Cuckold
By Candy Cox
  Lisa watched through the net curtains as the delivery driver brought their package up the driveway. He stopped at the front door, and read the note posted there. PLEASE LEAVE ALL PARCELS AROUND THE BACK. He was a hot one, too. Scott would be pleased.
  As soon as the delivery driver was out of view, round the side of the house, Lisa scrambled over to Scott, who was waiting, naked on the sofa. She bent over on all fours, and Scott’s cock slid into her, just as they heard the garden gate open.
  They watched, through the patio doors, as the delivery driver left the brown parcel in their garden, and wrote a delivery note. It wasn’t until he turned around to leave, that he spotted the naked couple through the patio doors, fucking on the sofa. Watching him.
  Oh wow. They’re naked. Wait, shit. What am I doing, I’m going to get fucking fired! Or so he thought, as the woman smiled at him, and crooked her finger in a come hither motion. Warily, he shuffled forward, right up to the door and the couple stopped fucking.  

  I’m so getting fired for this. The tall man with blonde hair stood up and opened the door, standing in front of the driver, stark naked, erection waving about right in front of his face. The driver stuttered, ‘I-I-I erm…’
  ‘I think you’d better come in while I ring your boss,’ he said.

  Fuck, he thought, it’s not my fault – they had a note saying to leave parcels around the back!
  ‘What’s your name, sir?’ He asked the driver.

  ‘John Palmer.’ 
  Scott nodded and wandered off out into the hall, presumably to call the delivery company.

  It was then that John realized he was alone with someone else’s naked wife, and she was smiling sexily at him, her long blonde hair ruffled and her pert breasts swaying gently.   

  She hadn’t moved from her position on all fours and John could see her hairy pussy between her legs. He blushed and averted his gaze, thinking it best not to open his mouth or say anything.

  ‘Hey sexy,’ she winked. 
  John blushed, forcing his gaze to linger upon a fruit bowl full or oranges and bananas.   

  ‘Do you like what you see?’ she asked, standing up and walking towards him. 

  John shifted uncomfortably and Lisa pressed her naked body against him. ‘I really don’t think you should… I mean…your husband…’

  ‘Oh, don’t you mind him; he’ll be gone for ages.’

  ‘But-’

  ‘Do you have a girlfriend, John?’ Lisa ran her hands down John’s body, scratching his hard nipples through his bright green polo shirt.

  He drew in a sharp breath, ‘No, Mam.’

  ‘Would you like to fuck me, John?’

  ‘I-I-I…’ his eyes were wide in shock at the suggestion, ‘I-I really think I should be going, Mam.’

  ‘But Scott isn’t back yet. Won’t you wait until he’s finished on the phone?’

  Scott’s hand stroked his cock as he sat in the leather chair. He watched the TV screen as Lisa knelt down on her knees in front of John and John stood there, obviously thinking Scott would walk back in any second and think he had tried to get his wife to give him a blow job. Scott watched.
  Lisa pulled down John’s trousers and his erection sprang free. Even if he hadn’t seemed willing, his body certainly did. Scott admired John’s legs. Strong, muscley, and hairy, leading up to a tight, round pair of buttocks, begging to be bitten and come on.
  He squeezed his cock tighter, the tip slowly dripping with excitement and imagined sliding it between John’s lips.

  Lisa guided John to the sofa, where Scott would have a better view, from the camera hidden in the fruit bowl. She made him stand at the end of the sofa, his back to the camera, as she sucked his cock, stroking his balls with her hand. 
  His hand pressed against the back of her head, pushing his cock further and further into her mouth.
  Scott silently walked back into the lounge, his cock now a light purple colour. He stood behind John and stroked his buttocks. 

  John gasped in surprise and snapped his head around to see Scott with a look of hunger and need in his eyes. John cried out as Scott’s hands grabbed his cheeks and pulled them apart. A tongue circled his tight hole and John was momentarily lost in the feeling.
  This is so wrong. Some random woman is sucking my cock and her husband is licking my arse hole. Yet, he didn’t want it to stop.

  Lisa and Scott swapped places, and Scott huskily said, ‘I suck yours, you suck mine,’ implying it was John’s turn next.

  John’s knees almost buckled as the whole length of his cock disappeared between Scott’s lips. Lisa had been good, but, oh holy cow! How did he learn to do that?! His fingers gasped at Scott’s hair in an effort not to come straight away. Only, as Lisa’s finger replaced her tongue, he couldn’t hold it back any longer and shouted out as he filled Scott’s mouth and his body shuddered with his orgasm.
  Scott winked as he swallowed and sat up. He sat back in the sofa, opening his legs wide and gazing at John expectantly.
  John scrambled to the floor and onto his knees, taking Scott’s straining erection into his mouth.

  ‘What about me?’ came Lisa’s voice. She stood with a pout on her face. 

  John moved to kneel on the sofa, so he could still suck Scott’s cock, and Lisa happily knelt on the floor, starting to lick and suck his clean shaven balls, eliciting a long, loud moan from Scott.
  John licked and sucked and stroked with his hand. As his tongue flicked back and forth on the underside, Scott thrust up into his mouth, and pushed his head down. John fought the urge to lift his head back up.

  Lisa pushed her finger inside Scott’s tight, puckered opening and wriggled it until he was panting, moaning and his body was tight with his intense need to come. Suddenly, she stopped and climbed precariously onto the sofa, standing up awkwardly with her wet pussy right in front of Scott’s face. ‘Make me come first, Baby.’
  Scott huffed in frustration and buried his face against her clit. Luckily for Scott, the result was almost instant and Lisa came moaning against his face.

  ‘Please can I come now, Baby?’ he asked, sounding strained.

  Lisa smiled, ‘John, Honey, would you stop for a second?’ 

  John sat up, Scott’s cock making a wet popping noise as he slid it from his between his lips. 

  Lisa smiled sweetly and plunged herself down on Scott’s cock. He cried out and came inside her, the heat and warmth and wetness and feelings all crashing down on him as waves of orgasm washed over his body.

  John watched as Scott came. He watched as Lisa climbed off and white, sticky come leaked from her wet cunt.

  There was a brief awkward silence as the couple looked at John expectantly. 

  He stuttered, and jumped up off the sofa in a search for his clothes. Pulling them on, he apologized, but he wasn’t sure what for. As he reached the patio door, Lisa stopped him. 
  She kissed him briefly. 
  ‘We have another package that needs delivering tomorrow…’ 
