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Cuckquean Chronicles Pt 2.


Amy sending my boyfriend nudes had awakened something in me deep between my legs, and every night while I sucked him off, he’d swipe through profiles of other women on dating apps, sometimes turning the phone with its harsh light toward my face so I could see the beautiful, thin blonde woman he was about to swipe on. He loved the blondes most, and I’d take more of his cock in my mouth when I saw them, choking on it in ecstasy, my pussy dripping onto the bed or his legs below me. I’d crawl up to him after I’d hardened him in my mouth, and I’d position myself over him so I could swallow his penis between my thighs, filling myself up. He’d keep swiping, and sometimes I’d bury my face in his neck so that he could push my face out of the way, telling me I was blocking his view.

One day in the car, on the way back from getting a prescription, just a mundane day, he settled his hands with their long fingers on my thigh, and he said, “I’ve been talking to someone on tinder.”

“Okay,” I responded nonchalantly, but just the words heated up my slit, caused me to sit in a puddle immediately. I felt like a dog, the call and response was so strong. 

“She got us a hotel room for the night, and I think I’m going to go.” I tightened my fingers around the steering wheel. We hadn’t talked about this part. It was happening so fast. I felt something tightening in my throat, but the anxiety wasn’t stopping me from seeping all over my underwear. Just last night, we had been engaged in our new nightly routine, a routine that had awakened both our sexualities from the dead, but I wasn’t sure I was ready to share him so intimately.

“You’re going to go?” I asked, my head spinning, my skin like electricity.

“Yes.” He was stroking my thigh as I drove, and I noticed he hadn’t really asked my permission. He was telling me. He was going to go.

“When?”

“When we get home.” I wanted to be angry that he’d made plans without me, that it’d gotten this far without my input, but I was too pathetic for that. Instead, I was soaking and buzzing. I was excited.  

“You’re going to leave when we get home?”

“If that’s all right,” he responded, retracting his hand. He was nervous about crossing my boundaries, but I also noticed that, in thinking I’d say no, he’d taken away his hand. To deny him this was to deny myself touch. 

“Yes, that’s fine.” It was so robotic. It sounded like a contract between us. “You’ll come home, though, right?”

“Of course, I’ll come home. I’ll always come home to you.”

We got home, and as he’d said, he got into the driver’s side, and he left. He left me home alone to deal with the emotions I was having by myself. I heard the car crunch through the rocks in the driveway, and then I knew he was on his way to fuck someone else, and he did it so effortlessly. He wasn’t nervous about our relationship or the ways it was about to change. Or maybe he was but he wanted to fuck someone new so badly that he didn’t care. Was I not good enough that he was willing to do it and that it only took him a couple of weeks to commit to this? He’d jumped on board so quickly, was so instantly excited. I had never sensed any hesitation in him after the first night. And to think – getting him to fuck me before this had been a chore, something I’d have to beg for. All this girl had to do was message him she had a hotel room and he was willing and eager to plow inside her, to give her an all-night session the way I’d been asking for.

But these thoughts didn’t ruin it for me. They made me hungrier. I went upstairs to my bedroom and got out my vibrator, titillating myself by running the vibe along my clit at the lowest setting, imagining everything he was doing to her. Maybe he was running his hands through her hair
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