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	My name is Rhett, and I love playing basketball. As I grew up, all I did was play every chance I could. Then my height came. Now, I was attending college on a full scholarship. The coach paired me with a guy from Nigeria, named Bako, a 6-foot-10 tree trunk that would not be moved if he didn’t want to be moved. He quickly became my best friend on the team. My 6-foot-8 frame and killer 3-point stroke, plus Bako’s dominance of the paint, had us on our way. After a big conference victory, a woman came to ask for an autograph. Her sparkling eyes and jiggling breasts left me almost embarrassed at my hunger to see more. Later, in my first of many surprises, her husband invited me to their home. ‘To get to know me better’, he said. Little did I know HOW they wanted to get to know me… especially she of the jiggling breasts.

	 

	They introduced me to a new level of kinkiness. The Hotwife/cuckold lifestyle, they called it. Now she is taking me to her bed, but not before we take care of her husband. I had no idea what I was getting myself into.

	 

	She had become my free use Hotwife, willing to do anything I want. Now I wanted to included my friend to our playing. I was sure he would like it.

	 

	Hotwife, cuckold, age gap, interracial, BBC, big cock, 
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Chapter 1: Coming to University Started Me on A Journey I Would Never Forget
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	My name is Rhett. Okay, don’t bother. I’ve heard all the jokes already. Do you have any idea how often someone has said ‘Frankly, my dear, I don’t give a damn’ to me? What can I say? My mom was a fan of Gone with the Wind! She loved Clark Gable as the dashing Rhett Butler. Regrettably, her son turned out to be a lanky, blond-haired mop head who had only one thing on his mind. Basketball!

	 

	***

	 

	Going to college on a basketball scholarship had always been my dream. As I grew up, all I did was play every chance I could. Before I started putting on my height, I spent hours in the gym… and even more hours in the driveway of our home… perfecting my jump shot. By the time I got to high school, I was on my way to 6-feet-8 and had a killer 3-point stroke.

	 

	Recruiters were all over me to come for visits. Regrettably, I wasn’t seen as good enough for one of the Blue Blood programs like North Carolina or Kansas, but I found a taker at a D-1 school with a new coach eager to build a quality program.

	 

	He surrounded my quick release and team-oriented play as a shooting guard with several other excellent players, especially Bako Abubakar, our 6-foot-10 center from Nigeria. This guy was a beast. The only reason the blue bloods did not pick him up was because he had only started playing basketball when his father brought him to the US during his junior year of high school. The green talent was there, but he needed some seasoning with an excellent coach. Everyone knew his upside into the NBA was unlimited!

	 

	The coach randomly assigned us as roommates in the athletic dorm, and a friendship was born. We were an unlikely couple, to be sure, despite my height just under his. The blond hair, that I always kept long, blue eyes, and pale white skin from spending too much time in the gym, contrasted with Bako’s dark brown, almost black African hues. But with his warm smile and my friendly manner, we hit it off, sharing a passion for the game and dedication to getting better. By the second week of school, people seldom saw one of us without the other nearby.

	 

	As our freshman year progressed, that friendship blossomed into a deadly combo on the court. Bako’s unmovable tree in the paint, and the deadly accuracy of my 3-pointers, led us to a surprising 2nd place standing as we moved deep into conference play.

	 

	And our obvious friendship made us a media darling as well. All the posters the college sprung around the region featured Bako and Rhett in action.

	 

	This coach had begun the basketball resurgence at his new school and had us all cooking on the court. Our school had held ownership of the conference cellar for the last three years in a row. That was changing. The unselfish play from the team’s stars, as we moved the ball around to whoever could produce the best shot, made us a difficult game at every stop, and inspired the rest of the team. We had become a well-oiled unit, mowing down every team we played.

	 

	I had always been a basketball star, got plenty of attention in high school, but this wide media fame was on some other level. Bako and I would walk along campus, or in the downtown area, and total strangers would walk up to us, asking for selfies or autographs. Neither of us got comfortable with the glare of the spotlight off the court.

	 

	On the court, that was another matter. I knew what to do. I had spent my entire life perfecting my skills.

	 

	Off the court? Fuck… I was barely out of virgin status, and that was only because some cheerleader took pity on me for a session after we won the league championship my senior year in high school. Girls left me tongue tied and embarrassed at how uncomfortable I was. A lot of girls always wanted to hang around the local sports star, though I never dated one.

	 

	To make matters worse, I have a gigantic cock. It drives me crazy! I know, being large seems a weird thing to regret. Lots of guys tell me they wish they were big like me. Truth be told, it’s not all that it might seem. Even my try at the cheerleader ended only in her complaining about my being too large when I went inside. I have been self-conscious about it ever since.

	 

	Oddly, Bako was even bigger. After our large endowments became the joke of the locker room, some wag started calling us the ‘Dagger Twins’, gradually shortened to just ‘the Daggers’. And they weren’t referring to my accurate jump shot!

	 

	Somehow, this got out to the students, and a chant was born. They didn’t know what it meant, but it became a standard part of every game. Whenever the combo of Rhett to Bako (or the reverse) brought a great shot at a crucial moment, the crowd would chant ‘Dagger! Dagger! Dagger!’ as we would tap hands on the way back, celebrating the score.

	 

	We would always exchange smiles when that happened, sharing the funny joke. We knew what that meant, even if the crowd didn’t.

	 

	***

	 

	Our coach had wrangled a non-conference home and away series with basketball powerhouse State U. This was our chance to show how far our team had come since the beginning of the season. They killed us on our visit to their home court last season (before Bako and I joined the team).

	 

	Regrettably, we lost the game, but we did so with style, losing only when State U’s star guard hit an off balance three with five seconds remaining, to steal the victory away from us. The home crowd went insane! Not because we lost, but because of what this meant for the rest of our season. The Daggers were ready to lead the team to even greater glory.

	 

	After that game, I came out of the fieldhouse alive with excitement. The team was meeting at a fraternity party to celebrate the season to date. I forgot my phone, so was heading back to the dorm by myself.

	 

	As I walked through a side route, a woman walked up to me with a pen and the game program in hand. I slowed, smiling at her. All this personal adoration was still new to me, but my dad had been very clear about my never becoming one of those ‘stuck up prima donnas’, he called them. ‘Treat the fans right,’ he would always say. ‘That’s why you’re there.’ As a result, I was always polite, thanking them, gracious. You know what I mean. But, right now, I was in a hurry.

	 

	“You had a great game, Rhett,” the woman said. “Can I have your autograph? My husband couldn’t make the game. He would have loved to watch your career high.”

	 

	She was right. I was on an incredible stretch, torching State U for 36 points, including several 3’s late in the game to keep our lead.

	 

	“Thank you, ma’am,” I replied. “It was a fun game.”

	 

	As I reached for the program, I looked at her for the first time. She was maybe early 40s, but still shapely. A handsome woman with long auburn hair and blazing green eyes that captivated me. Her winter coat opened in the front, allowing me to catch the ample cleavage she was proud to leave openly on display. She seemed interested in me in a way I had not seen before. It touched me… viscerally, going straight to my crotch.

	 

	Her hand moved up to stroke my arm as I took the program. “My daughter goes to school here,” she said. “We never miss a game.”

	 

	While I signed the program, I just smiled at her. That stroke sent chills up my back, reinforcing that tingle in my groin that started earlier. Her touch was not a friendly gesture. It seemed to signal something else that my addled brain could only identify with a hardening cock removing reason.

	 

	“Thanks for coming,” I said, handing her back the signed program.

	 

	“Maybe someday,” she giggled, “we could see how good you really are, Mr. Dagger? I’d like that.”

	 

	I shuddered next to her. Mr. Dagger? What the fuck? Did this lady know what that really meant? I didn’t know how to respond.

	 

	As she walked away, she gave me a sultry look that sent blood rushing to my already tingling shaft. It pressed against my jeans. She had to have seen it as she smiled again, turning away.

	 

	All the way back to the dorm and on to the party, all I could think about was that gaze and the valley between her breasts under that coat. My cock was stiff almost the entire time. I had to stop before walking into the fraternity to get my dick to calm down a little.

	 

	You’d think after getting excited like that, and being the big star of the game, that I would have no trouble getting laid that night. I could have, I suppose. Many female students came up to me during the party, but I remained true to my tongue-tied, bumbling self.

	 

	Still, one partier was especially encouraging. She dragged me into a back room, promising to take care of me. She pulled my pants down, going to her knees. Oh my god! No one had ever given me a blowjob before. Her lips could barely get around my cockhead, but her hands had no trouble supplementing her lips. This girl got busy. She had obviously done this before!

	 

	Then something really weird happened. Here this girl was giving me a blowjob with all her heart, yet all I could think about was the woman near the fieldhouse, those breasts gently jiggling through the opened coat. The way her eyes sparkled. Her calling me Mr. Dagger.

	 

	I exploded all over this poor girl, much sooner than she was expecting. She tried to get as much as she could in her mouth, but there was too much. It dripped all over her t-shirt.

	 

	“Fuck… now it’s all over me. You could have given me some warning, you jerk,” she screamed at me, stomping off for a bathroom.

	 

	And that was the last time I allowed anyone to give me sexual favors at a party. My pal, Bako, had no such trouble. He had been upstairs at the fraternity for much of the party. I waited around for him to come back down, then told him I was leaving. I thought he would go with me.

	 

	Instead, he smiled his regrets, leaving with a tall blond cheerleader on his arm, smiling at me as I headed back to the dorm. All I had to look forward to was the image of an older woman jiggling her boobs at me.

	 

	But it was enough. I jacked off twice more that night. Both times imagining it was her taking the knee in front of me in the back room.

	 

	Those green eyes had me firmly in her grip.

	 

	***

	 

	Our next game was on the following Saturday afternoon. We crushed the 1st place team to take over the top of the conference standings. Bako and I combined for 52 points as we cruised to victory.

	 

	His date from the fraternity party had already reserved him for the evening, so I was walking out of the fieldhouse by myself, wondering what I would do instead, when a man walked up to me.

	 

	“Great game, Rhett. You have become a major asset to the team this year.”

	 

	“Thank you, sir. It’s been fun.”

	 

	“Say, Rhett, last week, you signed an autograph for my wife. Auburn hair, green eyes.”

	 

	Oh shit! Did he see me staring at her? No… he was not supposed to be at the game. “Sure, I remember her.”

	 

	“Kind of hard to forget, isn’t she?” He smiled. Did he just say that about his own wife?

	 

	I wasn’t sure how to respond, just said, “Very memorable.”

	 

	“You made quite an impression on her as well, young man. We would like to invite you over for dinner tonight… to celebrate your brilliant victory, and frankly, Angie would love to get to know you much better. She is preparing something special for you.” Crap! What do I say to that?

	 

	This celebrity stuff was so new to me. Should I say yes, go to their home? What if they accused me of stealing or doing something inappropriate?

	 

	A girl accosted a guy on the team while in a bar earlier in the season. She was drunk and threw herself at him. Later, she claimed he had groped her. They suspended him from the team for a game, and it seemed likely the city prosecutor was going to press charges!

	 

	He denied everything, but in this day and age, no one believed him. Luckily, videos of the incident appeared on social media the next few days. All showed it going down just as he described. He had done nothing but fend her off. The girl ended up being the one charged for filing a false report.

	 

	But that incident made a lasting impression on this 18-year-old from a small town in the Midwest. And left me VERY nervous about an invitation to someone’s home! The guy must have noticed.

	 

	“Don’t worry,” the man said. “My name is Greg Chandler. I am widely known around campus as a benefactor of both the college and the athletic programs. There’s no chance my wife, Angie, and I would want to cause trouble for you, or the university.”

	 

	He chuckled a little, looking around with obvious mirth. “I will not offer you any money… though apparently that’s okay now days with all this NIL nonsense.” He laughed even louder.

	 

	It was true, things had changed so much in college sports since the Supreme Court ruled players own the rights to their own Name, Image, and Likeness, now universally described as “NIL money’. One school on the west coast offered me $100,000 in NIL Money to go there. I didn’t want to go that far away, so settled on a lesser amount from this school. But every school that recruited me offered something.

	 

	The guy had a look on his face I had never seen before. Eager for me to come, I would call it. “Tell you the truth. My wife thinks you’re just the cutest thing ever to join that basketball team.”

	 

	He handed me a business card with his home address and cell number handwritten on the back. “How about 7 o’clock this evening? Would that work for you?”

	 

	I looked at the card, back at him. What the hell? I had nothing else planned. “Okay, see you then.”

	 

	“Good. The address is on the back. Angie would really like to get to know you better,” he said as he walked away. “I want to arrange that..” Then, in a lower voice I was not sure he meant for me to hear, he finished with, “… and especially her meeting Mr. Dagger.”

	 

	What the fuck? Mr. Dagger? How did they know about that?

	 

	 


Chapter 2: Her Husband Wants Me to Give Her Everything She Wants
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	I looked down at his business card, with the address hand-written on the back. As I walked back to the dorm room, uncertainty filled me. Should I do it? Go to the house of a complete stranger, because they wanted to ‘get to know me better’? My growing celebrity was already becoming a burden I wasn’t happy about, yet now the risks seemed the only thing I could consider.

	 

	Thoughts of her stayed my nervousness. Her, of the startling green eyes. Her, of the dress, intentionally gaping open to show me all the cleavage she wanted. And her, of the surprising Mr. Dagger comment.

	 

	That last was so funny. I had an enormous cock. My teammate, Bako, was even larger. Some wag in the locker room started calling us the ‘Dagger Twins’, gradually shortened to just ‘the Daggers’.

	 

	This woman knew what it meant! Now, her husband has come forward to invite me to their home, some how knowing the ‘Mr. Dagger’ reference.

	 

	I went back to my room, taking another shower, brushing out my long hair, which I wore in a ponytail on the court. I smiled at the image. Already, students were wearing hats with fake ponytails attached to the back. When I had a great score, I would wag my ponytail to the crowd as I ran back on defense. All the ponytails in the crowd would wag theirs in return, while they chanted the Daggers. What can I say? Being a celebrity can be a lot of fun, sometimes!

	 

	But what do you wear to the home of a university booster? Dirty jeans and a torn t-shirt didn’t quite do it. Rummaging through the closet and drawers, I came away with my best slacks and a collared shirt with a fleece vest my folks had given me when they knew I was heading north for my school choice. Looking in the mirror, I thought this looked good.

	 

	Driving to the house, I got more nervous as every mile went by. They turned out to live in the nicest part of town, a stately manor in the Oakwood neighborhood of multi-million dollar homes. Their driveway was bigger than my folk’s entire property! I can see why the university sees him as a significant booster.

	 

	I rang the doorbell. Mr. Campbell answered, inviting me in. He quickly offered me an iced-tea, knowing I was too young to drink. We chatted briefly in the front hall. He was clearly waiting for something.

	 

	The woman that came down the steps moments later was a breath-taking vision of splendor in a tight leather skirt that barely covered her crotch, a nearly see-through blouse with her massive breasts clearly not hindered by any undergarment, and graciously wearing a pair of high heels that had to be 5-inches high. I couldn’t believe she could stay up on those shoes!

	 

	It took me a moment to remember it was the same woman that requested the autograph. I had almost forgotten. This was his wife… that knew all about Mr. Dagger? Fuck…

	 

	“Rhett, thank you for coming to our home,” she said, hugging me in such a way her body pressed against mine. I could feel her breasts pillow out underneath her sheer blouse. My cock was already stirring. I had to pull back before she felt a harder presence reaching out between us.

	 

	Greg was leaning against the wall, smiling that same look he had outside the fieldhouse. “Slow down there, babe. I think we need to eat first, don’t you?”

	 

	That comment left me totally confused. As did her reaction. I stepped back, removing my coat, holding it in front of me. Mr. Dagger was still feeling a little extended from her touch.

	 

	“Of course… of course…” she smiled, but there was an undertow of disapproval. He visibly shrunk back at her gaze.

	 

	Once again, she stroked my arm. This wasn’t a touch of guidance. She was touching me very suggestively.

	 

	“We have asked the cook to be ready at 8,” she said to her husband. “Let’s take our guest into the family room. That will give us a chance to talk. Okay with you, dear.”

	 

	“Whatever you want, Mistress,” Mr. Chandler said. “This is your show. I’m just a happy observer.”

	 

	What the fuck did that mean? Mistress? He’s an observer of a show? What show?

	 

	I followed her into the family room. She guided me to sit at one end of the sofa while Mr. Chandler took a seat on the nearby loveseat. She went into the kitchen, bringing our drinks with her.

	 

	As she handed her husband some kind of alcohol on the rocks, I continued sipping my tea. Mrs. Chandler sat on the sofa… right next to me! Her leg touched mine as I tried to squeeze closer to the arm, as if she didn’t have the rest of the sofa to use.

	 

	My face must have flushed a little, because Mrs. Chandler looked at her husband and giggled. “Didn’t I tell you? Cute as a button. And so innocent.” He chuckled in reply, tipping his drink to her, nodding his head.

	 

	For the first time, I noticed how tall she was. Had to be near 6-feet. 5-feet-10, at least. Being so far past six feet myself, it always embarrassed me how much taller I was than virtually every woman I ever met. Her eyes were even with my shoulders. Pretty tall for a woman.

	 

	I was really uncomfortable now, but what happened next sent that discomfort surging. Her hand fell down to my leg, continuing that stroking movement. My eyes shot over to her husband. He had that look again… part worship… part arousal… part who-the-fuck-knows! I had never seen anything like it. All I knew was that he clearly saw her putting her hand on me and did not mind.

	 

	We chatted there for a while. The typical conversation of new acquaintances. Where I was from. How I liked the university. What major I settled on. All the while, her hand never stopped touching or moving. This went on for some time before her focus turned to my social life. Did I have a girlfriend, or someone back home?

	 

	When I told her no to both, she turned her head to her husband. “Sweetheart, why don’t you go check on dinner? Let me have a little chat with my new friend.”

	 

	“Of course,” he said. “Good luck.”

	 

	Good luck? I jerked suddenly as the soft stroking on my leg became more forceful and longer, further up my leg.

	 

	With her husband now gone, she turned her full attention to me. Those sparkling green eyes left me almost unable to function as her hand pushed further up my leg.

	 

	“I hope to get to know you much better, Rhett. Much, much better. Mr. Chandler and I would like to invite you to spend the night here.” Her hand came all the way up, lightly tracing the line of my growing shaft. I noticeably jerked to her soft giggle. “Let me show you how much we appreciate everything you have brought to the school.”

	 

	“Stay overnight?” I asked incredulously, unable to hide the shock from my voice.

	 

	“Yes, Rhett. To share my bed. Mr. Chandler may or may not be joining us for your first time.”

	 

	I was openly trembling now. What the fuck do I do now? Throw her hand off, run for the door?

	 

	“Do you know what a hotwife is, Rhett?”

	 

	I shook my head no, still trying to push myself further into the arm of the sofa.

	 

	“Some married couples,” she began, “discover during their years together that a different sexual lifestyle fits them better than traditional monogamy. These couples invite others to share their bed. Some ask the new partner to join them both, forming what is known as a threesome. Are you familiar with that?”

	 

	I nodded. I had at least heard of that. What teenage boy now days hasn’t beaten off to porn videos of two guys taking on a girl?!

	 

	“Other couples… and this is how we are… allow the wife to play with other men, with the husband’s permission,” she went on. “My Greg is sometimes allowed to watch or…” she snickered, looking up at me, her hand now getting very close to Mr. Dagger. “… sometimes, he prefers I tie him in the next room so he is… other occupied.” That giggle again! “Greg really likes it when I do that. Husbands like this are called ‘cuckolds’. My Greg is a cuckold, and I am his hotwife.”

	 

	What the fuck? She wants me to go to bed with her while her husband watches? I had never heard of such a thing. But my cock had. It was now poking out of my slacks like a tent pole.

	 

	She glanced down at it, wrapping her fist around the pulsing shaft, through the slacks. I jerked back again. My eyes felt like they had doubled in size as she looked up at me.

	 

	“You want me to sleep with you while you husband watches?” I asked again. “I don’t know…”

	 

	“Other parts of you are not as conflicted, I see,” she giggled. Her fist had my cock fully in her grip. I was trembling on the sofa. A war was going on between my brain, which was screaming ‘run away, run away’ at full volume, and my cock, which was screaming just as loudly ‘get that pussy’!

	 

	“We can keep him in the other room for the first time, if that would make you more comfortable.”

	 

	“For the first time?” My voice had a tremor in it I had never noticed before.

	 

	“Oh yes, I hope we will do this many times during your stay at the university. As often as you like, in fact. I offer you open access to me any time you want. Free-use, it’s often called. Whatever you want whenever you want. I will do anything.”

	 

	Her hands were on my belt now, pulling it open, yanking the zipper down. My entire body was trembling, excited beyond anything I had ever experienced.

	 

	She fished my shaft from under its protective garments. “Oh my god… so gorgeous… even bigger than I had heard… Mr. Daggers, indeed!” She giggled at that last. Both hands stroked the shaft as she called out to her husband. “Greg, come in here. You have to see this.”

	 

	He appeared around the door instantaneously, as if he had been standing on the other side all along.

	 

	Mrs. Chandler held my cock straight up out of my lap, wiggling for him to see. “Look at this tool, my cuck. So big! He is pulsing in my hand, ready to be used. Imagine all the pleasure it will give me.”

	 

	She was stroking my full shaft, holding me high for him to see. This entire situation forced these weird emotions to swirl inside, but the sensations of her touch were overwhelming. I leaned back on the sofa, groaning loudly.

	 

	Her stroking increased the pace. I was too close! I pushed at her hand, my warning clear. She just smiled up at me.

	 

	“I am here for you, Rhett. Cum as often as you like. No need to hold back. I am yours to use however you like.”

	 

	It was too late to stop now, anyway. I grunted loudly as her hand aggressively stroked me. Her mouth flew down to engulf my cockhead, just as I exploded my release. I had never cum like this before! It was like my body was on automatic. I thrust upward, allowing her to take it all, as the pleasure of her mouth took control!

	 

	Even though I was done, her mouth continued to suck on the head. It was like my cock was on fire, hypersensitive to her every touch. It became too much. I pushed her head off my cock as I trembled, trying to get my breath back.

	 

	She giggled, looking up at me, opening her mouth to show it full of my cum. That smile got broader as she stood, walking over to her husband by the door, who was still staring at what he had seen. She pulled his head down, their lips touching. I grimaced, knowing what was in there.

	 

	He did not seem to mind. She pointed to the loveseat. He got the message, quickly sitting, putting his head over the back of the loveseat, mouth pointing up. His tongue pushed out of his mouth like a young bird chirping for food from their mother.

	 

	Oh fuck! His wife held her mouth above his, allowing my seed to drip from hers to his. I could hear a soft groaning from his throat as first a dribble, then a gush of my seed flowed into his mouth. He hungrily swallowed every drop, reaching up to use his tongue, licking off her lips and anything that remained in her mouth.

	 

	That was so gross I sat frozen staring at him. He swallowed my cum? Oh shit…

	 

	“You have delicious seed,” she said, looking back at me. “I look forward to tasting it more.” Her attention turned to her husband. “Don’t you agree, my cuck?”

	 

	“Delicious, my Mistress.”

	 

	“Now, Greg, go tell Marissa to put the food in the warming oven. She is free to leave. I think our guest has some pent up need he would like to release with your hotwife’s help, before we eat.”

	 

	Then she looked down on him, using a stern expression that I could see sent shivers through her husband’s body. “Take your clothes off before you crawl upstairs. Put on your cuffs. I am in the mood for something particularly uncomfortable for you, as I let young Rhett have his way with me. You know where to go.”

	 

	“Yes, Mistress,” was all he said as he sprinted toward the kitchen. I could see his rigid cock pressing against his slacks.

	 

	He was excited by all this? I couldn’t believe how kinky they were. Fuck… What had I gotten myself into?

	 

	Mrs. Chandler stood above me, still sitting on the sofa. She pulled her skirt up, revealing the lack of any underwear, or pubic hair for that matter. She crawled up on my lap, pressing her sex against my rod. I suddenly felt self-conscious of my flaccid cock sitting on top of my slacks.

	 

	“Willing to play, Rhett? I can promise more pleasure than you have ever had in your young life!”

	 

	I stared at her, the war still churning inside, but now, after cumming like that… her sucking on me, then giving it to her husband in a way that he seemed to enjoy… I had to have more of this free-use she promised. Since her husband didn’t seem to mind, I figured… what the hell? Might as well take advantage.

	 

	I helped her off my lap, both of us standing next to the sofa. I took her in my arms. Without thinking about what had just been in there, I pulled her lips up to mine, driving my tongue inside. I had seen someone do this in a movie once.

	 

	Mrs. Chandler folded into my arms, pushing her tongue back against me. I could taste the cum on her lips, but didn’t care at that point. My cock was already stiffening again at the possibility of being inside her.

	 

	She pulled back, smiling. Her hand reached down, gripping my rod. It was already getting hard again. That hand tugged at my root, guiding me to the stairs.

	 

	As she led me up the stairs by my shaft, she laughed openly. “You should help me get my husband ready. He would like that, I think. Then you should use that lovely instrument to fuck his hotwife silly. Willing to join us on the wild side?”

	 

	Fuck yeah!! A line from The Princess Bride came to mind suddenly. “As you wish…” I said, smiling down at her.

	 

	She simply nodded, pulling me toward one of their bedrooms.

	 

	 


Chapter 3: His Hotwife Shows Me What Pleasure Means. Her Husband Has His Own Way
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	She had me by the cock, now rigid again in her hand, as she led me up the stairs. That cumming in her mouth only moments before was the greatest sexual experience of my 18-year life. And then to have her feed my release to her husband, like a mother bird feeding her chicks… I couldn’t imagine what the rest of this night was going to bring. Boy, was I wrong!

	 

	When we got upstairs, we found Mr. Chandler in a small room beside a much larger one. One was clearly their bedroom. He was inside some kind of large closet or storage room right next door. Actually, it looked to me like some kind of medieval torture chamber without the pointy objects. Eye hooks covered all walls. Ropes with small hooks on each end were available at certain points. They suspended a large-screen TV on the wall in front of him.

	 

	He was sitting naked on a weird stool with small wheels. His butt was on a padded seat, knees on cushioned rests in front, spread far apart. It looked to me like it would be a strain to maintain that position for an extended period.

	 

	The stool had a cut-out where his cock and balls hung free. He had cuffs on his wrists and ankles, with the wrist cuffs fastened behind his back.

	 

	He was staring at his ‘Mistress’ as she walked in, quickly gathering what she needed. She pointed me to the far wall. “Fasten the four yellow ropes to his wrist and ankle cuffs. Don’t worry about making them tight. I will handle that.”

	 

	Before I walked into the room, I put my rod back into my pants to make sure I didn’t touch him with it. That wasn’t easy, squeezing my 6-foot-8 frame into that confining space. The yellow ropes each had eye hooks on the end, allowing me to fasten them to the cuffs where she directed. She was busy in front with a contraption that did… I had no idea what!

	 

	Mr. Chandler’s eyes were growing wider as she pulled items out of drawers, adding them to the thing in front of him. I could see the fear growing, but his cock stuck out like an avenging spear ready to be launched. It must not be THAT scary!

	 

	She had a cage in her hand I did not recognize, with a thick metal ring. The ring she put around the base of his scrotum. There was a click of finality when it landed in place.

	 

	Mr. Chandler wasn’t going anywhere. While the yellow ropes did not pull him tight, their presence, and the wide knee spread and fastened cuffs behind his back, left him unable to change anything she did. Looking at his eyes and the adoring way he looked at his wife, he didn’t want to go anywhere.

	 

	The cage did not wrap around his cock. I had seen a chastity cage in a porn video one time. This was not one of those. She laced the rope around his cockhead and shaft with a practiced hand, threading it through holes in the cage, and then attached it to the machine on the floor. Otherwise, his shaft hung openly in the frame.

	 

	Once she was sure everything was in place, Mrs. Chandler separated the wrist cuffs, tightening the yellow ropes so his ankles spread wide and arms lifted, pointing toward the wall. Man, that looked uncomfortable!

	 

	But she wasn’t done. She cranked the rope attached to his cock tighter and tighter until he groaned; the shaft pulled further from his body. When she was satisfied with her work, her foot touched rockers on two of the wheels of the cart, setting him loose to roll on the floor.

	 

	She smiled, switching the TV on. I could see the image clearly. It was the bed in the next room. Speakers on each side told me he could hear everything as well.

	 

	Mrs. Chandler pushed a button on the wall by the door. A soft hum came from the machine on the floor. I could hear his groan as the machine pulled his hard shaft toward the front of the room. The delicate wheels of the cart allowed the movement. But as it pulled him forward, his arms and legs were pulled tighter as well… by pressure on his cock! Ouch!

	 

	I could see what was happening. If he shifted his arms or legs to relieve the pressure on them, causing the cart to roll back, the front machine would pull tight on his cock, creating more torment there. All this while I was… fuck, I didn’t have a clue, but it was going to be fun.

	 

	She leaned down, kissing him on the lips. “Have fun,” she said. “I know I will.” Mrs. Chandler shut the door, leaving him to his torment.

	 

	Her giggles made me cringe. This wife was enclosing her husband in a torture chamber, then taking me in to pleasure her while forcing that husband to watch. What the FUCK had I just gotten myself into?

	 

	***

	 

	“I know what you’re thinking, young Rhett, that I am treating my husband cruelly, leaving him to his pain while I get what I want. And there is some truth to that. But the mistake you are making is thinking this is happening against his will.”

	 

	She giggled again. “He doesn’t know, but I had a camera installed in his room after I heard him crying out one time in what I thought of as intense pain. Come…”

	 

	We walked straight to a closet. Apparently, they each had their own. She pushed some dresses back, revealing a small TV screen. Turning it on, I could see him in there. The shock on my face must have been comical. She burst into laughter.

	 

	That guy was pleasuring himself. That’s the only way I could look at it. He was intentionally moving himself back, so the machine would pull his cock forward until he was stretched again.

	 

	“My husband is quite a gifted engineer,” she told me. “Greg invented this machine to give way when the pressure reached a certain level, then it automatically re-tightens. Watch him. He will pull back to relieve the pressure on his arms, then… wait for it… the machine pulls him forward again, by his cock. He watches me to keep him hard most of the time. My cuckold loves to watch his hotwife.”

	 

	I was certain in my whole life I would never see anything kinkier than this!

	 

	Mrs. Chandler turned toward me, her hand stroking my cock through my slacks. “Still interested in playing?”

	 

	My rod quickly regained its heft. I reached up to touch her breasts. She twisted away, smiling.

	 

	“Let’s go back into the bedroom. I want to allow him to watch. Will you be okay with that? For this first time, I want to make sure my husband sees everything. After that, I will be open to do whatever you want. No restrictions.”

	 

	I nodded. I was good. Weirded out, but good.

	 

	She took my hand, leading me back into the bedroom. “From now on, I am yours to use as you wish. I will do whatever you ask, without exception. We no longer need to pay attention to him.”

	 

	My mind was spinning. “I have complete control of you to do whatever I want?”

	 

	“Yes,” she said, smiling. “Anything.”

	 

	I sat on the bed, leaning back on my arms. “Take your clothes off. Stick your finger down there… let me see you play with yourself.”

	 

	Smiling again, Mrs. Chandler slowly took off every piece of clothing as I drank her in. She moved slightly so the camera would catch everything she was doing.

	 

	First came the skirt, exposing her naked sex. I could see the moisture glistening as she held herself open in front of me. Then, the blouse. Her massive breasts jiggled erotically as her top joined the skirt on the floor. I knew little about bra sizes, but I was sure she was at least D or DD cups. They sagged a little with prominent areolas and hard nipples at the tip. Mrs. Chandler was really enjoying all this!

	 

	She held her breasts out at me, stepping closer, pinching her nipples only inches from my face. They were already rigid pencil erasers as she pressed them into my face. I took a hold of them as her hands fell to her sex, twisting her clit. I could see the shudder of pleasure sweep through her.

	 

	“Anything?” I whispered. She simply nodded.

	 

	I took her nipples in between finger and thumb, squeezing hard. She whimpered, but did not pull back. I’m a big guy, strong, used to using my fingers. When I pressed those nips with force, that had to hurt. Yet, she didn’t say a thing.

	 

	Still, hurting women wasn’t my thing. I pulled her breasts back to my face, licking them everywhere, gently suckling on the extended nipples. That whimpering quickly changed to moans.

	 

	Her hands moved down to tug at my pants. I stood, allowing her to get them off. Staring at this vision in front of me, even after hooking her husband up in that room, I still couldn’t believe what was happening. This woman wanted me for sex! ME!!!

	 

	And my cock was having no trouble responding. I was hard as stone, jutting out as my shirt and shoes joined the growing pile on the floor.

	 

	Without me saying anything, she dropped to the floor, taking my cock as deep into her throat as she could. She went a long way, but I wasn’t interested in another blowjob. I wanted to be inside her.

	 

	I laid back on the bed, my feet still hanging to the floor. She did not ask or seem to need any encouragement. She scrambled on top of me, straddling my hips. Her hand reached down, positioning my rod at her entrance, slowly lowering herself until she was sitting on top of me.

	 

	Oh fuck! This was so hot! I started hammering up into her, loving the feeling. She leaned forward, whispering. “Slow down, loverboy. We want this to last. You just lay there. Let me do the work.”

	 

	So I did, moving my hands to the gorgeous breasts swaying gently in front of me. So beautiful. I kneaded them like working bread dough, feeling their every texture. So nice…

	 

	Mrs. Chandler smiled down at me, thrusting her chest out for me to use them just like that. “They are yours to play with any time you want. Day or night, send me a text. I will come to you, or invite you here. Every part of me is open to whatever you want. Free use, they call it now days. I offer you my body for free use whenever you want.”

	 

	She leaned forward, moving her nipples just above my mouth. I hungrily sucked them in, alternating between them. While I did that, she groaned loudly, moving her hips up and down my rod. Whimpering at everything that was happening, she suddenly stiffened on top of me, grinding her clit against me. I thought I was hurting her, pulling my hands back.

	 

	When she stopped shuddering, she let out a long sigh. “That was nice…”

	 

	“Are you okay?” I asked. I was worried something had happened.

	 

	“You ARE cute as a button…” she giggled, holding herself still for a moment. “You’ve never had a woman orgasm for you?” I shook my head no. “I hope to do that many more times. Your enormous shaft fills me so full, it touches every nerve ending I have, and goes deep! Mr. Dagger brings much pleasure.”

	 

	“You want to do this more?” Disbelief must have been obvious in my tone.

	 

	“Much more… anytime you want. Free use, remember? If you want me, that is.”

	 

	I couldn’t stop myself. A need to cum had been building while she used me. She recognized it immediately.

	 

	“Give me what you have, big guy!”

	 

	Mrs. Chandler started working her hips again, only it seemed different this time. More focused on me than her. It didn’t take long. I grabbed onto her tits, thrusting Mr. Dagger upward, exploding with a grunt of pleasure.

	 

	I leaned back on the bed, trying to catch my breath. I had never cum like that before! Even with the cheerleader, she had been complaining abut my size so much; the cumming seemed more a relief to have it over. This was nothing like that. Mrs. Chandler had no problems with my size and even enjoyed my being inside her.

	 

	She rolled off as we repositioned to lie fully on the bed. Good thing they had a California King! As it was, my feet were near the end. Her body pressed against mine as her hand found my flaccid shaft.

	 

	“The nice thing about young men is that they recharge quickly,” she smiled. “I have big plans for this tonight.”

	 

	And she wasn’t far off. Within minutes, her hand and mouth had me hard again. For the next hour, we went through every position I could think of as she provided guidance for her neophyte lover. I was frequently on top, or she was on hands and knees as I took her from behind. She even went reverse cowgirl so I could watch her pussy take my cock inside. THAT was fun!

	 

	***

	 

	We could have fucked longer. She was right. I got it up over and over. But she worried over an hour in the closet would be too hard on Mr. Chandler. We got up to approach the closet, still naked. I wondered what it would be like in there. He could be injured, or just mad about what I had done.

	 

	Instead, he was a mess, but a happy one. The combination of the bondage, cock rope, and visual stimulation had left him with deposits all over the floor where he had cum more than once, it seemed. It was the worshipful expression that really caught my attention. I stood by the door as she unhooked her husband from the walls and the machine.

	 

	“Enjoy yourself?” she giggled.

	 

	He stretched his arms, twisting them to get some feeling back. As soon as he was able, he was all over his wife, pulling her in for a kissing session.

	 

	I thought this seemed a private moment, so I walked back into the bedroom to grab my clothes. Before I could get them on, they walked into the room, arm in arm.

	 

	“That was sure fun,” Mr. Chandler said. “Hope you had a good time, too. My wife is a great lover, isn’t she?”

	 

	I must have blushed a little at that moment. They both started laughing. By this time, I was the only one dressed.

	 

	She walked up to me, pressing her breasts into my side. “Let’s go eat. Give us all a chance to talk.” I nodded. The couple walked into their closets, returning in elegant robes. Hers was more of a kimono, made of a sheer material that left nothing hidden. I liked that.

	 

	The meal was entertaining and delicious. With all the activity, I had neglected to eat anything since the game. I was starving. They had to go back to the refrigerator twice to get more food for me.

	 

	I learned he made his money inventing a new type of articulating arm for those missing a limb. He sold it to a large medical device company for millions. Now, he played around, and raised funds for the university.

	 

	And play around, he did. They had the weirdest relationship of any couple I had met. They were about my parent’s age, but seemed to have a very different relationship.

	 

	She was clearly in charge, at least sexually. Halfway through the meal, she ordered him down to the floor, to use his tongue on her sex until she was satisfied. When he was in place, she had me get up, standing next to her for one of her incredible blowjobs. Just before I came, she had him get up on his knees and she jacked me off all over his face.

	 

	That was weird enough, but then she used her tongue to lick my cream off that face, pushing the cum into his mouth. As soon as it was done, he was back to eating her to another orgasm. He seemed happy as could be to do everything she said.

	 

	In my young life, I could not imagine wanting to be like this, but it worked for them. They were clearly happy with each other and he reminded me several times during the meal that I had full permission to play with his wife anytime we were both willing.

	 

	He said that ‘both willing’ phrase twice. Each time, she corrected him. ‘I am always willing, Rhett. Free use. Whenever you want.’

	 

	For the next two weeks, that’s exactly what happened. I would send her a text when I had some time, run over to her house, and we would hump until I couldn’t get it up again. Not once did she ever tell me not to come over, though one time, she apologized as she pulled into the driveway at the same time as I did. She had abruptly left a charity board meeting when she got my text.

	 

	Mr. Chandler was only there once to see it. We never repeated the closet thing. I wondered if that took too much out of him. Maybe unable to do it very often.

	 

	As we approached the end of the basketball season, my fertile brain was finding ever more inventive ways to define free use. I had her meet at a park near the school, humping her over the back of the car in the parking lot. This was more challenging than you might think in the frigid weather!

	 

	We did some hiking on a trail near their house another time. Despite the cold, she wore a top that I told her to cut out two breast openings. In the middle of the hike, I told her to open her coat, fully exposing her nipples to the cold. She shivered while we walked, but loved it when I sucked them back to warmth while she rocked on my cock in the car.

	 

	Another time, a student caught her giving me a blowjob in a Simpson Hall bathroom. I told her to give him one, too. And she did!

	 

	Oh yes, I could see only one direction for this free-use to go. It needed to be shared with my best friend, Bako!

	 

	 


Chapter 4: Inviting My Friend to Join Sends Their Marriage in A Brand-New Direction
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	As we approached the end of the basketball season, my fertile brain was finding ever more inventive ways to define free use with Mrs. Chandler. I had her do many outside activities, even though it was cold, and even had her give a blow job to another student that caught us in a campus bathroom.

	 

	After the first week, she encouraged me to do her backside as well. I had never done anal before, but became a big fan after that, taking hers multiple times. She had no trouble accommodating my size. Clearly, mine had NOT been her first time!

	 

	Now, I wanted to spread the cheer. And who best to include than my best friend on the team, Bako. His cock was even bigger than mine. That’s how we got the Dagger nicknames.

	 

	A joker in the locker room started calling us the ‘Dagger Twins’, gradually shortened to just ‘the Daggers’. And they weren’t referring to my accurate jump shot!

	 

	Somehow, this got out to the students, and a chant was born. They didn’t know what it meant, but it became a standard part of every game. Whenever the combo of Rhett to Bako (or the reverse) brought a great shot at a crucial moment, the crowd would chant ‘Dagger! Dagger! Dagger!’ as we would tap hands on the way back, celebrating the score.

	 

	I thought my other Dagger would enjoy a session with the feisty Mrs. Chandler. Though it took some convincing. Bako was very nervous. He had heard that American men were always circumcised. He was not. I laughed at him, claiming she will not care once we were both inside her. That got him going. He had never shared a woman before.

	 

	Mrs. Chandler gave no resistance. When she said free-use, she meant it. I texted her on my way over, telling her to leave the door unlocked, and be naked in her bedroom on her knees, that I was bringing a friend. She did not object, just asked who. When I said Bako, I could almost hear her shriek across the text message!

	 

	But when we got to the house, Mr. Chandler opened the door.

	 

	“Hey, Mr. Chandler. Good to see you. We’re here to enjoy your wife,” I added nonchalantly. Bako gasped at the casual way I discussed banging this guy’s wife.

	 

	“Oh good. She called to tell me you were bringing Bako. Would you mind if I watched? That would be fun to see her get double-dipped.”

	 

	I looked at Bako. His own discomfort rose. “You want to watch?” he asked. His tone was unmistakable, like what kind of a fucking idiot wants to watch his wife get banged by a couple of college students!

	 

	It didn’t phase Mr. Chandler at all. He had already heard all the stories and veiled insults. All he knows, or cares about, is that it works for him and his wife. And for me!

	 

	“You won’t even know I’m there. I’ll watch from my room.” I knew that room. “Just on a chair, or strapped up like last time?” I asked him quietly, so Bako could not hear.

	 

	“No, that is a special treat for me, but it’s hard on the body. Maybe a couple/three times a year is all I can handle. With you studs, Angie wouldn’t be able to stop when I needed her to get me out.”

	 

	I was sure that was true. She had become a wild woman in bed, unable to stop. I often had to push her away to get out the door for a needed practice or class.

	 

	He walked us upstairs, chatting away like we were getting ready to watch a game or something. Bako stopped dead in his tracks when he saw Mrs. Chandler on her knees in the middle of the bedroom. She was naked with her legs spread wide enough to see her pussy lips already glistening with her arousal.

	 

	“You look ready, my dear,” Mr. Chandler chuckled. “Don’t let me interfere. If you need anything, please let me know. I’ll be there quickly.”

	 

	Her look at him was strange. I had been with her a lot by then, but this look… part arousal… part controlling… part don’t interfere… It was odd even for this strange relationship.

	 

	And his was no better. Something was going on. He almost slinked out the door, his face a picture of regret.

	 

	I kept thinking about it. Was she so into the double dip that she didn’t want him to interfere? Or was there something deeper going on? No matter now! It was time to hump!

	 

	“Mrs. Chandler, let me introduce you to the other Dagger. This is Bako Abubakar.”

	 

	She stood, walking over to him. Her breasts swayed deliciously as she approached him. Even though she was tall for a woman, almost 6-feet, the tree trunk that was Bako Abubakar made her look like a small child! Even my 6-feet-8 was more on the lean side. Bako was just a massive man.

	 

	But that seemed to excite Mrs. Chandler even more. While she pressed her body against my big friend, she looked at me, smiling. “Don’t you think it’s time we dispensed with the Mrs. talk? My name is Angie.”

	 

	I looked at Bako. We exchanged a smile. “Sure, Mrs. Chandler,” I said. It was all I could do to get that one out before we all burst out laughing. Angie, it would be from that moment forward.

	 

	Bako reached down to pull a breast delicately into his massive hand. With the other, he pulled her face to his. “Is it true? You want to have us both at the same time?”

	 

	She smiled. “That would be nice, though not the point for me and Rhett. I have promised him free-use. I will do whatever he wants. If this is what he wants to do, I want to do it.”

	 

	***

	 

	Bako looked at us both, his confusion plain. “Why would you do that… promise such a thing?” Bako asked. Both hands were on her tits now, kneading them, pinching the nipples. I could see the blush rising on her face as she glanced at where I knew the camera was located.

	 

	Was that it? Have they been disagreeing on her commitment to free-use for me? Did he come to see it in action, upsetting her in some way?

	 

	I walked around behind her, pressing her body against Bako. My hands found their way down below, fingers stretching and entering. She shuddered as Bako pulled her face up, leaning down to kiss her.

	 

	“I don’t think it’s about free-use at all, is it, Angie?” I looked up at the camera, winking at Mr. Chandler. “I think you are just a slut that loves to be fucked.”

	 

	My fingers were deep inside her now. After all the fucking we had been doing over the last few weeks, I knew how to get her going. I traced her clit with my middle finger, causing her to gasp.

	 

	She groaned as she folded into Bako, spreading her legs more to allow open access to my fingers. Her eyes glanced up at me. There was a spark of desire there. She wanted to get fucked! I nodded back. We can do that.

	 

	I tapped my friend on the shoulder, dragging Angie toward the bed. She shrieked when her legs hit the mattress edge, flailing as she tipped over. I did not wait for her to get settled. We had been in this position many times already.

	 

	My cock was in her, pounding away as Bako watched from the side, removing his clothes. These were hard, punishing thrusts! I was doing her this way because I knew she liked a rougher style. I also wanted to impress Greg. He wanted her to be fucked hard.

	 

	I was familiar with her desires. Bako wasn’t. I saw my aggressive pounding as a way to let Bako know he didn’t need to hold back.

	 

	She screamed with her release, wrapping her legs around me for more. I pulled back just as Bako finished getting his clothes off. The size of his dagger caught her attention. I had never seen it fully enraged. It was much bigger than mine!

	 

	I moved aside, allowing him to settle on her. He was so big he kept his weight on his elbows, but that made little difference when his massive rod began pushing forward. She groaned as he forced her even wider, then whimpered as he began moving.

	 

	I could only smile as I stood to the side. A mystery needed to be solved. As Bako picked up speed, I walked out of the bedroom, closing the door behind me. I knocked on the closet door. A naked Greg opened it, staring at me.

	 

	“What are you doing?” he asked. “You’re supposed to be with her.”

	 

	“There’s something going on between you two. I can’t go on unless you tell me what’s happening. I’m serious…”

	 

	He looked at me, shame washing his expression. His cock was stiff as he continued to stroke it. I could see the tears forming as he slumped back into the chair. “She doesn’t need me anymore,” he said.

	 

	“I thought that’s what you wanted, for her to find others.”

	 

	“No… don’t you see? She doesn’t NEED me anymore. I used to be the thread, making the arrangements, being her cuckold, always around to help. She would humiliate me mercilessly sometimes, right in front of the guys. But I did it because I thought she needed that, wanted me to be that way.”

	 

	Now I was a little confused. He seemed to like all that treatment to me. “You didn’t like it? I thought she did it because YOU liked it.”

	 

	“I do like it… it’s just…”

	 

	I said nothing, just stood there waiting. In my addled brain, I knew it had something to do with me, but fuck if I could figure it out.

	 

	“I ain’t taking your wife away,” I told him. “I’m 18-years-old. What do I know about having a wife?”

	 

	“Of course not…” he said. I could see Bako really giving it to her on the TV as Angie’s positive response and his own instincts took over. Her cries of release filled the small room. He turned the volume down, as if that would hide what was happening in the next room.

	 

	A sudden memory of the camera in the other closet flashed before me. I grabbed his arm, dragging him to the guest room so they would not hear us.

	 

	“Come on, Greg. Tell me what’s going on.”

	 

	He slumped down on the bed. “She wanted to try something new with you.” He paused, as if trying to gather his thoughts together. “She didn’t want to be the Domme anymore, the controlling hotwife, directing all the action. The previous players we brought home tired of that too quickly, eventually rejecting her long before they left the team. This time, she wanted to allow you to have the control.”

	 

	“Okay… It worked! I love being in charge.”

	 

	“Don’t you see? She LOVED it, too! Wants to be controlled now. She no longer needs little Greg to eat her cum and clean up her messes. She wants to have a man to be in charge, to take her places.”

	 

	“So be that man. Look, we’ve only known each other a few weeks, but you built that fucking business, invented all that cool shit. Do the same for her. Reinvent yourself.

	 

	“It’s not that simple. When she was in charge, it just seemed simple. We both wanted something more, to open our marriage for more fun. She, especially, needs it. That was the whole idea of the basketball players. She used them as a safe outlet. They would come for a while, then leave, never threatening us as a couple.”

	 

	“That hasn’t changed,” I said. “I ain’t threatening you as a couple.”

	 

	“No, but your strength has. She gave you free-use access, and you took it! Don’t you see, now she wants that all the time! I don’t believe she’s so into you because of you. It’s what you represent. A man she can lean on, trust to give her what she needs.”

	 

	“You’re not that guy? You’ve been married 20-some years and have three kids. If that doesn’t say strength and commitment, what does?” He slumped again.

	 

	I wasnt sure if I was ending our relationship, but something needed to be said.

	 

	“Look… I’ve never been married. Before your wife came along, I had barely been on a couple dates. But I’ve seen my folks together. They compromised. He was in charge of some things, she for others. They respected each other. Maybe you took this cuckold thing too seriously. It’s just fun in the bedroom, not a lifestyle. Maybe you stopped being her husband and became her full-time cuckold. I don’t think I would like that either, if I was a wife. But sometimes…”

	 

	I could see the old brain-pan spinning as he thought about what had happened. I sat next to him, tapping his leg. “Maybe you just need to be her husband again… her friend.”

	 

	From down the hall, a loud cry of release filtered into the guest room.

	 

	Looking around, I wondered… “Is this where you sleep when I have been staying over?” He nodded. “Well, fuck… why do you allow that? We mainly just sleep. Truth is, we make it so much in the evening, neither of us have the energy to go all night.”

	 

	I patted him hard on the back a couple times. “You shouldn’t allow that! Come in, throw me the fuck out! Take ownership of her. She loves you so much… I can’t tell you how much of our conversations are about you. Even putting you up in that machine like we did that first night… she does that for you!”

	 

	“It’s too late… I’ve lost her respect.”

	 

	“My granddad used to call horseshit on things… in his nice way… by saying ‘that dog don’t hunt’. She loves you. You love her. Go be the husband you want to be. And if she does something you don’t like, then tell her. She respects you. The two of you can find a way!”

	 

	He looked up at me, close to tears now. I needed to say something.

	 

	“When I was a sophomore in high school, a friend and I figured out my folk’s password for the streaming channels they didn’t want me to watch. We watched this show where the wife wanted to be dominated by this big guy at her office. She didn’t want to marry him, just wanted to feel his power to increase the sexual pleasure. Hubby let her do it. And she came back more loving than she had ever been before. It was an outlet for her.”

	 

	I stood, looking at the hallway door, wanting to get back. “It’s a movie, I get it. But the point was clear. Be the strong husband she needs, and occasionally, work out a deal where SHE can be the strong person so you can enjoy being the cuckold you like. A compromise.”

	 

	He was shaking his head, no, no, no… that wouldn’t work.

	 

	“That’s up to you. I’m going back in there to fuck your wife. You can stay in here and cower, or you can join us in the bedroom. Come in, order us to really fuck her hard, to make it especially rough! She loves that! And she’ll love you because she thinks you are trying to do what’s best for her.”

	 

	I walked out the door. I thought the fucking guy was going to start sobbing. I don’t ever want to get married. Things are too complicated!

	 

	***

	 

	By the time I got back into the bedroom, Bako was on his back and Angie was riding him like a bucking bronco, screaming out her pleasure into the room. I reached into her nightstand, pulling out the bottle of lube I knew was going to be there.

	 

	I got up on the bed, pulled her head to my cock, telling her to suck me. I was already getting hard just watching the two of them.

	 

	By the time I was hard, everything changed. Greg came storming into the room. Bako and I were shocked at the look on his face. Hard, controlling.

	 

	He pushed his wife down on Bako, pressing her against his chest, then his hand fell harshly on her ass. Spank after spank. She was crying out, struggling to get away, but Bako’s huge rod, and her husband’s arm, held her in place. Bako’s eyes were huge, looking at me worried about what was happening!

	 

	Shit, I couldn’t believe it. He winked at me, mouthing, ‘watch this.’

	 

	He spanked even harder and his wife changed right in front of me; moaning, pushing her ass back at him, whimpering for more.

	 

	He pulled his hand back. That luscious ass had taken on a deep pink hue that quivered from what had happened. Her face was buried in Bako’s chest, whimpering at the surge of something she had just experienced.

	 

	“Fuck this slut in the ass,” he barked at me. “She needs to get really fucked hard.” That wink again. I’ll be damned. He took my words to heart.

	 

	Hopping up on the bed, I dropped some lube on my fingers, working her rear bud. That whimpering was now groaning. She knew what was coming. I pressed my cockhead against her opening, pushing relentlessly forward. Soon, Bako and I were taking it to her. Screams of pleasure filled the entire house.

	 

	The rest of that evening, we fucked her any way we wanted. When things slowed a little, Greg would come storming in, directing what we were to do, then disappearing for us to do it. We all knew he was in the closet watching.

	 

	Angie no longer cared. Every move was now pointing toward the camera. Every cry meant for her husband. We could see her eyes constantly glancing at the camera and her husband. Bako and I knew it as clear as I’m telling this story.

	 

	By the time we were exhausted, it was past 10 o’clock. Angie slumped exhausted on the bed, staring at the camera. I pointed to him in the other room, pointing down to her. ‘Get in here’, that motion meant. Moments later, he walked in, fully dressed.

	 

	“Thanks, guys,” he said. “She really needed that. I’ll take it from here.”

	 

	I smiled, tapping Bako’s arm, nodding toward the door. We grabbed our clothes and were gone, heading for some much needed sustenance at Manny’s Burritos, the only restaurant in town that stayed open till 3 in the morning.

	 

	***

	 

	Two days later, I got a text from Angie, asking me to come over for dinner. After practice, I ran over to their place. Both cars were there, so I assumed Greg was home as well.

	 

	When I came in, they invited me to sit with them. It turned out they had a major breakthrough in their relationship that night, talking deep into the night.

	 

	As we had discussed, they reached a compromise. They worked out a series of signals that they would use to indicate when one or the other was in the mood to take charge. The one not in charge would become totally submissive to the other. Their own version of free-use.

	 

	They wanted me to know that my free-use privileges had been extended for as long as I was at the school. Greg might join, or she might include him, depending on who was in charge, but that had nothing to do with me… or Bako. She wanted me to know I could bring him anytime I wanted. In fact, she encouraged me to bring him. I got the message. He lasted a long time and delivered lots of pleasure.

	 

	Regrettably, Bako wasn’t interested. He had started hanging with that tall blond cheerleader after the State U game. They had become more attached since then. He suspected she would not understand the need for him to come over to bonk the old lady whenever he felt like it. Decided to leave that to me. I was good, and Angie did not seem upset.

	 

	For my time at the university, my basketball got better, but it was clear I wasn’t going to be in the NBA, so I got serious about my education. Greg was instrumental in my focused turn toward coaching. By the time my senior year came to a close, I was already entertaining offers for Assistant Coaching jobs.

	 

	My relationship with Greg and Angie became a full-blown threesome during my sophomore year. When I wasn’t bonking his wife on my own, he was joining us to tag team her. She really liked that.

	 

	I even became a little more comfortable with male touching. When it was his turn to be the cuckold, I would be quite forceful with him, just the way he wanted it. After I came in Angie, I pushed his face into her sex, forcing him to lap it up. One time, I made him lick the cum off my cock! That turned into an incredible blowjob. Angie just stared at him smiling. We were going to have to try that again, she laughed… though we never did.

	 

	I even took a turn on his machine, arms and legs strapped to the wall while his machine pulled at my cock. Motherfucker, that hurt! But I came so many times they had to mop the floor afterward. Greg laughed, but understood, when I refused to do it again.

	 

	This basketball player had made some good decisions in choosing his school, but none of them were as important as choosing to go with Greg when he invited me to sleep with his hotwife. It was just the right path for me, and for them.
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