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Tricked into Cuckolding
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Sure, I knew it was his birthday. And I'd been dating him for two years, had plenty of sex, and I thought I knew all there was to know about his fantasies. Boy was I wrong.

For Matthew's twenty first birthday, I told him that I would do absolutely anything he wanted in bed. I stressed that absolutely anything would be acceptable. No judgement. I got a feeling that he'd never come entirely out of his shell, and that maybe this would be the way to make that happen. Turned out I was right.

The night before his birthday, he suggested we go out for dinner. We didn’t do that much, so I thought it would be a great idea. I thought it was going to be a romantic thing, but then he said he’d invited his friend from work, Damien.

When we got to the place, Damien was already sitting at our reserved table. I’ve heard that some people, when they meet someone new, the immediately imagine what it would be like to have sex with that person. I am not that kind of person. Normally. But I was when I saw Damien. He was dark skinned, and had that perfect jaw line. Clean shaven, and had a smile that he looked at me with the moment I saw him. I imagined him pounding me, hard. Relentlessly. I'm not entirely sure why. His appearance just oozed sexy. 

It was like the smile I usually got when a guy was about to start hitting on me. But this was a dinner with my boy friend. I didn't think there was any chance he'd hit on me in front of Matthew.

But the moment we sat down he said, "Matthew, how have you never mentioned how stunning your girlfriend was?"

"I've mentioned it," he said. "I talk about her all the time."

Damien's eyes just scanned me up and down, like I was something he'd never seen before. I blushed. "I guess it's hard to put into words," he said.

I would have expected Matthew to do something about this. Not that it was wrong for another guy to be complimenting me. But normally when that happens he'll put his arm around me or something. This time there was nothing. Almost like he wanted Damien to be hitting on me. It was kind of weird.

Then the conversation got into normal stuff, they talked about work, and we ordered our food. It wasn't until our food had arrived that something involving me happened again.

"So," said Damien, cutting through me with those eyes. "What are you getting Matthew for his birthday?"

No one had asked me that so far this year. I had no answer prepared. "Just, you know, the usual."

"You're giving him the usual on his birthday? I think he deserves something special."

"I get to fuck her," said Matthew. Matthew never spoke like that about me, especially in public. "I get to fuck her any way I want. Totally up to me."

Damien smiled and nodded with a huge dumb grin on his face. He looked me up and down. "Now that doesn't sound like just the usual.”

I blushed again. If Matthew rarely talked like that in public, I never did. I didn't even really like swearing.

Once we'd finished dinner, Damien picked up the whole bill. "For your birthday," he said to Matthew. "I'm not doing anything else for you." I swear I saw him wink when he said that last part. But I forgot about that almost immediately. It didn't seem important at the time.

We drove home and had the same sex as usual. He ate me out for a while, we fucked for a while, everyone was happy. Afterwards he asked me something that seemed strange. "So what do you think of Damien?"

"He seems nice," I said, still coming down from the high. "Why do you ask?"

"I was think maybe I'd invite him over sometime. Tomorrow, maybe."

"I thought we were doing something special tomorrow," I protested.

"Right," he said. "Sorry, of course we are. Something special.”

"Anything you want," I said.

"Anything I want," he echoed.

I woke up next to him that morning, wearing only a thong, and said, "Happy Birthday."

I always wake up earlier than him, and normally he just mumbles me away when I try to talk to him before he wakes up, but this time he sat straight up. He was topless. I was so lucky to have a boyfriend who hit the gym as often as Matthew did. "So tonight," he said, and then he paused, like he wasn't quite sure how to say what he wanted to say. "So you said anything goes, right?"

"Absolutely," I said. "Anything. Every dream you've ever had, any fantasy you've never told me about. Tonight you can make it happen."

"Alright," he said. I thought that was the end of it, but then he said, "There's a blindfold in the drawer there. When you get home I want you to take off all of your clothes, put on the blindfold, and lie down. Alright?"

"I can do that."

"I'll be home half an hour later."

"Got it. I can wait half an hour."

"Okay," he said, then he lay back down. I could tell he was really taking me up on this. He wasn't just going to make it romantic. He had something planned. And I had no idea what it was.

Honestly, I spent the whole day in the office just fantasizing about what it might be. It's not that I didn't enjoy our sex life - I liked it quite a lot - but it had been the same for a long time. Matthew was caring, and gentle, but that's not always the only thing a girl wants. I imagined being tied up, gagged, whipped, all sorts of things I didn't know if I'd actually be into. Things that were just so different from what I was used to that they turned me on. By the end of the day I was hornier than I'd been the first time I fucked Matthew.

The bus ride home was torture. I got home and right away did as he had told me to do. This was his special day, and I was going to let him do with me as he pleased. I didn't even think twice about the blindfold. Well, I did, but all I thought about it was that it was going to be fun. Like sex in the dark, I thought, but not quite. It was going to be something different.

I stripped, and put the blindfold onto my head, pushed up onto my forehead. I took one last look in the mirror. I was a big person. Always had been, probably always will be. Round hips. Plenty of cushioning. And while I slid the blindfold down over my face, I'd never been more okay with that. I was giving myself to Matthew, and he wanted me. He was excited to have me. Or so I thought.

Lying there on the bed was way more torture than the bus ride had been. I just had to lie there, absolutely nothing to distract myself with. Legs spread, completely ready for anything that might come my way. Thinking about what that might be. I don't know if I'd ever been that prepared for sex in my life.

I had zoned out entirely when a noise downstairs broke the silence. Then I could have sworn I heard someone say something, but at the time that didn't make any sense. Matthew was alone, I thought, and he knew exactly where I was.

Footsteps up the stairs, and the door creaked open. I hear pants drop to the floor, a shirt flung into the laundry basket. Something else is on the bed. Someone else. A head between my thighs. And then it began.

Lick after sopping wet lick. Matthew ate me out pretty regularly, but never like this. I couldn't keep track of where his lips where, what his tongue was doing. It just felt like the most rhythmic, wet, and smooth orgasm machine was working on me. At first it was set to 'low', but in no time it'd been turned on to full power. I thought, I knew, that at any second Matthew was going to stop, and he'd put on a condom, and he join me. I kept expecting it to happen, but he just kept going. I wasn't about to complain, even though it was supposed to be his birthday present.

Eventually his fingers ended up inside me. He'd curl them upwards, every time he'd suck my clit, and the combination was just too powerful. My whole body was rocking to the motion by this point, my breathing was heavy, and I couldn't hold back forever. At one point I just imagined that Matthew was fucking me, and the moment I did, I finished. My back arched, and pulled the sheets practically off the bed, and I let out a scream.

Then I collapsed back into the bed, and reached for my blindfold. I thought the first event was over. Maybe I even thought the main event was over. Now we were going to go back to the same sex we always had, although this time it would be a bit sloppier.

But a hand came up and stopped me before I had the blindfold off. And the next thing I knew there was a plastic ball in my mouth. My head was lifted and the straps were secured. Clearly it wasn't over. And clearly I wasn't supposed to say anything.

Next came the ropes. First one wrapped around my wrist and was pulled taught, tied to the bedpost. It was soft, just a little coarse. Then another one pulled my other arm in the other direction. I settled in not thinking there could be more. But then a rope appeared around each of my ankles, pulling my legs apart. I was starfished, naked, and loving it. Normally I don't go in for more after my first orgasm, but this time it seemed like a good idea.

I felt his weight on the bed, crawling up next to me. I felt his skin against mine, the tip of his dick brushed against my pussy lips. And then it went in. And then it kept going. Matthew doesn't have a small dick. It always satisfied me in the end. But this was something else. It was reaching parts in me that'd never been reached before. Opening me up more than I'd ever been opened before.

Either Matthew was incredibly into this, and he'd never been so hard in his life, or something was up.

I didn't have much time to think about it though. Because it felt incredible. It was almost like I was being torn apart. Not quite. Every time he'd go in, there was just a twinge of pain at the very deepest point. But it was a good pain. I tried to pull my arms free, move my legs, but I was entirely stuck.

Then his face came close to mine, still covered in my juices, and gave me a kiss. Then a hand came up and pushed the blindfold out of my face for the first time since all this had begun. It wasn't Matthew. It was Damien.

I would've screamed, but I was gagged. I would've run away, but I was tied down. And Damien just kept going like he had been before. Staring into my eyes while he did it.

I tried to look terrified. I was terrified. I tried to keep myself under control, to not enjoy this. I wasn't supposed to enjoy sex with anyone other than my boyfriend, right? But then Damien, who now seemed much bigger than Matthew leaned in. He held his mouth next to my ear and whispered, "Matthew wants you to enjoy this."

The second I heard those words I felt better. This was Matthew's gift. He chose what would happen. And for some reason he'd chosen to have me fucked by a well endowed man while tied up.

The panicked look on my face disappeared. I closed my eyes tight, and focused only on what this man was doing to my lady parts. With every thrust he'd open them more, stretching every part of me more.

He leaned in and started kissing my chest. No one else had ever done that. The second he touched my boobs I could feel him grow inside of me. It felt incredible. Like something that couldn't possibly get better had somehow managed to. He sucked my nipple, squeezing the breast tight with his hand.

I was still riding on the wave from the first orgasm I'd had, and this was just carrying it on further. The peak had become a plateau, and I felt like it was about to go sharply upwards once again.

Then Damien reached behind me head and took off the ball gag. I wanted to say something, ask something, but all that escaped was a moan. Load and clear. Then I managed to squeeze out his name. “Damien?”

I was enjoying myself. I was wetter than I'd ever been with Matthew, almost worried that Damien was going to slip out. But with his length, I realized that probably wasn't anything to worry about.

I spent the next five minutes just taking in every feeling. I closed my eyes, bit my lip, and felt everything. The pleasure when he was almost all the way out, all of my was closed inside. Then he'd push forward, pulling me open once again, stretching me in every direction. And then he'd hit that point, deep inside, and there would be that hint of pleasurable pain. Every time it happened I let out a sharp breath.

"Tell me you love me," he said.

I just stared at him, which was hard to do. I was hardly in control of anything my body was doing at this point. My eyes rolled back in my head.

"I said tell me you love me."

I looked back and this time saw a wink. That was what Matthew wanted. "I love you," I said, hardly able to talk between huge breaths.

"Again."

"I love you," I said. Then with each bit of pain. "I. Love. You. I. Love. You. Damien."

Then he buried his head in my tits again. Kissing my nipples. All while not slowing down one bit. I felt myself getting tighter, and him getting bigger. I felt the build up inside of him. I squeezed as hard as I could, which only made the feeling more intense for the both of us.

Then he started to throb, pumping his cum deep inside me, deeper than Matthew had ever dared. Even while cumming he didn't slow down. He keep up his pace, but I could see his body flexing with the pleasure. That pushed me over the edge as well, the and I squeezed tight, savouring every feeling. Savouring that deepness, the few little bits of pain that I was going to get. 

I came harder than I had in months.

Then he pulled out. Normally I move around a fair bit after orgasming, but my hands were tied. I just lay there, moving as much as I could, completely unable to move more than a couple inches. I arched my back, rolled my shoulders, and rocked my hips.

Things as simple as the touch of the sheets on my skin felt incredibly sensual. Everything that touched me made it more powerful. The subtly cool air that had been held away by such passion swept back in. I realized how sweaty I was, how wet I was. It felt good.

I looked up to see Damien putting his clothes back on. He was already wearing pants, and I looked up just in time to see his abs on last time before he pulled a white t-shirt down over them. He walked up to the bed, and pulled the blindfold back over my eyes. Then he untied my arms and legs. He pull the ropes back in the drawer and left me lying there, like he'd never been. I was back to just lying on the bed naked with a blindfold on. Like nothing had ever happened.

I tried to sit up but his large hand pushed down on my chest and it was clear that I was supposed to stay put.

Then there was the sound of a door opening, and then closing. Sounds of him walking down those stairs, then out the front door.

I lay there, his cum dripping out of me, blindfolded, for a long time. I didn't hear anyone else in the house. I just lay in the bed reliving what had happened. It had been so long since I'd been with someone new. Since someone had found new ways to fuck me. It wasn't something I'd soon forget.

After what must have been at least an hour, I heard a yell from downstairs. "Dinner is ready!"

Just like he always said when I was working in my office at this time of day. I pulled the blindfold up, and there was no one in the room. I took it off, put it back where it had been, and got dressed. I left my hair a mess, skipped putting on a bra, and headed downstairs.

"Hey," he said as if everything was normal.

"Hey," I said.

The dinner was set just a bit nicer than it normally was. He had clearly been working on the meal for a while. Green beans with a very fancy looking meat dish. Maybe this was what he'd been doing while I was being plowed. While I was yelling that I loved someone else. While that man finished inside of me.

"Looks delicious," I said.

"Thanks," he said.

We sat down across from each other as if it was a totally normal dinner and began to eat.

"So," he said. "I'm sorry that I didn't manage to get home in time to take advantage of my birthday gift."

I didn't know what to say. I went with, "That's okay."

"Hopefully you didn't lie there blindfolded alone for too long."

"No, of course not."

"Great. I was wondering if you'd like to just try again tomorrow. Blindfold yourself and leave yourself exposed again tomorrow."

"I… I could do that. For you."

"For me," he said.

He obviously knew what had happened. But he wasn't mad. He wasn't even acknowledging my obvious sex hair, or how loudly I'd yelled through the house.

"So what do you think of Damien?" he asked.

That one caught me off guard. I wasn't sure if I was supposed to let on that I'd just had incredible sex with Damien or not. "Damien is great."

"Cool. I was thinking that next time I go on a business trip, maybe he could help you around the house a bit.”

“That would… That sounds like a good idea.”

There was a silence after that. We both got back to eating. Then Matthew said, “Tell me you love me.”

“Of course I do,” I said. I could feel Damien’s cum leaking into my panties.
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If you LOVED that book, be sure to check out the rest of my sexy catalog by clicking the link below. I'm sure you'll find something else that tickles your fancy. And if you want to stay up to date with my new releases sign up for my newsletter! It's a weekly email with giveaways, contests, and lots of sexy stories. Click here to sign up for the newsletter.
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