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The Ex Comes to Dinner




“Where are you going?” Alex asked. He walked in just as I finished putting my dress on over my black lace lingerie. It had been a week since I used a blowjob and his fantasy of being a cuckold to weasel my way out of the consequences for cheating on him. Since then, we hadn’t spoken a word about it.

“James is having me for dinner,” I answered matter-of-factly.

Alex was stunned.

“You’re what?” he asked incredulously.

“I’m going to James’ house,” I replied, sitting on the bed to slip on my heels. “He invited me over for dinner.”

“Are you fucking kidding me?”

I looked at my husband, feigning innocence. I waited. I knew he had more to say. Alex was furious.

“You’re going to have dinner with the guy you just cheated on me with? Are you out of your fucking mind?”

I stayed with my tactic of playing innocent.

“I didn’t think you’d mind. I thought you’d be happy.”

Alex looked at me like I was crazy. “Happy?”

“Yes,” I replied. “I mean, it seemed like you really liked it.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

At that point, I was actually a little worried that Alex had completely repressed the memory of what had happened the previous week. I got close and whispered in his ear.

“When I got on my knees and told you how good he fucked me.”

Despite how unsure I was that my gambit would work, I kept my cool. Saying it out loud really seemed to take the fire out of Alex’s fury. He lowered his head and stared at the floor. I saw my opening. I lifted his chin with my finger.

“It’s okay, Alex. I’ve seen your browser history. I’ve known for years.”

Alex swallowed uncomfortably. “You look through my browser history?”

“And you’ve never looked through mine?” I challenged.

Alex stayed silent.

“You’re focusing on the wrong part, sweetie.”

I had switched to calling him “sweetie” rather than “baby” since I fucked James. I whispered again in his ear.

“Don’t you want to be inside of me while I tell you how good James just fucked me?”

Alex’s breathing changed.

“It’s okay. I know you want to.”

Alex said nothing.

“I’m going to go to James’ now and have dinner. And then, I’m going to let him do whatever he wants to your wife. Don’t you dare touch your cock while I’m gone.” I turned and walked out of the room. I didn’t hear a peep from Alex.

When I pulled back in the driveway just before midnight and parked, I took a moment to collect myself. I was pretty sure I had just had the peak sexual experience of my life. It was stirring up old emotions in me. Married or not, I could feel myself being pulled back in by James’ charms. He hadn’t attempted to make any inroads to having a romantic relationship outside of sex, but still, I was worried about getting pulled back into a nightmare entanglement. I couldn’t stop myself, though. I didn’t realize how much I’d missed his touch or remember just how much our bodies seemed to be made for each other. It was unbelievably hot. Perhaps the worst thing was that Alex knowing about it made it even hotter for me.

Through the entryway window, I could see Alex sitting in his recliner, waiting. I turned the knob and went inside, walking past Alex and toward the bedroom without saying a word. I stood in front of the bed, facing the door, as my husband walked in.

“Did you fuck him?” he asked.

“Yes,” I replied, looking him directly in the eye.

Alex’s breathing instantly became aggravated. He pushed me to the bed and crawled on top of me, clumsily pulling up my skirt. His head went back, and he sighed as he finally entered me, having been waiting all night.

“He fucked me so good,” I purred.

“Oh, fuck,” Alex groaned.

“His cock is perfect,” I taunted. “So much bigger than yours.”

“Ugh,” he exhaled into my ear.

“I love the way he feels inside of me.”

Alex’s breathing grew more labored. I could tell he wasn’t going to last much longer.

“I love it when he spanks me and calls me his whore.”

“Fuck,” Alex groaned.

“He came so deep inside of me. Can you feel it? Can you feel him inside of your wife?”

“Oh fuck!” Alex whimpered. It sounded so pitiful. Something in me loved it.

I quickly scooted away from him and grabbed his cock, jerking it the way I had a thousand times before. I added one last barb as Alex covered my dress with his load. “Only James gets to come inside me now.”

Alex hovered over me, catching his breath. When we made eye contact, he turned sheepish, and left the room without saying a word. I could hear ice landing in a glass as I finished undressing and made my way to the shower. Alex didn’t return until I was in bed with the lights out. He obviously thought I was asleep. The last thing I heard before I fell asleep was the sound of him masturbating.

The same as before, Alex and I didn’t speak of my escapades with James nor of Alex’s reaction to them. We carried on the rest of the week like nothing had happened. Until Friday, that is. When Alex walked in the door from work on Friday, he found James and I sitting at the dining room table. It was set for three and there was a hot meal waiting. Alex stood there silent and motionless.

“Alex, you remember James.”

“Have a seat, Alex,” James instructed.

James was sitting at the head of the table. I sat at the other end. Alex’s place was on the side. He quietly sat down, looking very unsure of himself and of what was to come next.

“James was just telling me about his travels in Europe. Weren’t you James?”

“I was.”

The three of us ate dinner politely. James had plenty of stories to tell. After a drink or two, Alex even joined the conversation a few times. To an outsider, it would have looked like any normal dinner. The three of us, however, knew it was anything but. After dinner, we adjourned to the living room for drinks. Alex took his usual spot in the recliner. I cuddled up next to James on the couch. We carried on talking, all of us acting like it was completely normal that I was hugging my ex-boyfriends arm in front of my husband. It didn’t seem to take long before my wine glass was empty.

“I think I’m going to get another glass,” I announced. “Does anyone want anything?”

“I’m fine,” Alex replied.

I started to get up, but James stopped me.

“I’ll get it, babe. You sit down,” he insisted.

“Aw, you’re sweet,” I smiled and handed him my glass.

While James was in the kitchen, Alex and I looked at each other. I could see the trepidation in his eyes. I hoped he could see the steadfastness in mine. James returned a few moments later with my wine. He set it on the coffee table in front of me. When I reached for it, he stopped me.

“Not yet,” he said, stepping in front of me.

James started unbuckling his belt. I could see from the bulge in his pants that he was hard. I looked up at him and then at my husband. Alex was looking on in shock, his mouth open, and his eyes glazed over. James took his cock out. There were a lot of unsavory things about my ex-boyfriend. He did, however, possess the most magnificent dick I had ever seen. It was just shy of eight inches, but didn’t look it because it was so meaty and thick. James gently gripped the hair on the back of my head and guided my mouth to his cock. I opened wide and took one last glance at my husband as it passed my lips. I bobbed up and down, making every effort to be as messy as possible. I had always been fairly sexually conservative with Alex. I wanted him to see me as a wanton whore for James.

James shifted his stance so that Alex could have a better angle from which to view his wife sucking another man’s cock. I slid from the couch to my knees, sensually licking, sucking, and nibbling James’ fat dick, savoring every moment of my husband watching me so blatantly enjoy another man in a way I never had with him. James gripped my head with both of his hands and started fucking my mouth, testing the limits of my throat. When he let me up for air, my eyes were watering, and I was gasping for air as thick, stringy drool dangled from my chin.

I looked at Alex. The look of agony and powerlessness on his face made me feel both sorry for him and repulsed by him at the same time. It made me want to cheat even more. Having caught my breath a bit, I looked up at James.

“More,” I growled.

James thrust his cock back into my mouth and fucked my face until I couldn’t’ take any more. I caught a glimpse of Alex squeezing his dick through his pants as James threw me onto the couch and yanked my panties down. He buried his head between my legs as I pulled my dress over my head and tossed it to the floor. James reached up and squeezed my breast and pinched my nipple as he ate my pussy. He devoured me in a way that Alex never had.

“Yes!” I cried in response to his tongue. I knew Alex had never heard me whimper like that in all our years together, and that got me off even more. I held James’ head in my hands as he licked me the way he knew I liked so well.

I let myself go completely as I came, forgetting that Alex was even there. Before I knew what was even happening, James picked me up and put me on my hands and knees at Alex’s feet. He pressed his cock to my pussy and slowly rubbed it up and down my folds. I looked at Alex. He was still squeezing his cock through his pants; only his pants now had a noticeable wet spot. James teased me relentlessly.

“Please, baby,” I begged. Calling James “baby” in front of my husband sent the most glorious chill down my spine.

“Do you want me to fuck you, Alice?” James taunted. “Do you want me to fuck you so your husband can see?”

“Yes,” I groaned, needing so badly to be fucked.

“Say it.”

“Please fuck me. Please fuck me, baby. Make him watch.”

There, on my hands and knees, at the feet of the man I loved and had chosen to spend the rest of my life with, James plunged his cock deep inside of me. I rested my face and hands on Alex’s knee as my ex-boyfriend fucked me. Alex unbuttoned his pants and reached for his zipper. James scolded him.

“Keep it in your pants, man,” he ordered.

Alex obeyed and returned to squeezing himself through his pants.

“Tell your husband how much you love my cock,” James growled.

“Oh, fuck. It’s so good, Alex,” I gushed. “He feels so good inside of me.”

Alex looked down at me, his eyes tearing up, his hand massaging the lump in his pants.

“He doesn’t fuck you like this?”

“No,” I sighed, staring into Alex’s eyes and shaking my head. “Never.”

I could see the pain in my husband’s eyes. I could also see the want for more. Both spurred me on.

“Fuck me, baby,” I begged.

THWAP! James’ hand struck my ass with a loud slap.

“Yes!” I whimpered. I reveled in the sting, remembering how meek Alex had been when I’d asked him to spank me. It had to be wonderfully tortuous for him to see another man giving something he was too tame to provide.

“Are you okay?” Alex whispered.

“Harder,” I demanded in reply.

THWAP! THWAP!.............THWAP!

“Oh fuck!” I cried. “I’m gonna come!”

James fucked me through my orgasm. My head collapsed onto the cushion between my husband’s legs. Still in a euphoric daze, I felt James’ hand pulling me up by my hair. He pressed his cock to my lips. I obliged, sucking him until he was ready to come. Well aware of my husband’s fetish, I jerked James’ cock until he covered my face, something Alex had never been allowed to do. I hummed my satisfaction and looked at my husband. I let my gaze fall slowly to his lap, where it was obvious he had come in his pants watching me take James’ load.

James’ stood me up and led me to the master bedroom. He closed the door and locked it. We showered together, and then James fucked me repeatedly through the night and then again in the morning, leaving Alex to listen in from outside the thin walls of the locked bedroom. The next day, Alex looked as tired as I did, having stayed up most of the night masturbating to the sounds of his wife being taken.

From then on, James’ came over every Saturday. We would fuck one time in front of Alex and then go out to dinner or dancing, leaving Alex home alone to presumably pleasure himself reliving what he had just seen. James and I even let Alex have some say on the details of our dalliances. I spent Saturday nights at James’ apartment. I never returned home before noon the next day, always looking freshly fucked.

In the beginning, I still had sex with my husband a few nights during the week. As time went on, though, sex with Alex tapered off until, sexually, I belonged exclusively to James. The last time Alex propositioned me for sex, he resorted to pitifully begging, “Please?” to which I replied, “You can watch on Saturday.” I said it as nicely as I could. I just didn’t have any interest in having sex with him anymore. Conversely, I craved James’ touch. So much so that he and I started sneaking around during the week without telling Alex. I knew Alex looked forward to Saturdays almost as much as I did. I wasn’t sure how he would feel about me sneaking around behind his back, though. The situation was very confusing. I still adored my husband, but I found myself no longer attracted to him. Sexually, the only thing I wanted from him was to watch James and I go at it. Seeing the mixture of anguish and desire on Alex’s face had become a powerful aphrodisiac. As much as I hate to admit it, so had the sneaking around. I had never cheated on anyone before, and I was both heartbroken and livid when James cheated on me all those years ago. But I had to admit, cheating was pretty damn sexy.

About three months into Saturdays with James, Teresa threw another party. We were deep into summer at that point, and she wanted it to be a luau theme. She went as far as to buy grass skirts for all the girls to wear over bikinis. The back yard was lined with tiki torches. Her husband, Matt, even cooked a pig in the ground for eighteen hours. They were nothing if not dedicated. The day before the party, after just having fucked me in his car on my lunch break, James told me that Alex had called him and asked him to be “respectful” in front of our friends. Surprisingly, I don’t think anyone ever told him about how James and I made quite a ruckus in the guest bedroom at Teresa’s last shindig. So, it seemed that Alex had no idea that all of our friends already knew, at least to some extent, about me and James. At any rate, as requested, James kept a cordial distance during the party. I can’t say I was exactly happy about it, but I wanted to respect Alex’s wishes. It was the only real line he had drawn up until that point, and honestly, I was impressed he had the nerve to call James and ask.

Unlike Teresa’s last party, the only people in attendance were our core group of friends. There were roughly a baker’s dozen of us all tolled. We drank Mai Tais and ate the wonderful pork that Matt had cooked. To keep cool, we soaked our feet in the baby pools full of cool water Teresa had stationed in front of the chairs in the backyard. There were several games set up as well. No one went near them at first, but as the drinks flowed, we all took turns at cornhole, the putting green, and lawn twister. As it got even later, Teresa announced one last game. It wasn’t really a game. It was more like a performance. Earlier in the day, when everyone first arrived, Teresa pulled all the girls into the back of the house to hone our hula dancing skills. We’d been warned a few weeks before to practice at home in secret. Once Teresa had us all together, we practiced a very simple routine that we were to perform for the boys near the end of the night. Most of us went along begrudgingly, myself included. By the time to actually perform came around, we were all so drunk that it sounded like the best idea ever.

The six of us lined up in two rows of three. As rehearsed, we shimmied our hips in time to the prerecorded drums that were playing on a loop. Four iterations of our dance took about two minutes, at which point we broke ranks, and each moved to dance in front of our man. I gyrated my hips and shook my tits. I thought I was doing quite well until I turned around to flip up my grass skirt and show off my ass. I noticed several of my friends looking at me with a mix of shock and horror. At first, I didn’t understand what was going on. I looked down at my chest, wondering if my top had accidentally come off. That wasn’t it. I froze when it hit me. Without even realizing it, I had been dancing for James instead of my husband.

I looked at Alex. On his face was the same mix of agony and lust that he always had while he watched James fucking me, only ten times more intense. His hands were in his lap, and it was obvious to me that he was covering an erection. We looked each other dead in the eye. I started shaking my hips again, backing myself up even closer to James, keeping my eyes locked with Alex’s. I bent at the waist, put my hands on my knees, and circled my ass in James’ crotch. I saw Alex take a deep breath. I found it incredibly erotic, knowing both how intense it was for my husband and how shocking it was to my friends. I turned around and straddled James, once again frotting myself in James’ lap. He leaned back confidently in his chair and let me work. I ran my fingers through his hair and brought his head to my bikini-clad chest. I pressed my nipple to his mouth. He sucked it through the thin material of my top. I stood back up and turned around. As I shook my ass, I looked at Alex again. He was breathing heavier and looking even more horrified. I felt around my hips between the strands of fake grass and found the strings of my bikini bottom. I pulled them slowly, making a show of it for Alex and anyone else who had the nerve to look. When I felt the knots let go, I released my grip and let my bottoms fall to my feet. I reached my hands out, palms up, inviting James to stand. James took my hands, and I led him inside.

Once inside, I took James to the back bedroom, where the girls and I had practiced our dance. Even with the curtains closed, there was enough light coming from the tiki torches just outside the window to make it easy to navigate the room in the relative darkness. As I sauntered to the window, I untied my top and tossed it on the floor. My grass skirt followed. I leaned forward, putting my hands on either side of the window, and presented my ass to James. The firelight illuminated my naked body, and I could feel a slight breeze from the half-open window making its way through the curtains. I was about as horny as I think I had ever been.

“Fuck me,” I whispered, looking over my shoulder at James.

James already had his shirt off and quickly dropped his shorts before lining up behind me. He pressed his cock to my entrance, just as he had the last time we were at Teresa’s. And just as before, he teased me with it, making me beg.

“Please,” I whispered.

He teased me some more.

“Please fuck me,” I whined a little louder.

James eased his cock inside of me, giving me what I wanted. I let out a loud moan. I could hear the timbre of the conversation outside change. James and I found a rhythm, with him steadily thrusting into me from behind and me matching him.

“Oh fuck,” I bellowed in full voice. The voices outside fell silent.

“Yes,” I moaned a little louder. “Fuck me, James! Fuck me, baby!”

I imagined the looks on my friends faces as they listened to me cuck my husband. I imagined them averting their gazes from Alex. In my mind’s eye, I could see perfectly the look of misery and longing on my husband’s face.

THWAP! I heard one of my girlfriends gasp at the sound of James’ hand meeting my ass.

“Yes!” I screamed. “Fuck me!”

THWAP!

“Ooh,” I sang. “Yes!”

James fucked me harder. The sound of our bodies slapping together filled the room and drifted through the window for everyone to hear. I was in heaven. I didn’t want it to end. I think James felt the same way. He wouldn’t let me come. He would bring me to the brink and then pull back again. I smiled wickedly every time he did. I peppered the air with obscenities, praises, and pleas for more. There was not a peep from the backyard. Finally, James and I could take no more.

“Yes!” I screamed. “Make me come!”

“Fuck!” James growled and slapped my ass yet again. THWAP!

“Come inside me! Give it to me!” I shouted almost as loud as I could.

THWAP! THWAP! I came so hard, I couldn’t form words. All I could do was let out a deep, loud, guttural moan as my pussy clenched around James’ cock, bringing him over the precipice with me.

“Oh fuck!” James groaned as he filled me.

I slid to the floor, completely exhausted. In true James fashion, he lifted my head by the hair and brought it to his cock. I willingly wrapped my lips around the sensitive postcoital tip and flicked it with my tongue, making James’ body shudder. He joined me on the floor to catch his breath. We didn’t speak a word. When our legs finally felt steady again, we dressed and made our way to the front door. I didn’t have the nerve to say my goodbyes, but on the way through the living room, I could see Teresa and Alex through the glass doors. Alex was seated in his chair, staring at the ground. Teresa was squatting next to him, rubbing his back and comforting him. Alex must have sensed my presence and looked up. We made eye contact. I let slip a subtle, wicked little grin. Alex looked truly pitiful. Only I knew, though, that beneath his crushed and broken exterior was a man dying to stroke his cock to the sound of his wife being taken by another man in front of all his friends.

When I returned home the next day, I wasn’t sure what to expect. Alex was sitting in his chair in the living room when I walked through the door, waiting again.

“Hey, Alex,” I smiled nonchalantly. “Did you sleep okay?”

Alex stood up and marched to me. “Shut the fuck up!” he barked.

“Al..,” started to say. He pushed me to my knees by my shoulders and whipped his cock out. He was as hard as I had ever seen him. I instantly found myself attracted to my husband again.

Alex grabbed me by ponytail, and grimaced. “Suck it,” he demanded.

For the first time in months, I took my husband’s cock in my mouth. I didn’t hold back. I wantonly sucked his cocked until he pushed me onto my back on the floor and tore my clothes from my body in a rage. I started panting like a wild animal. The best way I can think of to describe how I felt in that moment is to call it a sexual panic attack. That quickly subsided when Alex buried his face between my legs.

“Oh, fuck,” I exhaled.

“You’re my fucking wife!” Alex snarled, sliding two welcome fingers inside of me.

“Yes!” I panted.

“This is my fucking pussy!”

“Yes!”

Alex proceeded to devour my pussy. It felt amazing to be reclaimed by my husband. I’d had no idea how much I had needed him to do that. Adding to my pleasure, still, was the fact that James had been inside of me only twenty minutes before. Once Alex made me come, he licked his way up my stomach to my tits. In one stroke, he buried his cock inside of me.

“Oh god,” I moaned.

“Did you like fucking your boyfriend last night?” Alex taunted.

My only reply was a grunt.

“Did you like humiliating me in front of everyone?”

“You fucking loved it,” I growled back.

“Ugh,” Alex groaned.

“I bet you fucked him again this morning, didn’t you? You fucking whore.”

“Right before I left. Didn’t you taste him?” I goaded.

“Oh fuck,” Alex whimpered and kissed me passionately, probing my mouth with his tongue.

“You’re MY fucking wife!” he barked again and manhandled me onto all fours. He buried his cock back inside of me and fucked me without mercy.

THWAP! Alex spanked me as hard as he could.

“Hmm,” I whimpered.

THWAP! Again.

“You’re my fucking wife!”

Alex grabbed my ponytail, pulling my head back and forcing my back to arch. THWAP!

“Oh fuck!” I cried. “Yes! I’m gonna come!”

THWAP! THWAP! THWAP! I came as hard as I had the night before when James fucked me in the window. My head and shoulders would have collapsed to the floor had Alex not still had my ponytail in his grip. He used his leverage to stand me up on my knees. He stroked his cock directly in front of my face. I opened my mouth wide and stuck out my tongue.

“Yes!” I huffed. “Do it!”

I flicked the head of his dick while he stroked the shaft until, for the very first time, my husband peppered my face with his come. I looked up at him subserviently and sucked his dick clean. Still on my knees, I licked my lips, showing him that I was, in fact, still his. Alex stared down at me with a look on his face I’d never seen before.

“Get cleaned up and get some rest. It’s Saturday. James will be over later.”

Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this tale and you're feeling kind, please leave a rating or a review. It's a tremendous help and would be greatly appreciated. Thanks again!
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