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❖ ❖ ❖

“You don’t think this is too slutty?” she said, looking down to check herself out. She turned back towards the car to look at her reflection, then spun around to give me a three-hundred-and-sixty degree view.

When she was finished twirling, I had to pick my jaw up off the floor.

My wife, Lisa, was wearing a tight, black golf shirt that was about two sizes too small. All three buttons were undone, allowing her ample cleavage to really pop.

The hem of her shirt didn’t quite reach her waist line and it left a thin, sexy band of tan skin showing just above her white skirt, which like her polo, was also several sizes too small. Her sculpted, long legs dazzled all the way down to her white tennis shoes.

On her right leg, a gold anklet with a small, gold vixen charm dangled loosely and shimmered in the morning sun almost as much as the five-carat diamond on her wedding ring.

I raked my eyes over her hourglass figure.

Her auburn hair was up in a high ponytail (just the way I liked it) and her green, piercing eyes were focused and ready to go.

“Not at all,” I said, “I think it’s absolutely perfect, they’re going to love you.”

“I just hope they’re hot and hung,” she said with a smile and a wink as my stomach jumped a little and my pants threatened to tighten just a bit too much.

She knew how to push my buttons when we were getting ready to play.

“What if you can only have one of the two?” I asked, teasing her.

“Huh?” she asked, putting her hands on her hips and tilting her head to the side.

“Hot or hung?” I asked, clarifying my hypothetical.

“Hung. Definitely hung,” she said.

My wife was a size queen and I was proud of it.

“Shall we?” I said.

“We shall,” she replied and we walked across the parking lot to the clubhouse and into the pro-shop to check in for our 9:00 AM tee time at Whispering Straits Golf Club, the nicest, most expensive, and difficult-to-play public course in the entire country and maybe, the whole world.

We were on vacation in Southern California and I just had to play it. My wife, Lisa, was going for a little ride along in the cart with me since she wouldn’t have anything else to do while I was out playing for nearly four hours.

Well that and she was keenly interested in seeing what three strangers I might be playing with and perhaps getting to know them a little more intimately so that they weren’t strangers at all.

It was a little tradition we had, traveling around the world, finding the top ranked courses wherever we were staying and then going out together to enjoy them.

Since I was a single player, I often got matched up with a threesome, usually guys, sometimes ladies too, but usually guys, and my wife would just ride along in the cart with me, like I already mentioned.

Now ordinarily you might think, a guy bringing his wife out on the course? What’s with that? Isn’t it supposed to be some type of guys-only, man-club kind of thing?

And ordinarily, in certain periods of history, or geographic areas, or even within certain groups of people, you’d be right. But I didn’t fly that way and I didn’t care. I loved having Lisa with me. She was my good luck charm.

And trust me when I say this, they never gave a shit either. Not once they laid eyes on Lisa. Guys never had any complaints if you know what I mean and usually, if things went right and it was a good threesome of dudes we got matched up with...well, let’s just say Lisa can be very generous with the amount of uh, luck, she’s willing to spread around.

But like I said, more on that later.

I guess now would be a good time to tell you that I’m a scratch golfer. Actually, probably even a little better than that. I spent a few years on tour. Honest to god. Won a few small to mid-tournaments and even had a top-fifty finish in a major, but eventually I flamed out and settled down. Made a killing though, relatively speaking, and I was smart with my money so I’m all set there.

Now, like I said, I just travel the world with my bombshell wife and live it up, playing golf and seeing what other kinds of adventures we can find for ourselves.

On this particular day, we found ourselves in sunny SoCal and it was the day after Christmas. The course was dead and as we walked through the parking lot, I noticed there were hardly any cars at all and I began to worry we might be the only people going out on the course that day.

Don’t get me wrong, it wouldn’t have been all bad. Lisa and I could get into plenty of trouble when it was just the two of us (and we often did) but we always liked a bigger group. The more the merrier was our unofficial motto.

We approached the behemoth of a clubhouse which looked like a giant, southern mansion overlooking a lush green landscape just off the Pacific Ocean to our left. We walked up the stone steps and I removed my cap, as per the sign on the door, as we walked inside.

The pro-shop was just off the main entrance of the building and the place felt as empty as Al Capone’s vault. But there was a young man behind the counter who waved to us and smiled.

“Hi, folks. Welcome to Whispering Straits. How can I help you?”

I cleared my throat.

“Uhh yeah I have a 9am tee time. For one. She’s gonna ride along with me if that’s alright.”

“Of course sir, what was the name on the reservation?”

“Evan Brown.”

“Ahh yes, I have you right here sir.”

I handed over my card to pay for the reservation.

“So, am I with anyone else?”

“Yes sir, a threesome. Only tee time of the day in fact. I can’t recall us ever being this dead before.”

My ears perked up at the mention of a threesome because that’s exactly what my wife and I were hoping for.

“I see,” I said. And before I could continue the young man decided to fill the silence.

“You are of course welcome to hang back or head out early if you’d like to play solo today. Usually we don’t allow singles but since there’s no one else…”

“No that’s alright,” I said, “I’d prefer some company anyway.”

“Of course sir, the only thing would be I’d have to charge a cart fee for your wife if it’s a full-foursome going out together.”

I waved my hand, money was no object for us.

“Of course, not a problem at all. Totally understand.”

He punched a few numbers on the keyboard of his computer and bam.

“Alright, all set sir. Will you be needing anything else this morning?”

I paused for a moment and thought about trying to gauge his interest in my wife maybe giving him a handjob while we waited or something but I decided he was a little too buttoned up for that kind of thing. His name tag said his name was Will and I could just tell, Will was a straight edge kid who’d worry about getting fired and that was fair enough, I couldn’t blame him.

“No, that’ll be all,” I said. I pointed out the window over his shoulder to a group of three men who were practicing on the putting green just a few hundred feet from the clubhouse. “That my group out there?”

“Yep, that’s them.”

I smiled and nodded. I turned to see Lisa who was already checking them out.

“Let’s go take a closer look,” I said and took her by the hand and led her outside.

❖ ❖ ❖

“Oh my god, they’re all so hot,” she whispered as we approached. “Now we just have to hope they’re hung.” She squeezed my arm with excitement as I placed my golf bag down on one of the carts and strapped it in.

“We’ll certainly find out,” I said, grabbing my putter and a few practice balls before heading over to join them on the green.

Lisa stayed in the cart while I went over to put.

“Morning, guys,” I said. “I’m Evan.”

The guy closest to me was tall. About six-foot-two and built like a house. He looked like he spent a lot of time in the sun, probably golfing, based on his tan forearms and face. He was wearing a striped purple shirt and khaki pants.

“Hi Evan,” he reached out to shake my hand. “Dustin.”

“Nice to meet you, Dustin,” I said. The other two guys had stopped putting and were walking over to where we stood.

Dustin pointed over his shoulder.

“That’s Mike. And that’s Nate.”

“Nice to meet you guys,” I said as I shook Mike’s hand first and then Nate’s.

Mike was shorter than Dustin, but looked even more muscular and athletic. He had dark, ebony skin and the whitest smile I’d ever seen.

“Hi Dustin,” he said, “really sorry you got stuck with us today.”

A little corny golf humor.

I gave him a polite courtesy laugh.

Nate was about my height, five-foot-ten or so and had what I supposed you’d call an athletic dad bod? Muscle in certain places, fat in some others, mainly the face and gut. Beer weight I would surmise. But he was handsome enough and had a confident, firm grip when he took my hand.

“Dustin, welcome aboard. Got plenty of beer so don’t be shy if you need a cold one.”

Of course you do, I thought.

“Thanks, Nate. I’ll keep that in mind. I’ll probably need one after the second hole.”

A little more corny golf humor. I got the same polite courtesy laughs in return.

That was when I heard Lisa clear her throat.

“Ahem,” she said.

“Oh my gosh. You guys, I’m so sorry. Where are my manners? This is my wife Lisa. She’s going to be riding along with me today.”

“Well, then I am really sorry -” Mike stopped short. I don’t know for sure, but I sensed another corny golf joke was coming. But he stopped dead. In fact all three of them stopped what they were doing when they finally noticed Lisa was sitting in the golf cart just to the edge of the practice green.

Much like my jaw in the parking lot just moments before, all three of theirs were in need of picking up off the putting surface.

I waved for Lisa to come over and meet everyone.

She hopped out of the cart and bounced over to where we were standing. A bubbly smile stretched across her face the whole time. Oh and she wasn’t wearing a sports bra either so she wasn’t exactly the only thing that bounced over if you know what I mean.

“Hi guys!” she said. “I’m Lisa, so nice to meet you. Hope you don’t mind if I tag along today.”

There was a stunned silence for a solid two seconds, maybe three before anyone said anything at all.

I could see it all over their faces.

Pure lust.

Every one of them was imagining what Lisa looked like naked. What it would be like to stick their cock between those perfect breasts and maybe, just maybe what it would be like to blow a fat, hot load inside her tight, fertile pussy.

And lucky for them, they were going to get a chance to do all of that and more.

They didn’t know it just then.

But once we got out there, maybe after nine holes or so, when we were firmly away from the clubhouse where any wandering eyes might just happen to catch a glimpse, they were going to get their chance to have their way with her if they wanted to.

And of course they wanted to. And I couldn’t wait to set it all in motion and watch it unfold.

That was my favorite part.

❖ ❖ ❖

The first time Lisa and I decided it might be fun to explore sexual adventures like the one I’m about to describe was about five or maybe six years ago. It wasn’t exactly our idea but things just kind of fell into place and now here we were. One minute you’re a boring, perfectly normal, monogamous couple and the next minute a casual acquaintance, friend-of-a-friend-of-a-friend really, at an uber exclusive, private club is asking if he can get a blowjob from your wife if he can out drive you on the twelfth hole.

That’s what happened to me...to us.

Like I said, we were at a super exclusive private club. I won’t say which but let’s just say sitting U.S. Presidents can’t even get on this course. It’s that tight.

Me? I just got lucky I guess, or maybe Lisa had something to do with it. Perhaps that was this guy’s plan all along.

But we were on the twelfth hole and this guy, the one who’d gotten me on in the first place, he’d been eyeing up Lisa since the moment we met in the parking lot that morning and well, he’d been doing a bit of drinking while we were out there too. No judgments from me, I’m just giving you all the pertinent details.

Anyway, guess it took him a few pops to get his courage up but he finally made his move. I teed one up and gave it a good wallop. Nothing other-worldly but a solid three-hundred-and-ten yards right down the middle.

And this guy, Matt was his name, he whistles and says, “Whoa boy, heck of a drive right there.”

“Thanks,” I replied.

“Tell you what, why don’t we make things interesting,” he says.

I nod, “alright, what’ll it be?”

“If I outdrive you --”

I scoffed, cutting him off mid-sentence. He hadn’t hit one over two-eighty all day and there was no way he could outdrive me even though he had me by a few inches and maybe forty pounds. I’d been watching him all day and there just wasn’t any chance he could approach my three-ten.

But he heard me scoff and he got a little mad. Maybe that’s what gave him the extra push.

“Alright, wise ass,” he says, “if I outdrive you, your wife has to give me a blowjob.”

And as he said it, he took the shaft of his driver and pointed it right at Lisa who was sitting in the cart, safely out of earshot and not really paying attention to us.

I’d just taken a sip of beer and almost spit the entire thing out right in this guy’s face.

“What?” I asked, not quite believing my ears.

“You heard me,” he said.

And he was right. I did hear him. Loud and clear. It was just one of those things where it’s so damn shocking you just have to ask them to repeat it anyway even though you know exactly what they said word for word and you won’t ever forget it for as long as you live after that.

I looked back at Lisa sitting in the cart and she was still blissfully unaware of what we were talking about.

And I don’t know. I don’t know what made me say okay, but now, I think, it must have been in me all along. This desire to watch my wife perform lewd sexual acts with other men for my benefit and amusement. What else could it be?

I could lie and say I said yes because I knew he couldn’t outdrive me, but that wasn’t the reason. And besides doesn’t my honor and social convention say I should have punched the guy’s goddamn lights out right then and there?

‘Course it does.

But I didn’t do that either.

Instead, I just smiled and said, “alright.”

This guy, Matt, couldn’t believe his ears. He was dumbfounded when I said it. Just like that, “alright.”

“Seriously? You think she’d…”

“You leave that part to me, you worry about your drive,” I folded my arms and awaited his attempt to somehow out drive me. “Besides, no way you can even sniff three-hundred.”

So, Matt turns away silently and tees up his ball. He’s got this determined look on his face. He’s locked in. And it makes me a little nervous but, still, he’s got no shot.

“Wait a minute,” I say, “what do I get if you lose?”

Matt thinks while he’s taking some practice swings.

“I’ll get you on this course again, whenever you want and you can bring a guest of your choice. How about that?”

I nodded. Sounded fair to me.

He takes a few more practice swings and then lines up his shot. He brings the club back swiftly and ferociously like he’s itching to put a hurting on that tiny white ball that’s done nothing wrong to him, nothing at all. His backswing is long too, so long he almost smacks himself in the face with the club head.

Then he unleashes all that anger and fury and swings down at the ball and I know it right away, I can tell by the sound. It’s pure and true. He smashes it.

But even then, I wouldn’t have been worried. Because even his best smash shot is probably two-ninety, two-ninety-five tops. So, I should still feel safe.

But I don’t.

Because almost the instant I heard that sound, the driver head smashing into the golf ball, the wind picks up. And picks up is an understatement. It’s suddenly a howling gale and it is blowing right at our backs.

And his ball catches that wind and it sails.

And sails.

And sails.

Like a small missile into the clear blue, December sky, it launches itself into the great beyond and arcs out over the fairway and lands right next to my ball with a thud.

And a hop.

And another hop.

And another before it starts to roll and roll and roll.

When it comes to a stop I can see it well out in front of my ball. Even all the way back on the tee box, I know.

I know he did it.

And he does too.

He turns to me and makes a face as if to say, well, are you going to tell her or am I?

And again I should be mad. Upset. Jealous. Hurt. Embarrassed.

Anything.

But I’m just not.

So, I just shrug my shoulders and say, “Hey, a bets a bet. I’ll go see what I can do.”

I hop in the cart next to Lisa and Matt hops into his and we drive out towards our balls in the middle of the fairway.

I let Matt get a nice head start before I hit the gas pedal.

Then I turn to Lisa and say, “You’re not going to believe it, but…”

“If you’re okay with it, I’ll do it,” she says, cutting me off mid-sentence.

“What? What are you...?”

“I could hear everything you guys said, I wasn’t that far away.”

“Seriously?”

“Seriously I could hear you or seriously I’ll suck his dick for you?”

“Both?”

Lisa smiled and the two of us laughed the whole way to my ball.

I got out, lined up my shot and hit it. I don’t recall exactly where it went but I think it went just off the edge of the green because I recall it was a decent up and down for par.

To make a long story short, when we got to Matt’s ball, Lisa got out and went right up to him, right there in the middle of the fairway and said, “alright, drop ‘em.”

“Huh?”

“My husband told me about your bet, now I’m here to let you collect.”

Matt just stood there, not sure what to do. So, Lisa took it into her own hands. She started unbuckling his belt and then unzipped his pants.

In one smooth, practice motion she ripped his pants down to his ankles and dropped to her knees in front of him.

His half-hard cock flopped in the breeze and before I knew it, Lisa was wrapping her soft, wet lips around his pink, fleshy pencil and blowing him right in the middle of the twelve fairway at one of the most prestigious golf courses in the country.

She swallowed his load after about two minutes - trust me, you wouldn’t be able to last long either if you were lucky enough to have my wife’s mouth on your cock - and after that we went on playing as if nothing happened.

We finished the round, I think I ended up one under par and was happy with myself.

Lisa and I went back to our hotel room and fucked like wild animals all night. It was the best se we’d ever had and we both ending up agreeing...that it was fucking hot. Whatever it was. And we wanted to do it again.

And we have many times since.

Matt was happy too.

So happy in fact, he called me later to tell me thanks and that he really needed that blowjob and that I could come back any time I wanted with a plus one too.

So...you tell me, who won that bet in the end?

I’m not so sure it wasn’t really me.

❖ ❖ ❖

So anyway, back to my little story about us at Whispering Straits with Dustin, Mike, and Nate. I guess you could say by that point we’d progressed quite a bit. We’d gone from an innocent little blowjob on the fairway to well, you’ll see.

We always made our move on the twelfth hole (this one happened to be a long par five). It was tradition, I guess you could say, and it almost always worked. After a while we got a little superstitious about it.

Lisa had been working her magic the whole round up to that point. She was flirting and bending over just so. She’d help the guys find their balls, golf balls that is. She bought everyone a beer at the turn and was actively rooting for everyone to do well.

She was putting on quite the show.

I caught every one of them - Dustin, Mike, and Nate - staring at her ass or tits at least two or three times apiece. Once I even caught Dustin and his face turned bright red. But I just gave him a sly smile and an approving nod.

I didn’t mind one bit.

Another time I swore Dustin was eyeing up the ankle just above her right foot. And I swore he was going to say something but he didn’t.

For those who don’t know, the anklet worn in a certain way can indicate to certain “like-minded” people that a wife is available or that a couple “swings,” as it were.

Of course, it could always just be an innocent ankle bracelet in the end and you could really embarrass yourself if you interpret the signs in the wrong way. So, I was always skeptical about how effective it was in the end. But it was hot and sexy to know what it meant to us.

Anyway, where was I?

Ahh yes, on the twelfth hole...that’s where I made my indecent proposal. It was my go to at that point and I was batting nearly a thousand with it.

I’d been mopping the floor with those guys all day, playing some of the best golf I’d played in years, maybe even since I was on tour.

So I stepped up to the tee and took a few easy practice swings.

“What do you guys say we make things a little interesting?”

“What, like...money?” Mike said.

“No way, no fair,” said Nate.

“Yeah, sorry Ev. You’ve been killing us all day. I don’t really feel like losing any money today. This round was expensive enough as it is,” Dustin said.

I shook my head and teed up my ball.

“No. Not money.” I took some easy practice swings again and then stopped. I looked up to make eye contact with them so they knew I was being serious. “I see you guys eyeing up my wife. Don’t feel like you have to lie about it either. It’s ok. I know how hot she is and I don’t mind it, really. In fact, I’m quite a generous man.”

“Generous?” Mike said under his breath, I saw his eyes flash briefly to my wife and then down to her ankle. I had them under my spell and hanging on every word. I think maybe somewhere, on a subconscious level, they knew where I was taking things. Their intellectual, social brains - whatever you want to call it - had no fucking clue. But their lizard brains? Those monkey minds? They knew something was up.

“That’s right. And that’s why I want to make a proposal. A bet really. You three against me. One hole. You can play your best ball between the three of you each shot. Whoever scores lower takes the hole.”

I looked up and locked eyes with them.

“Okay, what’s the bet?”

“Well,” I said, turning away and returning to my ball, “If I win, you guys chip in and cover my round, plus Lisa’s cart fee, and let’s say a round of drinks at the clubhouse afterwards.”

“Alight,” Nate said suspiciously, eyeing me up and waiting for me to continue.

“And if we win?” Dustin asked, his eyes darted quickly to Lisa’s anklet again then back to me.

“If you win, meaning if between the three of you, using your best ball for each shot, score lower than I do, you each get a turn with my wife.”

I motioned toward Lisa and the three of them finally took their eyes off me and turned to look in her direction.

She smiled and waved and gave a slight nod. It was obvious she knew what was going down. And the look on their faces was priceless when they realized it wasn’t a joke. I was being serious. We were serious.

“You can’t be serious,” Nate said. But he knew I was.

“Sorry, you’re right. We don’t have that kind of time and I misspoke. You each get a turn, but you all have to go at the same time if you get what I’m saying.”

Dustin folded his arms.

“So, that’s is what it is,” Dustin said, pointing to indicate her anklet.

“Indeed it is,” I said.

There was a long pause. I addressed my ball and took a nice, easy swing and crushed the ball right down the middle of the fairway about three-hundred-and-ten yards.

Just like always.

The fact that Dustin was explaining to Mike and Nate just exactly what that anklet meant during my backswing didn’t throw me off one bit, in fact, it only made me focus more intensely.

❖ ❖ ❖

I suppose you might be wondering why I wouldn’t just throw the hole. Why not hook my ball into the rough or hit one way out of bounds or something?

Well that one’s easy. I’m competitive as hell. I’m a sportsman and I have integrity. I want to come by things honestly.

And so even though I ultimately wanted them to beat me...I wasn’t about to simply stand aside and let them.

Besides, something tells me that the golf gods or the sex gods or whoever the fuck, wouldn’t take too kindly to that and I happen to believe that karma is a bitch.

So, I gave it my honest to god best shot.

Dustin was first to tee off and he hit a respectable shot down the middle, about two-hundred and seventy yards. Mike and Nate couldn’t quite match his performance with their tee shots and so they played his drive as their first shot.

From there, they had about three hundred yards to go and wisely chose to diversify their approaches.

They ended up using Mike’s shot that left them about one-forty to the hole. An easy pitching wedge.

My second shot, well I gripped it and ripped it and went for the green and it was almost a complete disaster. But I left it well short on the right side and I didn’t end up in the bunker.

And my third shot wouldn’t really matter.

Because once again, whatever force sent that howling gale all those years ago that was responsible for starting us down this path, well it showed up.

Nate stepped up to hit his approach shot and he hadn’t sniffed a decent shot all day long. But his luck finally turned around.

It was a nice, easy swing, fluid and relaxed. And he struck it pure. I could tell right off the back it was going to be a nice shot, but soon it became clear that the ball was headed straight at the pin.

The ball bounced about three feet in front of the hole, deadened and rolled right up to the edge of the cup, hovered there for what felt like minutes and then slowly tipped over the edge and into the hole. The rattle of the ball on the white plastic at the bottom of the cup seemed to echo across the treetops.

Nate leapt nearly three feet in the air and Mike and Dustin hugged each other while they screamed like maniacs. An Eagle-three on what was the hardest hole on the entire course.

Lisa was squealing with delight. She knew it was about to go down and I assumed she was probably getting wet right then and there thinking about what each of their cocks looked like.

That left me with only one option. I had to chip in from about fifty yards away just to tie the hole and force another playoff hole.

And I almost pulled it off. My chip stopped about six inches shy and left me an easy tap in for a birdie.

But, a birdie ain’t an eagle and Dustin, Mike, and Nate had won the hole. I could say it was a miracle, but I know it wasn’t. They won fair and square.

And it was time to pay the piper.

Which I was more than happy to do.

❖ ❖ ❖

There was a nice little alcove in a thicket of trees just off the twelfth green that would offer us the perfect cover for our devious little rendezvous.

Lisa led the way, bouncing over to the trees as if she had never been more excited in her life. She disappeared out of sight while I went over the ground rules with Dustin, Mike, and Nate.

“Wait…” Mike said, “We’re not really doing this, are we?”

Dustin and Nate looked at him like he was crazy.

“Of course we are,” Dustin said. “What are you, nuts? She’s the hottest woman any of us has ever seen.”

Nate nodded in agreement.

“Plus,” I said, “it’s an all or nothing thing. If you back out, no one gets any. Lisa wants all three cocks.”

Mike hesitated for a moment.

“Come on, man. You guys won fair and square. Don’t let your friends down now.”

“Alright, alright. You’re right.”

“Atta boy,” Nate said.

“Okay, now. Just a couple quick ground rules.”

“Let me guess, no anal?” Dustin said, rolling his eyes.

“Actually no, anal is fine as long as Lisa wants it.”

Dustin looked relieved.

“And that’s the ground rules in a nutshell - whatever Lisa says, goes. You respect every word that comes out of her mouth and don’t even think for a second about questioning her directives. Sounds fair?”

“Absolutely.”

“More than fair.”

“Sounds good to me.”

I slapped Dustin on the back.

“Alright, well...let’s go then.”

And the four of us turned and headed for the woods.

“Hey, Ev. What are you going to do?”

“Why, I’m going to watch, of course,” I said and a big smile stretched across my face as we entered the thicket and I saw Lisa was already completely naked, down on her knees, and fingering her wet pussy.

❖ ❖ ❖

“Hey boys,” she said with a grin. “Ready to get this party started?”

Her tits were perky, nipples were hard. She was playing with her clit and occasionally would slip a finger or two inside her wet slit.

“Holy shit,” Dustin whispered as all three of them stopped dead in their tracks.

She beckoned them over with her index finger and they began to approach.

“Let’s see those cocks, boys. Take ‘em out for me and show me what ya got,” she said and giggled a slutty little giggle that sent the blood rushing down to my own cock. I grabbed it from outside my pants and gently tugged on it.

“Enjoy, fellas,” I said, taking a seat just off to the side on a freshly cut tree stump.

Dustin took the spot directly in front of her. Nate stood off to her right and Mike took the remaining position on her left.

Lisa looked up at them in wonder and with greed on her face as she brushed her hand against each of their crotches from outside their pants, much like I had just done to my own cock.

“Mmm, oh my god, I’ve been waiting all day for this,” she said.

For a moment, no one did anything and Lisa looked a little annoyed.

She snapped her fingers at them.

“Alright! Let’s go, who’s gonna be first?”

She didn’t have to tell Dustin twice as he unbuckled his pants and quickly dropped them to his ankles. He reached into his boxer shorts and pulled out a fat hog that was almost as wide as it was long. And believe me when I tell you, it was long. So, what does that tell you about it’s girth?

Lisa’s green eyes lit up with excitement. A nice thick cock was her favorite kind of big dick. She loved the feeling of being stretched wide open. She liked them “soda-can thick at least,” she liked to say.

“Oh wow,” she said, reaching out to touch it and then looking up at Dustin, “Hey big boy, can I put my mouth on it?” She was playing the sweet, little innocent slut act right now and it was really working for me.

Dustin nodded that she could and Lisa opened her mouth to take him in. She made sure to look over at me with great eye contact while she did it.

Lisa needed to damn near unhinge her jaw to accommodate the thickness of his prick and could only really put the bulbous head in her mouth before she couldn’t fit any more.

“Mmm,” she moaned as she sucked him off. Both Nate and Mike stood there seemingly in shock as they watched Lisa on her knees, sucking their friends' giant cock. Lisa reached up with both hands and pulled down on their waistbands trying to get them to whip out their cocks.

When she finally came up for air off of Dustin’s cock, she said, “Come on, boys. What are you waiting for? Join the party.”

It was then that they finally snapped out of their stupor and followed Dustin’s lead. Pants were dropped to the ground and half-hard, getting harder cocks were pulled out and presented to my wife albeit with some trepidation at first.

“Ooo, wow, you all have such pretty cocks,” she said as she turned to Mike and took his dark, black cock in her hand and stroked it a little. It was almost as long as Dustin’s but not quite and not nearly as thick. Still, it was certainly a big cock by any standard and I could tell Lisa was quite pleased.

She opened her mouth and sucked on Mike for a little while as she jerked off Dustin in her hand.

Then she turned to Nate. He had a nice cock, don’t get me wrong. But it was almost a carbon copy of mine. Maybe slightly above average at best and nothing really extraordinary about it.

And you know what? That was just fine too. Just because Lisa is a size queen doesn’t mean she can’t or won’t play with guys who have average equipment. Hell, she plays with mine all the time and trust me when I tell you, she loves it.

She reached up and grabbed his shaft as she flicked her tongue out to lick the head of Nate’s cock.

“Hi Nate,” she whispered.

“Hi,” he whispered back. Then he tilted his head up towards the sky and closed his eyes as Lisa took him all the way down her throat until there was nothing of his shaft left and her nose was pressed flush against his pelvis.

That is one definite advantage us average guys have over our larger counterparts: experiencing the joy of a good deep-throat. And there was no one better than Lisa. She had seemingly no gag reflex whatsoever and so she held it there for almost a minute as Nate thrusted himself down her throat and facefucked her.

My cock was now rock hard and I had it out in my hands as I sat on that tree stump and watched my wife suck the cocks of three guys who were up until just a few short hours ago, perfect strangers to us.

And I was loving every minute of it.

❖ ❖ ❖

After a few minutes sucking their dicks, alternating between them and trying her best to give them all equal attention, Lisa was ready to get fucked. And she said as much.

“Okay, I’m ready to get fucked. Who wants to go first?”

She stood up, walked over to me on the tree stump and leaned forward, grabbing hold of my thighs just above my knees for balance. She got close up to my face and planted a wet kiss on my lips and smiled at me.

“You enjoying the show baby?”

I nodded vigorously in response, too turned on to articulate any kind meaningful verbal response. She kissed me again and then turned back to Dustin, Mike, and Nate. They were all watching us and stroking their hard cocks. They were ready now. Ready to run a train on my wife and I couldn’t wait to watch it happen.

Dustin, naturally, was up first. He got up behind her and slapped the head of his meaty pole up against the entrance to her pussy and it made a wet, smacking sound that seemed to really carry. For a moment it made me worry we’d be discovered, maybe by that straight edge kid, Will from the pro-shop and then who knew what might happen. I supposed if they wanted they could make a lot of trouble for us and we could probably face some kind of criminal charges or least hefty fines.

But my mind was suddenly pulled back into the present as Lisa’s fingernails dug into the flesh of my thighs and her knuckles turned white as she held on for dear life.

He was sliding himself inside her and she was having her breath taken right out of her.

“Wait, stop!” she said. “If you go first, you’ll ruin me for everyone else. No offense guys.”

“Hey, none taken,” they said.

Lisa looked at Nate and without saying a word at all it was understood. He was to go first. My wife would work her way up in size from there.

“Come on, don’t be shy Nate, baby. Come give me some of that smooth, sexy cock of yours,” she bit her bottom lip and turned to face me again as Nate approached from behind and took Dustin’s place.

Soon he was sliding himself inside her and Lisa shut her eyes tight as she bucked and swayed with the rhythm of Nate’s thrusts.

She began to breathe heavily and fast. I took her left cheek in the palm of my right hand and caressed it while she got fucked. I slid my thumb near her wet, plump lips that were smeared red with her lipstick from sucking so much dick already and I offered it to her. She took it gently in her mouth and sucked on it.

I don’t know why, but that always turned me on so much to watch her suck my fingers. It felt good and dirty and sexy and whenever she did it, it drove me wild.

In less than three minutes, Nate was getting ready to blow his load.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” he grunted and before anyone could tell him where and when or if he should go for it, he was unleashing himself inside my wife.

Lisa’s eyes went wide with surprise.

“Oh fuck, baby. He’s coming inside me. Holy shit that’s so warm. Oh it feels so nice,” Lisa began to shake and come ever so lightly as her body accepted Nate’s hot load.

“Shit, sorry. Couldn’t hold it any more,” Nate said, looking around. Slightly embarrassed.

“All good man,” I said, “she doesn’t, mind, do you babe?”

“Not at all,” Lisa said.

That’s when Mike stepped up behind her, just as the first few drops of Nate’s jizz began to ooze back out of her pussy, and prepared to enter her.

“And I don’t mind either,” he said.

He slid his long, dark cock right inside Lisa’s dripping wet and come-filled pussy and took her breath away.

❖ ❖ ❖

She looked back at him and then at me, eyes still wide with wonder.

“Holy shit that’s so fucking hot, I’ve never been fucked with someone else’s come already in my pussy, fuck I’m gonna come, oh shit, I’m coming already. I’m coming!”

She was screaming loud enough at this point that although it was hot, I began to worry someone might hear and we’d be found out. But it didn’t last long this time either.

Lisa’s eyes began to roll back in her head so that I could only see the whites and a Chesire-cat smile stretched across her face. She was gone for a few seconds, lost in a world of pure, total bliss that was so all-encompassing I could only ever guess at what she must have been feeling.

I took my cock in my hand and slowly stroked myself to that image of her. It was beautiful art and she was perfect. I’ll never forget it.

After she came down from the high, she opened her eyes and took a heavy exhale.

“Wow,” she said. And she leaned down to suck on my cock a little while Mike continued pounding her from behind in the woods just off the twelfth green.

She soon popped her mouth off my glistening cock and turned to Mike.

“You gonna come for me too baby? Put a nice hot load inside me just like your friend? Yeah? Oh, fuck. That’s it, pump it into me baby. Come inside me, ohhhhhhh…”

Mike began to grunt and breath heavily. His body began to shake from the intense orgasm he was having as he deposited another load, right alongside Nate’s, inside my wife’s pussy.

She now had two loads of come inside her and was ready for a third.

It was finally Dustin’s turn.

❖ ❖ ❖

“Holy shit that’s a thick dick,” she whispered. “Oh my god, yes stretch me baby. Stretch my tight, little pussy with that fat cock.”

Dustin had waited patiently for this moment and managed to stay hard the entire time. He’d watched everything silently and without comment, just the occasional tug on his cock to keep the blood flowing as he watched his two golfing buddies ravage a stranger’s wife.

Lisa was getting exactly what she had learned to love - to crave with an insatiable lust - a big, thick, meaty cock that was almost as wide as it was long. She loved having her walls stretched to their absolute limits.

And I’ll be honest, I loved it too. There was something so depraved and nasty about fucking my wife’s wet lips after they’d been taken to their limit. I loved feeling how well-used she was in the aftermath of a good pounding and I could usually only last about a minute before busting inside her.

So, needless to say, I think we were both very pleased that Dustin was in the group. Not that there was anything wrong with Nate or Mike or their performances or equipment. It was just our preference I guess you could say.

Dustin started slow at first and then began to thrust harder and faster as Lisa’s lips stretched to accommodate him and his insane girth.

“Oh god, yes. That’s exactly what I needed. Stretch me baby. That’s your pussy right now, take it baby. Take it!”

I loved hearing her talk like that.

And yes, when we first started...sure, I had some hang ups about everything and hearing her talk like that. But by the time we were out among those trees just off the twelfth green at Whispering Straits, well...I was already well past those hangups and insecurities. I’d worked through all my baggage and now we just had fun and let the chips fall where they may.

So, I don’t really want to get into all that psychological stuff right now if that’s ok. I’d rather just talk about how hot my wife looked taking that big, thick cock right in front of me in the great outdoors on one of the world’s most prestigious golf courses. Because I think that’s the real story, don’t you?

After he’d made Lisa come twice, Dustin took his meaty cock out of her pussy and rested it on her left ass cheek. It was covered in white, thick resin from her cunt and it looked so hot smearing all over Lisa’s firm, tanned skin.

He picked his cock up and slapped it against her ass cheek.

“You gonna let me put it in your ass?”

Lisa looked to me.

“Up to you baby,” I said.

“I don’t know if I’m ready for all that to be in my ass, at least not right now. Not today.”

Dustin smiled.

“Okay, you’re the boss,” he said and slipped his dick back inside her pussy and began to pound the shit out of her.

While she was coming for a third time he leaned down and whispered in her ear.

“If you ever decide you want this big fat cock in your ass someday, well...just make another tee time I guess and hopefully we can make it happen.”

Lisa bit her bottom lip and smiled.

“Deal,” she said as she began to moan and scream and shake.

Dustin began to breath heavily and slowly and I could tell he was going to bust soon.

My cock lurched and I couldn’t help it. The thought of three hot loads from strangers deep in my wife’s belly was too much to handle.

And so as Dustin was coming inside my wife, I stood up and grabbed her head, forcing it onto my cock and I fucked her face until I blew every last drop of jizz I had in me down her slutty little throat.

The five of us stood there, panting and shaking and wondering what the hell just happened.

“Well, that was fucking awesome!” Lisa said, wiping a dribble of my come off her lips and licking her fingers. “Thank you boys.”

She said. And she gave each one of us a slow, sensual kiss as she went around and picked up her clothes off the ground.

We all got changed and headed back out to play the remaining six holes and I must say, we all played incredibly well. I don’t think any of us was over par for those six holes and at the end of our round I think they all understood now exactly why Lisa was my good luck charm and I brought her out with me whenever I could.

❖ ❖ ❖

There was one other thing that happened that day before we left to go home to our hotel and fuck each other’s brains out for the remainder of the day (and that’s exactly what we did, mind you).

After we said goodbye to Dustin, Mike, and Nate, we went back into the pro-shop to buy some souvenir merchandise.

The same young man, Will, was still manning the register and seemed to be the only one there but something about him was different. Something about him had changed but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it.

I grabbed a shirt, a hat, and some commemorative golf balls and went to check out. Lisa was at my side and as I placed my things on the counter, Will smiled at me.

“How was your round Mr. Brown?” he asked, but he said it like he knew something. Like he had some inside information about me. Like perhaps maybe he knew…

“How was that twelfth hole? It can be a real adventure, if you know what I mean.”

And that sealed the deal. The fucker knew. He’d seen us. Or heard us. Or somehow gotten wind of what went down on that hole.

“I’m not sure what you mean,” I said, trying to play it cool even though inside I was anything but.

“Oh, I think you do,” Will said and he looked at Lisa. “Such a naughty girl, Mrs. Brown.”

It appeared all at once that I had greatly underestimated this young man before. It seemed he was very clever and very much aware of his surroundings. Perhaps I should have made the devious offer that was in my head earlier. But, no time like the present I always say.

“So, what do you want?”

Will looked at me quizzically.

“I’m not sure you mean, Mr. Brown?”

“Please, call me Evan.”

“Well, Evan. I’m not sure what you mean.”

“To keep quiet about, uh, our adventures on the twelfth hole. What do you want?”

“Ohhh, that,” he said with faux modesty and ignorance. He crossed his arms and thoughts a little. “I want to stick it in her ass.”

Lisa’s mouth dropped and I was stunned into silence. I was not expecting anything so blunt or direct as that.

Once I finally gathered myself, I said, “well, she’s right here. You can speak to her directly if you like and her name is Lisa.”

Will turned to Lisa and smiled.

“Of course, my apologies, Lisa. But I’d love to stick it in your ass and not have to call the cops and have you and your husband arrested or fined or anything. How does that sound?”

Lisa bit her bottom lip.

“I think that sounds hot as fuck,” she said. And she led the young man Will into the broom closet off the main hall and let him stick his little prick in her ass as I listened from outside the door.

Then, after all that was finally over, we went back to our room and fucked all night.

THE END
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About F. Rey Noel

I’m a bit of a digital nomad, but my home base is sunny Key West, FL.

I love to write erotic romance and I specialize in hotwife/wife-sharing stories because, well...that’s what turns me on. There’s something about insatiable women who could never be satisfied by just one man (and the men who love them for it) that really piques my interest and gets my, uh, creative juices flowing.

I spend most of my time on a beach somewhere, soaking up the rays and exploring the sunnier, more mischievous side of life by combing through the depths of my own devious mind.

Aside from that, I have a voracious appetite for erotic literature, cigars, rum, and anything Cuban.

I write what I write, generally in long binges (sometimes with the help of certain substances and sometimes not) and let the chips fall where they may.

We might have some ups and downs along the way, but stick with me and I promise, we'll have one hell of a journey together.

I really hope you enjoyed this book and please, please, please consider leaving a review. Even if you didn’t like it, constructive criticism is always welcome (as long as you're gentle). Reviews are a huge help in boosting visibility and getting more people to see and read the book.

Again, thank you so much for reading and please feel free to reach out or connect with me on twitter (@FReyNoelErotica).

My other available works can be found here on Amazon.

And stay tuned! I have lots of hot, steamy wife sharing romances coming your way very soon!

"Buy the ticket, take the ride." - Hunter S. Thompson

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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