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The Ex at the Party







“Babe, we’re gonna be late,” Alex complained.

“Who cares?” I rebutted. “It’s a party at Teresa’s house. It’s not like we have tickets to Hamilton.”

“We live in South Carolina. Why would we have tickets to Hamilton?”

I loved my husband, but sometimes I swore he was a little bit on the spectrum. “I’m just saying that it’s fine. We can be a little bit late to my best friend’s party. It’s not the end of the world. And besides, you don’t really want to go anyway.”

“I never said that.”

“I know you didn’t. It’s fine, babe. It’s just that I know you’re going because you love me and you’re a wonderful, dutiful husband. But we both know that you’d rather stay home and listen to your vinyl,” I smiled sweetly. I meant the compliment. He was grumpy sometimes, but he really was a good man and a good husband. “Now go have a drink and relax. I’ll be ready in a little bit.”

“Fair enough. I’ll be in the living room.”

As I put the finishing touches on my hair and makeup, I thought about my marriage. Alex had been the safe choice. Don’t get me wrong. He was nearly everything I had ever wanted in a man. He was handsome, funny, smart, kind, and generous. He made enough money so that when we decide to start a family, I can stay home with the kids for as long as I want. So what if we weren’t exactly tearing it up between the sheets? There are more important things in life and besides, our sex life was fine. I never once regretted marrying Alex. I took one last look in the mirror and liked what I saw. “Ready,” I sang as I walked down the hall.

Contrary to Alex’s concerns, we were among the first to arrive at the party. If fact Teresa, thanked me for being so punctual and asked me for some help in the kitchen. We busied ourselves finishing the hors d’oeuvres and drinking wine while Alex and the rest of the guests mingled in the living room. Most of the guests were people I’d known since childhood. The rest were others Teresa and I had picked up along the way. Alex was a fresh off the plane import from New Jersey when we met. He’d made a few friends at work over the years, but for the most part, my friends became his friends when we brought him into the fold.

I was just starting my third glass of red when our friend Terry arrived. Terry was a boisterous Scotsman that changed the energy anytime he walked through the door. That night was no exception. He had someone in tow, as well.

“Look who I found!” he exclaimed, pulling another man into the light.

My heart stopped when I saw who it was. James was the man I had dated for the two years before I met my husband. He couldn’t have been more different from Alex. He was incredibly spontaneous and fun. And terrible to date. He drank like a fish. He was controlling, unfaithful, and demanding. While the rest of the world saw a man who was nothing but a good time, living with him was a different story. The only reason I stayed with him so long was that he was the best lover I’d ever had. Think of a circle. And in that circle, put all of the sex you’ve ever had – good, bad, and everything in between. Now think of a point far outside of that circle that represents sex so good you can’t even compare it to anything else. For me, that was James. 

Everyone was excited to see him. He made his way through the foyer, shaking hands and hugging everyone along the way. The room went quiet when he made it to the living room. We locked eyes.

“Hello James,” I said politely.

James smiled at me. After six years, he looked different somehow. “Alice. You look wonderful. And you must be Alex. It’s good to meet you.” James extended his hand to my husband. Alex shook James’ hand and nodded. I wasn’t sure at that point if Alex knew that James was the man I was with before him. Even if he did know, I never told him much – only that we dated for two years, and I left him because he cheated on me. Watching them shake hands was surreal. It was like watching the Kansas City Chiefs play tennis against the Los Angeles Lakers. My brain just couldn’t make sense of having them both in the same room.

Fortunately, I was rescued when Terry and a few others pulled James away. I smiled meekly at Alex, and I could tell he was putting two and two together.

“Is that the same James that you went out with before me?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I nodded. “That’s him.”

“I thought he moved to London or something.”

“Paris,” I corrected. “But I guess he’s back now.”

Alex could sense I was off. “You okay?”

“Yeah. I’m fine. It’s just weird, you know.”

Again, I was rescued when Teresa grabbed me by the arm and pulled me away, feigning a kitchen emergency.

“Are you okay? I swear I had no idea Terry was bringing him.” Teresa seemed more freaked out than I was.

“I’m okay.” I was trying to convince myself as much as I was her. I hadn’t seen James since the day we broke up. “It’s just weird, you know?”

“I know, right? He looks good, though, huh?” Teresa said, peeking around the corner into the living room.

“I hadn’t really noticed.”

I had noticed.

We hid in the kitchen for a few more minutes and had another glass of wine before braving the living room again. I stayed close to Alex for the next hour or so as the party carried on. More people showed up than I expected. Teresa had invited several people from her job as well as some neighbors but had given them all the wrong time. Normally I would have preferred to just be among people I knew, but the larger crowd made it easier for me to avoid the possibility of finding myself in another uncomfortable moment with James. Teresa’s living room was quite large but barely big enough to accommodate the thirty plus people that were there. They made for good cover.

I was surprised when Alex asked me to dance. He didn’t normally do that. I didn’t want to punish him for his efforts, so I agreed, thinking there was no way that James would have the nerve to bother me while I was dancing with my husband. I was wrong.

“Mind if I cut in?” James asked.

Alex looked caught off guard and quickly agreed. He passed me to James mid song and headed toward the kitchen.

I could tell James was a little nervous. That wasn’t like him. “You look good, Alice.”

“You already said that.”

James nodded. “Right. Well, I guess I mean it.”

It was so strange touching him again, having his hands on my waist, feeling the nape of his neck with under my fingers.

“How have you been?” he asked.

“Good.”

“Your husband seems nice. The gang seems to like him.”

“Thank you. They do.”

We danced in uncomfortable silence for a moment. Even though we kept a respectable space between us, something in me couldn’t help but remember the feeling of his body against mine.

“I wanted to tell you Alice,” James started nervously. “I’ve wanted to tell you for a long time how sorry I am. I’m sorry for the way I was. You deserved better.”

There was a time when that was all I wanted to hear. I wasn’t sure how I felt about hearing it in that moment. I didn’t know if I could trust it. “Thank you,” I replied simply.

Genuine or not, the apology made the air in the room a little easier to breathe.

“You really do look beautiful. I like your hair,” James continued.

“Thank you. You look good, too. How was Paris?”

“Amazing. You would love it so much. It’s right up your alley.”

“Alex and I have talked about going.”

“You should. I’ll tell you all of the best places to go.”

Just as we were getting comfortable, the song ended, and Alex returned with a fresh glass of wine for me.

“Thanks babe,” I smiled. “James was just telling me about Paris.”

I felt like I was standing on marshmallows. I was grateful to have a fresh drink, struggling to process this new, humble, apologetic version of James. I didn’t even pay attention to what my husband and James were talking about, but I was relieved when it ended. I moved on and socialized for a while, meeting Teresa’s neighbors and workmates. At some point, I noticed James across the room. He gestured with a smile to meet him again on the makeshift dance floor. I knew I shouldn’t, but I did anyway.

James slid his hands around my waist. I interlaced my fingers behind his neck. We were closer than before.

“I’m happy for you, Alice. You have what you always wanted.”

“Thank you. What about you? Anyone special?”

“No. There was a girl in Paris. She reminded me of you, actually. And also like you, she wised up.”

James had been so nice that evening, I actually felt a little bad for him. “It wasn’t all bad,” I conceded.

“No, it wasn’t. Oh, god. Do you remember that time we got kicked out of that café in Myrtle Beach?”

There was no way I could have forgotten that night. A bunch of us went to an all-night breakfast café after a night of drinking and got kicked out for being too rowdy. I said something horrible to the waitress and then she called me a slut before the manager kicked us out. James and I fucked in his car in the parking lot and then hung my panties on the back door. “Oh my god!” I laughed. “How could I forget? I can’t believe she called me a slut.”

“I know, right?” James agreed.

I knew I shouldn’t mention it, but something in me just couldn’t stop myself. “Although,” I amended, “we didn’t exactly prove her wrong.”

“Yeah.” James agreed again. “That was pretty fucking hot.”

I nodded in agreement. “We never really had any problems in the bedroom.”

“Like that time in Savannah?” James reminded. “Or when we decided to ‘break in’ the new mattress?”

I laughed out loud. “Holy shit. That was an amazing night.”

I still thought about that night. Usually I was alone in the shower when I did.

James let my laughter died down. “Yeah. It wasn’t all bad,” he said quietly and pulled me closer. I could feel his breath in my ear. His hands slid down as far as they dared. I pressed my cheek against his. I started getting lost in the moment just as I felt a tap on my shoulder. It was Alex. James and I broke our embrace.

Alex was obviously irritated. “It’s getting pretty late. It’s time to go.” He was being uncharacteristically assertive. It caught me off guard.

“Oh. Okay,” I said.

James offered his hand to my husband. “It was good to meet you.”

Alex nodded like he had before and shook James’ hand. James made his way across the room. Alex and I made it as far as the outside before I stopped him.

“Babe, I don’t want to go. I’m having fun.”

Alex raised his voice. “Yeah, I could see that.”

“What are you talking about? Do you mean James?”

“Yes, I mean James.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me. That’s ancient history.”

“It didn’t look like ancient history.”

“He was apologizing. I think he actually feels bad. What am I supposed to do? We were just getting a little closure.”

Alex still looked suspicious. I stepped closer and gave him a kiss.

“There’s nothing going on with me and James. I promise. I wouldn’t go back there in a million years. He was awful to me.”

That seemed to appease Alex somewhat.

“You go on ahead,” I said. “I’m having fun. Teresa’s coworkers have all kinds of stories about her that I haven’t heard.”

Alex surrendered. “Fine.”

“Thank you,” I smiled and kissed my husband goodbye.

I got a few more juicy stories I could tease Teresa about before the party started thinning out significantly. Before long, it was just the childless of the hardcore old guard left. We converged around the dining room table. There weren’t enough chairs for everyone, so a few of the wives sat in their husband’s laps. The scene was so familiar, I didn’t think twice when James offered me his. It was like being transported back in time before I met Alex. Except, I wasn’t worried about who else James was sleeping with or if he was going to tell me what to wear. Without thinking much of it, we all started telling stories from the old days, the days before many of us settled down. The days before I was married. Along with the laughter, the stories brought back vivid memories my time with James. I could feel his hand on my hip. Sometimes he would slide it up my back and rub it affectionately. At some point, my arm went around his shoulder. To an outsider, it would have looked like we were a couple. For every story that was told, I could remember James and I returning to our bed, whether it was at the beach, in the mountains, or at home. I remembered the earthshattering orgasms. I remembered the feeling of his mouth on my nipples and on my neck. I remembered the sensation of his cock inside of me. My mouth started watering and I started getting wet.

I excused myself to go to the bathroom. I got myself together and looked in the mirror before walking out. I knew it was time to go. I practiced my goodbyes in my head as I opened the door. As soon as I turned into the hall, I looked up and saw James. Our eyes locked and we held each other’s gaze without saying a word for what seemed like forever. James took my hand and led me one door down the hall into the guest bedroom. Quietly and carefully, he closed the door behind us. The only light in the room was from the moonlight coming through the window. He stepped directly to me and pulled me close, bringing his face close to mine. I felt powerless to move. Time stopped and all thought left me. Then James pressed his lips to mine. I kissed him back. Our tongues met. His hands smoothly explored my body like the familiar terrain they were.

James walked me back toward the bed until I felt it against the back of my knees. He pulled my skirt up to my hips and slipped his fingers under the sides of my panties. He slid them down my thighs as he lowered himself to his knees. He methodically guided my panties off of my feet, one at a time. Then he eased me down onto the bed as he kissed his way up my thighs, finally reaching my ache. Feeling his tongue on me again was like diving into a pool full of cool water after having been lost in the desert for an eternity. James was a master with his tongue. He remembered how to play me, note for note, without missing a beat. Soon, my thighs were locked around his head and my chest was heaving as I came. I tried to be as quiet as I could. The best I could manage was a loud whimper muffled in the crook of my elbow.

James stood up. As he did, I slid to my knees in front of him reaching hastily for his belt. I freed his cock, his glorious cock, as quickly as I could. It was perfectly illuminated as though the moon was a spotlight. I stared at it for a moment, remembering. I looked up at James as I wrapped my lips around his dick. I immediately remembered his taste and the feeling of his girth in my mouth. There was nothing like it. James gently held my hair back as I sucked him exactly the way I knew he liked. For James, it was as much about the sight of me as it was the sensation. He reveled in watching me worship his perfect cock. We both knew, however, that wasn’t why we were there.

I rose up from my knees, ready to be tossed to the bed and taken. Just like the old days, though, James was full of surprises. He turned me around and bent me over against the wall next to the door.  He rubbed the tip of his cock along my pussy, teasing me. He was going to make me beg.

“Please,” I whispered.

He teased me some more. I pushed my ass back, trying to get him inside of me.

“Please,” I moaned.

James eased the tip of his cock inside of me and pulled it back out, rubbing it along my clitoris.

“Oh, fuck,” I exhaled.

He slapped my ass. The sound echoed through the room. I tried having Alex slap me a few times. I couldn’t get him to do it right.

“Ooh,” I cooed. “Yes.”

“Tell me what you want, Alice,” James demanded.

“Fuck me.”

“Doesn’t your husband keep you satisfied?”

I didn’t want to be reminded of my husband. I said nothing. James slid his cock inside of me, giving me only a fraction of what he had to offer before taking it back.

“Tell me. Does Alex fuck you like I can?”

“No,” I grunted. “No one’s ever fucked me like you.”

James fucked me teasingly for a brief moment before denying me again. My whole body was quivering, begging for his cock. He teased me with the first inch of his shaft, waiting for me to beg some more.

“Please,” I whimpered. “Please fuck me, James. Fuck me, baby.” I hadn’t called anyone other than Alex “baby” in six years. That was the magic word.

“You’ll always be mine,” James snarled and then in one long, swift stroke gave me what I wanted so badly.

“Yes!” I cried loud enough that our friends could surely hear. I didn’t care anymore.

James gripped both my hips tightly and fucked me steadily, filling me in a way that Alex, or any other man, had never been able to.

“Yes! Fuck me!” I whimpered, trying to be at least a little quieter.

James didn’t like my efforts to be discrete and slapped my ass again. Hard.

THWAP!

I grunted as my stomach muscles clenched.

THWAP!

“Yes!” I bellowed, knowing the whole house could hear. I abandoned any hope that we would go undetected. “Fuck me!”

James gripped my hair and pulled, fucking me harder. The sound of our bodies clapping together filled the room.

“Say it!” James growled into my ear.

“Fuck me, baby!” I bucked back against James with everything I had. “I gonna come!”

James knew exactly what to do. He let me dictate the pace and when he knew I was on the precipice, he brought his hand down onto my ass as hard as he could, sending me over the edge.

“Yes!” I cried. “Fuck me!”

James let my hair go and grabbed both of my hips, fucking me like a madman.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!’ I chanted, knowing he was about to come with me. It would have been impossible for our friends to ignore our moans as I came on James’ shaft while he filled me with his come.

Finally satisfied, I sank to the floor. James guided my head to his cock. I cleaned it, grateful to have experienced it’s pleasures once more.

“There’s never been anyone like you, Alice” James confessed. He’d never said anything like that to me before.

James helped me to my feet and kissed me sweetly. I pulled my skirt back down and checked to make sure everything else was in its place. As James opened the door, I saw him hang my panties on the doorknob. It was beyond embarrassing walking back amongst our friends. A few of them had left, likely driven away by the sounds of James fucking me. The ones that were left couldn’t even look at me. I felt an overwhelming need to escape.

“Thanks for having me, Teresa.” I did my best to smile. “James, could you give me a ride please?”

“Sure,” he answered quickly and ushered me out the door. He held the car door for me as I climbed into the passenger seat of his pickup. “Where to?” he asked, climbing into the driver’s seat.

I looked at him determinedly. “Take me home and fuck me in your bed.”

James took me to his apartment and fucked me until the sun came up. He fed me breakfast and then he drove me home. As I stood on my front porch, I knew there was no way Alex wasn’t going to find out about what I had done. I was afraid that my marriage was over. I didn’t want it to be. I loved Alex and despite my actions that night, I had no intention of ever leaving him for James. I just couldn’t resist the temptation of the most immense pleasure I’ve ever known. I had a plan. I wasn’t sure it would work, but it was the only chance I could see of avoiding divorce. I turned the knob to the door and walked inside. Unsurprisingly, Alex was waiting for me in the living room.

“Where the fuck have you been?” he demanded in a controlled, but livid tone.

“I was at the party,” I said quietly.

“I went by the party when it got to be four a.m. and you weren’t answering my calls or texts. You weren’t there.” Alex stood up and walked toward me. “Now where the fuck have you been?” He stood in front of me, his nostrils flaring.

“I was with James,” I said quietly, looking him in the eye.

Alex exhaled. I put my hand on his chest to try and calm him, to let him know I was still his, if he would have me. I knew the next sixty seconds would dictate the next fifty years of my life.

“Did you fuck him?” Alex asked, staring back into my eyes, looking for any sign of lying.

In the silence I recalled all the years of sneaking peeks at Alex’s browser history. Ever since we had been together, among other things, he’d had a fascination with husbands watching their wives have sex with other men.

“Did you fuck him?” Alex demanded again, struggling to keep his anger controlled.

I eased down to my knees and started unbuckling Alex’s belt.

He was dumbfounded. “What are you doing?”

By the time I freed his cock and took it in my mouth, he was almost completely hard.

“What the fuck?” he asked incredulously.

“Yes,” I said, licking his shaft.

Alex was so flustered, he didn’t understand. “Yes, what?”

I looked up at him. “Yes...I fucked James.”

I started bobbing up and down on Alex’s cock, sucking him like my marriage depended on it…which it probably did.

“Oh fuck,” Alex moaned.

I went for broke, taking the gamble of playing into his fantasy. I paused, stroking my husband’s cock in front of my face, and staring at the disbelief and confusion in his eyes.

“He fucked me so good, sweetie.” I had never called him “sweetie” before. Not one time.

“Oh god,” Alex grimaced, staring down anxiously.

I sucked him some more before taunting him, “His cock is so much bigger than yours. It’s perfect. I missed it so much.” I almost couldn’t believe the reaction my words were getting. “He fucks me in a way you never could.”

Alex was hanging on my every word. My gamble had worked. I had him right where I wanted him. I could tell he was going to come soon. I could also tell he wanted more details. I didn’t have to wait long for him to ask for more.

“Did he come inside of you?”

“Which time?” I teased, circling the tip of my husband’s dick with my tongue. “He fucked me until the sun came up.” I started flicking my tongue on the tip of his cock and stroking his shaft. “He came in my pussy…He came on my tits…He came in my mouth.” What got the biggest reaction was when I told Alex that I let James come on my face, something I had previously declared was disgusting and swore I would never let a man do despite the fact that it had been routine when I was with James. “Do you want to come on my face like James did?” I teased, aiming his cock directly at my face as I jerked him.

“Oh fuck,” Alex moaned. At the very last second, I pointed him at my chest as he unleashed an impressively large load, covering the top of my dress. The look of lust and sexual gratification on his face quickly morphed to anxiety. “Are you leaving me?” he asked.

I stood up and kissed his mouth sweetly.

“No.”

Alex looked visibly relieved. We stared into each other’s eyes. In a way, I felt closer to him than I ever had before. We had no secrets. Honesty had saved our marriage. I decided the best thing to do was to continue being honest.

I kissed my husband again and said, “I’ll ask James if you can watch next time.” I left Alex standing in the middle of the living room with his pants around his ankles. As I walked toward the bedroom, I said, “I need some sleep. Goodnight, sweetie.”

Thanks for reading!
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