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  Chapter one
Shadows of the Past Reunite


The dining room reeked of sage, roasted turkey, and that sour, metallic stink of red wine left out too long. Candlelight flickered over the long oak table, where Godric’s family had packed themselves in for the yearly holiday feeding frenzy. Laughter crashed around him—his aunt’s shrill cackle, his cousin’s obnoxious work stories, the constant clatter of forks and knives. Somewhere in the background, Christmas music droned on, just loud enough to be annoying. 
Godric sat ramrod straight, the collar of his green shirt choking him worse than it had that morning. His hand kept drifting to Xyla’s, fingers brushing hers, desperate for something solid. Her skin was hot. She wore that red dress—the one that hugged her waist and made her ass look like a fucking invitation, the neckline low enough to show off the hollow at her throat and the start of her tits. Her hair was up, neck bare, and every time she laughed or turned, the candlelight flashed off her earring and the sweat glistening at her collarbone.
He felt proud. Possessive. And underneath it, a sick, crawling anxiety that made his cock twitch and his stomach knot.
The front door opened with a gust of cold air that carried the scent of pine from the wreath outside. Voices rose in greeting. Godric’s stomach dropped before his brain even registered the reason.
Farris stepped into the room.
He was bigger than Godric remembered—broader across the shoulders, arms thick under the sleeves of a charcoal button-down rolled to the elbows. His blond hair was longer now, tousled in that careless way that looked deliberate. His jaw was shadowed with a day’s growth, and when he smiled, the same crooked, knowing tilt of the mouth that had once made Godric’s knees weak with dread and something darker appeared.
“Farris!” Godric’s cousin Lauren called, rising to hug him. “You made it!”
“Wouldn’t miss it,” Farris answered, voice low and easy. His eyes swept the table, cataloguing faces, and landed on Godric.
The smirk deepened.
Godric’s heart hammered in his throat. He tried to keep his face blank, but the flush burning up his neck gave him away. Xyla squeezed his hand under the table, a little question in her touch. She hadn’t seen the look Farris gave him. She didn’t know how deep the humiliation went.
Farris made the rounds—handshakes, back-slaps, the easy charisma that had always let him walk into any room and own it within thirty seconds. When he reached their side of the table, he stopped.
“Godric,” he said, extending his hand.
Godric stood, chair screeching. He took Farris’s hand and felt the squeeze—hard, too long, fingers grinding into his bones like a warning.
“Been a while,” Godric managed.
“Long enough.” Farris’s gaze flicked sideways. “And this must be the wife.”
Xyla rose gracefully, offering her hand with the same warm smile she gave everyone. “Xyla. Nice to meet you.”
Farris took her hand, not shaking it, just holding on, his thumb stroking the inside of her wrist like he was already thinking about fucking her. “Farris. And trust me, the pleasure’s all mine.”
Xyla’s smile faltered for half a heartbeat—surprise, maybe, or the sudden awareness of how close he stood, how much taller he was. She laughed softly, the sound a little breathier than usual. “Thank you.”
Godric watched Farris’s eyes crawl down Xyla’s neck, lingering on the curve of her tits under the red dress, then back up to her face. The look was pure hunger. He didn’t bother to hide it.
“Godric never told me he’d married someone who looks like she stepped out of a goddamn painting,” Farris said, still holding her hand. “Guess some things he likes to keep to himself.”
Xyla’s cheeks went pink. She pulled her hand back, all polite, but Godric saw her nipples poking through the silk, saw her thighs press together under the table as she sat. She was turned on, and he knew it.
Farris took the empty chair directly across from Xyla.
Dinner resumed. Forks scraped plates. Stories overlapped. Godric tried to focus on the food, on the wine, on anything except the way Farris leaned forward every time Xyla spoke, the way his foot slid deliberately beneath the table until the toe of his shoe brushed the inside of Xyla’s ankle.
She jumped—just a little, a sharp breath—but Godric caught it. He saw her lips part, her tongue flick out to wet them, the flush spreading down her chest. She was getting off on it.
Farris noticed Godric watching.
He smiled.
“Remember senior year, Godric?” Farris said suddenly, loud enough for half the table to hear. “The way I’d always get the girl to dance with me at homecoming while you stood by the wall holding punch? Some things never change.”
A few people laughed. Oblivious. Good-natured.
Xyla’s eyes flicked to Godric, questioning.
Godric forced a smile that felt like a grimace. “Ancient history,” he lied.
“Is it?” Farris’s voice dropped, intimate, meant only for the three of them. “Feels pretty fucking current to me.”
Under the table, Xyla’s foot nudged his—maybe trying to reassure him, maybe just guilty. Her calf pressed against his shin, hot through her stockings, and all he could think about was Farris’s foot on her other leg.
Farris’s gaze dropped to where their legs touched, then lifted again, dark and amused.
Dessert showed up—pecan pie, sticky and sweet, but Godric barely tasted a bite. His mouth was dry, his cock aching.
Farris pushed his chair back. “Xyla, you said you were interested in that old vinyl collection Lauren’s got in the den. I happen to know a thing or two about rare pressings. Care to take a quick look? Catch up on some real conversation?”
Xyla hesitated. Her eyes cut to Godric.
He should have said no. Should have made up some excuse. Should have stood up, grabbed her, and reminded everyone—especially himself—whose slut she was.
Instead he nodded once, stiffly.
“Sure,” Xyla said softly. She rose, smoothing her dress over her hips. The fabric clung to the curve of her ass as she moved.
Farris’s hand settled lightly at the small of her back as they walked toward the hallway—fingers splayed, possessive.
They disappeared around the corner.
From the dining room came the sound of chairs shifting, laughter, the clink of glasses being cleared.
Godric sat frozen, fork clenched in his fist, straining to hear anything—any sound of her, of them.
Somewhere down the hall, Xyla laughed—low, surprised, delighted.
The sound carried.
It echoed.
And Godric’s cock throbbed, pressed painfully against his pants, humiliated and aching for something he’d never admit.






  
  Chapter two
Whispers in the Hallway


The hallway was long and narrow, barely lit by a couple of cheap sconces and a single lamp. Family photos in ugly, mismatched frames stared out from the walls: forced wedding smiles, bad school pictures, vacation shots where everyone looked sunburned and miserable. They watched everything. The sounds of dinner—laughter, chairs scraping, someone yelling for more wine—were muffled and far off, like they belonged to another house. 
Xyla walked ahead of Farris by half a step, acutely aware of the heat at her back. His presence filled the corridor the way smoke fills a closed room—inescapable, invasive, curling into every breath she took. She could smell him now: clean cotton shirt, expensive cologne with a dark, woody base note, and underneath it all the warm, animal scent of skin that had been moving, eating, wanting.
She stopped at the old hall table, her fingers gripping the edge. There was a bowl of pinecones, but she barely noticed the smell. She needed a second to pull herself together. Farris had started to unravel her the moment he touched her wrist at dinner.
He didn’t stop as far back as she’d expected. He stepped right into her space, close enough that the front of his shirt brushed the bare skin between her shoulder blades when she inhaled.
“You’re tense,” he murmured, voice pitched low enough that it vibrated against her ear rather than carried. “Don’t be.”
Xyla turned her head just enough to catch the corner of his mouth lifted in that same crooked smile. “I’m fine.”
“Liar.” One word, soft, amused. His hand lifted, knuckles grazing the outside of her arm from elbow to shoulder in a single slow drag. The touch was so light it should have been nothing. Instead it left a trail of gooseflesh in its wake. “You’ve been watching me since I walked in. And I’ve been watching you right back.”
Her heart pounded in her throat. She should have pulled away, made some excuse, gone back to Godric and the safe, boring dinner where nothing ever happened.
Instead she asked, “Why are you here, Farris?”
His chuckle was quiet, rough-edged. “Lauren invited me. Said it would be a nice surprise for old friends.”
“Old friends,” she echoed, tasting the lie.
“Old enemies, maybe.” He shifted closer. Now the heat of his chest pressed lightly against her back. Not trapping her—not yet—but reminding her exactly how much bigger he was. “Doesn’t matter. History’s just the opening act.”
Xyla swallowed, her mouth dry. Her pussy was already wet, embarrassingly so, and she shifted her weight, feeling the sticky heat between her legs. Every move made her more aware of her swollen clit and the way her panties rubbed against it.
Farris noticed. Of course he did.
His hand settled on her hip, thumb pressing into the soft dip just above her pelvic bone. Not hard. Just enough to hold. “Tell me something,” he said against the shell of her ear. “When Godric fucks you, does he ever make you feel like this? Like your skin’s too tight and you might come just from someone breathing on your neck?”
His words hit her hard. Xyla’s breath caught, and she felt another rush of wetness, her cunt clenching around nothing.
“That’s none of your business,” she whispered.
“Isn’t it?” His lips brushed the sensitive spot behind her ear. Not a kiss. Just contact. Enough to make her shiver. “Because right now you’re standing here dripping for a man who used to shove your husband into lockers. That seems like my business.”
She should have slapped him, shoved him off, gone back to the dining room and told Godric everything, just to see what would happen.
Instead, she tilted her head, giving him more of her neck.
Farris didn’t hesitate. He put his mouth on her neck, open and wet, his teeth scraping her skin just hard enough to hurt. Xyla’s knees almost gave out. She let out a soft, helpless moan.
“There she is,” he muttered against her skin. “Knew she was in there.”
His other hand slid up her side, slow and deliberate, until his thumb found the underside of her breast through the thin silk. Her nipple was already hard and aching; even that small touch made her gasp.
“You like being bad, don’t you?” he said. Not mocking. Almost tender. “You like knowing he’s sitting out there wondering where you are, while you let me put my hands on what’s his.”
Xyla closed her eyes. Shame and arousal tangled together, impossible to pull apart. "We shouldn’t—"
"Shouldn’t what?" His hand moved up, grabbing her breast, his thumb circling her nipple in slow, teasing strokes. "Shouldn’t let me feel how hard your nipples are? Shouldn’t let me see how wet your cunt is under this dress?"
His filthy words went straight through her. She moaned, quiet but obvious.
Farris groaned, low and rough. He pushed his hips forward, pressing his hard cock against the small of her back.
"Fuck," he muttered. "You’re making me crazy."
He spun her around and shoved her against the wall. The cold plaster hit her shoulders, his body hot against her front. He kissed her hard, no warning, his tongue forcing its way into her mouth like he owned her.
Xyla kissed him back.
She couldn’t stop herself. He tasted like wine and sweat and need. Her hands grabbed his chest, fingers twisting in his shirt, holding on tight.
He kissed her like he was starving. One hand yanked her hair, forcing her head where he wanted it; the other grabbed her ass, pulling her hard against his cock. She ground against him, desperate for more.
They only broke apart when they had to breathe, foreheads pressed together, both of them panting.
Farris’s eyes were black, pupils huge. "Guest room’s at
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