversation,” the voice continued, calm and knowing. “Something a little more useful than what she had on display.”

Ginny let out a shaky breath. “I don’t even know if interested is the right word.”

“No?” There was the faintest trace of amusement in the reply.

“No,” Ginny said, though it came out much softer than she intended. “I don’t know what I’m looking for.”

That wasn’t true exactly. She knew what she wasn’t looking for. More silence. More routine. More nights spent lying inches from her husband and feeling untouched anyway.

She pressed her thighs together and stared out the window over the sink, at the clean brightness of the backyard and the ordinary shape of the morning.

“My marriage is just...” She trailed off.

The woman finished the sentence for her. “Flat?”

Ginny shut her eyes. “Yes.”

There was no pity in the silence that followed. No false comfort either. Somehow that made it easier to keep listening.

“It happens,” the woman said. “More often than people admit. The good news is, that doesn’t have to be the end of the story.”

Something in Ginny’s chest tightened.

She thought of Owen as he’d looked that morning. Solid. Reserved. Still handsome in a way that almost made her angry now. She thought of how badly she wanted to feel something alive between them again, even if it came in a form she had no business wanting.

“Would you like to meet?” the woman asked. “Somewhere discreet. We can talk about what you want. What your husband might want. What’s possible.”

Ginny’s grip tightened on the phone. Her heart was racing now, but beneath the nerves was something steadier. Something darker. A pull she could no longer pretend she didn’t feel.

This was the moment where a sensible woman said no. This was the moment where she laughed nervously, apologized, and hung up. Instead, she heard herself whisper, “Yes.” The answer barely sounded like her own voice. But once it was out there, it felt impossible to take back. “I would like to meet.”
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The doorbell rang at two in the afternoon, making Ginny jerk enough she nearly spilled her tea despite knowing the visit was coming.

For one ridiculous second, she just stood there in the kitchen staring toward the front hall, her heart kicking hard against her ribs. She’d known this woman was coming. She had agreed to this. And still the sound of that bell made the whole thing feel suddenly real in a way it hadn’t over the phone.

Ginny set her mug down, wiped her damp palms on her cardigan, and went to answer the door.

The woman standing on the porch was even more striking than Ginny had imagined.

Tall. Sleek. Composed in a way that made Ginny immediately aware of every soft, uncertain inch of herself. Her skin was a touch tanned by the sun, luminous in the afternoon light, and her dark hair was pulled back into a polished ponytail that showed off sharp cheekbones and a pair of amber eyes that seemed to take in everything at once. She wore a silk camisole, expensive-looking and impossibly clean, like she belonged in a lobby downtown instead of on Ginny’s front step.

And before Ginny could stop herself, one awful thought landed cleanly in the center of her chest.

Owen would absolutely notice her in a crowd.

“Ginny?” the woman said.

Her voice was low, smooth, and warm like velvet.

“I’m Jade.”

Ginny stepped back automatically, letting her in.

A few minutes later they were sitting in the living room, and somehow the whole house felt different. Ginny sat perched on the edge of her armchair like a guest in her own home, hands folded too tightly in her lap. Across from her, Jade looked perfectly at ease on the sofa, one leg crossed over the other, posture relaxed.

Jade wore perfume, but not too much. Something dark and expensive. Sandalwood, maybe, with a sweeter edge underneath. It lingered in the room and made Ginny uncomfortably aware of the plainness of everything else around them. The neutral throw pillows. The framed photos. The polished coffee table that suddenly looked like a prop from somebody else’s life.

“I know this probably feels intense,” Jade said.

Ginny gave a small, embarrassed laugh. “A little.”

Jade smiled, but it wasn’t mocking. She leaned back slightly, keeping her gaze on Ginny. Direct, steady, and almost unnervingly calm.

“Let me tell you what this is and what it isn’t,” she said. “I’m not here to pressure you into anything. I’m here to create a situation that lets you and your husband see each other differently. Sometimes people get so locked into the roles they’ve been playing that they stop responding to each other altogether. I help break that pattern.”

Ginny swallowed.

The explanation was cleaner than Simone’s had been. Less provocative. Somehow that made it more dangerous, not less.

“So, what does that actually mean?” Ginny asked.

“It means whatever you’re comfortable with,” Jade said. “At the simplest level, it could be a conversation. Me meeting the two of you somewhere, talking to him, holding his attention a little longer than a stranger normally would. Letting some tension build. Letting him react. Letting you feel what comes up while you watch him.”

Ginny’s face was already warm, but now the heat spread lower. She shifted slightly in her chair and tried not to think about the fact that her body had been humming ever since she made the call.

Jade continued, her tone even. “If you want more than that, there can be more than that. Flirting. Touching. A scene you control. If your boundaries allow it, sex. You can watch. You can participate. Or you can stop things long before any of that.”

Ginny’s mind betrayed her instantly.

She pictured Owen at a bar, loosening in that quiet way he sometimes did after a drink or two. Jade turning her attention on him. Owen realizing it. The look that might cross his face. The possibility of his hands on another woman, not hidden from Ginny but happening right in front of her, because she had allowed it.

A hot pulse rolled low through her body.

“The idea of him with someone like you...” she said, then stopped.

Jade didn’t rush to fill in the silence.

Ginny looked down at her own hands. “I don’t know what I’d do if I actually saw it.”

“That’s honest,” Jade said. “And that’s okay.”

Ginny looked back up.

Jade’s expression had softened, just slightly. Not pitying. Just attentive. “You don’t have to know all of it today,” she said. “You only have to know whether you want to open the door.”

Ginny let out a shaky breath.

“I’m not...” She paused, frustrated by how hard it was to explain. “I’m not a reckless person.”

“I can tell.”

“And this isn’t how I thought my life would go.”

Jade nodded once. “That’s fair.”

Something about the lack of judgment made it easier to keep talking.

“He’s a good husband,” Ginny said quietly. “He’s not cruel. He’s not neglectful in some dramatic way. It’s just...” Her throat tightened. “Sometimes I feel like we’ve both disappeared.”

Jade held her gaze. “That happens more than people think.”

“I don’t want to be humiliated,” Ginny said after a moment.

“You won’t be,” Jade replied.

Jade leaned forward then, resting her forearms lightly on her knees. “Listen to me. You are in control here. Completely. If we do this, nothing happens that you have not allowed to happen. If you want it to begin and end with a little tension across a table, that’s all it is. If you decide midway through that you hate it, it stops. No scene, no argument, no pressure. You look at me, and I walk away.”

She reached out then, touching Ginny’s hand for just a second. The contact sent a spark straight up Ginny’s arm. Her breath caught, and she hated that Jade probably noticed.

“Tomorrow night,” Ginny heard herself say.

Jade waited.

“We’re going to The Vault,” Ginny went on, her voice thinner than she wanted it to be. “It’s a lounge downtown. We usually go on Fridays after dinner.”

Jade straightened, a slow, knowing smile touching her mouth.

“The Vault,” she repeated. “Ten?”

Ginny nodded.

She could feel her heartbeat in her throat now, in her wrists, everywhere.

Jade stood, smooth and graceful, and Ginny rose too a second later, more out of instinct than intention. Up close, Jade seemed even more self-possessed. At the front door, Jade turned back to her.

“You don’t have to decide the whole future tonight.” Then she stepped out onto the porch.

Ginny stood in the doorway and watched her walk back to her car.

When the door finally closed, Ginny leaned back against it and let out a breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding.

Her legs felt weak. The house smelled faintly like Jade’s perfume now. The scent seemed to settle into her skin.

She closed her eyes. She was terrified. She was absolutely in over her head.

And she was more turned on than she had been in years.
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The garage door rumbled open beneath the kitchen, and Ginny’s whole body tensed.

Usually that sound meant the day was over. Dinner, dishes, the soft drift into evening. Tonight, it felt like a countdown reaching zero.

She sat at the kitchen island with one leg tucked under her, chewing at the edge of her thumbnail hard enough to sting. She’d already worried her nails down too far, and the raw skin around them burned. It gave her something small and sharp to focus on besides the heavier, more distracting throb that had been living in her body ever since Jade left.

When Owen came in through the mudroom, he looked tired in the familiar way he always did after a long day. He kicked the door shut behind him, took one look at her, and stopped.

“Ginny?”

The concern in his voice made her look up, then instantly wish she hadn’t. His eyes narrowed a little, taking her in too easily.

“You’re shivering,” he said. “What happened?”

For a second, she almost lost her nerve.

She had spent the last hour telling herself she would say it plainly, calmly, without making it sound as scandalous as it actually was. But now that he was standing right in front of her, she felt exposed.

“I had a visitor,” she said.

Owen set his bag down by the door. “Okay.”

She nodded. Her mouth had gone dry. “Her name is Jade. I met her through Simone, um, when she hosted a sex toy party.”

He didn’t say anything, but his focus sharpened immediately. Ginny could feel it. It made heat creep up her chest.

She looked down at her hands because she couldn’t quite make herself hold his gaze and started talking before she could stop. About Simone giving her the card. About making the call. About Jade coming over that afternoon and sitting in their living room like she belonged there, explaining everything in that calm, unhurried voice of hers.

Once the words started coming, they kept coming.

Ginny told him more than she expected to. Not every detail, but enough. Enough to make it real. Enough to make the room feel warmer with every sentence. She described the basic arrangement. Jade meeting them at The Vault tomorrow night. The way it was supposed to work, at least at first. A conversation. Tension. Seeing what happened. Seeing what they both felt.

When she got to the part where it might go further than that, her voice thinned.

She hated how embarrassed she sounded. Hated that she could hear the hitch in her own breath when she mentioned Jade’s beauty, her confidence, the fact that Owen would be attracted to her. Of course he would. Ginny had been attracted to her instantly, and not in any detached, harmless way.

By the time she finished, the kitchen had gone completely still.

Ginny finally looked up. Owen was standing on the other side of the island, one hand braced against the counter, staring at her with an expression she couldn’t immediately read. It hit her all at once that he wasn’t disgusted.

If anything, he looked riveted.

“I didn’t know you thought about things like that,” he said quietly. His voice had changed. It was lower now. Rougher around the edges in a way she hadn’t heard in a long time.

Ginny felt the heat in her body turn liquid. Her thighs pressed together under the stool before she could stop herself. “I didn’t either,” she admitted

Owen’s eyes flicked over her face, and she saw the exact moment the meaning of it landed.

Ginny felt it like a shift in pressure, like the room itself had tilted. Owen had always been a solid presence in her life. But right now he looked less like the careful architect of their orderly marriage and more like a man standing in front of a door he suddenly wanted very badly to open.

“If this is something you want,” he said, “if you’re really sure you want to try it... then I’ll do it.”

Ginny’s breath caught. He kept looking at her in that same intent way, like he was seeing her and reassessing something all at once.

“I mean it,” he said. “I’ll do whatever you need.”

Something in her chest tightened so hard it almost hurt. “I think it could help,” she said softly. “I think maybe we need...” She broke off, frustrated and flustered. “Something. A shock to the system. Something to break this routine we’ve been living in.”

Owen came around the island. Ginny had just enough time to stand before he reached her.

Then his hands were on her waist. The contact stole her breath.

Not because he had never touched her there before, but because of how different it felt tonight. There was nothing absentminded about it. Nothing polite. His grip was firm, almost urgent, and when he pulled her in against him she felt every hard line of his body through their clothes. The press of his chest. The heat of him. The strength in his hands.

A small sound left her before she could stop it.

“Ginny,” he said, and the way he said her name made her knees feel weak.

Then he kissed her.

Not the soft peck he gave her before work. Not the tired, habitual goodnight kiss that barely lingered. This was immediate and hungry, like something in him had snapped awake. His mouth moved over hers with real intent, and when she opened for him, he deepened the kiss without hesitation.

Ginny gripped the front of his shirt.

Heat went through her so fast it almost made her dizzy. Her whole body felt oversensitive. The slide of his hand at her waist. The drag of fabric between them. The solid pressure of his thigh brushing hers. It all landed low in her body, feeding the ache that had been building since morning until it turned almost unbearable.

When he finally broke the kiss, it was only enough to breathe.

His forehead rested against hers. She could feel the heat of his breath on her mouth.

“Then we’ll try it,” he said.

His voice was low enough to sound almost like a growl.

“But you need to hear me.” His hands tightened slightly on her waist. “The second you don’t want it, it stops. I don’t care where we are or how far it’s gone. One word from you, one look, and we’re done.”

Ginny stared at him, dazed.

“I mean that,” he said. “I’m yours first. Always.”

Ginny nodded, too overwhelmed to trust her voice.

Her whole body felt alive from the inside out. Terrified, yes. Still ashamed, a little. But beneath that was something she hadn’t felt in so long she barely recognized it at first.

Anticipation.

And standing there in her husband’s arms, flushed and shaky and far too aware of every inch of herself, Ginny realized tomorrow night had already started.

[image: ]


The air inside The Vault felt thick enough to choke on. Or maybe that was just Ginny’s nerves. Ginny sat three stools down from Owen with a martini in front of her she hadn’t really touched.

Her fingers stayed wrapped around the stem like it was the only thing keeping her upright.

She was wearing a dress she still wasn’t sure she recognized as something she would choose. Midnight-blue silk, skimming over her hips and leaving her back bare almost to the waist. When she’d put it on earlier, she’d felt exposed in a way that had made her blush alone in her own bedroom. Now, sitting in public in that much silk and bare skin, she felt like a woman playing a part.

Every time she moved, the fabric shifted over her body in a way that made her hyperaware of everything. The cool air on her back. The drag of the dress across her thighs. The fact that she wasn’t wearing enough underneath it to forget she had a body.

She looked down the bar at Owen. He looked unfairly sexy.

White shirt. Sleeves rolled to his forearms. One hand around a tumbler of whiskey, the other resting flat against the bar. He looked steady if you didn’t know him, but Ginny did. She saw the tension in his jaw, the stillness in his shoulders, the way he hadn’t taken more than a sip of his drink.

He was waiting and nervous just like she was.

Then Jade walked in.

Tonight, she was wearing a red dress that hit above the knee and fit close through the waist and hips, simple enough that it should have looked understated, except nothing about Jade ever really did. Her hair was down now, dark and glossy over her shoulders, and the sight of it made something hot twist low in Ginny’s stomach.

Owen noticed her the second she stepped fully into the room, and Ginny saw it happen. Not a dramatic double take. Just the unmistakable shift of a man becoming aware of a woman he found attractive.

Jade crossed the room without once looking Ginny’s way. That was part of the arrangement, and Ginny had known that. Still, seeing it play out made her pulse jump so hard it almost hurt.

She stopped beside Owen and rested one hand lightly on the back of the empty stool next to him.

“Is this seat taken?” she asked.

Her voice carried easily over the music, low and warm and casual enough that nobody else in the room would have thought twice about it.

Owen looked up at her. “No,” he said. “Go ahead.”

His voice sounded different to Ginny. Lower. A little rougher.

Jade slid onto the stool beside him in one smooth movement, crossing one leg over the other. She signaled the bartender, ordered something Ginny didn’t catch, then turned toward Owen.

“You look like a man who’s had a terrible day,” she said, “and is hoping the night gets more interesting.”

A slow smile pulled at Owen’s mouth. “Why? Are you going to be that interesting thing?”

Ginny’s breath caught.

It was such a small exchange. Harmless, really. The kind of flirting that happened in bars every night between strangers. But that was exactly what made it hit so hard. There was no performance in it now, at least not one anyone else could see. Just her husband sitting beside a beautiful woman who had chosen to flirt with him.

And Ginny was watching it happen.

A low ache moved through her body. She shifted on the stool and crossed her legs more tightly, trying to contain the sudden rush of heat that left her feeling shaky.

Jade laughed softly at something Owen said next. Then she touched his forearm.

Ginny stared at the contrast. Jade’s elegant fingers against Owen’s tanned skin, the rolled white sleeve, the dark hair on his arm, the quiet way he looked down at her hand and then back at her face.

Something tightened sharply in Ginny’s chest.

Jealousy, yes. But not only that. Arousal at the fact that wanting to pull Jade’s hand away existed in the exact same breath as wanting to see what would happen if she left it there.

Owen leaned in slightly to hear her better over the music. Jade leaned in too.

This is wrong, one part of her thought.

Don’t stop, answered the other.

She took a sip of her martini finally, mostly because she needed something to do with her hands. The drink was cold and sharp on her tongue. It did nothing to calm her down.

A slower song started, bass deeper now, the melody stretching out into something lazy and smoky.

Jade glanced toward the small dance floor, then back at Owen. Her hand slid from his forearm down toward his wrist before falling away completely.

“Dance with me?” she asked.

Owen didn’t answer right away. His body went very still. Then slowly, he turned his head toward Ginny.

The look on his face hit her like a heatwave.

There was hesitation there, but underneath it was something darker. He wasn’t asking with words, but the question was unmistakable. Are we doing this? Do you want me to go with her?

Ginny’s heart pounded so hard she could hear it over the music.

Then she looked back at her husband, at the way he was waiting for her, even now. Then she gave him a single nod.

Owen held her gaze for one more beat, and then he stood.

The bass on the dane floor was deep enough that Ginny could feel it in her ribs.

She stood half-hidden beside a marble pillar with her clutch jammed under one arm and both hands wrapped around it so tightly her fingers ached. The room was crowded enough that no one was paying attention to her.

Owen and Jade were in the middle of the floor.

At first, they’d just swayed together, close enough to look like any other couple dancing in a dark bar. But it hadn’t stayed innocent for long. There was something seductive about the way Jade moved with him. Her arms were looped around his neck now, her body fitted to his in a way that made Ginny’s stomach tighten.

Owen still looked tense, though. His hands rested at Jade’s waist like he wasn’t yet sure how much he was allowed to want this.

The sight of him like that did something to Ginny.

Her husband was always composed. Always careful. Even when he wanted her, there was usually a layer of restraint over it, as if desire had to pass through good manners before it reached his hands. But now she could see the strain in him. The effort it was taking to hold back. The fact that he was one word, one glance, away from becoming a man she hadn’t seen in years, maybe ever.

Jade leaned up and said something in his ear.

Ginny couldn’t hear the words over the music, but she saw the way Jade’s mouth brushed close to his skin, saw the way Owen’s shoulders tightened in response.

Then Jade took his wrists gently and moved his hands. Jade slid his palms down from her waist to the curve of her hips, then lower, settling them on her ass as if she were teaching him where she wanted to be held.

Owen went still.

Even from across the floor, Ginny could see the reaction move through him. His head lifted immediately, his gaze sweeping the room until it found her.

That look almost undid her.

His face was flushed. His jaw tight. His eyes darker than she’d ever seen them in public. There was hunger there and hesitation. A question.

Ginny nodded.

Something shifted in Owen the second he got his answer.

His fingers tightened on Jade’s body, no longer soft. He pulled her closer, and the space between them disappeared entirely. The change in their dancing was immediate. More physical. Less like movement and more like friction.

Ginny’s whole body reacted.

She pressed her thighs together and had to bite the inside of her cheek to keep her face composed. The sight of Owen moving with another woman should have felt unbearable, but it didn’t.

Jade tipped her head back slightly, eyes half-lidded, and rolled her hips in a slow, controlled rhythm against him. Owen followed her lead after a beat, his hands firm now, his expression gone rough and openly strained.

He looked over Jade’s shoulder at Ginny again.

Ginny didn’t know what her face was giving away. The whole room had narrowed to the two of them and what she was allowing to happen.

Then Jade leaned closer to Owen and said something else.

This time, whatever it was changed the energy immediately.

Owen’s head turned, and his eyes found Ginny again, not from across the room in passing but directly, intensely. Jade stepped back just enough to take his hand.

Then she led him off the dance floor.

For one second Ginny just stood there, staring. Her heart seemed to drop straight through her body and then come roaring back twice as fast.

She moved before she fully thought it through, pushing off the pillar and weaving through the crowd after them. By the time she got outside, the cool night air hit her bare skin hard enough to make her gasp.

Jade was already heading toward a sleek dark car parked near the curb, Owen beside her. He looked dazed in a way Ginny recognized only because she felt exactly the same. Overstimulated. Wired. Too deep into this now.

Jade reached for the passenger-side door, then glanced back at Ginny as if checking that she was still there.

She watched Jade get into the driver’s seat, and watched Owen hesitate for the briefest moment before following.

She crossed the parking lot to her own car on shaky legs, heels clicking too loudly on the pavement. Her hands were unsteady when she unlocked the door. By the time she slid into the driver’s seat, her breath was coming too fast and her fingers barely felt like they belonged to her.

For a moment she just sat there gripping the steering wheel. Ahead of her, Jade’s taillights flared red, and Ginny started the car.
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Ginny pulled into the driveway.

Jade’s car was already there, dark and sleek beneath the porch light, the engine quiet now. Ginny parked behind it and just sat there for a moment with both hands locked around the steering wheel.

She couldn’t seem to let go.

Her heart was beating too fast, the sound of it filling up the silence inside the car. She had lived in this house for years, but tonight it didn’t feel like hers.

Tonight, it felt like she was arriving somewhere she hadn’t been invited.

After what felt like forever, she forced herself out of the car. By the time she reached the front door, her hand was shaking.

Then she heard a low sound from upstairs, and she froze in the entryway.

Every instinct she had told her to end this. She could still do that. She could still choose not to go through with this.

But she already knew she wasn’t going to stop anything.

Because beneath the fear, beneath the shame and disbelief and panic, there was still that same hot, heavy pull low in her body. It had followed her all the way home. It was there now, deep and insistent, making her feel unsteady and painfully awake.

Ginny climbed the stairs slowly, one hand trailing along the banister like she needed it to hold herself up.

When she reached the top of the stairs, the bedroom door was open. She stopped in the doorway.

The lamp on the nightstand was on, turned low, washing everything in amber light. Owen was standing by the foot of the bed, his dress shirt discarded on the floor. His chest was broad and pale, the muscles of his shoulders tensed as he looked toward the door. His eyes were hooded, the pupils so dilated they looked like black ink, burning with a mix of shame and a terrifying, raw dominance.

Jade stood before him, a vision in black lace. She was already half naked, the straps of her bra slipping. Neither of them moved to stop. In fact, seeing Ginny in the doorway seemed to catalyze them.

Owen reached out, his large hands trembling slightly as they hooked under the lace of Jade’s bra. Ginny watched, her breath hitching, as he unclipped the front. The fabric fell away, revealing the stunning weight of Jade’s breasts—full, heavy, and tipped with deep pink nipples that were already tight. Ginny felt a sharp, electric sting in her own chest, her own peaks hardening painfully against her bra in sympathy. She had never seen another woman this way, so close and so vital, and the sight of Owen’s hands—hands that usually touched Ginny with such caution—cupping that foreign, beautiful flesh made Ginny’s knees buckle.

"Do you like what you see, Ginny?" Jade whispered, her voice a low, vibrating hum that seemed to travel across the room and settle directly between Ginny’s legs.

Ginny couldn't find her voice. She simply leaned against the doorframe, her fingers digging into the wood.

Jade didn't wait for an answer. She reached for the waistband of Owen’s slacks and unzipped them. She pushed the trousers and his briefs down in one fluid movement, letting them pool around his ankles.

Owen was fully aroused. He stood before them rock hard, his cock pulsing with his heartbeat, the skin stretched tight and glistening slightly in the lamplight. Ginny’s eyes widened; she had seen him a thousand times, but never like this—never looking so raw, so primal. The reality of his desire was a physical force in the room.

As Jade dropped slowly to her knees in front of him, her eyes never leaving Ginny’s, Ginny felt a fresh wave of heat bloom deep within her, a liquid surrender that made her entire body ache for the spectacle to begin.

Jade took Owen into her mouth, her lips molding around his thick, rigid length with a hungry rhythm.

The sound that left Owen’s throat was a low, animalistic growl—a sound Ginny hadn't heard from him in years. He reached down, his large hands no longer steady or polite as he fisted Jade’s glossy dark hair, his knuckles turning white as he guided her movements.

Ginny felt like she was vibrating from the inside out. Her thoughts were a frantic, blurred mess of I should stop this and God, don't let it stop. The sight of her husband—her dependable, suit-and-tie Owen—looking so raw and dominated by his own pleasure was a visceral shock to her system.

Ginny’s skin felt hyper-sensitive, every nerve ending screaming for a touch that wasn't coming. Without even realizing she’d made the decision, her hands moved to the zipper of her midnight-blue dress. The silk slid down her body in a soft hiss, pooling around her ankles and leaving her in nothing but her lace bra and matching panties.

She felt a rush of cool air on her bare skin, but it did nothing to quench the fire burning in her core. She moved toward the bed—the very bed where they had slept in sterile, polite silence for months—and sank onto the edge of the mattress. Her legs felt weak, the muscles in her thighs quivering as she watched the rhythmic bob of Jade’s head and the way Owen’s hips bucked instinctively.

Trembling, Ginny slid her hand beneath the elastic of her panties. The heat radiating from her center was staggering. As her fingers brushed against the sensitive, swollen folds of her labia, she found herself completely, shamelessly soaking wet. The slickness was thick and hot, coating her fingers as she found the small, hard bundle of nerves at her peak that was pulsing with a life of its own.

She began to stroke herself, her breath hitching in a series of shallow, broken gasps. She wasn't just watching; she was a part of the friction, a part of the hunger. Her eyes were fixed on the sight of Owen’s face—his head thrown back, his eyes squeezed shut in a mask of pure, unadulterated ecstasy.

The tension in the room snapped as Owen’s body went rigid. His fingers tightened in Jade’s hair, and another deep, guttural groan ripped from his chest as he reached his breaking point. Ginny watched, her own hand moving in a frantic, blurred rhythm, as her husband gave himself over completely, his release spilling into Jade’s mouth while the woman looked up, her amber eyes locking onto Ginny’s with a triumphant, wicked heat.

Ginny’s own climax crashed over her a second later, a sharp, liquid explosion that made her back arch and her toes curl into the plush carpet, the shame finally drowning in a sea of pure, undeniable pleasure.

Owen reached down, his hands closing around Jade, and he lifted her like it was nothing, like she weighed nothing at all. The flex of his arms pulled Ginny’s attention instantly, the tight shift of muscle under his skin, the veins in his forearms standing out as he hoisted Jade up. There was something raw and possessive about it. It made something low in Ginny’s stomach turn over in a slow, unsteady roll.

He set Jade down on the bed beside her.

The mattress dipped, the shift subtle but enough to jolt through Ginny’s already oversensitive body. She felt it everywhere, like even that small movement echoed through her skin. She barely breathed, her chest rising and falling too fast, too shallow, like she couldn’t quite get enough air.

Owen didn’t look at Jade. Instead, his gaze went straight to Ginny.

It was heavy. Focused. He took his time, looking at his wife like he was cataloging every detail. The way her chest was still heaving. The way her hair had come loose against the pillow, strands sticking to her damp skin. The way her hand still rested where it had been, her fingers slick, undeniable evidence of how far gone she already was.

A low sound came from him, something between a hum and a growl, and it settled deep in her stomach.

“Look at you,” he said quietly.

His voice was rough, stripped down in a way that made heat flood through her all over again, pooling low and heavy in her body.

Ginny swallowed, but it didn’t help. Nothing helped.

Owen shifted his attention at last. He reached for the final barrier—the gossamer-thin black lace of Jade’s panties. With agonizing slowness, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband and dragged them down. Ginny’s eyes were glued to the sight, her pupils blown wide. As the silk fell away, Jade was revealed in her entirety.

Ginny stared, a jagged knot of envy and arousal tightening in her throat. Jade was a masterpiece of tanned skin and lean, athletic muscle. Her breasts were full and heavy, tipped with those demanding pink points, and the dark, neat triangle of hair between her thighs was already glistening with her desire.

Ginny felt small and pale by comparison, her own soft curves feeling inadequate, yet the sight of another woman’s nakedness in her marriage bed made the heavy, engorged throb in her core intensify until it was a physical ache. Her inner thighs felt feverish, the sensitive skin there chafing against the damp lace of her own underwear.

Jade shifted, her movements like a cat’s, and turned her head on the pillow until she was looking Ginny directly in the eye. A small, knowing smile played on her lips—the look of a woman who knew exactly what buttons she was pushing.

"He’s still so hard, Ginny," Jade whispered, her voice a low, vibrating hum that seemed to settle in the very bundle of nerves at Ginny’s peak. "I’m going to let your husband fuck me now. I want you to see every inch of him inside me."

The bluntness of the words hit Ginny like a physical blow. The "good wife" in her mind wanted to scream, to stop the madness, but her body had already surrendered. The reality of her hunger was undeniable; a sharp, stinging heat bloomed in her center, and a low moan escaped her throat in response—a sound of pure, helpless consent.

The room felt like it was vibrating, the air thick with a heavy, primal heat that made Ginny’s skin feel too tight for her body. She lay on her side, propped up on one trembling elbow, just inches away from where the center of her world was about to collide with a beautiful stranger.

Owen moved over Jade, his broad, pale chest hovering over her curves. He was a vision of controlled power, his muscles roiling under his skin as he braced himself. Ginny’s eyes were fixed, unblinking, as Owen guided his rigid, pulsing cock to Jade’s entrance.

She watched, her breath trapped in her throat, as he began to slide in. It was agonizingly slow. She saw every inch of his thickness disappear into Jade’s slick heat. The visual contrast was a shock to Ginny’s system; her husband, the man who usually took her with such careful, quiet affection, was now a predatory force. A sharp, electric sting of jealousy flared in Ginny’s chest, only to be immediately swallowed by a massive, thundering throb in her own core. The internal ache was so intense she had to bite her lip to keep from crying out.

As Owen settled deep inside Jade, he didn't stop. He began to pump, his hips moving in a rhythmic, relentless cadence that made the entire mattress shudder beneath Ginny’s weight. He leaned down, his mouth finding one of Jade’s full, heavy breasts. Ginny watched his lips close around the hard nipple, sucking with a hunger that made her own breasts feel swollen and painfully neglected.

The sound of their bodies meeting—the wet, rhythmic slap of skin against skin—echoed in the quiet room. Ginny’s hand was back between her own thighs, her fingers lost in the hot, overflowing slickness of her own arousal. She was right on the precipice, her vision blurring as she watched the sheer, animalistic intensity of her husband’s performance.

Owen’s focus shifted; he reached down between his own abdomen and Jade’s, his hand disappearing into the friction of their joining. Ginny saw his fingers find the small, sensitive bundle of nerves at Jade's peak, teasing and circling even as he began to pound into her harder and faster. He wasn't just her husband anymore; he was a man reclaiming a part of himself he’d kept hidden, and he was doing it right in front of her.

"Look at him, Ginny," Jade gasped, her head thrashing against the pillow, her eyes rolling back. "Look at what he's doing to me."

The sight of Owen’s face—his jaw set, his eyes dark with a terrifying, beautiful lust—was the final spark. Ginny felt the tension between her legs coil into a tight, vibrating knot before it finally shattered. A liquid, white-hot explosion of pleasure crashed over her, making her back arch and her toes curl into the sheets.

At the exact same moment, Owen’s rhythm broke. He let out a soul-baring roar, his body locking into a rigid arc as he reached his own breaking point. Jade’s body convulsed beneath him, her own high-pitched cry joining his as they spiraled into a synchronized, messy finish.

Ginny collapsed back onto the pillows, her breath coming in jagged, sobbing hitches. She was spent, she was ruined, and as she looked at the two of them—tangled together in the wreckage of her marriage’s routine—she knew the timid woman she used to be was gone forever.

The silence that followed was heavy, vibrating with the ghost of the moans that had filled the room only moments before. Ginny lay on the edge of the bed, her skin cooling as the sweat began to dry, making her feel small and fragile in the wake of the storm. She watched through heavy lids as Jade stood, her soft skin glowing in the amber lamplight, looking entirely unbothered as she reached for her lace panties and the crimson dress.

Jade moved with the grace of a woman who had done this a hundred times, while Ginny felt like she had just been dismantled and put back together in the wrong order. With a final, knowing look toward the bed—a gaze that lingered just a second too long on Owen’s spent form—Jade whispered a goodbye and slipped out the door. The distant click of the front door felt like the closing of a chapter.

Owen sat up, his chest heaving as he rubbed a hand over his face. He looked at Ginny, his eyes searching hers with a raw, vulnerable intensity. "Ginny? Are you okay?"

Ginny nodded, though her heart was still doing a frantic dance against her ribs. She couldn't find the words to explain the riot of emotions inside her—the lingering shock, the fading jealousy, and the dark, illicit thrill that refused to quiet down.

Owen stood, his legs still looking a bit unsteady. He walked toward the ensuite bathroom, his broad shoulders slumped with the weight of what they’d just done. "I’m going to go... clean up. I'll be right back."

"No," Ginny said, her voice surprising her with its sudden, husky strength.

Owen stopped at the threshold, turning back with a confused frown. Ginny slid off the bed, her movements fluid and directed by a part of her she hadn't known existed until tonight. The carpet was soft beneath her bare feet as she crossed the room to him. Her own body felt heavy, her core still pulsing with a dull, persistent ache that demanded one final act of reclamation.

She reached out, her fingers grazing the hair-dusted skin of his thigh. She could still smell the musky, sweet scent of Jade on him, a scent that should have repulsed her but instead acted like a catalyst.

"I want to taste her on you," she whispered, her gaze locking onto his.

Before Owen could even breathe a response, Ginny dropped to her knees. She took him into her mouth, her lips closing around the thick, salty length of his cock. The taste was a heady mix of his natural musk and the slick, foreign essence of the woman who had just been in their bed.

Owen’s head snapped back against the doorframe, a low groan ripping from his throat. He fisted her hair, his knuckles brushing against her scalp as he surrendered to her rhythm. Ginny worked him with a desperate, newfound hunger, her tongue tracing the sensitive skin at his tip until he couldn't take any more. He came in her mouth with a violent, pulsing intensity, and as she swallowed, Ginny looked up at him and smiled—a slow, wicked expression that told him everything had changed.

He didn't give her a chance to stand. Owen reached down, his hands gripping her under her arms and hauling her up with a strength that made her breath hitch. He quickly unclasped her bra and yanked her panties to her ankles until his wife was completely naked.

Ginny let out a soft cry of surprise as he grabbed her thighs, hoisting her up until her legs were wrapped tightly around his waist, and backing her up against the wall.The friction of his rough skin against her sensitive, inner thighs was almost too much to bear. She was still soaking wet and ready for him.

Owen didn't waste time with gentleness. He guided himself to her entrance and pushed inside with one deep, possessive thrust that buried him to the hilt. Ginny’s head fell back against the wall, her eyes rolling into her head as her body stretched to accommodate him.

The sex was explosive, a raw and animalistic exchange that made the previous hour feel like a dress rehearsal. He pounded into her, his hips hitting hers with a rhythmic, bruising force, while Ginny clung to his neck, her nails digging into his shoulders. Every thrust was a claim, a way of erasing Jade’s touch while simultaneously fueled by it.

When they finally broke, both of them screaming into the quiet of the house, Ginny felt a sense of completion she had never known. The marriage wasn't just "spiced up"; it had been forged into something entirely new, something dark and beautiful that they both finally understood.
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The morning sunlight filtered through the sheer ivory curtains, casting a soft, golden glow over the rumpled sheets. Ginny stirred, her body feeling heavy and pleasantly unspooled in a way she hadn't experienced in years. There was a faint, lingering tenderness in her breasts and a dull, pulsing hum deep in her pelvis—physical echoes of the night before that made her breath hitch as she fully woke.

Owen was already awake, propped up on one elbow and watching her with an expression that made her skin prickle with heat. There was no "professional" distance in his eyes this morning; instead, there was a raw, shimmering warmth that made him look younger, more dangerous, and entirely hers.

"Morning," he murmured, his voice still thick with sleep and the ghost of the growl he’d found in the dark.

Ginny felt the familiar tug of her own timidity, an instinct to pull the duvet up to her chin, but she fought it. She let the silk slip, exposing the pale curve of her shoulder and the sensitive, slightly swollen swell of her breast. "Morning," she whispered back, a giddy, uncontrollable smile tugging at the corners of her mouth.

They both laughed then—a soft, conspiratorial sound that filled the space where silence used to live. The tension that had defined their marriage for months had been incinerated, replaced by a shared secret that felt like a living thing between them.

Ginny reached out, her fingers grazing the hair-dusted skin of his forearm. Even that simple touch felt electric, her nerve endings hyper-aware of the friction. She thought of the way Jade’s skin had looked against his, and instead of the sharp sting of rejection she’d expected, she felt a treacherous, liquid heat blossom between her thighs. Her thoughts, usually so judgmental, were surprisingly quiet, replaced by the vivid, filthy memory of the night before.

"I... I was thinking," Ginny started, her face flushing a deep, brilliant crimson. She looked down at his chest, tracing the line of his muscle with her thumb. "About last night. About Jade."

Owen’s hand found the curve of her hip, his thumb hooking into the waistband of her panties and tugging gently, a possessive gesture that made her core throb in a frantic rhythm. "What about it, Ginny?"

"I think... I might like to do that again sometime," she admitted, the words feeling like a delicious sin on her tongue. "With her. Or maybe... someone else."

Owen’s breath hitched, and she could see the way his pupils immediately dilated, the dark circles nearly swallowing the blue of his irises. The anatomical reality of his reaction was instant; even under the covers, she could feel the sudden, rigid heat of him pressing against her leg.

"God, Ginny," he rasped, leaning in until their foreheads touched. "It was so hot. Watching you watch me... seeing how much you wanted it. I’ve never been more turned on in my life."

The admission sent a fresh wave of arousal through her, a sharp, stinging ache centered in the sensitive bundle of nerves at her peak. She felt closer to him in this moment than she ever had during their most "traditional" years.

As they eventually climbed out of bed to start their day, the change was undeniable. They moved around the kitchen with a new, magnetic pull. When Owen poured her coffee, his hand lingered on the small of her back; when Ginny walked past him to get the cream, she let her hip brush against his, the friction sending a jolt of liquid fire through her.

The timid wife was still there, but she was finding a new kind of power. She caught her reflection in the microwave door and didn't recognize the woman looking back—the one with the bruised lips, the glowing skin, and the secret tucked deep inside her that was only just beginning to grow.
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