
        
            [image: cover]
        


 


 


 


 


The Quarantine Cuckolding

Covid-Cuck Part 1

 


 


 


 


By Dex O’Donald


 


 


 


 


Copyright © All Rights Reserved

Smashwords Edition


Table of Contents

​1.
Co-Vid

2.
Lockdown

3. The
Guests Arrive

4. Then
There Were 4

5. The
Quarantine Cuck

6. 3’s a
Crowd


 


1. Co-Vid

​It took 7 days of
Quarantine for Collin’s world to be flipped on its side. A pandemic
will scare people, make them act strange. Reflecting on it later,
Collin would say he made some strange decisions based on the Virus,
but that he made even stranger ones after Lockdown started. The man
he was on day 1 turned out to be a vastly different man than the
one on day 4. And the one on day 7, well…he would not recognize
that man at all. Heather, his girlfriend, would probably say the
same thing.

About Colin. And about herself.

Collin was watching Heather, the anxiety and
excitement in her eyes and on her trembling lips. She was shaking
like a leaf. The large hulking shadows of the three men were cast
across her as she kneeled on the bed, the afternoon sun filling in
the cracks. Music was playing downstairs, far away and bass
booming.

The shadows loomed closer, covering
everything. Collin sat down in his chair, his shirt stained with
nervous sweat. The sound of zippers and lips licking, the shuffling
of clothing to the floor.

Collin watched.


 


2. Lockdown

​Collin and Heather
were leaving the grocery store with enough toilet paper to supply a
hotel in downtown Manhattan when Tom called with the news that
would end up changing their lives forever.

“What’s the word, buddy,” Collin began,
shifting his cell to his other ear.

“Did you guys leave the store yet?” Tom
asked. He sounded off.

“Pulling out now, it’s a mad house in there
so no way we’re going back in. What did you need?”

Heather sat in the passenger seat and hit
Collin on the leg when he said this. She hated when Collin was
impatient with Tom because Tom was always so nice to them. He
really was the best roommate she had ever had, and such a great
third wheel in the house to compliment Heather and Collin’s
obnoxiously affectionate relationship. If Tom wanted something from
the store, she was going to make Collin turn around and go back in
and get it.

“How much toilet paper did you get?” Tom
said, still not his usual self.

“Enough for a goddamn army, I told you. We
could quarantine for a year with the amount I have, dude.” Collin
could not put his finger on what was going on, but he could feel
something coming. Something like Tom asking him for a favor or…

“Look, buddy, we gotta talk. Kind of crazy,
I’d rather talk face to face. When are you home?”

Collin hesitated. What did Tom need to say?
And if he wanted to talk face to face, why the panicked phone call?
“Are you freaking out because of the virus buddy?” Collin began to
giggle, “look, I’m not judging you if you’re scared. I’ll cuddle
you bud!”

Heather laughed and rolled her eyes. She put
her long dark hair back in a ponytail and looked out the window.
The streets were empty except for the line into the grocery parking
lot. It was officially Lockdown, which meant one thing for her and
Collin and Tom: Quarantine. They were stocking up on every
essential now and planned to wait out the virus at home. Luckily
for them, a three-bedroom 2 bath with a fully furnished basement
was going to allow them plenty of room to stretch out. She said a
quiet thank you to Collin’s father who had bought them the house
two years prior.

“Don’t be an asshole,” Tom said, and Heather
could faintly make out his voice on the other end of the phone from
where she sat, “Look…you remember when I told you about my buddies
in Georgia? They worked with that construction company in
Atlanta…”

“Yeah, I remember,” said Collin, “what do you
mean worked? I thought they were as good as gold there, I thought
they had that job forever and always?”

“Yeah, well, not sure if you’ve heard on the
news lately man but people have been losing jobs due to this thing
called Corona and-“

“Alright, very funny. I get it. What does
that have to do with me?”

Collin put Tom on speaker and the young
couple listened to what he had to say. By the time they pulled into
the driveway of the home they shared with him, the meaning of Tom’s
phone call was crystal clear. His three friends in Georgia (whom
Collin had heard about for years but had never actually met) had
been laid off due to the pandemic, and not only that, were not
going to be able to pay their rent because of it. They had reached
out to their old friend Tom to ask- could they ride out the
quarantine with him for a few weeks.

Collin’s initial reaction, which he did not
verbalize, was you have got be fucking kidding me.

He killed the engine on the car as they
parked in the driveway, car full of groceries for 3 but enough for
10. Collin turned to his girlfriend and looked at her for a long
moment.

“What do you think?” he asked her.

“Shit, don’t ask me, Collin,” she seemed
worried. “I don’t know what to do. I mean it’s crazy…”

“It’s a crazy thing to ask anybody, frankly,”
Collin said.

“It is, yes,” Heather began, wiping a lock of
hair from her face, “but also, could you imagine losing your job
right now? I mean, what if we didn’t have your Dad’s house? What
would we be doing right now?”

Collin loved her. And not just because she
was beautiful and sexy. But because she was kind and nice, and
always thought of others before herself.

“You’re right,” he said at last, leaning over
the console and kissing her. “Should we do it? Should we let them
stay? I mean, we’ve never even met them.”

“How bad can they be?”


 


3. The Guests Arrive

​Tom made them
dinner that night while he tried to explain and profusely apologize
all at the same time, even though Collin and Heather had already
told him it was OK.

“I seriously owe you both one for this,” Tom
said as he poured them wine and served mounds of pasta, “and I
can’t thank you enough for agreeing to it. It means so much to me!
They’ve been my friends…”

Heather made a face at Collin from across the
dinner table as Tom babbled on. Collin laughed and thought of the
love they were going to make that night, and he felt himself
growing hard right there at the dining room table.

“When do your friends get in, Tom?” Heather
asked.

“Sometime tonight, late. Not sure when
exactly.”

“That’s quite a drive from Atlanta,” Collin
said, helping himself to more wine, “just tell them not to make too
much noise when they get in. Our room is right by the front
door.”

“What are their names?” Heather said,
stealing a meatball from Tom’s plate.

“I deserve that,” he laughed. “Well, let’s
see. There’s Nate, and Jim, and Farooq. We all go way back to
college days together.”

“So they are about the same age as us, then?
Late 20s/early 30s?”

“That’s right,” Tom said, winding spaghetti
onto his fork. “And if you hadn’t guessed already, that’s two white
guys and a black guy. So don’t act all weird when you meet a black
person, Collin.”

Collin rolled his eyes. “I’ve got lots of
black friends, dumbass. I don’t know what you’re talking
about.”

“Oh yeah, sure. Growing up here in Denver,
I’m sure. Black people everywhere!”

Collin made to fling a meatball at Tom who
pretended to take cover behind his water glass.

“Enough, boys!” Heather said, laughing.
“Well, I’m excited to meet them. At least having new people around
will liven things up a bit during quarantine.”

“Hopefully not too much, though,” Collin
said, wiping his mouth. “No noise after 9 o’clock!”

His girlfriend and his best friend heckled
him for that one, and the three carried on into the night.
Somewhere around 11 O’clock Collin drifted off to bed and fell
asleep, full of pasta and most certainly wine drunk.

At around 3 O’ clock in the morning, a
commotion came from the living room and jarred him awake. Rubbing
his eyes and beginning to feel the dull thud of a hangover in his
head, Collin wondered what it could have been. Then the sleepiness
subsided, and he remembered: The House Guests. He felt around in
the dark for Heather but she wasn’t there.

“Babe?” He asked no one. Then he heard voices
coming from the living room. Then a girl’s voice. Heather.

“Oh what the fuck,” he said, annoyed. He put
some pants on and went out to greet the guests.

A din of laughter and greetings, bright
lights
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