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CHAPTER ONE


JINGLE BELL ROCK blasted through the speakers of the small boutique of La Perla. I hummed along to myself as I pulled off my winter hat and combed a few flecks of snow from my fire red hair. I walked through the racks of clothes idly, admiring the Christmas tree that sparkled in the corner of the store, perfectly placed against the window as a fresh dust of snow covered the ground. Halloween may have been my favorite holiday, but Christmas was a close second. I loved the way the ground looked covered in snow, and the smell of the fireplace as James and I laid next to it rediscovering our love for one another.

"I'm so glad you called," Cori said breaking the spell and holding up a crimson negligee against her chest. "It's been ages since we've had a chance to talk. I haven't seen you since Halloween. I was starting to think you and James were on the rocks again after... everything." Three years ago, a party at Cori's had nearly destroyed my marriage, creating a distance between us once-inseparable friends that had only recently begun to heal. Now here we were, shopping for lingerie together like old times.

I ran my fingers along a rack of silk scarves, wondering if they could be used for more than just keeping warm. A smile formed on my lips as I looked up, my emerald green eyes meeting my friend's concerned gaze. "Actually, we're better than ever," I admitted, surprised by how true the words felt. "Halloween was... unexpected. But good unexpected."

"That's good to hear," Cori replied with a smile of her own. She placed the negligee back on the rack and continued to browse, the click of her 6-inch heels echoing through the store. She pulled her raven black hair away from her face, tossing it over her shoulder. "I was worried that after what happened with George..."

A gasp escaped my throat, my pulse rising along with my body temperature. "That was... not what we had planned." I laughed nervously, walking down the next aisle to look at the more risqué outfits, and also to get a little distance between us.

"There's no need to be embarrassed, love, I'm not here to judge." She picked up another negligee, this one green, and placed it over her arm. "We were just surprised, that's all. Daniel was really hoping the two of you would finally... connect."

Memories of Halloween came flooding back. I gripped the silk garment in my hands, I couldn't shake the image of Cori's closet, the anticipation that had coursed through my veins. I'd spent the whole night stealing glances at Daniel, imagining his strong arms around me, picturing that small scar above his eyebrow as he found me in the dark. The memory of fur against my skin made me bite my lip, not Daniel's Viking costume, but George's ridiculous vest. My cheeks burned now, recalling how quickly confusion had turned to desire, how my body had betrayed my better judgment. Even now, months later, I could still hear myself begging, still feel the shame mixed with animalistic lust inside me as James watched it all unfold.

"Fucking George," I whispered, shaking my head at the memory.

Cori's laugh rang in my ear as she materialized by my side, a dark green teddy dangling from her fingers. "This would look amazing with your complexion," she said, then grabbed a second identical one. "Can you imagine their faces if we both walked out in these?" She held the green silk against my shoulder. "Maybe not, you would look hot as fuck in this with your hair. It would wash me out though, and my brown eyes and dark hair don't help."

"Cori!" I hissed, but couldn't help smiling. We'd always been like this, even before the lifestyle - Cori pushing boundaries while I pretended to resist.

"Oh please, like you haven't thought about it, the two of them drooling over you." Her fingers brushed my arm as she adjusted the fabric. "You know, Daniel hasn't stopped talking about what might have happened if he'd found you first. Though..." She paused, close enough now that I could feel her warm breath on my neck. "From what we could hear, you weren't exactly disappointed with your consolation prize."

Warmth crept up my neck and I buried my face in my hands. "I don't know what you're talking about," I mumbled, cheeks flushing at the memory.

"That's funny, because even if we couldn't hear exactly how much you were enjoying yourself, which we definitely could, you left quite the impression on our bedspread. Had to buy a whole new one." Cori's laughter completely drowned out Silent Night as she guided me toward the fitting rooms, adding a black lace bodysuit to the growing pile in my arms. "Reminded me of that girls' trip to Cancun not long after you got married. Remember that cabana boy the next morning?"

"That was different," I protested, ducking into a fitting room. "He was more my type. Tall, dark, gorgeous. Not..." I paused and felt my face flush. "Fucking George."

"Mmhmm," Cori hummed, slipping into the room with me. "That's exactly what you were doing."

"Here, help me with this zipper," Cori said as the dressing room door shut behind her. The small space filled with the rustle of fabric and quiet giggles as we tried on various pieces. Through the mirror, I watched Cori adjust the red teddy, her eyes never really leaving mine in the reflection.

"So..." Cori's voice dropped to a playful whisper. "Just between us girls - was he really that good?"

I focused intently on adjusting my own garment, avoiding her knowing gaze in the mirror. I felt my nipple harden against the soft fabric, and convinced myself it was due to the cold and nothing else. "I mean, it wasn't terrible," I mumbled, then caught her raised eyebrow. "Okay, fine. It was... surprisingly good. Really good." My cheeks burned at the admission.

Cori's playful expression softened as she turned to face me. "And James? How did he really handle it?" The question hung heavy between us, memories of that night three years ago casting a momentary shadow. "I know last time..."

"Actually," I interrupted, adjusting my top in the mirror, "he's been amazing. Better than I could have expected." I adjusted the strap of my teddy, turning to my side as I gathered my thoughts. "It's like... it awakened something in both of us. We're talking more, opening up more. The spark is definitely back."

"Yeah?"

"Last week we even went to that new bar downtown, looking for a couple to play with." I laughed, remembering James's eager anticipation. "We didn't find anyone we clicked with, but God, the way he looked at me all night... I felt like the sexiest woman alive."

"And he wasn't jealous? After what happened with George?"

"If anything, it turned him on more. He says watching me let go like that, knowing I was coming home with him..." I trailed off, blushing. "Well, let's just say we barely made it to the bedroom that night."

"Now there's the couple everyone is so envious of," Cori grinned, turning back to the mirror. "God, look at your ass in this. I would kill for a butt like yours."

"Please," I scoffed, grateful for the subject change. "Your chest is twice the size of mine. And trust me, that's what most guys notice first."

"Daniel doesn't. He's definitely an ass man." Cori's eyes twinkled mischievously. "Speaking of... Has James ever...?" She raised her eyebrows suggestively.

"Cori!" My face flamed even hotter as I caught my bottom lip between my teeth. "We're in public! Do you have a filter at all?"

"Oh come on, we used to share everything. Remember spring break senior year?"

I ran my tongue over my top teeth, "Once. It was... nice actually. But I never got a chance to really get into it. He got a little too excited and it ended pretty quickly."

"Only once?" Cori's smile turned wicked as she held up another piece of lingerie that would put my butt on full display. "Maybe you need more practice."

We tried on a few more items, the conversation flowing easily between old memories and current confessions. Finally, we sorted through our selections, each choosing a few pieces that had earned mutual approval.

As we gathered our purchases, Cori casually mentioned, "So, the Christmas party is definitely happening. Two weeks from Saturday." She paused, then added with practiced innocence, "Should I add George to the guest list?"

"Oh my God, stop," I groaned, but my protest lacked conviction. I busied myself with my wallet, deliberately avoiding both an answer and her knowing smile.

"Just asking," Cori sang, leading the way to the register. "You know, for planning purposes."

I rolled my eyes, but couldn't quite suppress the shiver of anticipation that ran through me.


CHAPTER TWO


THE HEAT OF the fire warmed my face as I took another drink of wine. My cheeks flushed as I leaned my head back against James's strong chest, running the fingers of my free hand up his exposed forearm.

"Thanks again for dinner, love," I said, straining my neck to kiss his cheek. "I knew there was a reason I married you."

"And here I thought it was just for my dashing good looks." His laugh reverberated against my skin as his lips found my neck.

"Can't it be both?" I teased, reaching back to run my fingers through his unruly, brown hair.

His fingers found the exposed skin of my hips from my shirt riding up slightly. "So... you going to tell me what you and Cori did all day? Maybe start with what's in the bag?"

"Oh you know, just girl talk," I teased following his gaze to the La Perla bag I'd deliberately left visible by the couch.

A sharp jolt of pain shot through me as his teeth locked onto my neck causing goosebumps to form on my arms. His hands tightened on my hips possessively.

I sipped the last of my wine, setting the empty glass down. I enjoyed this little game between us, basking in knowing just how much I was making him squirm thinking about what was in the bag. "If you're a good boy, maybe I'll show you."

His hands slid up from my hips, tickling my ribs while simultaneously causing heat to build between my thighs. "I'm always good."

"Oh please," I laughed leaning into his body as his fingers rested just below my chest causing my heart to beat louder in my ears. "I thought **we** just agreed it was because you were my trophy husband?"

"What can I say? I'm a man of many talents." His hands went for my chest, a move that was beyond predictable for him. I pushed them away with a laugh, despite that fact that my body was already aching for his touch, and got to my feet.

"Don't get ahead of yourself, mister." I wagged a conspiratorial finger at him while making my way to the couch. "I thought we were talking about my outing. We talked about you, ya know." James has always had a thing for Cori, and I knew this would get his attention.

"Oh yeah? What about me?" As expected, he sat up a little straighter. Was he puffing out his chest?

I rolled my eyes, he was such a guy. "Well, she found this really sexy green teddy." I lowered my voice, giving him my best bedroom eyes. "You should have seen how good her tits looked in it. Doesn't she have such good tits?" I teased reaching over to grab the La Perla bag.

"I um... I guess they are ok." Color rushed to his cheeks, sensing my trap immediately. We'd been married for too long.

"Oh please, they are great and you know it." I rustled around in the bag torturing him a bit longer before pulling out the green teddy. "Anyway, she was wondering how you would react if we both showed up to the Christmas party in something like this."

I held the silk fabric up to my chest, turning my body to try to give him an idea of what it may look like. His mouth hung open, and for a moment I thought he forgot how to breathe.

"That... I wouldn't be mad at that," he was finally able to say once he found his tongue. "Is that's what's going to happen at the Christmas party?"

Desire flooded my core at the thought of that. I hadn't actually considered a threesome with Cori before. "Mmm, you sure you'd be able to handle that big boy?" Judging by the strain of his pants I assumed this conversation was having the same effect on him as it was on me.

"I think it'd be a night to remember." There was an edge in the way he looked at me that made me squirm in my seat.

"So, the two of you talked about the Christmas party? Is that something I should I expect?"

"Mmm, I think it's fair to say you should expect the unexpected," I hummed, as I ran the silk fabric between my fingers, making a show of how little it covered. "She mentioned it's in a few weeks. Said she's finalizing the guest list now."

James's eyes followed my hands as I played with the teddy not hiding the fire in his eyes. "And?" He shifted in his seat, trying to appear casual. "Who's invited?"

"Why? Someone specific you're hoping to see there?" I teased, enjoying the way his jaw clenched. The firelight caught the grey in his beard, making him look distinguished and making my nipples press against to coarse fabric of my bra.

The fire crackled in response. The darkness in his eyes capturing the flames perfectly as he stood from his spot on the floor. I bit down on my lip as I watched him cross the living room floor, towering over me. "Are you hoping for another surprise visit from a certain someone?"

I watched the features of his face tighten, a lump forming in my throat. "You mean Daniel? Yeah yes, I'm sure he'll be there. Seeing as him and Cori are married." I wasn't sure if I was playing coy for him or me, but I told myself that it was the thought of Daniel that caused me to press my thighs together.

James leaned forward, his forehead pressed against mine. "You know exactly what." His steel blue eyes locked with mine, and I felt my pulse quicken. "What games is she planning this year?"

I let out a measured breath, glad that we were moving on from the topic of the guest list. "She didn't really say. I heard that last year they played hide the candy cane and I can only imagine what that entailed."

"Guess it's too much to think she would opt for hide and seek again?" The way James was staring at me made it hard to focus on much of anything as I absently twirled the thin fabric still in my hands.

Warm breath slid across my neck and I closed my eyes to stifle a moan. "You know, that was one of the best nights of my life," James whispered his fingers closing around my thighs.

I felt my cheeks flush, and this time it had nothing to do with the wine. "James..."

"What?" Sparks followed his fingertips as it slid to just inside my knees. My heart beat against my ribs as his touch danced along my inner thigh. "You can't tell me you haven't thought about it."

The teddy in my hands fell forgotten onto the sofa as I allowed his digits to tease me just a second longer. "Maybe," I admitted, my voice cracking. "But right now, I think you should be more interested in how this looks on me." I squirmed away from his grasp again with a giggle as I made my way to the stairs.

His laugh, deep and hungry, bounced off the walls of our small house as he turned toward me already half way up the stairs. "You're not making me wait until the party?"

Warmth spread through me as I pulled my shirt over my head and tossed it down the stairs at him. "Oh I bought something else for that. No peeking." I heard him give a grunt as I rounded the corner. "Meet me in the bedroom."

In the bathroom, I changed quickly, my nipples hard as diamonds while my hands trembled in anticipation. I adjusted the green teddy, handpicked by Cori, over them. The silk felt cool against my heated skin, and I had to admit - she was right about how it complemented my hair. I took a deep breath, steadying my nerves before opening the door.

James sat on the edge of the bed, his shirt and pants already discarded. My eyes traveled over his body, smirking at the eggplant boxers he wore. His stomach was toned, the faint outline of his abs still visible underneath the mat of dark hair. His chest, sculpted from years of early morning workouts that I refused to wake up for. A thin scar from his appendix surgery created a small valley just above the band of his boxers, and I licked my lips in anticipation of tracing it. My eyes met his, fully capturing the darkness in them as they roamed over me in similar fashion.

I stood in the doorway, knowing the soft glow from the hallway light would silhouette my curves through the delicate green fabric. The teddy hugged my body like a second skin, the silk cool against my heated flesh. The neckline plunged dangerously low, drawing attention to my modest breasts, the image of Cori in it still dancing in my head. The hem barely skimmed the top of my thighs, and I knew when I turned, the bottom curve of my ass would peek out beneath it, my best feature. My red hair tumbled loose over my shoulders, a stark contrast to the emerald silk. I did a slow turn, letting him take in the full effect, feeling powerful as I heard his sharp intake of breath.

A surge of confidence washed over me while Criminal by Fiona Apple drifted through the bedroom speakers. It seemed James was trying to set the mood, and who was I to argue with that. I saw him catch his tongue in his teeth, the fire in his eyes growing, much like the front of his eggplant boxers, as I swayed my hips along to the music. "Now, where were we?"

I did another slow turn to the beat of the music, letting him take in every angle of the teddy. The silk felt luxurious against my skin, and knowing how it looked on me - how it made James look at me - sent shivers down my spine. I ran my hands down my sides, and through my hair doing my best Carmen Electra impersonation.

"You like?" I asked, moving closer but staying just out of reach. I turned again, looking over my shoulder at him as I bent slightly, giving him a view that made him grip the edge of the bed as I wiggled my hips taunting him.

"God, yes," he breathed, reaching for me. But I danced away, continuing my show.

"I still think Cori would have looked better in it," I said, finally moving within reach. He gripped my hips as I stood between his legs. "She has excellent taste, don't you think?"

James's fingers played with the lace edge of the teddy, his grip firm and commanding. "I think you look perfect," he murmured, pulling me closer. "Good enough to eat."

I straddled his lap, enjoying the feeling of his growing hardness against me. I ran my fingers through his hair, and tugged gently, exposing his neck to my lips. He groaned as I placed soft kisses along his throat.

"Speaking of Cori," he said, his hands sliding up my back. "Did the two of you finally talk about Halloween?"

I nipped at his neck, the same way he did to me earlier, and enjoyed the way his hands tightened on my back. "Mmm, she might have mentioned it," I teased, rolling my hips against him. The swell of his member against my barely covered center made me gasp.

"And?" His voice was rougher now, deeper. One hand tangled in my hair while the other slid down to cup my ass.

"And what?" I whispered against his ear, letting my tongue trace the outer edge. He growled in response causing my thighs to tighten around him in response.

James pulled back slightly, his eyes boring into mine. The intensity of his gaze made my heart skip. Even after all these years, one look from him could still make me feel like the only woman in the world.

"You know what," he said, squeezing my ass. "What did she say about that night? About... him"

Blood rushed to my face. Did his cock just flex, or did I imagine it? My head was starting to spin a little. Between the wine, and the way James looked at me, it made it hard to concentrate. "She said we left quite an impression. Had to buy new bedding."

His laugh rumbled through his chest. "Is that so?" His hand slid higher, fingers dancing along my spine. "And how did that make you feel? I'm sure you can guess how it made me feel." He tilted his hips up, my gasp louder than I intended. I felt the thin fabric of my panties start to bunch together.

"Embarrassed," I admitted, but my body betrayed me as I ground against him harder wanting to feel his reaction. "A little proud too, maybe."

"Just a little?" His teeth grazed my collarbone, making me shiver. "Because from what I remember, you were very..." he nipped at my skin, "very..." another bite, "proud that night."

James groaned, his hands sliding up my back. "God, that was so hot. Watching you completely let go like that... Hearing the way you talked to him. The sounds you made for him."

I closed my eyes, intending to focus on James's touch and the fire burning desperately hot in my core, but instantly an image of George flashed in my mind - his rough hands, his commanding voice. I pushed the thought away, grinding harder against James, my juices turning the thin fabric transparent.

"What else did you two talk about?" James's whisper was turning into an interrogation. One that made every memory of that night crash back over me despite telling myself I wanted to move past it. His teeth found my neck again and I opened my mouth in a silent moan. The words spilling out of me.

"He felt so big," I admitted, rolling my hips against him. "She said everyone could hear us."

"She..." I gasped as his teeth grazed my skin. "She asked if he was really that good."

"And?" James's hand tangled in my hair, pulling my head back with the same force, the same intensity George used that night.

"I told her..." Another flash of George, stronger this time. The memory of his voice calling me his slut made me whimper as James pinched my nipples. "I told her it was surprisingly good.".

James growled, flipping us so I was beneath him on the bed. "You're thinking about how good he was now, aren't you?" he commanded, and for a moment, I heard George's voice overlaying his.

My back arched as James's hands explored my body through the silk. Every touch seemed to trigger another memory - George's massive cock stretching me, his degrading words, the way I'd begged for more. I tried to focus on James, on his familiar touch, but as his fingers found their way between my legs, I couldn't stop the flood of images.

"You're so wet," James groaned. "Is it because of me, or because you're thinking about him?"

"James," I whimpered, torn between shame and arousal.

His mouth was on my stomach now, burning a path between my legs as I bucked against his fingers.

"It's okay," he assured me, his mouth on my hip as i ran my fingers through his hair. My breathing was coming in short gasps, my eyes squeezed tight as I remembered George surprising me in the closet. The way he took me with an animalistic hunger I'd never seen. The way he hit places that had never been hit.

Stars exploded in my vision, as he took my swollen clit into his mouth. My hips rose from the bed as I threatened to suffocate him with my thighs. I rolled my hips against his face, his fingers pushing deeper inside me as I felt the orgasm crash over me.

"Ohhhh fuck, baby. Oh God, don't stop!" My palm pressed into his scalp, my fingers curling around his hair. My back arched off the bed as my walls contracted around him.

"I... I need you to fuck me," I whispered as I struggled to catch my breath and finally released his head from the death grip of my thighs. He kissed his way back up my stomach with an eagerness I hadn't seen in years, tugging at his boxers. My body was still trembling in post-orgasm bliss as he positioned himself over me. The silk of the teddy had bunched around my waist, and I felt exposed, vulnerable. His eyes locked with mine as he slowly pushed inside me, and I gasped at the familiar intrusion.

"You feel amazing, baby. What's got you so worked up," he whispered against my neck, setting a steady rhythm that had me clawing at his rippled back.

"Uggghhhh. You," I whined lifting my hips to meet his thrusts. It wasn't entirely a lie. I held his gaze, and focused on his face, the way it would contort with pleasure every time he slid back into my dripping core.

"Don't lie to me." His voice had an edge to it as his pace quickened. His hips slamming into the back of my thighs at a delicious pace "Are you thinking about that night? Are you thinking about him?"

I turned my face away, but James caught my chin, forcing me to look at him. "Tell me, baby. Tell me what has you so worked up that you're making a mess of the sheets."

Something snapped inside me. The sound of my palm connecting with his cheek echoed through the room. "Just shut up and fuck me," I snarled, then felt my cheeks burn as the words tumbled out before I could stop them, "fuck me like he did."

For a heartbeat, time seemed to stop. Then James's eyes darkened, and without a word, he grabbed my wrists, pinning them above my head. His hips slammed into me with a force that knocked the breath from my lungs. Every thrust hit deeper than the last, and I arched beneath him, meeting his savage pace. The headboard banged against the wall as James took me with an intensity I'd never felt from him before. My nails raked down his back as pleasure built inside me, sharp and urgent. No more words, just the sound of skin against skin and our grunts of ecstasy filling the room.

"Yes, just like that," I moaned. My tongue hung from the side of my mouth, my body threatening to burst into flames. George's smug smile stared back at me behind my closed eyes. His words, filled with vile and venom bringing me closer to another earth-shattering orgasm. How he'd called me his cock sleeve, how he'd known I'd want more. The memory alone made my walls clench around James as my body betrayed me again, just like it had that night.

Sweat dripped from James's forehead onto my chest as he pounded into me. My legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper with each thrust. The silk of the teddy had twisted around my torso, the fabric damp with our combined sweat. I could feel another orgasm building, more intense than the last.

His words rattled through my brain as my orgasm drew closer, demanding I tell James whose slut I was. The smell of alcohol and stale cigarettes filled my nostrils A wave of tension rippled through me and my eyes shot open. James's grip on my wrists tightened as he shifted slightly, the new angle making me cry out. Through half-lidded eyes, I watched his face - the clench of his jaw, the fire in his eyes, the way his tongue caught between his teeth.

"Oh god," I whimpered as he hit that perfect spot again and again. My vision started to blur as the memories overwhelmed me - George's voice demanding my pleasure, making me beg, making me his. Each thrust from James brought another flash of that night, until I wasn't sure whose hands I felt on my body anymore, whose grunts filled my ears.

The pleasure built higher and higher until I couldn't take it anymore. My back arched off the bed as the orgasm ripped through me, more intense than anything I'd ever felt. I screamed - maybe a name, maybe just nonsense - as waves of ecstasy crashed over me.

James's rhythm faltered, his thrusts becoming erratic as my body clenched around him. He buried his face in my neck, muffling his own cry of release as he emptied himself inside me.

We collapsed together, both gasping for air. James released my wrists, and I immediately wrapped my arms around him, needing to feel his weight anchoring me to reality. For several long moments, we just lay there, our hearts racing in sync as we caught our breath.

I felt James's lips brush against my temple, soft and tender - such a contrast to the savage act we'd just shared. I inhaled through my nose, filling my memory with his scent not wanting to believe I had thought of anything or anyone else.

As our breathing slowly returned to normal, James rolled to his side, pulling me with him. The teddy was thoroughly ruined, twisted and damp between us. I reached down to adjust it, my hand brushing against the pool of liquid that ruined not just the teddy but also the bed. James reached down, bringing my hand to his lips.

"Leave it," he murmured against my knuckles. "I like seeing you like this."

Heat bloomed in my chest at his words, but for a different reason now. Shame crept in as I remembered what I'd said, what I'd felt in the heat of the moment. I buried my face in his chest, unable to meet his eyes.

"Hey," James's voice was soft as his fingers combed through my tangled hair. "You okay?"

I nodded against his chest, still not looking up. The post-orgasmic haze was fading, replaced by a confused jumble of emotions - satisfaction, guilt, embarrassment

"I'm sorry," I whispered, my voice barely audible. "I shouldn't have..."

"Slapped me?" James chuckled, the sound rumbling through his chest. "I think that may have been the one of the hottest things you've ever done."

Finally, I forced myself to look up at him. Instead of judgment or hurt in his eyes, I saw only warmth, mixed with a darkness that had consumed him earlier.

"I don't know why..." I started, but James pressed a finger to my lips.

"Don't," he said simply. "Don't apologize. Don't overthink it." His hand slid down my back, pulling me closer. "Just be here with me now."

I relaxed against him, grateful for his understanding, even if I didn't quite understand it myself. I felt the beat of his heart in my ear and let it calm my breathing as I tried to take his advice and not overthink what I'd just experienced. Outside, snow had started to fall, dusting the windowsill with white.

"So," James said after a while, his voice playful. "About that Christmas party..."

I groaned and swatted his chest, but couldn't help smiling. "Shut up," I mumbled, but my mind was already racing ahead to what might happen.


CHAPTER THREE


I TWISTED IN the passenger seat of our black Prius as James rolled over another bump causing me to nearly smear my lip stick. I shot a death look in his direction and he eased off the gas as I applied the last of it to my thin lips before admiring myself in the mirror. The black dress seemed like a good idea when we were home. Now, under the bright lights of Luigi's valet station, I wasn't so sure. The way the fabric clung to me in all the right places made me feel sexy. However, the hem continued to ride dangerously high on my thighs despite my best efforts to keep it in place. When I'd bought it last week, the saleswoman had called it "classic cocktail length." But as I shifted in my seat, I wondered if maybe I should have gone with something a little less revealing.

"You look great," James reassured me, noticing my fidgeting as he handed the keys to the valet. His eyes caught mine in the rearview mirror, the hungry look in his eyes made my cheeks flush as I stepped out of the car onto four inch heels. "Though I still think we could've had more fun staying home."

"Behave," I warned, but couldn't help smiling as I remembered his hands on the zipper earlier, how long it had taken us to actually leave the house. "We never get to spend much time with Cori and Daniel. It will be nice to be able to talk before the Christmas party."

"Right. Daniel. That's why you spent an hour getting ready," he teased as he exited the car.

I ignored his teasing, focusing instead on not flashing the valet as I swung my other leg around onto the ground. The dress really was shorter than I remembered. A blast of winter air hit my exposed shoulders, and James wrapped his large paw around me pulling me into his chest as we made our way to the entrance.

Luigi's was easily the nicest restaurant in town. An upscale Italian restaurant with crystal chandeliers and white tablecloths. The kind of place where the menu didn't list prices and the wine list was longer than some novels. The maître d' led us through the maze of tables, his gaze more than once drifting to my exposed skin.

"The rest of your party called ahead," he explained, placing leather-bound menus before us as his eyes examined my collarbone. "They're running about fifteen minutes behind. Can I get you something from the bar while you wait?" I felt my cheeks begin to redden from his gaze. A drink suddenly sounded perfect.

"Martini, extra dirty," I said, earning another knowing look from James across the table. I shot him a playful wink hoping I looked a lot more calm than I felt.

"Scotch, neat," James added, never taking his eyes off me. Once the maître d' disappeared, he leaned forward. "You really do look incredible tonight. I saw the way he was looking at you." He reached across the table taking my hands. His gaze bore into me, like we were the only two people in this crowded room. "Do you think he realized you have nothing on underneath?"

The heat I felt at my cheeks just moments ago intensified as I adjusted in my seat, once again pulling at the hem of the dress. This was a game James and I would play from time to time when we left the house. He would dare me to go out in a dress, although not usually this short, and not wear panties. I would spend the entire time a nervous wreck convinced I was going to flash someone while James whispered complete filth in my ear. Most of the time we'd barely make it through the door before we were all over each other. I hadn't planned on allowing him to talk me into it today. However, after slapping him a few nights ago in the bedroom I felt like I owed him.

"You clean up pretty nice yourself," I replied after I felt my heart rate begin to normalize. And he did - the charcoal suit fit him perfectly, his broad chest and shoulders threatening to rip the suit in half like Hulk, while the bottom half of the jacket fell loosely past his stomach, his usually unruly hair somewhat tamed for the evening.

"Think Daniel will notice?" The question was casual, but there was an edge to his voice that made my pulse quicken.

"Oh sweetie, I'm sure Daniel will tell you that you're pretty if you just ask real nice." His lips curved into a smile behind the wall of hair on his face as he realized the blunder in his wording. I relished in the small victory, but still had to press my thighs together at the thought of James's actual meaning.

"You know what I mean," James said through his laughter as his thumb rubbed a small bruise on my wrist, a battle scar from the other night. His touch, mixed with the way he was looking at me, caused heat to pool between my thighs as I imagined Daniel getting a peek while I slipped away from the table.

A familiar laugh from somewhere behind me caused me to focus on the present as a jolt of electricity shot through my core. I pulled my hands away from James, spinning in my chair and bumping the table in the process. The sound of silverware clattering on the floor filled my ears, but as my eyes darted around the restaurant there was no trace of him.

"You okay?" James asked as I turned back to face him, embarrassment written all over my face. "You look like you just saw a ghost."

"Sorry, just... nerves I guess. You know how I get around Daniel." I gave a playful wink as I reached for the martini that had appeared while my back was turned. The warmth of the drink as it slid down my throat calmed my nerves slightly and I reached across the table for James. "Now what were you saying? Something about how you hope Cori's neckline was even lower than mine?"

My foot slid up his leg under the table, a not so subtle reminder that I was still the one in control tonight. I heard his sharp intake of breath as my foot inched higher up his calf before he capture it in his hand. His fingers massaging the deep tissue of my leg.

"I'm not sure it could get much deeper than yours. I'm pretty sure the guy who sat us got a clear view of your nipples."

I ran my top teeth across my lip slowly as I took in his reaction. His hands slid a little further up my leg, his touch digging deeper into my skin. Then I heard it, this time it wasn't just a laugh, it was a voice... his voice.

"It's not my fault you're too incompetent to make it right the first time. Do it again!" I felt my nipples harden against the fabric of my dress. James must have noticed too, his touch got more aggressive, his eyes going to the now clearly visible nubs poking out the front of it.

He leaned closer, his fingers slipping to my ankle as he leaned against the table. "Oh, you like that thought of that, huh?" He had misread the situation, assuming it was his teasing that caused them to erect. In that moment I wanted him to be right. His fingers resumed their teasing circles. "I bet anyone looking at us right now can see how hard your nipples are."

I opened my mouth to respond, but Cori's voice cut through the restaurant. "Sorry we're late!" I turned my head toward her voice, my jaw dropping as I took her in. The material of her red dress strained against her chest, the neckline plunging between her breasts in a way that caught James's immediate attention. Before I could tell how just how marvelous she looked Daniel appeared behind her, and my mouth went dry. The tailored black suit emphasized his military bearing - broad shoulders tapering to narrow hips, biceps testing the limits of his jacket sleeves. A thin scar from his deployment days peeked above his collar, and I found myself wondering how far down it went. I prayed they weren't looking at me as closely as I was them, as my nipples begged for attention.

I stood to hug them both, shifting my dress as I moved in hopes to hide my current state. Cori's perfume enveloped me as she pulled me close, her breasts pressing against mine. "That dress," she whispered in my ear. "Absolutely perfect."

She pulled back, keeping her hands on my shoulders as her eyes roamed over me. "Isn't she perfect, Daniel?"

I felt Daniel's eyes sweep over me, that small scar above his eyebrow twitching as his gaze traveled down my body. "Perfect," he said, causing me to bite me lip like a schoolgirl with a crush.

"Here, let me sit by you," Cori insisted, sliding into the chair next to mine rather than taking her usual spot next to Daniel. "Let the boys sit together and stare at us all night."

As if on cue, both men's eyes dropped to Cori's chest as she leaned forward to adjust her napkin. She caught them looking and laughed. "See what I mean? They're not even trying to hide it anymore."

"Welcome to Luigi's. I'll be your..." The voice behind me made my spine stiffen. "Well, if it isn't some of my favorite people."

George stood at the end of our table and a felt a chill run down my spine. I forced myself to look up, immediately regretting it. His eyes bore into me like a starved animal desperate for his next meal. His white button-down shirt fought a losing battle against his gut, the top button crying for mercy. His thinning hair was slicked back with too much product, and his bow tie sat slightly crooked against his neck. Yet somehow, despite all of that, he carried himself with an air of authority that made my pulse quicken.

"George!" Cori exclaimed, genuine surprise in her voice. "We had no idea you worked here. What happened to the Halloween shop"

"Oh, that?" He waved his hand dismissively. "Had to do something after they turned the lights off at the Halloween store." His eyes locked with mine. "Though sometimes the dark can be exactly what we need." He winked at me causing bile to rise in my throat at the same that I felt a familiar tingle between my now crossed legs.

"Do you need a minute to look over the menu or do you already know what you want?" The way he stared at me, unblinking, made it clear he wasn't talking about the menu. I studied the leather-bound specials page, cursing whatever cosmic force had put me in this situation.

Before anyone could react to his clumsy innuendo, he suddenly spun toward a passing server who had just stumbled slightly. "Antonio! You nearly made me spill wine all over these lovely people!" The young server started to protest, I hadn't seen any near-collision, but George left no room for argument. "This is exactly why we review proper traffic patterns during pre-shift."

The server scurried off as George turned back to us, adjusting his bow tie with an air of superiority that left me chewing on the inside of my cheek. "You have to be firm with them," he said, as if sharing a profound truth. "Now, what can I get started for my favorite guests? Perhaps something... wet and full-bodied?"

Cori brought her hand to mine under the table and gave it a soft squeeze. It was like she knew exactly what I was feeling. I wanted to look in her eyes, to see if she was feeling the same thing I was, but I didn't trust myself to look away from the menu.

George disappeared with the food order and I let out a soft sigh. Cori's hand was still clutching mine under the table and she gave it one more squeeze before letting go. "Fucking George," she whispered, rolling her eyes as I finally risked looking away from the menu in time to see her roll her eyes.

"Well," Daniel cleared his throat, adjusting his tie. "That was... unexpected."

The tension at the table broke as we all let out a laugh. "Unexpected is one word for it." James's eyes met mine across the table, and I held my breath waiting for him to call me out. "I've never seen someone so... unkept be so full of themself."

Another bout of laughter ran through the table and I gave James a shy smile, thanking him for not making me melt into the table with shame. The playful banter continued as the appetizers rolled through and, with the help of a second glass of wine, I found myself letting my guard down and just enjoying the evening with two of our closest friends.

George brought our entrees to the table, this time with no witty remarks or conversation, although I felt like he was undressing me with his eyes the entire time.

"Now that everyone is nice and... lubricated I propose we discuss this year's Christmas party. It has the making to be the best yet." My heart skipped a beat as both James and Daniel's eyes fell on me, filled with a darkness that made me squirm in my seat.

"Please not hide and seek," I said in mock terror pressing my head to her shoulder.

"Why not?" James's foot found mine under the table. "That worked out pretty well last time."

Heat crept up my neck as Cori and Daniel shared a knowing smile. "No, I was thinking something more... intimate this year. Although..." She leaned across the table ensuring the guys got a good look at her ample cleavage. "Maybe we could arrange a private game afterward. Just the four of us."

I nearly choked on my wine as I processed what she'd said. I looked to James, but he was still too distracted by the two large orbs bouncing ever so softly in front of his face. I turned my attention to Daniel. His attention was solely on me with a look that once again turned my nipples to diamonds. We had talked about playing together multiple times, although we never really took it seriously until Halloween. But then that had fallen through after George...

"I need to use the ladies' room," I managed, pushing back my chair. Cori didn't move to join me - too busy watching James and Daniel squirm under her teasing. Daniel's eyes followed me as I stood, a smirk forming on his face. Shit, I forgot I wasn't wearing panties. Did he see? Was that why he was grinning or was it simply the anticipation of the Christmas party? My heels clicked against the marble floor, each step echoing in my ears as I tried to focus on anything except how warm the room had become.

The restroom was tucked away in a back hallway, far from the main dining room. Each click of my heels against the marble echoed louder as I left the buzz of conversation behind. The wine, the flirting, Daniel's heated looks, it was all too much. I needed a moment to collect myself.

I pushed through the heavy wooden door, grateful to find the bathroom empty. Bracing my hands against the marble counter, I studied my reflection in the ornate mirror. My cheeks were flushed, my pupils dilated. The dress had shifted higher on my thighs, and I tugged it down, remembering too late about my lack of underwear. Closing my eyes, I took a deep breath. Cori's suggestion about the four of us lingered in my thoughts. Years of friendship had brought us to this moment. Countless parties at Cori's, stolen glances, baited suggestions. Yet tonight felt different. My body thrummed with an intensity I hadn't felt since those first experimental college days. The wine, I told myself. Just the wine and possibilities of what the Christmas party might bring. I smoothed my dress one final time before pushing back through the heavy door.

"For the last time, Marco, that's not how we serve the '82 Bordeaux!" George's voice boomed from somewhere nearby. I froze, my hand on the bathroom door. "Just... just go polish the glasses at table twelve. Again."

I eased the door open, hoping to slip past unnoticed. The hallway was dimly lit, the sounds of the dining room a distant murmur. I made it three steps before George rounded the corner, nearly colliding with me.

"Well," his surprise lasted only a heartbeat before that predatory smile spread across his face. "Isn't this a pleasant surprise?"

I backed up a step, my shoulder blades pressing against the textured wallpaper. "I should get back..."

"You seemed distracted at dinner." He moved closer, blocking my escape route without actually touching me. "Something on your mind?" His fingers reached for my neckline, adjusting the fabric and setting my skin on fire. "Or someone?"

"I... I need to get back." My throat felt dry, despite the two glasses of wine I consumed, and my body once again betrayed me, my breasts tightened with need as his fingers ghosted over the fabric.

"Oh?" The corner of my dress slipped, exposing the top curve of my breast. I should stop him. Should slap his hand away. Should scream. Instead, I stood frozen as liquid fire pooled in my core. "You know, I think about Halloween quite often." His fingers toyed with the edge of my dress, sand filled my mouth. "I think about the sounds you made. How desperately you begged."

"That was... I thought you were someone else." The excuse sounded weak even to my ears as the cool air of the air conditioner hit my exposed fleshed.

"Until you didn't." The fabric shifted again, my nipple now barely contained. I chewed on the inside of my cheek, my eyes fluttering closed. His authoritative growl was the same one he'd used with the servers earlier, and I cursed my body's response to it. "Tell me about the Christmas party."

"We haven't... there isn't..."

"What was it you told me again? That I can fuck you whenever I want?" I opened my mouth to protest, but no words came out. His fingers continued their torturous teasing of my neckline, threatening to expose me completely. "I can tell you want me there. Want a repeat performance." He leaned in close, the smell of stale cigarettes assaulted me. "You want me to fuck you again, Erica." His thumb glided over my barely covered nipple, and a voice in the back of my mind begged him to expose it. "The only question is, do you want to me to do it here... or at the party?"

"Next Saturday," I whispered, hating how breathy my voice sounded. "At eight."

His scent weakened and my eyes fluttered open just in time to see him stepping back to straighten his tie. "I can't wait." Then he was gone, leaving me trembling in the hallway.

I told myself I'd only told him to make him stop. That the ache between my legs was from the wine, from Daniel's heated looks, from James's teasing. Anything except the truth I wasn't ready to face.

I took several deep breaths, straightened my dress, and headed back to the table. Back to James's knowing looks and Cori's teasing and Daniel's heated gaze. Back to pretending my body wasn't humming with need from an entirely different source.

I rounded the corner back to the dining room on unsteady legs. The buzz of conversation and clinking glasses felt surreal after the intensity of the hallway. James spotted me first, his brow furrowing slightly at whatever he saw in my face.

"Everything okay?" he asked as I slid back into my seat.

"Fine," I said, reaching immediately for my wine. "Just needed a minute."

Cori's hand found mine under the table again. When I glanced at her, she was watching me with a mix of concern and understanding that made my chest tight. Did she know? Could she tell?

"Well," Daniel's voice cut through my spiral. "Should we order dessert?"

"God yes," I said too quickly, earning a laugh from the table.

James's foot found mine under the table as conversation resumed. I forced myself to join in, to laugh at the right moments, to meet Daniel's heated gaze across the table. But every time the dining room door swung open, my skin prickled with awareness.

When the check finally came, delivered by a server I didn't recognize, I felt myself relax marginally. We could leave. Go home. Forget this night ever happened.

But as James helped me with my coat, I caught a glimpse of George through the kitchen door. He winked, and I knew with crushing certainty that forgetting wasn't an option.


CHAPTER FOUR


CHRISTMAS LIGHTS BLINKED in my peripheral as we made our way to Cori's house. Each house seemed to try to out do the last as a barrage of red, green, and blue flashed in every direction. James navigating the winding road, taking the corner slow as a fresh layer of snow fell from the sky. I tried to ignore the flutter in my stomach, my mind racing with what transpired at Luigi's. The scandalous game Cori was planning, the after party, George... fucking George.﻿

"You're quiet," James said, his hand finding my stocking covered knee. Even through the fabric of my emerald dress, another perfect find from my shopping trip with Cori, his touch sent sparks through me.

"Just thinking about everything that's happened since Halloween." I turned to study his profile, the grey in his beard catching the glow of passing Christmas lights. Aside from the elf hat he was wearing and the green and black checkered flannel he didn't look very festive. "Did you ever imagine we'd end up back here?"

His laugh, smile was wide, genuine. It was the smile I'd fallen in love with all those years go. "Here being about to play dirty party games with our best friends?" He squeezed my knee. "Or here meaning the happiest couple in the world?" His hand slid a little farther up my knee, taking the hem of my dress with it.

"Both," I admitted, enjoy the heat radiating off his palm as Cori's house came into view. "God, what do you think Cori has planned?"

"Nothing we can't handle I'm sure." The smirk on his face told me he hoped she would try. "Though knowing Cori..."

The sound of our shared laughter helped carry away my nervous energy and for the first time that night I felt excited to be there. Of course I would still need a drink, or three, if we were really going to do what Cori had suggested. Either way, the nerves were gone for now and a different type of excitement filled the air. Music and laughter spilled from the house as James helped me from the car, his hand closing around my waist making me feel safe. The dress, while festive, left little to the imagination and I once again thought about just how unfair it was that women were the only ones expected to dress so scandalous.

Warmth and the smell of cinnamon and pine washed over us as we opened the front door to Cori's two-story house of debauchery without bothering to knock. Cori stood in the hallway, putting a tray of cookies on a table. Her extremely short red dress left little to the imagination as she bent over the small table giving James the best view in the house. I suddenly worried I was overdressed as I saw a flash of uncovered butt cheek before she straightened up and looked over her shoulder noticing our arrival.

"Finally!" She said with a shriek, rushing over to us as quickly as her 6 inch Christmas boots would let her. Her chest was barely confined behind the white fur trim of her red dress as pulled us both into a hug. "I was starting to think you'd chickened out."

Daniel's gaze caught mine over Cori's shoulder, and the warmth in his smile made my stomach perform an Olympic-worthy flip. My heart hammered as I took in his outfit, or rather, lack thereof. Suspenders traced the curves of his muscles, the absence of a shirt beneath them leaving his sculpted chest and Zac Efron style abs on shameless display. The deep V of his hips disappeared into low-slung red Santa pants that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. I forced myself to look away before my staring became obvious, only to have my eyes land on George adjusting his fake beard in the hallway mirror, dressed in full Santa regalia. The room held maybe ten people total, most faces familiar from Halloween, but in that moment, I was acutely aware of only two of them - and the very different ways they made my body react.

"Sorry about George" Cori whispered in my ear. "He just showed up. I don't even know how he knew it was today." I felt my face burn with shame, thankful that she couldn't see my face. George must have sensed my gaze. He locked eyes with me, a menacing yellow toothed smirk forming at his lips.

"Drink?" Cori asked as she walked back over to the table with the cookie and grabbed two cups of what looked, and smelled, like spiked egg nog. She pushed the cup into my hand before I could formulate a response, not that I would have turned it down. "You're going to need it. Wait until you hear what I have in store for us." The admission turned my blood into liquid fire and I pressed the cup to my lips.

Two hours and several drinks later, I found myself perched on the arm of the sofa, watching as Cori explained the rules of "Hide the Candy Cane" to the increasingly tipsy crowd. The party had thinned slightly, with only about four couples remaining, and of course fucking George, creating a more intimate atmosphere that did nothing to calm my racing heart.

"The rules are simple" Cori announced, her speech slurring slightly as she held up a striped candy cane. "Spin the bottle. Whoever it lands on hides this somewhere on their person. The spinner gets blindfolded and has to find it using only their hands or mouth." She paused for dramatic effect. "If things get too intense then anyone in the group can call time and the turn ends." A couple of laughs and soft boos filtered in through the drunken guests causing Cori to swat an arm at them. "We are going to teasing sexy fun, not... well Halloween." She shot me a wink and I wished I could shrink into the sofa in that moment.

"Host goes first!" someone called out, and Cori's delighted laugh rang through the room.

The bottle spun, its neck coming to rest pointing directly at James. My husband's eyes met mine, a silent question in them. I nodded, surprised by how much I wanted to watch this unfold even as my pulse began to race.

Daniel materialized beside me. His gentle fingers tickling my exposed shoulder. "Now this should be interesting."

Cori made a show of being blindfolded, her hands immediately finding James's broad shoulders. He placed his hands on her hips and I wasn't sure if it was for balance or something more intimate. "Now, where could it be?" she purred, fingers trailing down his chest. "Hmm not here." Her touch was soft, her voice low and seductive. I felt my core begin to heat up and I adjusted where I was sitting. Daniel's grip on my shoulder seemed to tighten, his thumb slowly rubbing the base of my neck.

I watched, mesmerized, as her hands explored my husband's body. She slid to her knees in front of him his fingers grazing the top of his jeans. I bit down softly on my tongue, not wanting to be the first person to call time. But the look in James's eyes as Cori kneeled in front of him told me this was a view he'd fantasized about for a long time. The candy cane, I knew, was tucked into his back pocket. I'd seen him place it there with a wink. But Cori seemed in no hurry to find it. Her head inched closer to him. Her perfectly manicured nails slid across his thighs causing him to let out a low sigh.

"Mmm there's something here, but it feels too big. Too thick to be a candy cane." I heard Daniel suck in air at his wife's comments. His fingers now digging into the soft flesh of my neck in a way that made my own hands form a fist.

After what felt like an eternity, but probably wasn't more than a couple of minutes, Cori's hands slipped around James's waist finding the object she was looking for in his back pocket. The room erupted in applause as Cori rose to her feet taking the candy cane deep into her mouth.

"Mmm delicious," she said to the room as she pulled the blindfold from her eyes. When she finally retrieved the candy with a triumphant flourish, the room erupted in applause. James caught my eye again, his heated gaze making me squirm.

Rounds passed in a blur of laughter and increasingly daring touches. Daniel finding Cori's candy cane nestled in her cleavage. A woman I vaguely remembered from Halloween discovering hers tucked behind her husband's ear.

Then Cori's spin landed on me. I swallowed the lump in my throat as our eyes met across the circle, her teeth biting down on her full lip as she arched an eyebrow at me. While she applied the blindfold, I took the striped candy cane between my lips, sinking half of it into my mouth suppressing a giggle. The wine hummed pleasantly through my veins as Cori made her way toward me.

Her hands found my shoulders first, sliding down my arms with deliberate slowness. "Now where could it be hiding?" she purred, fingers dancing across my collarbone. I fought to keep still as her touch wandered lower, skimming the sides of my breasts then across my erect nipple.

I caught James's eye as Cori's hands cupped my ass, giving it an appreciative squeeze. His pupils were blown wide with desire as he watched his wife being touched by their best friend. Daniel's scar twitched as he shifted in his seat, clearly affected by his wife's performance.

"Am I close?" Cori hummed, her breath hot against my neck. Her fingers teased my sides before finally reaching my face. A soft "ah" of discovery escaped her as she found the candy with her lips.

The kiss that followed was slow, deliberate, and so fucking hot. Cori took her time as she claimed her prize. Her tongue wrestled with mine as it wrapped around the dissolving stick and increasingly lewd images played in my head. When she finally pulled away, candy cane between her perfect teeth and a small string of spit still connecting us, the room felt several degrees warmer.

"My... my turn to spin," I managed, my voice huskier than intended as I tried to catch my breath. The bottle rotated, seeming to move in slow motion before stopping on George.

Our gazes locked, his dark with promise while heat raced through my body. "Ho ho ho."

"We can sto-" James started, but I cut him off with a squeeze of his hand.

"It's fine," I said, proud of how calm my voice sounded despite the wine and adrenaline coursing through me. "It's part of the game, right?"

The bottle spun again, slowing until it pointed squarely at me. My pulse quickened as Cori held up the blindfold, her smile wicked in the soft light.

"Don't have too much fun," Cori whispered in my ear, as she moved behind me to secure the silk over my eyes. The world went dark, heightening every other sense - the brush of fabric against skin, the scent of cinnamon and pine, the sound of movement as someone approached.

"Are you on the nice list... or naughty," George's voice came from somewhere in front of me, carrying that same commanding tone that had undone me in the closet. My cheeks flushed as I remembered Halloween, remembered the restaurant hallway.

I reached out tentatively, my shaking hands finding large shoulders covered in velvet. My fingers traced downward, carefully avoiding anything too daring. "Getting colder," George taunted, and I heard several chuckles from around the room.

"Maybe you should check lower," Cori suggested, her voice full of mischief. "Much lower."

My clothes felt more constricting as I realized where the candy cane must be hidden. My hands skimmed the bulge of his gut, then retreated. "Don't be shy," George's voice was pure sin. "It's nothing you haven't experienced before."

"I..." my head was spinning and I found myself sliding to my knees in front of him. It suddenly felt like it was a hundred degrees inside as I reached for his belt with shaky hands.

"I don't remember you being so... timid last time." George's word propelled my fingers forward, the moisture in my mouth gone as I struggled to swallow. The belt felt heavy as my fingers glided over it finding the waistband of his pants.

"Time!" Cori called much to my relief. "Such a shame," she laughed as I removed the blindfold. "You were so close."

George's eyes met mine, darker and more promising than ever before. The candy cane hooked on the inside of his waistband.

My heart was still racing as I accepted another drink from Cori, desperately trying to avoid George's heated stare from across the room. The game had shifted something in the atmosphere - charged it with an electricity that made my skin tingle. One by one, the other couples made their excuses and gathered their coats, knowing smiles on their faces as they headed out into the snowy night.

George lingered by the door, adjusting his fake beard as he struggled with his coat. "Sure you don't want one last chance to find it?" he asked, not hiding the fact that he was eye fucking me. Before I could respond, Cori appeared beside me.

"Sorry Santa, private party time." She gave him a gentle but firm push toward the door. "Maybe next year."

His eyes found mine one last time before the door closed behind him. Cori leaned against the door releasing a long sigh.

"Finally," she whispered, turning to face us with a smile that made my stomach flip. Her hands found my hips as she pressed against me. "Now the real party can begin."

****

Cori's fingers laced with mine as she led us upstairs, the sway of her hips hypnotic in her barely-there dress. Daniel and James followed, their low murmurs of appreciation adding to the excitement. The master bedroom felt different than it had on Halloween - warmer somehow, more intimate even with four of us.

"Come here," Cori purred, pulling me close, a wave of alcohol hitting my nose. Her lips found mine, soft yet demanding as her hands slid down my sides. I melted into her kiss, surprised by how natural it felt. Her tongue teased mine and I wrapped my arms around her neck pulling her closer.

When we broke apart, I caught James watching us, his jeans tighter than I remembered. Daniel approached the bed, his eyes never leaving mine as he slipped his strong arms through the straps of his suspenders causing my mouth to water.

"Your turn," Cori whispered, giving me a gentle push toward them. I stumbled slightly, caught between her and Daniel as hands began to explore. James watched us with an intensity I hadn't seen since Halloween. Daniel's lips found my neck making me cry out as Cori began to unzip my dress, building a fire in my core.

Clothing began to disappear. My dress pooled at my feet, followed quickly by Daniel's pants. James was walking toward us next, unbuttoning his shirt as he took up his position behind Cori. I turned to watch them, but Daniel's fingers tangled in my hair, pulling me into a fiery kiss that made every nerve in my body tingle with anticipation. A soft sigh escaped Cori's lips behind me and I saw her dress crumpled onto the floor next to mine.

"God, you're beautiful," Daniel murmured, his mouth hot against my shoulder as he pushed me onto the bed. I was vaguely aware of Cori next to me, her hand finding mine in an act of solidarity. Daniel's lips began their torturous path down my body, his hands gripping my hips. I turned my head, and through half-lidded eyes saw James. His mouth was crushed against Cori's chest. Her nipple between his teeth as she moaned in pleasure. Her eyes found mine, a brief smile passing between us before she pulled me into another hungry kiss.

The room filled with soft sighs and whispered encouragements as Daniel's mouth continued its journey south. His teeth grazed my hip bone and my back arched off the bed long enough for him to pull down my now soaked panties. Cori's lips left mine as she shifted position, and I felt the bed dip as James joined us

"Mmm even better than I imagined," Cori cooed and through the haze of pleasure I watched as my husband's cock disappeared between her soft lips. A pang of jealousy washed over me, but it was quickly replaced by my own needs as I felt Daniel's breath on my soft folds.

"A landing strip? I haven't seen one of these in forever." His words caused me to blush, but neither James nor Cori seemed to be paying us any mind. I ran my fingers through Daniel's hair, pulling him toward my hips with a need I didn't realize I had.

"Glug glug," The indecent sound filled my ears as I looked over at my best friend who was trying not to choke as my husband face-fucked her with an aggression that caused me to pull harder on Daniel's mane.

Electricity raced through my body as Daniel's tongue parted my needy lips. "Yessss," I hissed rubbing my hips across his lips, refusing to look away from James and Cori.

"Please," I whimpered as Daniel's skilled tongue pushed inside me. My eyes stayed locked on James and Cori, mesmerized by their passionate display. Cori came up for air, a thin string of saliva still connecting her to James as she caught my eye. Her lipstick was smeared, her chest heaving. Her left hand wrapped around his meat and I watched with an odd fascination while her wedding ring caught the light as she stroked him.

"He's great at that isn't he?" She asked with a wink before diving back down. James's head fell back, a guttural moan escaping his throat as his fingers tangled in her hair. The sight of my husband losing control, combined with Daniel's relentless attention between my legs, made tremors ripple through me.

"Fuck, baby. Just like that," James growled, his hips thrusting forward. Watching him dominant my best friend while her husband pleasured me should have felt wrong, but instead it awakened something primal inside me. My mind flashed to Halloween - to rough hands and commanding tones in dark closets. To George's voice making me beg...

The thought made me pull away from Daniel slightly. My head was suddenly spinning and I felt parched, despite the river of juices running from between my legs.

"I need..." My voice cracked as Daniel's fingers replaced his tongue. I tilted my hips forward, my hands tangling in the sheets. "Water. I need water." My hands fell to Daniel's forearm. Another sigh escaping my lips as I pushed his digits away from me.

"Now?" Cori released James with an audible pop, her lips glistening. "We're just getting to the good part, love." Her hand slid up my thigh, making me shiver.

"I just..." The room tilted slightly as James guided her back to his throbbing member. "I'll be right back."

"Well," Cori laughed before taking him deep again. Her words were muffled but clear enough: "I suppose I'll just have to keep these two entertained myself."

I managed to slip on James's discarded shirt, the fabric still warm from his body as I made my way to the door on unsteady legs. Behind me, Cori's muffled moans mixed with James's deeper groans of pleasure. The last image I saw was Daniel taking up his position behind Cori.


CHAPTER FIVE


THE HARDWOOD STAIRS creaked beneath my feet as I made my way down, James's shirt barely covering me. From above, Cori's high-pitched gasps mixed with deeper groans echoed through the house. My body still thrummed with need, Daniel's touch ghosting across my skin even now.

The kitchen was dark except for moonlight filtering through the curtains. Ice clinked against glass as I poured water with trembling hands, trying to ignore the ache between my legs. I closed my eyes, seeing the way James had dominated Cori, how natural it felt watching them together. Why wasn't he ever that dominant with me? I chewed on the corner of my lip as images of Cori's smeared lip stick played in my head, her gagging ringing in my ears. I pulled on the hem of my shirt lifting it slightly as the noises upstairs grew louder. My fingers felt hot against my flesh as my fingers slid across the top of my thigh.

"I do love that the carpet matches the drapes."

The glass nearly slipped from my fingers as my other hand released the shirt. George emerged from the shadows by the back door, still in his Santa suit though the beard and hat were gone. His eyes roamed over my bare legs, and I fought the urge to tug James's shirt lower.

"The party's over," I managed, though my voice lacked conviction. Above us, a particularly loud cry from Cori made my cheeks burn. The sound triggered a flash of Halloween night - George's voice in my ear, demanding I be louder, making me beg. I shook my head, trying to clear the fog.

"Is it?" He moved closer, his large frame pressing against the island. My body tensed, caught between the urge to flee and the traitorous heat building in my core. His smile held that same edge from Halloween, the one that had undone me in Cori's closet. "Sounds like it's just getting started." His gaze traveled over me, reminding me of how he'd looked at me in Luigi's hallway, how close I'd come to giving in then. "Though I notice you're down here."

I gripped the counter behind me, trying to ground myself. The sounds from upstairs had changed - slower now, more intimate. James and our friends sharing something I was meant to be part of. Instead, I was here, my breath catching as George's presence filled the kitchen. Just like Halloween, just like the restaurant, I felt myself being pulled into his orbit despite every rational thought screaming to leave.

"I just... needed water." I took another large gulp of it, as if to prove my point while he continued to close the distance between us. My eyes shifted to the living room and then the staircase, but there was nothing there just darkness. Why hadn't I screamed yet? Not that I thought they would hear me over the noises they were making.

"Water huh?" His voice dropped lower, commanding, my knees buckled. "Or did you need something else? Something they can't give you?"

My mouth went dry despite having just taken a drink. Memories of Halloween flooded back - his rough hands, the way he filled me, the things I said. "I... I should go back upstairs. And you should leave."

He didn't respond. Instead, his fingers brushed my hip where James's shirt had ridden up. "Or should we finish what we started earlier? After all, it's hardly fair that the game ended before you got your... prize."

Another grunt drifted down from above, I couldn't tell if it was James or Daniel. That alone should have made me race back upstairs. But all I could focus on was George's presence, the soft hum radiating from his body growing with intensity, and the shameful need building inside mine.

"Is that what you want, Erica? For me to leave?" His hand remained on my hip, his thumb inching dangerously close to my overheated core. "Or do you want to be my slut again?" I sucked in air. I wanted to be offended by his words, to spit in his face. But the fire inside me only burned hotter. My nipples drew tight, sharp as points beneath the rough fabric of the shirt. His other hand came up to cup my chin, forcing me to meet his gaze. "Tell me you haven't thought about Halloween every night since."

I opened my mouth but no words came out. Upstairs, the sounds grew more intense. A rhythmic thud from the bed banging against the wall, followed by Cori's breathless "Oh God, Daniel!" mixing with what could only be James's deep grunt of pleasure. The same sounds I'd made when George had me in the closet on Halloween. The same desperate need in their voices that I'd fought so hard to suppress.

"That's what I thought." His cocky laugh burned like acid in my ears, but I wouldn't, couldn't turn away. "You're such a good girl, aren't you? Always so proper on the outside." His hand slid higher under the shirt. "But we both know what you really are."

"George..." My voice cracked as his bulk pressed me against the counter. His free hand tangled in my hair, pulling my head back to expose my neck. I held my breath the sounds from upstairs suddenly silent. My heart pounding against my chest, the chest his fingers were now dangerously close to, was the only sound I could hear.

"Tell me what you are," he demanded, causing my heart to flutter. His breath smelled minty, mixed with the smell of stale cigarettes. His fingers paused under my shirt, a fraction of an inch away from my aching nipple. "Tell me!" He commanded again pulling on my hair with a force that made my knees buckle slightly.

"I'm..." I gasped, the words falling from my lips before I could stop them. "I'm a slut."

His laugh was dark against my neck, his fingers finally finding my nipple and pinching hard enough to make me cry out. "And who's slut are you?" His teeth found my exposed neck, biting down on my beating pulse and making me see stars.

"Oh fuck, yes. Right there." Another loud cry from Cori made me bite my lip. Was James making her feel that way? Was he letting go the way I had? Knowing what he was doing upstairs, that I was supposed to be part of it but instead was down here with a man I should despise only seemed to make it hotter. The ache between my legs grew more urgent.

George's fingers closed around my neck bending my upper body against the cool surface of the island. I could feel him on my thigh, his anticipation matching mine. "Who's slut are you?" He growled.

"Yours... I'm your slut."

His grip loosened around my neck, but I still felt like I couldn't breathe. His scent, his entire presence was suffocating me with a desire I couldn't seem to control. His fingers caught my chin and turned my face to him. Without warning he brought his lips to mine and all the air seemed to be sucked out of the room. His kiss was hard, demanding, and it sent an electric surge straight to my core. I pushed up from the countertop, telling myself it was so I could push him off of me, but that was a lie.

The taste of cigarettes pushed against my tongue and I flung my arms around his neck, pulling myself into his disgusting kiss. George seemed to realize what was happening, pulling back for just a second to remove my shirt. His mouth crashed back into mine, his greasy hands pawing and tugging on my ass. Our tongues continued to wrestle each other, as I clung to his body like a dog in heat. Eventually, George broke the kiss, leaving us both panting. He took a step back, his hungry look never leaving me as his fingers went to the belt of his Santa outfit.

"You never found your candy cane, Erica." His voice was equal parts taunting and hypnotic. I smirked, pushing myself away from the counter and standing on wobbly legs.

Something in the back of my mind was telling me to stop, to run away, but my body was on fire, and I convinced myself George was the only one who could put that fire out.

"Yes, yes, give it to me. Give me your cum!" Cori screamed from above us as I watched George's Santa outfit hit the ground with a soft thud.

My eyes locked on his exposed form in the moonlight. Even in the darkness I could make out every vein, every ridge of his impressive length. The same cock that had stretched me beyond belief on Halloween. I let out a small whimper remembering how full he'd made me feel. On instinct, my hand reached for it, wanting to feel the weight of it in my hand, but George pushed my hand away.

"Slightly different rules this time. You can only look for the candy cane using your mouth." A cruel smile formed on his lips as I felt my desire dripping down my leg.

When I didn't move his hand came to my face, gentle and strong. His thumb slid across my chin, parting my lips slightly as I stood in a daze, my eyes still locked on the large, powerful appendage between his legs. His fingers ran through my hair, raising goosebumps on my arms. Finally, it came to a rest at the top of my head, applying the slightest bit of pressure that still made me kneel before him like he was applying the pressure of 100 men.

Seeing it this closely, and in the light was even more impressive than before. I licked my lips as the heat in my core threatened to consume me. I leaned forward, my hand sliding between my thighs.

"No touching yourself," George commanded, his authority making me whimper the same way it did in Cori's closet. "Good girls keep their hands to themselves until they're given permission."

I pulled my hand away from my aching center, placing both palms flat on my thighs as I knelt before him. The tile was cold against my knees but the heat radiating from my core threatened to consume me. Above us, the sounds had changed - slower now, more intimate. I could hear a voice, was that James, though I couldn't make out the words. Had he noticed I was gone yet? Or was he too caught up in his own debauchery to realize my absence?

"Now," George's fingers tightened in my hair. "Show me what a good little slut you can be." His other hand wrapped around his girth holding it in front of my face. "Find your candy cane."

I leaned forward, my tongue darting out to taste him. The salty texture caused my nose to crinkle as the tangy flavor washed over me. He was larger than James, than Daniel, than anyone I'd ever been with. The sheer girth of him made my jaw ache just looking at it. The crown of his head was smooth and velvety, a stark contrast to the firmness beneath, and as I explored him further, I felt a heat radiating from his skin, pulling me deeper into the moment. The memory of Halloween, of being stretched and filled beyond belief, made me moan around him as I took him deeper.

"That's it," he growled, his grip tightening. "Show me how much you've missed this. How much you've thought about it."

And I had thought about it - in quiet moments alone, in dreams that left me aching. Even as James and I had grown closer, even as our marriage had strengthened, part of me had craved this. Craved his dominance, his control, the way he could make me come undone like nothing I'd ever known possible.

"Fuck," I moaned, releasing him from my mouth so I could come up for air. I hadn't even made it halfway down his shaft yet. "It's so big."

"You didn't seem to have any trouble taking it last time," he sneered. "Maybe you need more practice going forward." The thought of this being a regular occurrence made my walls contract. What would people think? What would James think?

George pushed his hips forward, his cock sliding across my chin and cheeks. I reached up to bring it back to my mouth, but he once again pushed my hand away. I whined in frustration. Unsure if it was from being denied, or from feeling pathetic at how quickly I'd fallen back into his web.

"No fucking hands," he commanded then drew his hips back and buried half of his magnificent meat into my mouth.

I moaned around it, savoring the way it hit the back of my throat, letting my tongue run against the bottom of the veiny shaft. My cheeks hollowed out and I heard him suck in air through his clenched teeth. My body dripping with the thought of having it inside of me again.

"Fuck, you're good at that. Such a natural little cock-sucker." He thrust his hips slightly, making me choke. My mind drifted to Cori and James earlier. The noises she was making, the way he used her mouth. I forced myself further down on his shaft, his untrimmed pubes tickling my nose as I started to make the same gagging sounds. "You wanted this all along didn't you? Wanted to down here with my cock inside you while your husband was upstairs with your friends."

“Mhhhmmmmm,” I moaned around his thick shaft, not wanting to answer his twisted question. I forced myself further onto him, my jaw aching as I reached my goal. The noises upstairs seemed to pick back up and I found myself trying to match their movements.

I felt George match my rhythm, his cock pulsing in my mouth lewdly as my hands began to inch back to the inside of my thighs. He must have sensed my movement because he stopped thrusting his hips, my mouth still eagerly sliding around him unwilling to stop. His piercing gaze met my eyes as they struggled to stay open, tears running down my cheeks. “I can see it in your eyes. You need to feel this inside of you. You want me to fuck you again, don't you Erica?”

All pretenses of my reluctance were gone. His slipped from my lips as I looked up at him, my chest heaving. "Please," I whispered, surprised by how needy my voice sounded. "I need you inside me."

"Oh, now you need it?" George's voice dripped with cruel amusement. His hand cupped my chin roughly, forcing me to meet his gaze while his other hand stroked himself inches from my face. "Earlier you couldn't get away fast enough, could you? Made quite a show of avoiding me during our little game." His thumb pressed against my bottom lip, and i opened it, sucking his thumb into my mouth like my life depended on it. "Embarrassed me in front of everyone, acting so disgusted, so timid."

My face turned red, unsure if it was from the shame or desire twisting through me. He was right. I did pull away earlier, I didn't want anyone to know he had this kind of effect on me. I didn't even want to admit it to myself. "I... I'm sorry," I whispered, my walls clenching at nothing.

"Sorry?" He laughed darkly, as I watched the first bead of pre-cum leak from his head. I chewed on my lip, desperate to lean over and taste it against my tongue. "The good wife, on her knees begging now that no one can see what a slut she really is." His fingers tightened on my jaw. "Maybe I should leave you like this. Let you go back upstairs wet and wanting, the way you left me earlier."

"Please," I whimpered, pressing forward as he tried to pull away. "I'll... I'll prove it."

"Prove it?" His smile was predatory as he released my chin. "Stand up and show me just how you plan to prove it."

I rose on shaky legs, my body humming with need as I stepped toward him. But George's hand on my shoulder stopped me.

"No," he said, his voice carrying that same commanding tone that had undone me in the closet. "Turn around. You haven't earned the right to look at me yet. Sluts like you get fucked from behind."

His words stung, stripping away the last shred of dignity I had. Yet I still obeyed, turning to face the counter, shame written all over my face. The granite was cool against my palms as I bent forward, arching my back the way I'd imagined a slut should. The noises above us had stopped. Were they done? Were they going to come down to check on me? The thought of them discovering me like this, displayed so wantonly for George, had my pulsing thundering.

"Look at you now," George growled, his hands rough on my hips. "No more playing shy. No more pretending you don't want this." His fingers dug into my flesh, marking me. "Tell me again what you are."

"Your slut," I whispered, pressing back against him. The words came easier now, each admission stripping away another layer of pretense. "Please... I need..." His hand landed on my ass, a loud powerful slap echoing through the silent house. I let out a small yelp, my ass wiggling in search of him. Another powerful slap, this time on the other cheek. "Fuuuuck, George please." I begged welcoming the third slap that burned with an intensity I knew I deserved. "I need it," I whimpered.

"Need what?" His massive length slid between my thighs, teasing but not entering. "Need everyone to see what you really are? Need them to know how desperately you beg for my cock?"

My legs trembled as pleasure built inside me. "Yessss," I moaned, past caring how wanton I sounded. "Please, George. Please fuck me. Make me cum so everyone can hear it."

His hand found the back of my neck, pinning my cheek to the cold surface. "Say it louder. Let them hear you beg."

"Please," I cried out, beyond caring who heard. "Please fuck me."

"I'm so glad James was here to hear you say that," George's dark laugh turned my blood to ice. I spotted James in the staircase, moonlight catching the grey in his beard as he watched his wife bent over in their friend's kitchen for a man who so far beneath them it was almost an insult to everything they had built.

Instead of backing away, George's grip tightened on my neck. His massive length pressed against me as my husband stepped closer. The moment George entered me, my eyes locked with James's, and I couldn't stop the cry of desperate need that escaped my lips.

"Fuuuuck," I cried out, as his magnificent cock slid into me with an effortlessness that would have made me humiliated on any other occasion. But not now, now I was desperate for it. I'd been thinking about this moment since Halloween and my walls welcomed his girth with a warmth that made him hiss.

"Tell him," George commanded, his pace deliberate and deep. "Tell your husband who you belong to now."

"George," I whimpered, holding James's gaze. "I belong to George. Ugghh yesss," I groaned feeling him pushing deeper inside me. His cock was hard as steel and it only made me want him more. "I'm yours."

"Damn right you are." His fingers dug into my hips. "I'm not sharing you this time. I want you all to myself. Tell your husband that you want to enjoy my cock all by yourself this time."

James's eyes went wide with disbelief, I wasn't sure if there was hurt in his eyes or not, but it didn't matter. "I'm s... sorry baby. I... oh fuck. I just want George. Go back upstairs and..." Another hard slap landed on my ass, the pain shooting right to my core causing me to greedily suck George further into me.

"No!" His words were breathy, like he was already winded, but it still had the same edge of aggression. "He needs to stay and watch. Watch what a slut his wife is for my dick."

"Ohhh oh fuck." The first mini-orgasm washed through me. My eyes fluttered closed as George's words slammed into me with the same force as his thighs against my ass.

"Show your husband what a good little slut you are for me," George taunted, his pace becoming more demanding. "Let him see how desperately you beg for my cock."

His words continued to trigger reactions from me. Fluid seeped from around his cock, the loud squelching noises rattling in my head as I felt him bottom out inside me. My vision cleared, searching out James's face. He still hadn't said anything. He just stood there mouth agape while George used me.

"J... fuck. Just watch, baby. Please." I hated myself for saying the words, but my body was in complete control now. All semblance of rational thought forgotten as George slammed into me.

"Good girl. Such a good little slut." George's lips were on my neck now. His teeth grazed the skin as he leaned over me, his hips connecting with a brutal force. My eyes held James's as long as they could, but another long moan escaped my lips causing them to squeeze shut.

George's thrusts slowed and I desperately rocked my hips backward to maintain the pace. "So eager now. But I think you've earned a reward." He pulled back slightly, the loss of contact making my body ache with need. His hand found my chin, turning me to face him with surprising gentleness.

"Good girls get rewards," he whispered, and something in his tone made my pulse quicken. His thumb traced my bottom lip as his other hand settled on my hip. Without breaking eye contact, he guided me around, the movement fluid despite my trembling legs. The edge of the counter pressed against my lower back as his bulk crowded me.

My hands found the granite's edge instinctively. George's fingers splayed across my lower back, lifting me with an ease that made my breath catch. The cold surface against my heated skin drew a gasp from my lips, but the sting of my well-spanked backside only heightened my arousal.

He claimed my mouth then, the kiss deep and possessive. Something inside me shifted, cracked, then shattered completely. I found myself grinning against his lips, overcome with pride at having pleased him enough to earn this gentler attention.

George's length pressed against me, the position somehow more intimate now that I faced him. My legs wrapped around his waist instinctively, drawing him closer. James's presence faded into the background. George demanded my full attention and my body yearned for something only he could give it.

"Look at me," he demanded as he pushed inside, filling me completely. My head had started to fall back, but his grip on my chin forced our eyes to meet. "Who fucks you better?"

"You do." My response was instant. The only thing that mattered in that moment was the pleasure I knew he was about to give. "Fuck, you feel so deep. So fucking good."

George opened his mouth, a wicked smile forming on his lips as my walls clenched around him. I pulled him down on top of me, my head knocking a basket of oranges from the counter as he plowed harder into my welcoming core. His cock slid in and out of me with ease, my juices smearing on the smooth surface. His face traveled down to my chest, licking and sucking every inch of my tits as my fingers ran through his thinning hair.

The new angle felt incredible and allowed his beefy meat to press against my g-spot making my toes curl. I felt the familiar ache between my legs start to grow. George's grunts intensified in my ears as I chased the climax I hadn't felt since Halloween.

“Fuck me George,” I squealed, no longer caring who heard. “Don’t stop fucking me. Please. Oh fuck. PLEASE. Ah ahhh, ooohhHHH, YES!.”

"That's it," he growled, his pace building as my walls continued to milk him. "Show me how much you need this. How much you need me."

Pushing himself back up to a standing position, George continued his assault on my quivering pussy. My hand slid across my chest, pinching my nipple as George worked me through a second orgasm.

"Can James make you cum like that?" George's sweat dripped onto my stomach, his face contorting as I eagerly tried to push him over the edge.

"Fuuu, No. Oh fuck." I continued to moan incoherently, George's cock throbbing inside me making me feel even fuller. The admission should have brought shame, should have made me turn to seek James's forgiveness, but George's relentless rhythm consumed every thought. Each thrust ignited new fires inside me, until my world narrowed to just this - the way he filled me, the sparks of pleasure that threatened to consume me, the primal need that overwrote everything else. My marriage, my dignity, even my own identity dissolved in the wake of pure sensation.

“You gonna cum for me Erica?” He was panting now and I could tell his own orgasm was approaching and I couldn't wait to experience it. “Cum on my cock, slut. Do it. Don’t hold back. Cum on this fffat ffffucking cock! Let James hear you!"

“FUCCCKKK,” my body convulsed. Everything went black as the biggest orgasm of my life washed over me. “UHHHHHH Oh Fuck -yes yes-fuck me George. Fill me!”

"Fill me," I begged again as another wave of pleasure crashed through my body. "Please, I need to feel you cum."

George's rhythm became erratic, his grip on my hips bruising as he chased his own release. Even through my pleasure-hazed mind, I recognized the change in his breathing, the way his massive length seemed to grow impossibly larger inside me.

"UGGGH... take it," he growled through clenched teeth. "Take every fucking drop."

The first pulse of his release triggered another orgasm from deep within me. My body shook around him, greedily milking him as he claimed me in the most primal way possible. Each throb of his cock sent fresh sparks of pleasure through my oversensitive body until I couldn't tell where his pleasure ended and mine began.

As the last waves of our shared climax faded, reality began seeping back in. The kitchen came into focus - the scattered oranges, the evidence of our act dripping onto expensive granite, and James... James who had witnessed everything. But as George's lips found mine in one final possessive kiss, I eagerly accepted his tongue into my mouth. All thoughts of consequences taking a back burner.

George stumbled back, his chest heaving as he braced himself against the opposite counter. Even gasping for air, that predatory smile never left his face. Our combined release ran down my thighs as I watched him tuck himself back into his Santa costume.

"Next time," he panted, his eyes roaming over my well-used body, "don't play hard to get. We both know what you really want."

"Yes sir," I whispered without hesitation or sarcasm, surprising myself with how quickly I agreed. My body still hummed with aftershocks as his words sank in. Next time. There would be a next time.

Then I remembered James. My heart leaped into my throat as I pushed myself off the counter on shaky legs. Our mixed fluids dripped onto the floor as I turned to face my husband, suddenly aware of my complete nakedness, of the marks George had left on my skin.

James stood in the doorway, his face half-hidden in shadow. My heart stuttered, but his expression held no anger, no hurt - only dark hunger as he watched his wife come undone at another man's hands. Our eyes locked, and suddenly everything crystallized. This wasn't about shame or betrayal. This was about trust, about understanding each other's deepest needs. But before I could form words, George's hand found my ass, giving it one final possessive squeeze.

"Good girl," George murmured, smacking my ass one final time before stumbling toward the back door, leaving me trembling against the counter, our mixed fluids still running down my thighs.

"James..." My voice was raw from screaming, my legs barely supporting me. I couldn't read his expression in the darkness, couldn't tell if I'd destroyed everything we'd built.

How long were you..." The words died in my throat as reality crashed over me. Tears stung my eyes as I stood exposed - not just physically, but emotionally stripped bare. Evidence of my betrayal still ran down my thighs as I struggled to find words. He should hate me, hell part of me hated myself for what just transpired. the words I said, the awful things about George, about James. My skin still tingled where George's hands had been, my body aching in ways I'd only experienced once before - on Halloween.

"Long enough," James whispered, stepping closer. His eyes traveled over the marks George had left, lingering on the bite marks on my breasts. "Long enough to see what you needed. To hear the things you said"

"But upstairs..." I glanced toward the ceiling, aware of how quiet the house had become.

"It didn't feel right after you left. I had a feeling when you didn't come back that it was about more than water."

Tears streaked my cheeks, a dam breaking open. "I'm so sorry, baby. It wasn't planned I didn't mean for it to-"

His arms wrapped around me, protective yet possessive - as if claiming me back from George's lingering presence. His embrace held none of George's demanding heat but carried its own kind of power. Here I felt protected, cherished - everything George's demanding presence had stripped away.

"Shhh I know." His fingers slid across a bruise forming on my hip making me wince.

"But I heard... I mean. You and Cori did you..." I felt the jealousy bubble up. I tried to push it back down, disgusted with myself to think I had any right.

No," his voice softened. "What you heard was just them. I noticed you were gone almost immediately. Something felt... incomplete without you there. I came to find you and well... His laugh was a breath of fresh air, immediately melting away the tension I felt in my shoulders. "I found you. It was never about Cori or Daniel, Erica." He kissed me gently on the forehead. A kiss that made my body come to life in ways George could never. "It was about you. About us."

Something shifted between us then - an understanding deeper than words. My unconventional needs, my surrender to George, hadn't diminished our love. Somehow, impossibly, it had strengthened it.

"So you haven't..." I let my hand slide down his rippled abs. His hardness pulsed against my hand. "Oh, you poor baby." I kissed his neck with a tenderness that felt almost foreign after George's rough possession, my body remembering a gentler kind of desire.

"Let's go back upstairs," I whispered, pressing a tender kiss to his lips. My body ached, but seeing the mix of love and desire in James's eyes awakened a different kind of need in me. "Tonight was supposed to be about all of us. I want to make it up to you."

"I think they fell asleep waiting for us. It's been quiet up there for a while."

"Then maybe we should wake them up," I suggested with a playful smirk, my hand sliding down his chest. "I can think of a few ways to make it worth their while."

Behind us, I heard the back door click shut as George disappeared into the night. His presence lingered in my tender flesh, in the way my body still pulsed with aftershocks. But as James pulled me close, I felt something deeper - a connection that transcended physical pleasure.

"Lead the way," James smiled, understanding and acceptance in his eyes as he followed me up the stairs.
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