

Women ran past screaming with their faces turned green. It was a pretty typical scene considering the circumstances. Mike didn’t really pay it much mind. He had worked so hard all week at his job and it was time to unwind. Finally, St. Patrick’s Day was here! 


Mike looked over at his wife Sandra. She looked amazing today. Brown hair with blonde highlights done up in cute pigtails. A red football jersey over blue jean shorts that were oh so short. Whenever she would bend over, you could see the start of the curve of her ass. Mike had to restrain himself to not just pull her into a bathroom and bang her brains out. That could wait until later.


Sandra gave him a quick kiss on the cheek and told him that she was going to the bathroom. She looked absolutely stunning in her outfit today. If his team won today, he would bang her six ways to Sunday once they got home.


With an appraising eye, Mike watched her disappear into the crowd. What a piece of ass she was. That tight body just strutting around this huge crowd of horny guys. Any one of the men in the crowd would probably give his left nut for just five minutes along with her. Mike grinned to himself. Sandra was all his no matter what.


At the same time though, Mike sometimes wondered what it would be like if his wife ever slept with other guys. Sometimes as they cuddled together after sex, Sandra would ask him if he ever thought of doing a little swinging or couples stuff.


He always just brushed it off. Swinging was something for other people, not them. Mike had never done anything crazy like that in his life. He wouldn’t even know how to get into swinging if he wanted to. Still, the thought of his hot wife servicing another guy’s cock, for some reason, it seemed really erotic to Mike.


The idea of another guy having his way with her tight body, bending her over whatever is handy and plowing into her ass over and over again, now that was titillating. 


Mike had to watch himself. He was already starting to sport a boner here in such a private place. He had to control his thoughts and steer them away from the idea of other guys fucking his wife silly. After all, that was a pretty weird fantasy to have. Didn’t most guys think about doing two chicks at the same time? Why was Mike thinking about two guys doing his wife at the same time?


He tried to focus on the game that was coming up, but as he sipped his beer, Mike found that his mind kept wanting to drift back to the idea of other guys having their way with Sandra. It was so taboo which also made it even more appealing to him. How would another guy treat her if they were given permission to just bang her brains out? Would they cream her tight cunt? Would they make Sandra eat the cum right out of her own twat? Would they force Mike to eat their sperm out of his own wife?
Now that was a hot thought. A bunch of guys all tag teaming his wife filling her with so much cum that it is just spilling out of her tight body. What a delicious thought. Mike put a napkin over his lap as the thoughts turned to the idea of a crowd of guys all filling his wife up like a neighborhood whore. When they finished up with her, they might grab him by the back of the head and push his face in the mess they made. Like a puppy getting its face rubbed in a mess that it made, the big group of guys would make him eat up whatever they deposited in his wife.


Mike was breathing hard now at the idea of other guys taking his wife hard, fast, and without any protection. What a turn on. Mike thought he had heard a term for what he was thinking about. He thought it was called getting cucked. Probably read it on the internet somewhere. Regardless of the name, Mike felt a huge bulge in his pants whenever thoughts of other guys with his Sandra arose.


He licked at his lips and picked up a hot wing out of the spicy, orange sauce. It was pretty good considering it was bar food. Mike needed to just focus on his food and the game right now if he didn’t want to get called a pervert for sporting a huge erection in here. He could fantasize all he wanted about becoming a cuck at home.


Looking up at the big TV on the wall, Mike could see the game was going good for his team, Notre Dame. He had gone to school there for business so he cheered for them, but he had to admit, he wasn’t a big sports guy. From what he could see though, Notre Dame was winning the football game by a pretty large margin. It was the start of the third quarter and his team was already up 35 to 3. To lose at this point would be almost impossible.


One of the guys at the bar nodded up at the big TV. “Notre Dame is really kicking the crap out of them for now but they are still going to lose.”


Mike laughed so abruptly he snorted, looking over at the guy that just made the comment. The guy was on the bigger side, kind of burly with dirty blonde hair and a trucker hat. A big jersey hung on his muscular body like a flag advertising his team. Mike cleared his throat and pointed at the screen.


“My team is up 32 points here. No way they lose at this point. We are going to have a kick ass day because the Irish are going to win on Saint Paddy’s Day. We got this one.”


The burly guy just smiled and stuck out his hand. “My name is Frank. I like to always know the name of the man who is going to be a sore loser in a few hours.”


Mike exhaled loudly and shook Frank’s hand, taking another look at the score.


“Frank, you must not watch sports a lot because that lead is huge in football. I would bet anything the Irish take it on Saint Patrick’s Day.”


Frank mulled this over for a moment and then pursed his lips. “Are you sure you are a big football fan? Teams have come back from being down that much before.”


Mike waved his hands in the air. “I am sure it has happened, but how often? That is like a one in a million chance. You would be better off just playing the lotto.”


A few guys down at the end of the bar heard the conversation and sauntered over, their beer mugs in hand. The were all wearing the same jersey as Frank, the material hanging limply off their rock solid bodies. These guys were blue-collar workers that gained muscle through working all day. They weren’t trim, but Mike could tell they were strong.


One of the guys approached their conversation and stuck out his hand in a sign of friendship. Mike shook it and nodded at him.


“I couldn’t help but overhear what you guys were talking about. My name is Jason and this is my friend AJ. Were you guys looking to bet on the game here? If so, we want in on that action. AJ and I here both think the Irish choke. We’re predicting they lose it and give up all the points they hit in the first two quarters.”


“There is no way,” said Mike shaking his head emphatically. “You can’t expect me to take all three of you seriously. This is like a joke or something right?”


The three fans of the opposing side all stood their ground looking very serious. Mike threw up his hands and shrugged.  “Ok, if you guys want to bet on this blow out then we can. I have a hundred in my wallet right now. I was going to use it to get an Uber home after I got super wasted but instead I am putting it all on the Irish. I am so confident that they have this one, I am putting my ride home on the line.”


Frank pulled the other two guys aside for just a moment and there were some hushed whispers.  It looked like Jason was gesturing wildly for a second, pounding his fist into his other hand. Mike wanted to make some quick money off these guys, but it wasn’t worth getting beat up. What had them so excited?


The group of three fans walked up to him again after deliberating. It seemed like they were all smirking at Mike now. Mike was taken aback for a second. Why were these guys so confident now? Well, it was their money to lose.


Mike fished his hundred dollar bill out of his wallet and slapped it down on the bar, motioning over to the bartender for his attention. 


“I am putting my money down right now. If you guys want to just hand over three hundred bucks, I am fine with that one.”


The group of three guys didn’t even bother to cover up their smiles as they also put down their money. The bartender scooped up the four hundred dollars and acknowledged that he would act as the impartial mediator that would hold the cash.


Mike leaned back on his stool and called for another beer. He was going to get drunk as hell now. After all, these guys were going to just end up paying for all of his drinks anyway. All four of the guys took their places in front of the TV and watched as the game continued to unfold.


The Notre Dame Fighting Irish hung in the backfield, waiting for the punted ball to fall out of the air. Once the ball was caught, the receiving Notre Dame player took off like a rocket, charging toward the end zone. Mike was feeling giddy. He was going to make four hundred bucks off these suckers.


The Notre Dame player took a hard shot to the mid-section, the football shooting out of his hands as a huge player took him to the ground. Before Mike even knew what was going on, the opposing team had scored a touchdown off the fumble. He looked at the score now. Still a huge lead for his team. There was no way they could screw this up. It wasn’t like they could fumble the ball two or three more times. They were still up by a huge amount.


Players on both sides set up for the next kickoff. Once again the ball hurtled through the air, floating back down to the ground and into the hands of the waiting ND player. He only got about five yards before he was plowed by three guys at once. He went down like a sack of bricks and just laid on the field motionless for several seconds.


“Get up,” urged Mike, staring up at the screen. “Why is this guy acting like a pussy?” he said to the screen, visibly upset.


The three men that were betting against him all smiled, slowly sipping their beers as they watched Mike lose his temper. Frank nudged him with an elbow. “Why are you getting so upset man? I thought your team had this in the bag.”


“They do,” muttered Mike as he stared at the screen intently. He picked up another of his spicy hot wings and chewed at it thoughtfully. Maybe his team wasn’t as strong this year as he thought.


Frank nudged him again to get his attention. “Hey man, check out this chick in the pigtails. What a looker that one is. I would do anything to cream inside of her.”


Mike looked up and realized that Frank was pointing at his wife. She was returning from the bathroom and coming toward them.


“Oh shit,” said Frank. “Is that your wife man? It looks like she is coming over here. I didn’t know that was your chick.”
Mike looked over at Frank and the other two guys. “Yeah, that is my wife. I bet you guys would all love to fuck her.”


Frank went wide-eyed, not knowing what to say. He looked over at Jason and AJ who both didn’t know what to say here. It was an odd spot socially. On the one hand, all three of them wanted to fuck Mike’s wife. She was gorgeous and her nicely shaped breasts seemed to bounce effortlessly as she maneuvered her way through the crowd of people. Right now in the bar, just about every straight guy wanted to have his way with Mike’s wife. However, could they tell Mike they would love to screw her? Would he just deck them with a punch right there?


Frank stayed quiet. He really didn’t know how to respond to Mike. If he was reading the conversation wrong and told this stranger he would love to bang his wife, it would result in a fist fight that Frank would win, but he would also be hauled off to jail. AJ and Jason just licked their chops like two hungry dogs as Sandra pulled up a stool to enjoy the game with the rest of the group.


“How are you boys doing?” said Sandra with a flirtatious glimmer in her eyes. Frank could tell she was used to flirting with guys. She seemed to do it so effortlessly. Cracking his knuckles, Frank chuckled and took his shot.


“We are doing a lot better here now that you pulled up a stool. I always like to watch the game with a pretty woman nearby.”


Frank watched Mike, gauging his reaction as he flirted with his wife right in front of him. Mike didn’t say anything as he continued eating his hot wings. Frank smiled. This guy was a bit of a pussy. What kind of guy lets a stranger flirt with his wife right in front of him? Frank figured Mike must be one of those beta males that wouldn’t stand up for his woman. That was fine with him. His hot ass wife would look great riding his cock.


The game continued with Notre Dame barely holding onto their fifteen point lead. Frank grinned as his team took possession. What Mike didn’t know when he agreed to the bet was Notre Dame had to swap out quarterbacks at half-time. Frank knew that the fill in quarterback for Notre Dame was garbage. The only way they were going to have a shot at winning was keeping that key player healthy. Now that he was out with a torn ligament, the game was all but over for Notre Dame. Frank might not be able to take this guys wife, but he would be able to take his money.


Frank watched as his team took the snap. Wide receivers fanned out in a pre-set pattern, all running their routes and trying to ditch the coverage. One of the fastest receivers got lost in the shuffle and was wide open.


Mike groaned and threw a used chicken bone down in disgust. “He is wide open damn it,” he yelled, orange sauce spilling down his chin. Frank just shook his head and laughed as the wide open receiver marched into the end zone for a touch down. Once again, the lead for the Fighting Irish was cut. The score was now 35 – 17. 


Frank rubbed his palms together. “Looks like this game is going to be a lot tighter than expected Mike.” 


AJ nodded and cast a sidelong glance at Sandra. “This game is probably not the only thing that is tighter than expected.” Sandra heard the quip and winked over at AJ. 


“I am real tight boys. I have never had any complaints about things down there,” said Sandra with a twinkle in her eyes. “Most guys can’t even last more than a minute once they get going. Isn’t that right Mike?”


The group erupted in laughter, pointing at Mike and making jerk off motions with their hands. Mike just put his head down and kept quiet. Why was Sandra egging these guys on? Didn’t she know how guys were? Is she kept this up, they would all think that she wanted to fuck them.


The football game on the screen continued, Notre Dame taking the snap on the forty- yard line. Just like Frank predicted, the fill in quarterback didn’t have a hope or a prayer in this game. The opposing defense was just too well trained and ready to swarm here. The quarterback for Notre Dame hit the field hard as the ball squirted free into the hands of a player from the other team. Within less than a minute, the lead was cut yet again. 35 – 24. 


Mike was livid, getting up from his stool and pacing around the bar, incensed that his team was giving up point after point. It continued though, the whole crowd on the edge of their seats, craning their heads to see what would happen in this epic showdown.


Notre Dame took possession once more. Interception! The rookie quarterback tossed the ball away into traffic and Mike covered his eyes as his team lost yet another piece of their huge lead. The score now was 35 – 31. One more touchdown and his team was in danger of losing this game.


Mike clenched his teeth and looked at the clock. They were in the forth quarter now with not much time left. If they could just hold on a little longer, the Irish could take it home. Sandra suddenly didn’t seem as interested in the game once she caught a few glances from AJ and Jason. She was totally ignoring the big screen now, content to pull her stool up next to the group of three guys with muscular builds instead of her husband.


“So, how long do you guys usually last in bed?” said Sandra with a mischievous grin as Mike continued to study the screen like it would be the last football game ever played. Frank couldn’t believe how slutty she was being in front of her own husband. Was Mike going to step in here and take control of the situation? Right now, he was acting like a total cuck.


Sandra spun one of her pigtails with her finger, smiling at all the guys except for her husband who looked like he thought he might lose a lot of money soon. The crowd roared as the next touchdown was scored and Notre Dame fell behind on points. Mike threw up his hands in shock as the clock counted down to the end of the game, his favorite team losing their huge lead in an insane turn around.


“Pay up Mike,” said Frank, holding out his hand. 


Mike just mumbled something and pointed to the bartender.


“That’s right. I forgot he was holding the money,” said Frank as he motioned the guy over. Once the money was all counted out, everyone was smiling except for Mike. He looked around nervously and stuffed a few more wings in his mouth.


“I don’t have money to get home now. That was my cab money and I am too fucking drunk to go anywhere. I am so screwed.”


AJ just laughed and slapped the depressed man on the shoulder. “It’s alright man. We can give your wife a ride if she needs it. Well, we might end up riding your wife before it is all said and done but I don’t think you mind.”


Sandra perked up when she heard this. “Would you guys give us a ride if I let all of you fuck me? I would actually really be into that.”


Mike didn’t even look up as all the guys enthusiastically agreed to the deal. Sandra grinned and stripped off her top to reveal a bright pink bra that sculpted her perfect tits. “Get to it boys. I am buzzed and looking to get pumped full of cum.”


AJ didn’t need to be told twice as he ripped his pants off in the crowded bar and pushed Sandra down onto the slick bar. He quickly tore off her shorts and underwear, going down on her to lubricate her cute pussy with his tongue. 


Mike couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Was this real? Was this guy really going down on his wife in the middle of this crowded bar?


As if to show all of this was real, Frank unhooked his wife’s bra in the back, bringing his wife’s huge and luscious boobs into view. The whole crowd cheered when her amazing tits came into view. This was all real and it was happening right now. Mike didn’t know how to react. Should he stop them? He tried to say something, but nothing came out and now a huge boner was building in his pants.


AJ continued to devour the sopping wet twat, sticking his tongue deep in her vagina canal, dousing his taste buds in her funky taste and lubing up her wet hole for further intrusions. While AJ was working her down below, Frank and Jason both latched onto a tiny pink nipple, sucking and squeezing at her amazing breasts. A giant crowd formed around the depraved scene, people pushing and shoving each other to get a better view of the men banging Mike’s woman. 


After AJ had tasted her cunt for several minutes, Sandra was lubed up enough to his liking and he dropped his boxers to thunderous applause from all the onlookers. AJ grinned at everyone, showing his big cock size as he prepared to sink it deep into the woman in front of him. Mike licked his lips and looked around. Would anyone notice if he started masturbating? Everyone seemed so busy watching the scene he could probably get away with stroking himself through his pants.


Mike began to jack off as AJ readied his cock at the gates of heaven. Sandra let out a squeal of pure pleasure as he began to enter her. 


“Oh my! You are so much bigger than my husband. Screw my tight, little cunt. It should be tight for you since he has such a tiny dick.”


Mike looked down as he continued to stroke his cock. Was he really that small? Sandra used to tell him that he was average. Was she lying this whole time to him?


Sandra let out another squeal of delight as AJ sunk half of his thick member into her. Sandra struggled to sit up, Frank and Jason still sucking away at her tits like they could get milk out of them. Once Sandra was sitting up on the bar, she bared her teeth and sunk her painted nails into AJ’s back, scratching him, dragging him in close, forcing his cock to enter in even deeper. 


AJ surged forward with his hips, the wet slap of flesh meeting flesh drowned out by the raucous crowd that gathered to watch the insane scene unfold in front of them. Mike looked around and noticed that nobody was really watching him. They were all still focused on the three men that were servicing his wife. Judging by her moans and screams, the three men were doing a way better job than what he could offer.


Slowly slipping his pants down enough to get his cock out, Mike spit into his hand, getting some lube going while he continued to jack off. He knew he was taking a risk jacking his meat with so many people around, but he couldn’t help it. This was the hottest thing he had ever seen. So many guys taking his wife and an audience on top of it was almost too much to handle.


The pounding of his wife continued as AJ rammed her like cops breaking down a door with a battering ram. Over and over he somehow managed to slide his humongous prick into her tight hole. As far as Mike could see, the only reason it was even able to make it up her fuck chute was the copious amounts of saliva that he had drenched her pussy hole in. Without all that spit, there was no way his giant cock would make it up her super tight hole.


Mike watched as AJ started to stiffen up like a boxer that just got his bell rung. His back muscles were tense and hard, ripples appearing in the middle of his shoulder blades as he got closer to the final moment of release. The crowd saw all the signs as well, cheering him on, telling him to cream pie the bitch that he was in. Mike just soaked it all in, jerking his cock hard as the crowd celebrated his wife taking this giant prick.


The crowd erupted into applause as AJ erupted into Sandra. Everyone in the crowd could tell he was cumming because of how he suddenly began to grunt like he was nearing the end of a marathon. White-hot seed began to slip out of the used hole like a balloon that was filled up with too much liquid. Mike bit his lip, wondering if he could orgasm while watching all these other guys use his wife. The crowd didn’t seem to mind and he didn’t think he could watch all three guys take his wife without spilling his seed.


Once AJ was done with her, he moved out from between her legs, slapping Mike on the back and giving him a smile.


“You wife has the tightest pussy I have ever felt. No wonder you can only last thirty seconds in there buddy. I could barely go for four minutes so it must be torture for you.”


Mike just nodded and continued to pound his meat, never taking his eyes off the cream filled vagina in front of him. Frank was the next to take his turn in line. Surprisingly, Frank took some of the semen and pushed it back into the hot hole, telling the crowd that it would provide better lubricant that way.


That little comment almost had Mike spilling his seed on the floor, but he managed to hang on, watching as Frank entered his wife for the first time. Frank built up good momentum, sliding his slick dick back and forth a few times real slow to get a feel for her pussy before really settling in and riding her ass like a racehorse.


Once Frank got going, Mike was a little afraid that Sandra’s pussy would never be the same. This guy seemed to have no regard for the shape he left her pussy in as he started his heavy assault with his hips. Back and forth he sawed at her tight, pink lips, punishing her pussy and pounding it into submission. This guy was a blue-collar worker that loved a good, hard fuck. 


Over and over he stretched her out, spreading her lips as far as they could possibly go. His teeth were bared and his tongue slipped out of his mouth as he got close to his erotic plateau. Jason was studying Sandra up close, sucking on her nipples as he watched his friend pound away with abandon. Jason was already stroking his dick with his rough hands, getting ready to move in and take his place once his friend was done shooting his swimmers up into this woman.


Then it happened, Frank doubled over like he just got hit and began to pump his seed into the willing Sandra. Shots of hot jizz flooded her insides as Frank pulled free only once he was done. Before Sandra could even catch her breath, Jason took the place of the second man, going to work with full thrusts right off the bat.


Mike crept in closer, still masturbating as he moved closer to the action. He had to see this right in front of his eyes. Watching his wife get treated like a common whore was just too hot to miss out on.


The last guy seemed the smallest of the bunch but his cock still packed a punch. His hips worked overtime, shuttling his prick back and forth, taking Sandra how he liked. Mike continued to move forward. He already knew what Sandra would want once this last guy was done.


Sandra met his eyes as she continued to get pounded. She motioned with her hand and mouth that she expected Mike to act as the clean up crew for these three guys once they were done with her. Mike felt himself get hard at just the thought of being told to eat the cream pie out of her. She already had the sperm of two strangers inside of her. Adding the cream from a third guy would cause her to overflow.


Mike didn’t have to wait long as Sandra grabbed him by the arm. “He is cumming inside of me Mike. Eat me out. Eat out all that cream you horny bastard.”


Jason pulled his giant hose free, hot semen shooting out everywhere. Mike just closed his eyes and buried himself in the hottest cream pie ever. The crowd went ape shit as they watched Mike taste the giant load.


“What a cuck,” they screamed, men and women both screaming up toward the rafters when he began to swallow the semen from the other men.


Mike didn’t care. As he finished tasting the hot mix of semen and vaginal fluid, he finally achieved orgasm, his mind throwing him onto cloud nine as he had the best orgasm of his life.


Sandra smiled at him. “I knew you would enjoy that Mike. Why don’t you take me home now and really pound me. I know you still want to.”


Mike nodded, grabbing his wife’s shirt off the bar. The crowd began to cheer, slapping him on the back and applauding for him.


“Fuck her good cuck,” they shouted as he pulled his pants up. Mike had never felt so good in his life. Sure, he was exposed to hundreds of people as a cuck, but it felt so nice. He felt free like he had never felt before. There was so much freedom in just letting himself give in to his fantasies.


Looking over at the crowd, it looked like there were more guys that wanted a shot at Sandra. Well, there was another football game next weekend…


THE END 

Looking for more hot cuckold action? Check out what happens when the mafia comes down hard on a lawyer, telling him that he has to dress like a woman while they fuck his wife hard!

https://www.amazon.com/Cuckold-Sissy-Mafia-Humiliation-Punishment-ebook/dp/B0833HCD7N/ref=sr_1_1?keywords=mafia+sissy&qid=1578503925&sr=8-1
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