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I sat on the edge of the bed, waiting on Ella to come out of the bathroom so we could go out to a club for the first time in years. I’d been ready for a while, but she’d been taking her time showering and putting makeup on. We were going out to celebrate her birthday, and it was one of those big milestone numbers, so I know she was both excited and nervous at the same time.

She came out of the bathroom naked, her hair, freshly dyed black with a fiery red streak in the front, still damp. My eyes were, as they always are, drawn to her full, large breasts with their perfect nipples. Her nipples were in what I like to call their “crinkly” stage, full of delicious texture I love to run my fingers over. They get like that when she gets cold… or horny.

I watched her get dressed, one of my favorite pastimes. She slipped on lacy black panties before sliding into a pair of tight black leggings which really showed off her ASSets, if you know what I mean. She reigned in those massive tits with a sheer white bra which offered the support she needed while also allowing her pretty nipples to poke through the bra and whatever shirt she was wearing.

I blinked when I saw the shirt she pulled out of her dresser.

“You’re wearing that?” I asked her when she slipped on the T-shirt I’d bought her as a gag gift.

She looked down at the tight red t-shirt and the white letters printed there before looking back at me and shrugging. “Thought it might be fun. Do you not want me to?”

I stared at the words on the shirt: “Sorry you had a bad day--you can touch my boobs if you want,” and felt my face flush. I wondered if it was as bright red as the T-shirt.

“Would you actually…” I started to ask.

Ella shrugged again and walked closer to me. She leaned forward so that her big tits were almost touching my face while she gently ran her fingers from my knee to my crotch. Suddenly, she grabbed my cock through my pants.

I was a little surprised at how hard I was; I hadn’t noticed before then.

“Feels like you want me to,” she said, giggling.

I swallowed hard. “It might be fun,” I said, without much confidence.

Ella stood up. “Here,” she said, walking over to the closet. “I’ll wear my sweater--I’ll probably get cold anyway--and can button it up if either one of us starts getting uncomfortable with any attention my shirt gets.”

“Okay,” I said, feeling some amount of relief.

“Besides,” she said, rolling her eyes, “with all the hot young things that are bound to be there, I doubt anyone will take a newly minted 50-year-old up on this offer anyway.”

---

I gripped the steering wheel to keep my hands from shaking as we drove to the club. It wasn’t that the thought of strangers groping my wife’s big, beautiful tits was unappealing. Quite the contrary, as I’d often fantasized about Ella having sex with others while I watched. We’d even roleplayed about it in bed, and--at my urging, she’d begun posting her nudes on Reddit, where I encouraged her to, uh, interact with thirsty dudes who commented on her photos or sent her lewd private messages. She’d even started to let me get her off with a large vibrating dildo while she messaged with these guys, many of whom would send her dick pics.

She was adamant that she’d never take it any farther than that, that she’d never actually fuck someone else, no matter how much I might think I’d enjoy it. And I was fine with that, really. As much as I fantasized about it, I realized that fantasies and enjoyment in reality are often two very different things.

This was evidenced by how nervous I was that she was wearing the shirt she was wearing.

My anxiety was helped somewhat by the fact that we were going to the Stonewall, the area’s only remaining gay nightclub. We hadn’t been in almost 30 years, but it was Ella’s favorite place to go out on the rare occasion we did. She was pansexual, but that wasn’t really the reason she liked it. She enjoyed the boisterous, colorful atmosphere, the drag shows, and the easygoing, judgment-free vibe of the place. And obviously not every guy who went there was gay—case in point: me—but there would be far fewer straight men there than at most clubs.

I parked the car down the street from the Stonewall. I didn’t notice until we got almost all the way to the door that Ella had left her sweater in the car. I mentioned this to her as I opened the door for her, and she said she’d send me back after the sweater if she got cold.

It seemed she’d already forgotten the other reason for bringing it.

Inside, a thin dude with short, bright blond hair took our money and had me stand with my arms away from my body.

“Just a quick weapons check,” he said as he quickly patted me down. He laughed. “That gun you’ve got bulging out the front of your drawers is the only type we allow in here.”

Once again, I hadn’t realized I had an erection, much less a big enough one that it could be seen in a dimly lit area, pressing against my jeans. Behind me, Ella giggled.

“Well, hello there, gorgeous,” Blondie said, looking my wife up and down. “I haven’t had a bad day, but… do you mind?”

Ella glanced at me only briefly before turning back to him, and she said, “Go for it.”

And with that, Ella’s tits were groped before we even made it into the club. I knew the guy was gay--don’t judge me for this, but you could tell by his demeanor and speech pattern--but still, my cock twitched at the sight of his hands all over my wife’s chest.

Once Blondie was done fondling Ella’s boobs--and, really, he was only doing so for a few seconds--she took my hand and led me into the club.

It was much the same as I remembered it. Ear-splitting pop and techno music played constantly. Just inside the entrance was situated a small bar, beyond which was a massive open dance floor. On the far wall was a small stage with large cages on either side. It wasn’t extremely busy tonight, but there were plenty of people--mostly hot young things, as Ella had said, of various genders--dancing on the floor, up on the stage, and in the cages.

We made our way to one of the benches that lined the right-hand side of the dance floor, passing by a set of steps that led up to an area of the club that we’d never explored back in the day. On the opposite side of the room from the benches was a doorway leading into a room that we knew was used for drag shows and other performances.

I went to the bar and got us a couple of sodas. We sat on the bench for some time, sipping our drinks and watching the action on the dance floor. Ella tapped her foot in time with the music, and I knew she was getting bored just sitting there.

“You should go dance,” I said to her.

“You should come with me,” she replied, her hand on my knee.

“I don’t dance,” I said.

She sighed loudly. “I know, I know. I wish you did.”

I shrugged. “I also don’t drink anymore either, which is the other main reason people come here. I know I’m not much fun.”

“Hey,” she said, putting her arm around me. “I’m proud of your sobriety. A lot of people I know can’t make it to five years.”

“Thank you,” I said, side-eyeing the bar and wondering if I’d make it to six.

“Go on,” I said. “Get out there. See if that redhead you’ve been staring at will dance with you.”

Ella slapped me on the shoulder. “I have not been staring.”

“Uh-huh,” I muttered as she got up and made a beeline for the redhead in question.

I watched as my wife began dancing next to the redhead, who smiled at her and moved closer. Normally shy and hesitant to talk to strangers, Ella seemed almost immediately comfortable with the other woman, laughing and dancing so close to her that their hips periodically touched.

Watching the two of them together, I’ll confess that this time I was well aware of my erection.

I didn’t mind at all when the redhead, after leaning in and saying something to my wife, began fondling Ella’s tits. Unlike the bouncer, the redhead spent a good amount of time doing so, even gently squeezing Ella’s nipples through the fabric of her clothes. By this point, Ella had her arms around the redhead’s neck as they danced, and the other woman groped Ella’s boobs, and my erection had grown to quite painful levels.

They danced and groped and laughed through two more songs before separating. The overhead music paused so a booming voice could announce that a drag show was starting in two minutes. The dance floor crowd dispersed quickly, most of them going into the other room to watch the show. Ella’s face was as red as her shirt when she walked back to me, her legs unsteady. She sat down next to me and blew out a big breath.

“Enjoy yourself?” I asked.

She suddenly looked worried. “Was that okay?” she asked. “I didn’t mean to--”

I laughed. “It’s okay. I… enjoyed the show.”

She looked down toward my crotch and put her hand on my knee. She moved her hand toward the quite obvious tent in my pants.

“I see that now,” she said, laughing.

We sat there for a bit, laughing and talking about Lyla (she of the red hair). Ella had learned that Lyla was 35 years old, so a bit older than most of the crowd here, and a lesbian who had a thing for older women. I pressured Ella to see if Lyla was open to more than just dancing and fondling Ella’s boobs, and Ella seemed like she was opening up to the idea. She was just about ready to get back out on the dance floor to search for her sexy new friend when Gage approached us.

He was a skinny kid who I guessed to be in his early 20s, so about the same age as our son, Zach. Long brown hair, patchy beard, intense blue eyes. To me, he looked like he might be in a struggling local band.

He was the type of guy I knew Ella fantasized about whenever I told her what a fine cougar she’d be, and he couldn’t take his eyes off of her T-shirt. Something about him seemed eerily familiar, but I couldn’t put my finger on exactly what. I was certain I’d never seen him before in my life.

“Hey, guys,” he said, as if he was an old friend, the comfortable way he spoke to us reinforcing that feeling of familiarity.

“Hi there,” Ella said in an overly friendly tone, or so it seemed to me.

“I’ve been watching the two of you for a while,” he said. “I think it’s really cool that people your age would be hanging out at a place like this.”

People our age? I was gathering my thoughts, worried about Ella’s reaction to this, given it was her 50th birthday. I was ready to give this guy a piece of my mind when I heard my wife laugh.

“And how old do you think we are?” she asked him.

“I think he’s probably 50-something,” the guy said, nodding toward me. “You… you’re probably around… 40. No offense.”

“Oh, none taken,” Ella said, that overly friendly, almost flirty, tone still in her voice. I hadn’t taken my eyes off the young guy, but I knew she was probably blushing.

Is it possible to hear when someone blushes? Because I thought I did.

“And how old are you?” Ella asked him.

“Just turned 20,” he said. “Was I close with you guys?”

“With him,” Ella said, playfully nudging my shoulder with hers. “You were a little off with me, but I certainly don’t mind. Even if you were just being nice.”

“Not at all,” he said. “You don’t look a day over 40. You look better than a lot of girls I know who are my age.”

“Oh, stop,” Ella said. “Flattery will get you everywhere.”

“Will it, now?” he asked, a smirk forming on his thin lips. “In that case, we should get to know each other a little better. My name’s Gage.”

“Ella,” Ella said. “And this is my husband, Dwight.”

“Please to meet you,” Gage said with a dramatic bow. I was growing to hate him, but the bow didn’t help matters.

“I couldn’t help but notice you eyeing my shirt,” Ella said. “Have you had a bad day, Gage?”

“Not incredibly so, unfortunately,” he said.

“Oh,” Ella said. She sounded disappointed. “That’s too bad.”

“I mean, compared to meeting you lovely people, I suppose the rest of the day has been quite a downer,” Gage said. “Does that count?”

“What do you think, honey?” my wife asked me. “Does that count as a bad day?”

I hadn’t said anything since Gage approached us, and I didn’t feel like doing so now. I got the feeling I’d just look like an asshole and maybe piss off Ella if I protested after encouraging her to get her freak on with Lyla. I just shrugged.

“Guess it counts,” Ella said.

Gage wasted no time, moving to stand in front of Ella. I tried not to look, but out of the corner of my eye, I could see his legs pressing into her knees, and then, a moment later, Ella spread her legs to allow him to get even closer. He stepped between her legs and began caressing her tits.

“Oooooh,” Ella moaned. It was a little over the top. I couldn’t tell if she was exaggerating or not. I thought she might have been, the way porn actresses try to make you think they enjoy every moment of whatever is happening to them.

Thinking about my wife and porn actresses at the same moment didn’t help my growing unease.

I felt Ella shift next to me and turned to look at her. She’d moved to the edge of the bench, pressing her crotch against Gage’s legs as he continued to manhandle her boobs. My mouth opened and closed as if I was trying to say something, but I couldn’t think of what to say.

Some possibilities occur to me now: What the hell are you doing? Also: Stop that! And: Your shirt says nothing about letting him grind his leg into your pussy!

But I seemed to be shocked into silence, watching helplessly as my wife began raising and lowering her hips, moaning louder now and moving her center up and down along the young guy’s legs as he was getting rougher and rougher up top. She had her eyes closed, head thrown back. Her left hand was gripping my thigh with more strength than I thought she had in her.

And, despite my inner protestations that I hadn’t been able to verbalize, my cock was raging against the confines of my jeans. I would’ve been embarrassed at my erection, but it’s not like either of them was paying much attention to me.

It doesn’t happen all the time, but occasionally my wife will orgasm very quickly. I can always tell when it’s going to happen because she looks and sounds just like… well, the way she looked and sounded as she rubbed herself against this strange young man.

“Oh my God, Dwight,” Ella said, barely audible over the din of the music. “I think I’m going to…”

She didn’t finish her sentence, but I almost said, “No shit, Sherlock.”

She picked up the pace of her grinding, and Gage seemed to respond in kind with his fondling. He alternated between squeezing her breasts and tweaking her nipples (something she always tells me she doesn’t like, but her response to him sure seemed to contradict that).

I fought the urge to get my cock out and start stroking it as I watched my wife on the brink of an orgasm given to her by another, much younger, man.

But then, Gage stopped touching her boobs and suddenly pulled away from her. Ella’s legs snapped shut around the Gage-sized hole suddenly there, and she whined in protest.

“How about a drink?” Gage said as if nothing had happened. “My treat.”

“I don’t drink,” I said. Oh, sure, now you can talk…

“Ooookaaayyy,” Gage said, rolling his eyes. “You seem fun.”

“Watch it, asshole,” Ella said. “Dwight’s worked hard on his sobriety, and I’m proud of him for it.”

I smiled and said, “Thanks, honey.”

“Apologies,” Gage said. “I meant no offense. That’s awesome, really. You’re stronger than I am, for sure.”

“I’ll have a beer,” Ella said.

I turned to my wife and blinked. She shrugged as if to say, “What?”

“And you, Dwight?” Gage said. “I assume a Coke’s okay?”

“Sure,” I said. “Diet, please.”

“You got it,” Gage said, turning to go to the bar.

“You okay?” Ella asked. “You’re acting weird.”

“I’m good,” I said.

“Okay then,” she said.

The way she said it made me instantly regret my lie, and I was about to clarify some things. But then Gage reappeared, holding two clear plastic cups. He handed me my Diet Coke and gave Ella her beer.

“Hope Bud Light’s okay,” he said to her.

“It’s perfect,” she said, setting her cup on the little table next to the bench. “Thank you.”

I sipped my drink, noticing that it tasted like regular Coke instead of Diet. I didn’t say anything about that, just like I didn’t say anything about the other stuff that had been on my mind. “You’re not drinking?”

Gage shook his head. “I had some soda earlier, and I’m the designated driver for my friends,” he said, looking around. “Wherever they are. I seem to have lost them.”

I raised my eyebrow. How responsible of him.

“Mind if I sit?” Gage asked, motioning toward the very small space between Ella and me.

“Not at all,” Ella said, nudging my leg. “Scoot over, honey.”

I did as she said and Gage made himself at home between us.

I drank my Coke as they chatted. I couldn’t hear what they were saying over the noise of the club, but there was lots of laughter involved. At one point I saw, out of the corner of my eye, that Gage had his hand on Ella’s knee. I know it might seem like I was reading too much into that little event, but it felt like things were quickly spiraling out of my control and I didn’t like it much.

At least, most of me didn’t like it much. Down below, the tent in my pants seemed to be larger than ever. The bustle and din of the club and all its occupants were quickly fading into the background as the only two things I was aware of were Gage’s hand on Ella’s knee and my continuing erection.

Suddenly, Gage stood, and I noticed he held Ella’s hand in his. I shot my wife a questioning look, and she smiled.

“He dances!” she mouthed to me, and I thought, well of course he does.

They took to the dance floor and began moving to the music. They stayed a respectable distance apart at first and remained that way throughout an entire song. I was amazed at their restraint. When the next song began, though, they moved closer and closer until her arms were around his neck, much the same way she’d been earlier with Lyla.

I looked around for the sexy redhead, wondering if even she’d be enough to take Ella’s attention away from her new boytoy. I didn’t see her, and when I turned back to my wife and her young new friend, I knew the answer.

She was now facing away from Gage, her ass pressed against his crotch. His left hand was holding onto one of her tits while his right had found its way into the front of her leggings. She had her head thrown back so that her cheek was against his, her face red, and her heavy breathing noticeable even from where I sat.

He’s fingering her, I thought. Right there in the middle of the dance floor, where everyone can see.

Not that anyone was paying attention. Anyone but me, I mean.

I fought the urge to stop them, not just because I didn’t want to embarrass Ella or get into an altercation with someone less than half my age but also because… part of me (yes, that part) was enjoying the show almost as much (okay… as much… maybe more) as when my wife had been carrying on out there with Lyla.

And I reasoned that it might not even be entirely Ella’s fault. I knew she always got extremely horny when she was drunk. Yeah, she’d only had one beer, but Ella usually abstained from drinking out of solidarity with me, and it probably wouldn’t take her much to get at least a bit tipsy. I looked over to the table next to the bench where she’d set her beer cup and…

It was still full. It didn’t look as if she’d taken even a sip.

I looked from the full beer cup back to the dance floor, where Ella and Gage were now kissing each other as he fingered her. She was in full control of what was happening, and it looked like she was enjoying every second of it.

Which, I mean… of course she was, but that realization was still somehow shocking. I sat there, stunned into inactivity as the 20-year-old, who was probably part of a failing local band, was once again getting my wife off.

I still couldn’t shake the feeling that he looked familiar, but I know he wasn’t someone I’d likely run into in my day-to-day life. He was the same age as our son, but I didn’t remember Zach ever mentioning a friend named Gage. Just to be sure, I pulled out my phone and opened Facebook, going to Zach’s profile. I searched his friends for the name “Gage,” and a sense of dread threatened to overwhelm me when I saw the young man who was now fingering my wife pop up.

Hey, Zach, your friend’s got his fingers in your mom’s pants right now.

I shook my head as if I could dislodge that horrible little sentence and clicked to open Gage’s Facebook profile. He wasn’t very active, which I didn’t find unusual. A lot of younger people don’t even bother with Facebook like those of us in our 40s and 50s. Zach only ever seemed to use his to like and reply to posts that Ella shared with him.

Gage’s most recent post, in fact, was from July of last year, when he wished his dad a happy birthday. When I saw that post, I realized why he looked so familiar, and I felt like I forgot how to breathe.

Gage’s dad was Hank Derringer.

Hank Derringer, my old high school bully.

Hank Derringer, the guy who Ella went to prom with because I’d been too scared to ask her.

Who only asked her to prom because he knew I liked her.

Who fucked her after prom and made sure to tell me about it while beating me up for the tenth time.

I’d thought I was over all of that, as horrible as it had been. I ended up with Ella after we started college, and she never talked about Hank. She never once seemed to look down on me for the fact that Hank had emasculated me in nearly every possible way. She’d only ever built me up, made me feel strong and needed.

Made me feel like a man.

And now all of that was threatened, as I watched my bully’s son pleasuring her on the dance floor.

They weren’t kissing anymore, but he still had his hand down her leggings. She was gyrating her hips, but it wasn’t because of the music; no, she’d abandoned all pretenses of dancing, and it was obvious she was getting closer and closer to orgasm at the hands of Hank Derringer’s son. It would only be a moment before Gage made her come like his father had done over 30 years ago.

But, just as he’d done when she was grinding against his legs, Gage stopped, pulling his hand out of her pants. Ella continued to move her hips for a moment after that, almost as if she was chasing the climax he’d denied her once again.

She swirled around, almost comically, and shot him a frustrated look. He just laughed and leaned in closer to her, saying something into her ear. She nodded vigorously.

They parted ways, Ella walking toward me, and I breathed a sigh of relief. Maybe the worst of it was over, and I’d been worried about (almost) nothing.

“Hey there,” she said, her face still flushed. “You still doing okay?”

“Sure,” I lied again for some reason. “He have to leave?”

“Just using the restroom,” she said. “Trust me, he’ll be back.” Then she sighed heavily and laughed.

“Do you have any idea who he is?” I asked her.

“He’s Gage,” she said, with a dreamy look in her eyes. “And he’s a hell of a… dancer.”

I didn’t see much dancing, I thought but didn’t say.

“His last name is Derringer,” I said.

“Okay,” she said. “How’d you find that out?” She glanced down at my phone, still in my hand. “Are you stalking him online?”

“No,” I said. “I mean, yeah, sort of. Did you even hear what I said?”

She nodded, growing annoyed. “You said his last name is Derringer.”

“Right. As in Hank Derringer.”

Her eyes grew wide. “Oh, shit.”

“That’s right, ‘oh, shit,’” I said. “He’s Hank’s son.”

“That can’t be right,” she said.

“Why? Just because of how horrible it is?”

“I don’t know what to say,” she said, looking away from me with a disappointed look. “Except… he’s not his father, you know. We can’t hold that against him.”

“He’s also friends with Zach,” I said. “I doubt they’re close friends, but still.”

“Wow,” she said.

“Yeah,” I said. “Let’s just go before he gets out of the restroom.”

“I don’t want to,” she said.

“Excuse me?”

She didn’t respond, instead looking up and smiling at Gage as he walked back to us.

“Everything good?” Gage asked, looking directly to Ella.

“I think so,” she said. “How about you, Dwight? Everything good?”

Everything most assuredly was not good. I didn’t even want to be breathing the same air as the son of the man who’d made my life a living hell for four years, who’d fucked Ella before I did and who’d told me how much she’d liked his long, thick cock as he shoved my face into the mud while three of my friends watched. I couldn’t bear to look this young man--who could’ve been a perfectly nice, normal guy, who was guilty only of being the son of the worst human being I’d ever encountered--in the eyes.

And I definitely couldn’t bear the thought of him doing what it was obvious he wanted to do to my wife.

And what Ella obviously wanted him to do to her.

So why didn’t I say no? No, everything is not good. Everything is very, very bad.

My hands resting atop my inexplicable erection, doing a piss-poor job of hiding it, I shrugged and said, “Sure.”

“Okay,” Gage said, holding out his hand to Ella. “Shall we?”

I felt sweat forming on my forehead as I watched their fingers touch a moment before his wrapped around her hand. She stood with his assistance. I expected them to return to the dance floor, but instead, they moved off toward the left. I glanced at Ella’s beer cup again before watching to see where they went.

It was still full. Wherever she was letting him lead her, it was with her full and sober faculties.

When I turned back in their direction, I panicked. I almost didn’t see them through the darkness and the crowd. I caught a glimpse of them going up the stairs, to the upstairs portion of the club Ella and I had never been in.

I’d always assumed it was just another dance floor with a bar, as you could sometimes hear different music playing from up there during rare moments when the “main” music downstairs was paused. I noticed a sign on the wall next to the stairs, so I thought I’d go see what it said.

I immediately saw that my assumptions about the club’s upstairs were very, very wrong. The sign read:

This way to CLUB HEDONISM,

The Stonewall’s club-within-a-club

where pleasures come out to play

and anything goes!

By going upstairs, you consent

to see unfettered acts of sexual

debauchery and depravity!

Feel free to take part in whatever

you’re comfortable with--but be sure

to get your partner’s consent first!

I reread the sign two more times. I looked at the stairs, knowing I had to go up there, but I was frozen in place. If I didn’t go up there, if I didn’t see what they were up to, I could pretend nothing happened.

But that was ridiculous. It’s not like I’d believe nothing happened, and maybe whatever happened wouldn’t be as bad as what I’d always imagine. Wouldn’t it be better to know? Wouldn’t it be better to see it with my own eyes as my wife had another cock besides mine for the first time in 30 years?

My own cock continued to strain against the inside of my pants, as if pointing the way to the stairs I knew I had to ascend.

It was even darker upstairs than downstairs, the only light source a handful of overhead strobe lights that lit small areas of the room for only a moment at a time. It took a moment for my eyes to acclimate to the darkness. I looked around the large open space, seeing various bodies on various black leather couches and chairs, and some on the floor, in various stages of undress. Most of them were men, but I recognized Lyla’s bright red hair between the legs of another woman, who was thrashing about on a leather chair in a fit of Lyla-induced pleasure. I wondered if Ella would regret missing out on her first-ever girl-on-girl experience because of Gage, but I doubted she would.

Tearing my eyes away from the sapphic pleasure happening before me, I finally found Ella and Gage. I was not prepared for what I saw.

They were sitting on a couch, fully clothed, just chatting. I started to walk over to them and was stopped by a pudgy guy wearing nothing but leopard-print boxers.

“Hey there, Daddy,” the guy said, putting his hand on my chest. “Looks like my prayers have been answered!”

“Sorry, but I’m not your type, trust me,” I said. “I’m here with my wife.”

He looked in the direction I was and saw Ella and Gage. “That may be, but are you sure she’s here with you?”

I ignored the jab and walked away, irritated by his laughter.

Ella looked up at me and smiled. “We waited for you.”

“Why?”

“She said you’d want to see,” Gage said. “I don’t get it, but, man, if it’s your thing, I’m down for it.”

“You do want to see, right, honey?” Ella said, sliding off the couch and positioning herself between Gage’s legs.

“I… I don’t know,” I said, finally being honest.

Ella reached for Gage’s zipper. “Well, you better figure it out pretty quick,” she said, unzipping his pants. “Or go back downstairs.”

I sat on the couch, less than a foot away from where my wife was pulling another man’s cock out of his pants. I’d fantasized about this moment for years, but now that it was happening, it took everything I had in me not to reach over and snatch her hands away from Gage, even as his rod swelled and lengthened within her grasp.

It was longer than mine, but not depressingly so. It was also a bit thicker, its pronounced veins giving Ella a texture she seemed to find fascinating as she ran her little fingers over them. Precum on its tip glistened sporadically from the overhead strobe lights.

My wife stroked him for a few minutes, putting what I call her magic hands to good use. Gage, whose bigger size gave Ella more real estate to work with than my perfectly average-sized cock, seemed to enjoy her work as much as I always do. She started off by gently fingering the underside of his tip, teasing little but intense jolts of pleasure from him, giggling along with every gasp that escaped his mouth. Painful waves of jealousy washed over me because I knew exactly what he was feeling, and a selfish part of me believed that feeling, at least when created by my wife, belonged to me and me alone.

Then, just like with me, she began rapidly stroking, quickly building up an almost overwhelming need to come, before slowing down and barely touching his cock with her fingers. When she did this with me, she could make it seem like it would last forever, getting closer and closer to the point of no return before pulling me back, until I was practically begging for release.

I had a feeling she wouldn’t invest the same amount of time in Gage.

And I quickly saw that I was correct.

She stuck her tongue out and, looking directly at me, bent forward to start licking him.

Starting with the underside of his tip, her favorite part to tease, she ran her tongue all over his cock. Lapping up his precum, she worked it and her own saliva around and around his tip before working her way down the shaft to his balls. Stroking him again, Ella kissed and gently nibbled at his balls and then licked her way back up to the tip of his cock.

And then, again looking directly at me, opened her mouth to take him inside.

Ella sucked Gage’s cock, bobbing her head up and down. His size gave her enough room to also stroke him with one hand while she did, and his increasingly erratic moans and gasps made it clear she was trying to get him to come as fast as she could.

I watched in awe as she worked at Gage’s cock, jealousy at war with my growing arousal. I can’t say I might not have chosen a different way for things to have worked out this evening, but I was beginning to become more comfortable with things. As much as seeing the 20-year-old come in my wife’s mouth might traumatize me, at least it might mean he’d be too spent to actually fuck her, right?

Two things about that, though: I’d forgotten what being 20 was like, and that I’d been able, once upon a time, to come twice in quick succession a few times. Also, my wife wasn’t going to let him off that easily.

Or, rather, get him off that easily.

Just as I was sure he was going to erupt into her pretty little mouth, she stopped sucking, stopped stroking, and pulled away from him entirely. His hips raised into the air as if trying to follow the source of pleasure that had suddenly been denied him.

By that point, I knew she didn’t intend on denying him that pleasure for long. I didn’t even need to see her push down her leggings, her panties going with them, to know it.

Discarding her T-shirt and bra now, too, she climbed onto the couch between the two of us, her upper half resting on my lap, her lower half completely and obscenely exposed to this 20-year-old son of my high school bully.

“Get it out,” she told me.

I blinked at her, unsure what she meant, until she nodded her head toward my erection. Quickly getting over my offense that she didn’t unzip me and pull my cock out like she had Gage, I did as she said.

She wriggled her ass in Gage’s face, and he took the hint, moving up onto his knees behind her so he could eat her out as she started stroking me. She licked at my tip as he licked at her lower lips, and after a moment, started sucking me. I can’t say that the vibration that shook my cock, caused by her moans due to Gage’s oral manipulation, was the worst thing I’ve ever experienced.

I wouldn’t last long, and maybe Ella realized that. Maybe she also realized that if I came, I might be even less okay with how things were progressing than I already was.

Maybe.

At any rate, she eased off on her attention to my cock, at first taking her mouth away and just gently stroking me but then stopping that altogether, too. She continued to hold my shaft, the only movement it got being caused by Gage moving her body as he went to town on her pussy with his mouth.

“Ohhhhhh mmmyyyyyy Ggggodddddd,” she muttered, her speech as slurred as it would’ve been had she actually drank the beer that Gage had bought her. “Dwight, baby, he’s going to make me…”

And then she squealed, gripping my cock so much that it almost hurt. As her body convulsed through her orgasm, her hand shook my rod just enough to push me over the top. I tried to resist, tried to hold back, knowing the two of them weren’t finished and I’d enjoy it more without coming first, but I couldn’t.

I came just as she released her grip on me, several pathetically small spurts of cum leaping into the air a few inches above my cock, which twitched comically without her holding it. I think it was the first ruined orgasm I’ve ever had.

“Oh my God, I am so--” she started to say, but her sentence was cut off by another squeal as her eyes went wide.

I looked up behind her to see Gage, his left hand on her left hip, his right apparently being used to work his big cock into her pussy.

I started to ask if he was wearing a condom, but I didn’t have it in me at that point.

I sat there, my deflating cock poking through my zipper and my cum drying into my jeans, as Gage railed my wife. Ella bounced against me, squealing and moaning and gasping, as the son of my bully slammed into her again and again and again. His staying power was, I must say, impressive, and she had at least one more orgasm before he was finished.

Gage slammed into Ella so hard it shoved her face into my cock and held himself still for a moment before moving slowly in and out of her again. His grunts told me all I needed to know about what was happening down there.

When he was done, he got off of the couch and zipped up his pants. Ella collapsed onto the couch and was so quiet I thought she might have fallen asleep.

Gage gave her a playful pat on her bare bottom before saying, “Well, it was really nice meeting you guys. Take care.”

And then the polite bastard strolled off.

I didn’t know what to say as I began gathering her clothes, and she didn’t say much, either. I asked her if she wanted me to go get some paper towels or something to clean herself up, and she shook her head. She stood, and when she raised one leg to try to put her panties back on, I saw a thin line of Gage’s cum seeping down the inside of her thigh. I looked from it down to my crotch and was surprised at my erection once again.

I was rock-hard and raring to go. Like I was 20 goddamn years old again.

I looked at my wife, and she looked at me and smiled. She gasped as I shoved her back down onto the couch.

---
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