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And there he was. Standing in the doorway with a mischievous grin. He was not supposed to come to this party. He agreed. But here he was anyway.

Krista had a feeling in her gut that the knock at the door may be his, but she dismissed it as social anxiety. That feeling dropped like a stone in her belly when she saw his handsome face again.

“I thought we agreed.” She was already breathing shallow, and her lips were drying out even with the lipstick on.

“What? It’s a party. No big deal.” Clay responded lightly. His tone and face betrayed the fact that she was right. They had agreed.

“You have got to stop Clay. We! Have got to stop.” Krista whispered in an annoyed voice as she closed the door so none of the other guests would be privy to the conversation. She pointed at him and then herself. “We can’t do...THIS!”

The uncomfortable pause lasted a lifetime. Clay kept the grin on his face, but his eyes told a few stories in that moment. A tragedy. A romance. A tale of lust and secrets.

“Aren’t you going to invite me in?” Clay finally whispered awkwardly.

“Christ!” Krista growled as she swung the door open in an exaggerated motion and waved him past her.

Everyone was excited to see Clay. After all he was one of the neighborhood favorites and a regular at the monthly BBQ. So, he quickly blended in seamlessly. Krista sat back in the chair she had been in all night, scooping her black dress back under her thighs as she fell into the seat.

Of course, Clay made a point to sit directly across from her. A fact she noted with a smirk and a twitch of her neck when he glanced over at her.

Krista focused on playing hostess. In reality, she was focused on anything that took her mind off Clay. But waiting on her guests was a feeble distraction. She played the past in her mind and heart over, and over again. It had been on continuous loop since it happened really. His presence just made it fresh.

When she looked up again Clay was staring right at her. The deep blue eyes peering right into her. He knew what she was thinking. What she was feeling. Was he doing this out of desire or cruelty? ‘Both really. Just which one of them felt which.’ She reasoned.

She couldn’t look away. They were having several conversations with just eye and head movement. Her nervousness played on her posture. His hands kept busy just to fit in. Both were trying to avoid the other, so nobody saw the familiarity between them.  Krista folded first in this emotional game of chicken. Standing quickly and excusing herself into the kitchen to tend to the snack trays.

When she got in there, she stood facing the window, her hands on the edge of the counter, gripping tightly, then fidgeting, then gripping again.

“Jesus Clay, what do you want? Why did you really come?” Krista knew he was behind her. She could feel his heartbeat from a mile away. Her head drooped in front of her, heavy with a mix of emotion.

“You asked me to come.” Clay’s voice was feigned innocence. Grasping for a way in, to say what he wanted, to pull her back to him.

“No Clay. No. I did not ask you.” Her voice was a mix of weariness and longing. “The last time I saw you was supposed to be the VERY last time I saw you. Remember?”

Clay took a couple of steps deeper into the kitchen. “I can’t let it be that way. Neither can you.” Krista turned to look at him in astonishment.

“I came to you. No. Let me correct that. I came to your wife ...for advice when my marriage was slipping. You just happened to be there when I needed somebody.” Krista whispered harshly. “You took advantage of my vulnerability is what you did. You stole a kiss from me like a thief in the night.” 

Krista could feel his warmth in her mouth still, his tongue dancing with hers. Felt his strong hands pulling her close to him. Feeling so safe in his arms. She recalled her feeble attempt to deny him what he knew was already his. The soft “I can’t” even as her fingers laced through his hair and her lips parted to meet his.

“I never meant to hurt you. Or anybody.” Clays voice snapped her back to the moment. 

“Neither of us meant to.” Krista stepped up to him and placed her hand on his arm. But we did baby, we did.” Her head dropped again, afraid to look into his eyes for too long, she returned to the party. Clay followed shortly after, the fake smile returning to his face.

Being near him had awakened something inside her. Something she had fought to suppress in the weeks since he bewitched her with his words and his tongue. She stole glances at him throughout the remainder of the evening. Wondering. He was not a perfect man. But he was perfect for her. 

“What would I do for him?” She thought. Immediately feeling the pangs of shame for these thoughts. “What wouldn’t I do for him? He is inside me even though he has never been inside me. We need to fix that.”

That thought took her imagination to places it should not go.  Over the weeks Krista had become aware that the things she would never do for any other man were the things she so desperately wanted to do for Clay. One kiss and she pined for him for weeks. What would happen if his body fulfilled the promise it had made to hers?

Krista sipped her wine and adjusted herself several times to make sure the moistness in her panties did not become a source of embarrassment. She picked up her phone, writing out naughty texts to him and then deleting them. Some were romantic. But as the evening drew longer, she thought less, and less about love and poetry and more about lust and flesh.

“Are you texting me?” The screen lit up. Krista looked up immediately to see Clay staring at her with a wicked grin. 

“No.” She took another sip of wine and typed back angrily.

“Really? You seem to be squirming a lot.” He smiled at her again as she read the text.

“Mind your business.” She smirked at him when his phone lit up but before he read it.

Krista typed some unladylike thoughts, but once again deleted them. A small part of her wanted him to know she was typing her lust to him. But she knew better.

The party died down around midnight. They rarely went longer than that. Everybody stuck around to help with the cleanup. But there are always some things left that only the host or hostess can do. Clay was hanging around. Lurking. Krista knew the night was not over for them. Deep down she knew it would never be over for them.

Once again, she found herself in the kitchen alone. She knew if Clay came in the conversation would play out quite differently than the one from earlier. Could she fend off his aggression? The aggression she so desperately craved. Krista knew the answer. 

“Clay. For Gods sake, just go home.” Krista called out. Clay was not in the kitchen, but she knew he was not far. “You know I can finish cleaning this up by myself, so stop pretending that is why you are sticking around.” 

Krista sipped her wine and lazily set the glass down on the counter by the sink. Her head fell back, her mind fuzzy from the wine and the stress. Then his hands were on her neck, massaging gently. It felt like the Gods themselves had sent someone to tend to her. She withheld the moan building in her lungs.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” Clay whispered in her ear as his hands found knots on her shoulders she did not know she had.

“Everything about you feels good.” She whispered back, leaning into his hands. “That is the whole problem.”

“I can’t give you up. You can’t give me up either.” Clays breath was getting hotter at her neck. “Every thought I have is about you.” He pressed forward just a little, his body so comforting as he slid up behind her. 

“Oh...those kinds of thoughts.” Krista felt him fit perfectly into the curves of her ass. A moan finally escaped as she pushed back into him. “I have those thoughts about you every night.” The hunger inside her ached like a deep bruise.

“Every night?” Clay asked as he kissed her ear.

“Ye...Yes!” Her voice fluttered, stuck in her throat with her desire.

“Do you touch yourself thinking about me?” Clay let his
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