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1. Cuckold Delivery

​Outside. Come
now.

That was all the text read when Alicia checked
her phone. As if by telepathy, her husband Michael looked up from
where he was sitting on the couch. His eyes were wide, and his
hands were fidgeting.

“He’s here,” Alicia said. Her voice was soft and
consoling, but underneath it there was urgency.

“Right now?” Michael stuttered out.

“Yes, Mike. Right now. And you know he doesn’t
like to be kept waiting…we’d better go.”

Alicia made a move towards the door, but Michael
kept his seat on the couch, his knobby knees starting to rub
together in anxiety.

“Michael!”

He looked at her quickly and nervously. Still,
he sat.

“If you make him wait, you know he could get
angry…and you wouldn’t want that, would you?”

“Me?” Michael responded. “What about you? You
don’t care if he gets angry? Of course, you don’t. But me…if
he gets angry with us, he’s really just angry with me- “

“MICHAEL!” Alicia all but shouted. This time he
jumped to his feet and followed her to the door. Before they left,
she kissed him on the mouth to settle him. Whatever calming effect
the kiss was supposed to have, it failed. Michael was wet with
perspiration…Alicia was wet with anticipation.

The large black SUV was parked crooked in their
driveway and running onto the lawn. Leaning against the front of
the vehicle in a tight green t-shirt and blue jeans was a muscular,
shaved, and hard-looking man. When he spotted the couple
approaching the vehicle, he smiled a wide, toothy grin.

“There they are. The cucky and my girl. How’s
everybody doing today?”

“Good, baby,” Alicia said. She put both hands
around one of his biceps and squeezed as she leaned in to kiss him
on the mouth.

Michael stood there like an idiot in the
driveway as his wife kissed Franco, not only in front of him, but
in broad daylight. If the neighbors decided to look out the
windows, they would see the whole thing.

When his wife finished, she turned to him and
winked.

“Alright Mikey, you’re driving,” Franco said,
tossing Michael the keys.

A little confused, Mikey raised his eyebrows and
tried to ask why.

“What did we saying about talking back?” Franco
scowled at him. Silent and defeated, Michael walked around to the
driver’s door while Franco and Alicia climbed into the spacious
backseat.

“Take Broadway out like you’re going to the
highway, and then turn off onto that service road. I’ll tell you
when,” Franco called to Michael from the backseat, “And keep your
eyes on the road, Mikey. We need full concentration back here and I
don’t want you getting us into a wreck.”

Alicia had been seeing Franco for about two
months. It had started with a small date at a coffee shop and soon
after progressed to drinks, which led to fucking. Michael was a
full-blown cuckold as of 6 weeks ago. The only time he got laid was
after Alicia got home from Franco’s house, too worn out to fuck but
talkative enough to tell Michael exactly what happened…and Michael
usually got off in under a minute as she stroked him.

Over the last few weeks things had gotten more
serious, and maybe the water had gotten too deep for Michael’s
liking. Franco had started to demand that Michael watch, and it was
evident right away that watching it in person was too intense for
him. Staring at his wife as she was handled and pleasured and told
what to do…he sometimes struggled to get fully hard as Franco had
taken to belittling him during each session.

And now, out of the blue, he demanded them
outside and in his car. And here they were, driving through
neighborhood streets as Franco began to take Alicia’s clothes
off.

Michael could hear them kissing as he took a
left onto Broadway. When he glanced into the rearview, he could see
them, mouths wide and tongues exploring. Alicia was leaned over his
lap and Franco had his rough hands all over her body, making a mess
of the blue day dress she had on. Michael saw Franco move his hand
from his wife’s neck and grab her fat round titty, squeezing it
hard as she moaned into his mouth. It was hard for Michael to drive
straight, and only a few moments would pass before he had to steal
another glance at what was happening.

“You miss me baby?” Franco asked her.

“Yes, baby!”

“You gonna be a good little slut for your
bull?”

“Yes, baby.”

Franco slapped her in the face, light but firm.
She gasped.

“Call me Daddy, bitch.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

Michael’s dick was hard and pressing against his
shorts, his stomach was sick and his legs shaking. He had seen
Franco do a lot with her over the past few weeks, but he had not
seen Franco this rough so early.

“Take my cock out and tell your husband how much
bigger it is,” Franco commanded.

Alicia started digging at his jeans, frantically
getting his belt pulled and his fly down.

“Keep your eyes on the goddamn road, Mikey!”
Franco shouted. “Keep them on the road while your wife worships my
cock.”

The next time Michael looked he saw his wife
with her mouth stretched wide around Franco’s meat. Franco was
holding her hair in a ponytail and using it as a joystick as he
pulled her head up and down.

“Oh, suck it, bitch. Keep your mouth wide, I’m
gonna fuck your face.”

Franco yanked her head up so her O shaped mouth
hovered above the head of his purple prick, and then he jammed her
down, only to pull her back up again. Over and over, he plunged it
into her throat, her lips pulled taut and face red, until finally
he pushed and held her there, deep, pumping short and fast into the
depths of her throat.

“Oh my God,” Michael said from the front
seat.

Franco pulled Alicia off his member and she
gasped for air, spit spilling from her mouth. He let go of her hair
as she no longer needed direction on how to blow him. The
slobbering sounds filled the car and even when Michael could not
check his mirror, he could hear it, and hearing it was almost too
much.

“Listen to your slut wife gobble my cock,
Michael,” Franco said, lighting a cigar in the back seat. “Keep
your eyes on the road, cuck boy. Keep your eyes on the fucking road
and I’ll tell you all about it…yeah, that’s it, bitch. Suck it. Gag
on it. Good. Do it again. Good. Good fucking slut. Oh Mikey, you’re
such a fucking pussy you’re actually driving me around so I can use
your wife’s slut mouth. How’s that make you feel, Mikey? Like a
little bitch? It should. Because that’s what you are. Oh fuck, oh
fuck. You nasty slut. Mikey, you won’t believe this. She’s tonguing
my nuts…but oh, fuck, not just tonguing them. She’s got her face
buried in my sack, Mikey. She’s making out with my fucking balls.
Oh yeah bitch, stroke my fat cock while you eat my nuts.”

Michael stole a glance in the mirror, and it was
all as Franco had said. Franco had a hand on the back of her head,
shoving her into his scrotum while she furiously jerked him.

“Back on my dick, bitch…oh yeah, that’s right,
gag. Good, good girl. Mikey take this left up here, the service
road…good. Oh damn, hold your head there, stick your tongue out.
That’s right, fucking eat it. Mikey, park up here.”

They pulled into an abandoned lot behind a
deserted building next to the freeway. When Michael killed the
engine the sound of the highway above them was roaring. Now that
the car was in park, Michael focused on the rearview. There was
spit soaking Franco’s thighs and balls as Alicia continued to suck
him off. Franco had his head resting and his eyes closed, puffing
on a cigar that filled the car with thick smoke.

“You like that, Mikey?” Franco asked, never
opening his eyes.

“Yes, sir.”

“Good, boy. See that Alicia? Your wimp husband
knows how to answer me. You could learn something from him.”

Franco pulled Alicia off his dick and turned
her, so she was facing Michael.

“Tell him, Alicia,” Franco said.

“He’s so much better than you, Michael,” Alicia
said, drooling. “His cock is bigger, and harder, and just sucking
his dick gets me wet.”

“You hear that, Mikey boy?”

Michael stayed silent, rubbing his dick through
his shorts, watching the show in the glass rectangle.

“You know I didn’t think I was going to fuck
you, I figured I would nut in your mouth and send you home. But I
think I need to teach you a lesson for making me wait this
afternoon. What do you think, Alicia?”

Alicia just moaned.

The three of them got out and Franco made Alicia
bend over through the open car door, so that her feet were outside,
but she was lying on her stomach on the passenger-side backseat.
Michael walked around to the other side and opened the door so that
he was facing his wife. Behind her was Franco. He had her dressed
hitched up and was playing with her pussy.

“She’s so fucking wet, dude.” Franco said. “I
mean, she’s soaked. Just from jamming my cock in her throat. Can
you believe that Mikey? Does she get this wet for you?”

Michael was watching Alicia’s face. She was
sweating and breathing heavy, her hair a mess as it splayed across
the car seat. Then suddenly she gasped and screamed. Franco was
inside of her.

“That’s it baby, take my fucking cock. Look at
your husband while you do it!”

Franco had a handful of her hair and was holding
her still and straight, so that she looked directly at Michael. He
took her tough and fast, grunting and slapping her ass with his
free hand.

“Look at your wife, cuck boy, look at your
fucking wife. That’s what she looks like when a real man is inside
her.”

Franco grabbed
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