
        
            
                
            
        

    
A Prelude to Cuckolding

an erotic story by KinkyWriter


Copyright © 2015 by KinkyWriter.com

Cover Photo © 2015 by Voyagerix – used under license from Shutterstock.com

The story found in this book is a work of fiction and should not be imitated by anyone who does not follow the philosophies of Safe, Sane, and Consensual BDSM practices. As many stories are heavily dramatized for entertainment purposes and to the extent that they should not be recreated by anyone, the author cannot be held liable for any activities conducted that are based on or derived as a result of reading this material.

Published by KinkyWriter.com – an imprint of C-G Media, Tampa, Florida
http://www.kinkywriter.com


“Those shoes are hot – you seriously need to buy them right now!”

Cara’s jaw had dropped in awe when she looked over to see the sexy leather spikes that now adorned her best friend Heather’s slender feet.

“I love the locks on the sides,” Heather noted, pointing down to the shiny, gold hasps that held the leather straps around each of her ankles. “They kind of remind me of bondage or something…”

Her friend just grinned as she watched her strut back and forth in the stiletto heels that seemed to just scream sex appeal, highlighted even further by the glitzy gold tips that adorned their thin heels.

“Would Ryan not get a hard-on on the spot if he came home to you wearing those things?!” Cara laughed as she continued to peruse the store’s selections while occasionally glancing back to admire the incredible find that Heather had discovered.

“He would…” Heather uttered with a reluctant air in his voice, “…but it’s not like he’d really know what to do with them after his jaw hit the floor…”

“Trouble in paradise???” Cara asked her as Heather sat down and admired what she saw in the mirror across from her as she crossed her legs with the sexy shoes still decorating her feet.

“Well … I don’t know,” the girl sighed, first reaching down as if to put the sexy shoes back in their box where they belonged, but instead just slowly running her fingers casually over the shiny leather that seemed to wrap so perfectly around her feet.

“It’s just that … we don’t really have sex anymore,” she finally confessed, lowering her voice as Cara came to take the seat beside her. “I’ve been as horny as I’ve ever been lately, but he’s just never really interested. And then I started noticing on his computer that he’s always looking at all of this cuckolding porn…”

“Cuckolding?” Cara interrupted, somewhat taken aback.

“Isn’t that the thing where the wife fucks around and her husband gets off on it???”

“Yeah…” Heather shrugged in disappointment as she looked down at the shoes on her feet once more. “I mean, I don’t get it – here I am, ready to fuck at a moment’s notice … any other horny guy’s dream … and all he can seem to think about is these women who like to cheat on their men!”

“I don’t think that’s it, though,” Cara countered as she read the distraught on her best friend’s face.

“From what I’ve heard about cuckolding, it’s not so much cheating because the guy actually wants her to seek out other lovers. As far as I understand, the whole thing is supposed to be completely consensual.”

“So you don’t think there’s anything wrong with it?” Heather asked with a puzzled look on her face.

“I don’t know,” Cara admitted. “I mean, if both people are into it and nobody’s getting hurt, then why not?!”

“Actually, if you really stop and think about it … it’s kind of hot.”

“What do you mean???”

“I mean … just because you’re married, haven’t you ever seen another guy and just been like, ‘Damn, I wonder what HE’S like in bed!’?!”

“Think about the freedom in that … the power, even! Hooking up with another guy that you randomly bumped into that was just absolutely irresistible, and then going home to your partner and making him putty in your hands because he can’t wait to hear every last naughty detail.”

“I’ll tell you what – I’ll bet you could find a real hunk wearing a pair of fuck me shoes like those!” Cara added playfully as she pointed down to the sexy stilettos that were still on her friend’s feet.

Heather just blushed for the first time in their conversation, crossing her legs the other way as she leaned in closer to her friend and locked eyes on the sexy shoes as well.

“…I wouldn’t even know where to pick up a guy these days…” she spoke softly, her eyes fixated down at her feet.

It barely took half a second for her friend to respond with a grin on her face…

“I do.”

“Buy the shoes and come out with me tonight – just to see what you think…”

* * * * * * * * * *

“I can’t believe that I’m even doing this…” Heather muttered as she stood in front of the mirror back at Cara’s apartment applying her mascara while her friend fluttered around her closet.

“Doing what?” Cara countered playfully. “You’re just going out for a few drinks and some dancing with your bestie … which you never do!” she shouted from the other room with a giggle.

“That lingerie doesn’t exactly say just drinks and dancing…” she shot back between strokes of the brush until her lashes were a sexy display of dark seduction.

Cara came back into the bedroom, laying a number of hangers down on her bed before flipping the tissue paper open on the new box that Heather had bought from the lingerie store at the mall and chuckling, “Hey, it’s only fair that you’ve got the undies to match the shoes!” as she stared down at the skimpy, lace bra and panty set that her friend had purchased.

“A girl can’t go out in $150 designer shoes wearing ratty, old panties underneath her skirt…”

The two laughed as they each continued getting ready in their own little worlds, with Heather working on her makeup subconsciously a bit more than she usually did while Cara searched through her closet for the perfect skirt and top to go with her friend’s sexy, new shoes. The room fell quiet for a few minutes as they both continued in silence until Heather finally spoke up and posed a curious question to her friend…

“So – I wonder what the guy gets out of it…” she asked as she painted her lips a sultry shade of dark red.

“What do you mean?” Cara replied as she pondered the options she was picking out for her friend’s night out.

“You know – what’s he get out of somebody else fucking his wife??? Most guys would get pissed if they learned that their woman was fucking around … what is it about this thing that makes him want her to do it?”

“Well, let’s look at your sex life…” Cara countered with a mischievous grin, instantly leading Heather to stop what she was doing and roll her eyes back at her.

“When you guys used to have sex more often, how good was he?”

Heather paused and stared into the mirror for a moment, then applied one quick touch-up to her shiny, red lips before capping off the lip gloss and pondering the question more thoroughly.

“It was good,” she said hesitantly as she looked at the sexy face that now stared back at her in the mirror.

Cara raised a questionable eyebrow, but remained silent as she allowed her friend’s own words to first sink in.

“Now when was the last time that you ever heard someone bragging about sex that was just good???” she finally posed as she sat on the edge of the bed, playing with Heather’s sexy new panties in her idle hands.

“But we’ve been together a long time,” she listened to her friend counter as she spun around to face her. “You can’t expect sex to always be like that forever.”

“…can you?”

Cara tossed Heather the new panties which still smelled of the fine perfume that was a signature trademark of the store that sold them, and Heather then stood up and unceremoniously pulled her own underwear off and replaced them with their lacy, hot counterparts.

“So how big is he?” her friend countered suggestively as she then handed Heather the matching bra from the same lingerie box.

She smirked, then thought out loud for a moment and playfully offered back, “I don’t know – maybe four or five inches?”

Cara couldn’t help but snicker as Heather slipped her breasts into the bra that seemed to do wonders for lifting them while also offering up ample amounts of cleavage…

“And is four inches enough for you???”

Heather’s eyes rolled again as she reached behind to snap her new brassiere closed.

“It’s … ok!” she replied with an amused smile.

“I mean, sure – more would be nice, but a relationship is about a lot more than just the size’s of a guy’s cock!”

“True,” Cara replied as she produced Heather’s new shoes and handed them over to her with a devilish smile. “You wouldn’t want to get married based on cock size alone, but that’s not to say that a girl can’t enjoy a nice fuck from a well-endowed man more than she might from her lesser-endowed husband…”

Heather sat down and slipped her feet into the sexy leather heels, savoring once more how the expensive black leather crept up around the back of her feet to then cradle her ankles as the thick, ornate straps held them in place with the simple click of the gold hasps that sparkled on the outside of each shoe.

Standing up to take in the full look of the stilettos when paired with her sexy, new skimpy lingerie and her makeup ready to go out, that’s when she felt Cara come up beside her and put her arm around her waist as she beamed, “This is what I’m talking about!”

“Look at you – a woman who looks like this doesn’t settle for four-inch cocks!!!”

“A woman like this gets any cock that she wants!”

The girls laughed together as Heather checked herself out in the mirror from every angle, admittedly impressed herself by the look on herself that she never would’ve imagined possible lately. She felt sexy, she felt hot, and when she told as much to her best friend as she gazed into the mirror, Cara returned with a counter that she had to admit was an intriguing suggestion to consider.

“So maybe that’s part of why cuckolding is so appealing for guys like Ryan. Look at yourself – you look amazing, and I’m sure that if anybody, he knows it, too.”

“Just like I’m sure he knows that his bedroom performance, despite being in love with you, still nonetheless leaves something to be desired…”

“Maybe it’s about knowing your own limits and being turned on by your spouse getting what she really deserves, what she really wants.”

Cara disappeared for a few minutes and returned to her bedroom with two wine glasses and a bottle of sweet merlot, smiling silently as she poured each of them a glass and then took over where Heather had been standing at the mirror to begin on her own makeup while the gears in her friend’s head continued to turn.

After a few minutes of quietly sipping her wine and glancing through some of the blouses Cara had laid out for her, Heather suddenly had an idea…

“Hey, can I use your computer for something?”

“Sure, it’s already on … what are you thinking???”

Heather smiled as she sat down at the computer desk in her new lingerie, chirping back as she reached for the mouse, “I thought maybe a little research might help to give us some insight on what this thing is all about!”

She sat staring at the flashing search engine prompt for a minute pondering her next move, then with her horny husband back home in mind found her fingers suddenly typing on their own…

CUCKOLDING STORIES

Heather’s eyes grew wide as the results came back in the thousands, many of them porn sites and nasty videos but a few turning out to be actual written stories that resembled the ones she’d spied in her husband’s bookmarks before.

“You find anything good?” her friend called out from the other side of the room.

“Maybe…” she quickly called back. “Hold on a second…”

“Read it out loud!!!” Cara quickly shouted back playfully as she continued with her makeup.

The story in front of her was called One Day as a Cuckoldress – skipping ahead through the first few paragraphs, Heather took another sip of wine and then began to read out the first part that had managed to catch her eye…

I know that the idea of me wearing the dress that he would love to hold and touch, and then specifically forbidding it in lieu of another is incredibly alluring, and I can read the conflict on his face as he wants to reach out and touch it, but secretly also wants me to tell him that he’s not allowed.

“So this is a story about a couple who goes shopping at the mall,” she then explained after another swirl of merlot. “And it sounds like it’s just a tease, but she’s suggesting that she buys some new clothes for a date with her lover. Her husband has a thing for leather, so she’s fantasizing about this new dress being just for the other guy…”

“Kinky!” Cara chirped back with intrigue. “Tell me more!”

Examining my new look in the mirror after she slipped the open-toed stilettos onto my feet, I found me getting wound up in the fantasy myself as my mind drifted to telling my husband that he’s not allowed to touch me in such a decadent ensemble, and I started to get off on the idea of using his fetish against him to push the experience even deeper. As I thought about a random pair of hands holding me tight around my leather-clad waist that aren’t his, the attendant asked if she should get him so that he could have a look, to which I haughtily replied, “No, that won’t be necessary – this isn’t for him…” which caused her to blush.

At that moment I kind of wanted her to make another comment so that I could joke about wanting to look good for my date or perhaps something even more naughty, but instead she just quietly waited until I was done with the mirror before helping me back out of the dress and ultimately carrying it up to the counter and wrapping it up for my husband to pay for…

“Whoa…” Cara commented, now reading over her friend’s shoulder after finishing her tasks in front of the mirror. “So does it end up just being a fantasy or does she actually fuck somebody else???”

“I’m reading, I’m reading!” Heather giggled as the two continued scouring the story to themselves, both of them beyond anxious to find out just exactly how far the couple in the story would take this cuckolding fantasy of theirs…

“I was thinking about looking up an old friend from college to see if he wanted to get together for drinks … just the two of us.”

…

“You know that I’m way too horny to let this go tonight, and we both know that you can’t satisfy me. I need a real cock and I think now’s the time for that to happen.”

…

I knew that the look in the mirror epitomized the role that I play in his darkest fantasies – the breathtaking, leather-clad wife who’s so dominantly gorgeous that she doesn’t feel like she owes her submissive husband a second glance as she walks out the door to get fucked by better men.

…

When I felt him finish, I quickly added, “Now kiss the heel of my shoe so that I can go…”

I wanted his hands on my body.

I wanted his cock in my mouth, and my ass, and my cunt.

I hoped that he would find my new lingerie sexy.

“Holy shit,” the girls both said in unison as they turned to each other after reading the final words of the story’s climax.

As they both stared at the screen absorbing what they had just read, Cara eventually offered up with a small chuckle, “Your husband is kind of submissive…”

Heather smirked and rolled her eyes, then glanced down at her feet as she chuckled to herself before adding, “Ryan would be lucky to kiss my feet in these shoes!”

The two laughed and got up to go through the clothing that Cara had laid out for the two of them, with Heather zeroing in on a tight-fitting skirt and a flowery, purple silk blouse before her friend’s eyes suddenly lit up and she darted away to her closet.

“Hold it right there – that story gave me an idea!” she shouted behind her as Heather could hear her flipping through hangers before she finally appeared again triumphantly with a very short and very sexy black vinyl miniskirt to show for her efforts.

Heather took the skirt from her half-jokingly as she rolled her eyes and replied, “That’s just slutty!” though Cara just giggled and replied, “Exactly! Try it on…” as she smiled and waited for her friend’s revelation.

Bending over to step into the short vinyl, Heather first commented, “Well, it matches the shoes…” as she pulled the skirt up her ankles and then to her waist.

“Yes, it does,” Cara beamed approvingly.

As her friend then situated the black skirt over her hips, she merely watched and smiled as Heather checked out the skirt from behind and then slowly ran her fingers down its tight vinyl that ended an undeniably provocative length above her knees…

“Here – try this with it,” she offered as she sorted through the pile and handed Heather a revealing, sleeveless top in a deep burgundy with a plunging neckline that put the tops of Heather’s lacy, new bra on show … not to mention the treasure that lay underneath!

Heather’s smile only broadened as she admired the transformation that she was undergoing in the mirror while Cara came behind her to add a sparkling, gold necklace that cascaded across her neck and chest, as well as a matching gold bangle for one wrist and a sexy jeweled ring for her other hand.

Taking a step back followed by a long drag from her own glass of wine, Cara allowed the full appearance to sink in before she finally posed the question with a grin on her face to her gorgeous best friend…

“So … how sexy do you feel right now?!”

Heather felt a newfound thrill through her body as she admired another angle before turning back to Cara and smiling unabashedly.

“Sexy enough to know that I deserve more than a four inch cock!” she declared with a hearty laugh.

Cara’s eyes widened in amusement as she laughed along with her friend, adding, “I think somebody’s ready for a night out on the prowl!”

The two primped and tweaked each other’s looks for another twenty minutes and polished off another glass of wine each before finally calling themselves a cab to take them to wherever it was that Cara had in store for their exciting, new adventure that night.

As they waited for the cab to arrive, Heather found herself fidgeting with the ring on her left hand before eventually asking Cara, “So as long as we’re just playing along here, do you think I should maybe take my wedding ring off before we go?”

Cara thought for a moment with a curious grin, then shook her head and replied.

“Nope – being a married girl going out dressed like that, I think guys will know exactly what they’re getting themselves into…”

“Besides,” she added with a wink, “you might actually find that some guys are easier to pick up if they know that they’re fooling around with another man’s girl!”

Heather played with her ring a moment longer before blushing and looking down at her shoes, then asking bashfully, “Is it bad if hearing that kind of turns me on?”

* * * * * * * * * *

There was no denying that all eyes were on Heather as the two walked into the nightclub and made their way to an empty high top where almost immediately they found themselves being offered a couple of free drinks…

“What do you think Ryan would think if he knew that I was here dressed like this?” Heather smirked as she sipped on the French Martini that had just been delivered to her free of charge.

“I guess that all depends on whether you had him kiss your heels before you walked out the door dressed like that!” Cara shot back with a laugh as the two enjoyed their drinks and surveyed the room in search of their next move.

Before too long had passed, the band had returned from their break and began playing an upbeat tune that drove Cara to suggest, “Let’s dance!” as she grabbed Heather’s hand persuasively and led her out to the dance floor, taking note as they found a place front and center of the many eligible guys who instantly took an interest in her friend’s presence as her body just seemed to beg for a dance partner in front of the busy crowd…

“You have to promise me that you’ll dance with the first hot guy who asks you to!” Cara shouted into her ear as the lights flashed around them, sporting an amused grin barely a minute later when she found herself slipping back as a cute guy in a sport coat slid in between them and started hitting on Heather.

“I saw you come in,” he told her, moving in close so that she could hear him over the loud music, “and I’m sure that you’re going to get this a lot tonight, but I just wanted to be the first to tell you how amazing you look tonight!”

Heather lit up brightly as she grinned and shot back, “So does that mean you want to buy me a drink?”

The dark stranger laughed and replied, “I actually already did – you’re welcome!”

Heather blushed with a giggle as she reached up and placed her arms around his neck, speaking more quietly into his ear, “Then I suppose that I owe you a dance at the very least…”

The two swayed back at forth in varying tempos as Heather found herself growing more adventurous with the man who didn’t yet even know her name, yet had already enjoyed an up close and personal view of her cleavage while his hands continued to wander along her revealing vinyl skirt as well. When she finally excused herself to circle back with Cara and freshen up in the ladies room, he whispered, “Hurry back…” into her ear while grabbing her ass in a not at all conspicuous manner that left her reeling in a myriad of confusing emotions all the way to the restroom…

“He’s cute!” Cara announced with a grin as the door swung shut behind them and they each took a place side by side at the mirror to examine their makeup.

“He is cute!” Heather giggled in reply, adding, “And do you know that after half an hour of dancing I don’t even know the guy’s name?!”

Cara laughed out loud.

“That’s not important – what’s important is, how did he feel???”

“His hands felt wonderful…” Heather purred as she reached down to straighten her skirt, noticing that her new friend’s hands had no doubt managed to wander up even farther than it barely fell as it was.

“Did you feel his cock?!” Cara jumped unabashedly, giggling as she remembered the two dancing close while she was sipping her drink from nearby.

Heather smirked and shook her head again, at first flabbergasted by the suggestion and then slowly coming to terms with it after considering their course of events from earlier in the day.

“So I guess that’s your next challenge – the next time the band plays something nice and slow, slip up on him close and see what he’s got packing!”

“I can’t believe I’m doing this…” Heather rolled her eyes again before touching up her lipstick and then slipping out the door and back to their table where they sat and let the men come to them for a while, entertaining a new flirt every so often as guys seemed to take note of them both from across the bar and made their way over to offer their advances…

Spotting her dance partner from before near a table by himself, Heather eventually left Cara to deal with her own suitors as she sauntered across the nightclub and invited herself to take a seat across from the man who immediately waved the waitress down and ordered her a fresh drink upon her arrival.

This time the two chatted more than they were able to out on the dance floor, with Heather learning that his name was Devon and that he was a marketing professional who had been in town for the week and was there to blow off a little steam before flying back to New York the next morning…

As the two flirted and got to know each other a little better, Heather unexpectedly found herself fidgeting with her wedding ring again when Devon caught her off guard asking in a nonetheless seductive tone, “So what does your husband think about you coming out to a place like this and teasing all of us dressed up so sexy like that???”

Heather blushed, looking down at her reveal as she felt her face start to turn red, then took another sip from her drink as she coolly replied back, “I’m not quite sure yet, but my reconnaissance so far leads me to believe that he might not mind it as much as you’d think.”

“I guess I’m still trying to figure that one out myself…” she added coyly before taking a longer drink to finish off her glass.

Devon just smiled a perfect smile on his dark lips as he slid his chair a bit closer to Heather’s and discretely placed his hand on her thigh as he looked into her eyes and told her, “Well then his loss is my gain, I suppose!” before Heather in turn scooted closer to him and made him aware that his advances were at the very least quite welcome.

Leaning into her confidant as she enjoyed his warm hand inching up her thigh, Heather began to share with her new friend all of the happenings earlier that day that had led her up to sitting there with him … the talks about cuckolding with Cara after discovering her husband’s interest on his computer, the sexy shoes that had started the whole conversation, the erotic story about the dominant woman that they had read.

Heather confessed that the whole thing was quite exciting for her, though she wasn’t quite sure just how far she could take it, which was when Devon interjected and asked her seductively how her night was going so far and, unlike the question that she had posed with her friend earlier that afternoon, instead what she thought the woman like herself was to get out of something like cuckolding…

Just then the music softened, and her mind seizing the moment, Heather took Devon’s hand from her thigh and led him out to the dance floor where this time the two came together much more intimately as she slipped romantically into his arms, her lips dangerously close to his as she then took the opportunity to answer his question while the band played slowly just behind them.

“I think it’s exciting to feel the kind of intimacy that you can only feel with somebody for the first time,” she began softly, rocking her body in rhythm with her partner’s.

“Then there’s the naughty element which I suppose I’m still conflicted with … because it’s wrong for a married woman to be this close to a man who isn’t her husband, and yet … if it gets him off, then why can’t it get me off, too?”

Heather stared dreamily into Devon’s eyes as she felt him pull her body closer still, the two intertwined nearly like lovers as he waited patiently for her next breath.

“I can tell you that this is the sexiest I’ve felt in years,” she continued to confess, “and I know that’s what drew you to me in the first place.”

Pressing her body generously up against his, Heather added with a saucy grin, “It just makes me wonder if my husband was sitting out there, watching the two of us together like this…”

“…would it make him as hard as I’m making you right now?”

“…and would he tell me to go for it because he’d secretly know that I’m just as wet feeling your body pressed so perfectly up against mine???”

With that Devon needed no further introduction and he sucked Heather’s tongue into his mouth and kissed her hungrily as he’d clearly been dying to all night long. From across the room Cara watched the two embrace with great intrigue, amused to see her best friend so out of character and yet perfectly looking the part as she was without a doubt the hottest on the dance floor, now stepping forth to rightfully claim her prize.

The two clung to each other for the rest of the night, spending just as much time groping each other in the corner as they did doing the same out on the dance floor, with Heather even loosening up after several more drinks to pose for a few salacious pictures with her man of the night that Cara commented might come in handy for the conversations that were seemingly inevitable between her and her horny husband in the days to come…

When the clock finally made its way to last call and the girls both found themselves nearly out of speed, Heather enjoyed one last slow dance with her handsome friend that evolved into him walking her out to the sidewalk to call them both a cab, sadly counting down the seconds to when they would finally be forced to part.

Pulling the married woman close one last time as her best friend stood next to her to witness every last detail, Devon kissed Heather sensuously on the lips before moving down to the soft spot that he had discovered inside on the name of her neck that made her moan weakly in his arms.

Looking down at her as his fingers made her coo even louder as they managed to catch her erect nipples through the sexy bra underneath, Devon whispered quietly into her ear, “I hope that if you do decide to really give this cuckolding thing a try, you’ll give me a call…”

Heather’s heart raced like never before as their lips finally separated, her clit seeming to beg her to let him press up against it just a while longer, or more preferably to let his tongue work its special magic down south for a change!

As she held the man’s business card in her hand while she watched him walk away, the entire night one giant flood that was coming to play in her mind all at once, he had walked about half a block away before she ran after him carrying something special in her hand that she never would’ve anticipated when she had paid quite the premium for them at the lingerie store just earlier that day.

“I think it’s only fair that you have these,” Heather said with a wink as she handed to the man her lacy, black panties, only now noticing how incredibly moist they had gotten from her evening’s excitement.

Devon grinned with accomplishment as he took the panties from her, snickering as he rubbed their alluring fabric between his fingers for a few seconds and enjoying the incredible scent that they now exuded before handing them back to her with a great chuckle.

Before she could speak, Devon looked her in the eye and spoke to her as seductively as he had enchanted her all night long, “Why don’t you hold onto those – they might make a persuasive argument later when you tell your husband just how wet I made you this evening.”

* * * * * * * * * *

After stopping off at Cara’s place to collect her things and to girl chat more about the amazing turn of events that had happened that day, Heather finally said her goodbyes and promised to follow-up with her friend the next day once she’d had a chance to recovery and better process what was to happen with her budding adulterous life next.

By the time she arrived home, it was no surprise that her husband was long since asleep, though still filled with an energy unlike any before, Heather found herself seated in front of their computer at the other end of the house, and after finally slipping off the killer heels that had inspired her crazy evening, she punched a few keys on the keyboard in curiosity of what Ryan had been up to that night the whole time she was away…

Making My Husband Into a Cuckold

Counseled to be a Cuckold

Be Careful What You Wish For…

This time more intrigued than ever before, she sat on the edge of her seat as she too read through every last erotic tale that her husband had clicked on that evening, her mind interweaving the thrills of her own naughty night until her fingers finally wandered down beneath the vinyl skirt that she was still wearing and easily finished off what a small part of her had been hoping that Devon would’ve taken care of for her the whole night long.

An hour or so later when she was fully and completely tapped and she had finally read the last of her husband’s kinky erotica, Heather thought back for a moment and searched once again until she was able to find One Day as a Cuckoldress – the same story that her and Cara had discovered about domination and cuckolding earlier that day.

Waiting the few minutes for their printer to spit out the full story and hoping that she wouldn’t accidentally wake Ryan along the way, Heather grabbed a red pen from the cup on his desk and scribbled a quick note for her man on the front page before leaving it – along with her wet panties – for him to find the next day…

I noticed that you’ve been getting into this stuff, so I thought I’d share because I thought that this one was pretty hot, too!

On a related note, don’t forget to ask me about my night… ;)

<3 Heather
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Not every fantasy is one that we dare speak aloud, and in this collection we explore a sampling of hardcore erotica that pushes the boundaries of BDSM, cuckolding, and sadomasochism to new depths…

Romantic Restraints – a KinkyWriter.com erotic sampler

Romance is in the air as we explore stories of dedication and devotion, domination and discipline to make your heart a’ flutter … not to mention stir certain other parts as well…

Fantasies in Fetish - a sexy collection of bondage, femdom, and other naughty vignettes

Sometimes it admittedly doesn’t take much to get the juices flowing of your friendly, neighborhood kinksters and this collection skips the introductions and cuts straight to the chase with more erotic adventures than ever before…

The Best of KinkyWriter.com, vol. 1

A total of 10 kinky tales make up this nostalgic collection of KinkyWriter.com reader favorites – featuring bondage, chastity, leather fetish, crossdressing, and other kinky fun!


About KinkyWriter.com

Did you enjoy the story that you just read here today?

KinkyWriter.com publishes a vast array of exclusively kink-related erotica covering all of your favorite kinks, including:

bondage ∙ domination ∙ chastity ∙ fetishes

crossdressing ∙ spanking ∙ humiliation ∙ masturbation

discipline ∙ tease & denial ∙ latex ∙ CBT ∙ high heels

leather ∙ role playing ∙ submission ∙ torture ∙ electroplay

cuckolding ∙ hypnosis ∙ forced orgasms ∙ isolation

Be sure to check out our other authors for even more naughty fun!

·      KinkyWriter

·      KinkyWriter Erotic Bundles

·      Mistress Elizabeth Simone’s FemDom Sessions

·      Veronica Ash’s Naughty Fantasies

Thanks for reading – come again soon!

KinkyWriter.com – exploring the world of kink through the written word…
http://www.kinkywriter.com
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