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This story is a work of fiction, and all people and events therein are fictitious. Any similarities are purely coincidental.


 


All characters portrayed in this story are over the age of 18.




Covid and Her Co-worker


 

 

 

 


"Okay, kids. I love you! Mwah!" my wife Cory said to our children, blowing a kiss over the laptop screen. "Remember, be good for daddy. Mommy will be home in about a week, okay."



The kids said, their goodnights, and I sent them off to get ready for bed while I continued to speak with their mother. She had been sent by her company to work on a problem at one of their offices in California. That was before the Covid crisis became an international problem, and lockdown procedures started to take effect. What was supposed to be a trip that was about a week long had morphed into something that would be closer to a month long, with Cory now starting the second of two weeks of quarantine after flying back to our home city of Toronto. Her company had rented out some hotel space near the airport so that she and her team could stay removed from family and friends while they waited to see if anyone showed signs of the virus.



"How are you holding up?" I asked her.



"Fine," she said with a sigh and a tired smile. She droned on about work stuff for a bit, telling me how her team was keeping busy. I did the same and told her about how the kids were getting on with the new remote learning regimen their school had come up with. We swapped thoughts on some of the Netflix shows we were keeping up with. We had decided to watch a couple of the same shows at the same rate so that we could pretend like we were watching them together.



The conversation slowed after a bit, and then Cory asked, a bit sheepishly, "The kids have gone to bed, right? They aren't in the room?"



"No, they're not here," I said. "Why? What's up?"



She leaned in closer to her computer and started speaking in a lowered voice. "So you know how we were talking about that whole...fantasy before I left? The, uh, one where you share me with other men?"



"Yes," I said, dropping the volume of my voice to match hers. There wasn't really a need to, but the subject was so taboo it felt necessary. "Did something happen?"



"No!" she answered in whispered earnestness. "I would never do anything if you weren't okay with it." She paused for a moment, considering her words. "But one of my co-workers, Hank, he was a new addition to the team before we left on this trip. I think we're all getting to know each other a bit better since we're confined to the same hotel. Anyway, he's been getting...flirtatious."



"Oh?" I asked, raising an eyebrow.



"He hasn't crossed any lines or anything," Cory said. "And if we hadn't been talking about...expanding our sex life before, I wouldn't have bothered to bring it up."



"So you want to hook-up with him?" I asked, pressing her.



"If this is something you want, I think this is a good opportunity," she said, a slight blush appearing on her cheeks. "Our rooms are conjoined, and we're at the end of the hall, so we can be discreet. I can even send you some videos of whatever we get up to."



"You've thought about this," I said, more as an observation than an accusation.



"Well, if I'm being honest, I've been...wanting some intimacy," she said, her blush deepening. "But like I said, I only want to do this, if you want me to do it. If you're not ready, or if you want to keep it as a fantasy, then I won't do anything. I would never do anything you didn't want."



"What does this guy look like?"



I wasn't sure if I wanted to go through with this, but I figured I might as well get as much information as I could to consider it. I watched Cory reach for her phone on the Zoom screen, and then a moment later my own phone buzzed. I opened her text and saw a picture of her next to a younger black man with a shaved head. He looked to be fit, certainly fitter than I'd been since we started our family.



"Looks like you'd be getting an upgrade," I said with a laugh.



"Oh, don't say that, honey," Cory said, frowning at me. "It might be fun to experiment, but no one is an upgrade over you."



I smiled, nodding in acceptance of her compliment. It did make me feel better, hearing her say those words, even as we discussed this potentially massive shift to our love life.



"Can I think about it?"



"Of course, baby," she said. "Take all the time you need."



We wound down the call after that, exchanging our "I love yous" and "I miss yous." But when I closed out of Zoom, I noticed my heart rate was elevated, and my cock was quite hard.


 


X-X-X


 


I don't know how or when it happened, but at some point I began fantasies of being with a significant who would have sex with other men. I had a few girlfriends in college and after, and at some point during the course of each relationship I would start to franchise about watching them with other men. But I never actually told any of them about my sexual fantasies. They just felt too strange, too taboo. I tried to bury the thoughts, thinking that acting on them would make me less of a man. I even hid these fantasies from Cory...at least for awhile.



I admitted them on a drunken evening when Cory was prodding me about my sexual fantasies. I immediately thought, I had made a mistake, that I would freak out my wife and ruin our marriage. But she took it in stride, and over time we talked through what my fantasies were and whether or not we wanted to make them a reality. Even just discussing the fantasy and doing some roleplay dramatically improved our sex life.



Before Cory left for her trip, we had decided it was something we would seriously look into once she got back. Since she had been away I sated my fantasies by reading cuckold erotica and watching cheating wife themed porn. But now my own lovely wife was offering to make her own cheating wife sex tape just for me.



I masturbated furiously that night, horny with thoughts of her fucking her co-worker. I came three times before I finally fell asleep, my dick coming to attention almost as soon as I had rubbed one out. The fantasies were that intoxicating.



But in the cold light of morning my excitement began to turn to anxiety. As I helped my kids get through their day, I started to think about what this might really mean. Doubt started to set in. Would I really be okay with this? Or would I end up wracked with jealousy and regret? How would that impact our marriage, our family?



Or what if this became about more than sex for Cory? What if she fell for this Hank? They had been spending a lot of time together. What if this was about more than just sex? Or what if Hank was such a superior lover that Cory lost any desire to be with me?



My mind spent all day at war with itself. Worry and doubt flooded my thoughts, making my gut ache with anxiety. And yet I still found myself slinking off to the bathroom several times to deal with my arousal.



By the time evening rolled around, and it was time for our nightly family call, I had made up my mind. Despite the risks and my worries I knew this was something that would continue to haunt me if we didn't at least try it. On our nightly call, once the kids left to get ready for bed, I told Cory I thought she should go for it.



"Are you sure?" she asked me.



"As sure as I can be," I told her.



"Our team is getting together tonight for dinner and some drinks we're gonna have ordered in for us," she said. "It could happen after that, if that's not too soon."



"No," I said, breathlessly. I had committed to the decision. It was probably better things happened sooner than later. "You'll keep me updated?"



"Of course, love," she said. "I wouldn't want to do this if you weren't involved."



"I love you," I said.



"I love you too, baby, more than anything."



The call ended somewhat solemnly after that, both of us aware of the gravity of what was about to happen.



I went to make sure that the kids were in bed, then I went to the kitchen to pour myself a stiff drink. Anxiety and arousal surged through me yet again. The die had been cast now, and there was nothing left to do but wait and see if Cory would really go through with this, and then to find out what that would mean for our marriage. More than once I almost texted her, telling her to call it off, that I was having second thoughts. But each time arousal and curiosity won out, and I set the phone down.



As the evening progressed, I wondered how things were playing out. Was she suffering from cold feet as I was, or had she resolved herself to do this? Maybe she even wantonly desired it.



I grew hard imagining her with the man in the pictures she had shown me, but I resolved to let it be. I wasn't sure if or when she was going to start sending me updates, but I didn't want to get ahead of myself. I turned on the TV to try and distract myself, but it was of little use. I remained tense, my mind only able to halfway engage with whatever was happening on the screen. The whiskey helped a little more, but not all too much.



Her first text came close to midnight.



>>We're heading back to the room. Last chance to call it off.<<



I stared at the words for a few seconds. After this reply there really would be no going back. I took a big gulp of whiskey and wrote her back.



>>I want you to have fun. I love you so much.<<



>>I love you too, baby.<< Her reply came back quickly.



I turned off the TV and topped off my drink, then retreated to the bedroom where I could be assured privacy, even if the kids woke up and happened to wander out of their rooms. Behind closed doors I shed my clothing and then lay back on the bed I usually shared with my wife. It struck me that she could be shedding her clothing too at this exact moment, revealing herself to another man for the first time since we got married.



I took another sip of my whiskey and slowly began to fondle my already rock hard cock. My mind conjured images of what they might be doing. Would they get to know each other slowly, hands playing over clothed bodies as they kissed, until they began to fumble with removing each other's clothing? Would my wife put on a show for him, slowly stripping out of her garments as he watched? Or would it be straight to business, clothes quickly removed in the passionate rush towards that most intimate of moments?



That was something I wouldn't know, at least not that night.



I was starting to feel sleepy when my phone buzzed with Cory's next text. Instantly I became alert, grabbing for the phone. I saw she had sent me a video file. The thumbnail for it was blurry giving no real clue what the video held. My finger hovered over the play button, stalling to spare my eyes from what might unfold. After a moment I pressed past my fear and hit play.



There was some fumbled panning before the video settled on Cory looking up at the camera with her brown doe eyes. Her lips, painted bright red, were wrapped around Hank's dark cock. She kept her eyes locked on the camera as she bobbed her head up and down his length. I could see her wedding ring glinting as she stroked his length with her left hand. I could hear the slurping of her lips and the low moans of Hank's deep voice in the background as he urged her on.



And then the clip was over.



I hit play again and grabbed my cock, stroking it to this short scene of my wife servicing another man's member. After all the pent-up arousal from hours of waiting, I didn't even make it through the clip before I unloaded, cumming all over my bare abdomen.



I dropped my phone onto the bed next to me and lay back staring up at the ceiling. My lust satisfied, a wave of conflicting emotions washed over me. What was going on? What had I done? Had this obsession and desire gone too far?



Without my lower head driving my thinking, dread began to set in. I had gotten so horny thinking about this moment, and the resulting orgasm from all that pent-up lust was undeniably powerful. But was this really the right thing? Would it make our marriage stronger, or was this the beginning of the end?



My spiraling thoughts were interrupted by the buzz of my phone.



The follow feeling in the pit of my stomach only grew as I reached for it. I knew it would be another video, but I didn't know of what. Caught between dread and anticipation I hit play.



This time the video featured Cory looking into the camera, her hands squeezing her naked breasts while they were wrapped around Hank's massive, black tool. She moved her chest, titty-fucking him as she smiled.



"Hey, baby, I hope you're enjoying the show, as I warm-up Hank here for the main event."



She winked, then giggled.



"Put it in your mouth again," Hank's voice came from off-screen.



"Mmm...of course," my wife said, looking past the camera as she spoke. She leaned forward and engulfed him yet again. The clip ended a moment later.



Even having just cum such a short time ago, I felt my dick immediately responding. I played through both clips again while massaging myself back to life. My mind filled the gaps of what was going on that I wasn't seeing, what they must have done together already, what they must be doing now. By the time the next text came, I was fully hard again.



It was, as my wife had put it, the main event.



The video opened with Hank's cock at the entrance of Cory's vagina, a place that had been solely my domain since we began dating. I watched as the head of his dark member pushed open her folds. I could hear Cory's moan of pleasure as he entered. He moved slowly, letting her body accommodate his manhood, filling her insides in a way I never could, never would. Once he was fully inside, he began to move in and out of her. Cory began to moan more loudly. The camera panned up, and I saw my wife laying back on the hotel bed, her eyes closed and her hands massaging her large breasts.



"Yeah, you like that, baby?" Hank asked.



"Oh yes!" Cory moaned. She opened her eyes and looked up at him. "Give it to me!"



She yelped in pleasure, her head dropping back. The camera panned back down, and I could see that Hank was driving into her at a faster pace. After a couple more seconds, the clip ended.



I clicked through it again, and again, stroking myself faster each time I re-watched the short clip of my wife being taken by another man. It wasn't long before I unloaded again. I dropped the phone onto the bed, and let me head dip back into the pillows. I let my eyelids fall shut. I just needed a moment before I texted back.



When I opened them again, sunlight was streaming through the bedroom window. Between the alcohol and staying up later than usual, I must have passed out. Slowly images from the clips Cory had sent me began floating through my mind. Remembering them almost didn't feel real.



I reached for my phone and saw that I had several text messages from my wife. I scrolled up to see what I had missed.



There was one more video clip, longer than the others. Then came a couple of texts from her saying how much fun she had. Then there were more that had a worried tone, asking if I enjoyed myself, then if I was okay, then if I was upset. The last said that she was going to bed but that she hoped we were okay.



I wrote back right away, telling her that I loved her and explaining that I had just passed out from exhaustion. I realized as I wrote that my dick was already getting hard again in anticipation of viewing the final clip. I sent her another quick text telling her how hot I found the whole thing.



Then I scrolled to the clip and pressed play.



This time I was presented with a full picture of my wife in all her naked glory as she rode another man's cock. Her hips ground back and forth and her firm breasts bounced up and down in time to her gyrating motions. Her body glistened in the low light of the room, slick with perspiration.



"Hey, baby," she said, looking directly at the camera as she spoke. Her voice was chipper but still labored and breathy from the exertion she was putting in to riding her lover. "I hope you've been enjoying the show. Hank's been fucking me so good. He's already made me cum twice, and now I'm trying to return the favor."



She began to rock her hips more urgently, leaning back and thrusting out her breasts. I could hear Hank groan from behind the camera.



"Ohhh...so close," he grunted.



"Yeah, just let go," Cory said.



Hank's breathing became louder and more uneven. The shot wobbled as I saw his left hand reach out and grab Cory's hip. He began to thrust upward, and she leaned forward to accommodate, her breasts swinging as he thrust roughly up into her.



There was a loud yell, and then the view shifted down onto the bed. Hank must have let his arm fall after cumming. A couple seconds later the room swirled around as the camera was repositioned. The view came to rest over my wife's pussy. She had spread her legs, and I could see the cum oozing out of her.



The view panned up again to her face, and she blew a kiss to the camera just before the clip ended.



I was stroking myself furiously. I let my phone fall onto the bed, the image of my wife's cum-filled pussy filling my mind. It had finally happened, what we had fantasized about for so long.



With a groan I came from the third time in so many hours. My new load joined the previous ones, splashing uselessly onto my abdomen where it lay wet and sticky on top of the previous dry and caked deposits. Meanwhile another man's sperm was swirling around inside my wife. She was on the pill, so I wasn't worried about any unwanted consequences, but the image was still arousingly powerful for me.



After taking a few minutes to catch my breath, I hopped into the shower to clean away all the evident of my lust. Some flashes of doubt still crossed through my mind, but all in all I felt okay. The way my body responded to seeing Cory with another man was evidence enough that this was something I desired. On top of that, my wife's string of worried texts made me feel better. I did feel bad that my passing out had left her feeling anxious, but at the same time I was relieved to know she was worried about how I felt, that it was just as important to her as it was to me that these escapades not drive a wedge between us.


 


X-X-X


 


It was a couple hours later when Cory text me back.



>>That's good to hear, I was so worried when you didn't write back!<<



>>I thought you were upset.<<



She followed that last one with a frowny face.



>>No, not at all<< I replied to her. I assured her again that we were okay and that I had found the whole experience really hot.



>>Good. I love you so much. I love that you let me do this.<<



I was in the process of writing back when another text lit up my phone.



>>And since you seem to enjoy it too, maybe Hank and I could make some more videos for you. If you're okay with the idea, of course.<<



I deleted what I had been typing and contemplated what to say next. Some of the doubts started to return. Maybe we were rushing into this too fast. Maybe we should see how we felt about this first adventure after some more time for reflection. Maybe doing this once was fine, but would letting my wife hook-up repeatedly with the same man be detrimental to our marriage?



I wasn't exactly sure what I should say. But my burgeoning erection certainly hinted at which way this conversation was likely to go.


 

 

 

 


The End


 

 

 

 



Thanks for reading!


 


If you enjoyed this story, please consider checking out some of my other stories about married women and their extramarital adventures:


 

 


 
Her Son's Bully




Grace's son has to deal with a horrible bully who won't stop tormenting him at school. As a good mother, Grace decides that she needs to find a way to stop this bully from attacking her son. But is she ready to do what is needed to appease him?



Want to find out if Grace is able to do what it takes to save her son?
 
 
Click here

 to find out...


 

 



Through the Wall



 


Ashley moved to the town she now lives in for her husband's job. But she's bored. Without any friends or family nearby, she hasn't found any way to occupy her time when her husband is at work or away on business. 



That is until a group of college kids move in next door. One day she overhears one of them having sex through the walls of her apartment, and she begins to fantasize about what being with this stranger might be like.



But when she actually befriends the man she's been listening to from next door, will sparks fly, or will Ashley's fantasies remain just that?


 


Want to find out if Ashley allows herself to be seduced by her sexy neighbor?
 
Click here

 to check out part one of the three part series...


 

 



My Wife Entertains a House Guest



 


It all started when I invited my friend Rich to crash at our place after he was kicked out of his home. My wife Sofia wasn't into the idea at first, but eventually it seemed that she warmed up to Rich and began to enjoy his company. What I never considered was that she might warm up to him too much...


 


Want to find out if Sofia gets too close to Rich?
 
Click here

 to find out...


 

 



My Wife Goes Clubbing Without Me



 


It's late on Friday, and I have to stay in the office and work. In the meantime, my wife has decided to go out clubbing with a friend. It's not all bad though. She told me she will finally fulfill my fantasy of letting another man take her home. But as I sit and wait for her texts about how the night is going, I have to wonder, will this work out the way I want it to?


 


Want to find out if it does?
 
Click here

 to find out...


 

 



My Wife Negotiates My Promotion



 


The last thing I ever expected was to catch my wife hooking up with my boss at our company party. The only thing that surprised me more was how turned on it made me feel. Now I have to decide what feelings are stronger: my anger and sense of betrayal, or my love for my family and arousal at what I saw my wife do...


 


Want to see how the story ends?
 
Click here

 to find out...


 

 



My Wife, His Secretary



 


Jen's new boss has shown a level of admiration for her that her husband, Derek, finds concerning. So when her boss asks her to accompany him to a business outing, Derek is understandably worried. However, he also finds himself unexpectedly aroused by the scenario, as strange fantasies of his wife and her boss together play out in his mind.



Will this party be all business? Or will Derek's fears and fantasies be realized? And if his fantasies do come true, what will happen to him, Jen, and their marriage afterward?


 


You can
 
read this series for free

 on Kindle Unlimited or buy
 
the collected edition

 on Amazon.
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