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Chapter 1



I knelt at Vanessa’s feet, the cool tile of our bedroom floor pressing against my knees as I polished her chestnut leather stilettos. The soft cloth in my hand glided over the smooth surface, erasing faint scuff marks from the toes as she’d instructed. Above me, Vanessa stood before the full-length mirror, her reflection a vision of commanding beauty. She adjusted her makeup, her lips pursed as she applied a final swipe of crimson lipstick. Her strapless black dress hugged her voluptuous curves, the hem slit daringly high, revealing a glimpse of her thigh with every subtle shift. As always, she wore no bra or panties—a choice that never failed to stir me, even now, as I served her in silence.

“Make sure those heels shine, James,” she said, her voice a sultry command that sent a shiver through me. “I want them perfect for tonight.”

“Yes, my love,” I replied, the words automatic, a reflex born of years of devotion. Blind obedience was my role, my place, and I embraced it, even when it stung.

Vanessa was breathtaking, a goddess in every sense. Her full, curvaceous figure—generous breasts, thick thighs, and a soft belly I adored—was accentuated by the dress I’d rushed to order online at her insistence, paying extra for same-day delivery. Her dark curls tumbled past her shoulders, framing her ample cleavage, which seemed to beckon anyone who dared look. She dabbed perfume behind her ears, the scent of jasmine filling the air, and extended one foot toward me. I slipped the polished stiletto onto her foot, my fingers trembling slightly as they brushed her skin.

“Where are you and Marcus going tonight?” I asked, my voice tentative. I knew her games—sometimes she’d answer, teasing me with details, and other times she’d ignore me, leaving me to stew in my own longing.

She smirked, catching my gaze in the mirror. “Marcus found this charming little inn. They serve the most exquisite crab, and there’s a cozy bar downstairs. Oh, and rooms upstairs for… well, you know.” Her eyes sparkled with mischief, and my stomach twisted.

I sighed, the familiar ache of jealousy and arousal coiling in my chest. “Poor little cucky,” she cooed, her tone dripping with mock sympathy. “Are you jealous? Does it bother you that I’m going out again with Marcus?”

I swallowed hard, my hands pausing on her other shoe. “I’m trying, my love. I really am. It’s just…” My voice faltered, the words caught in my throat.

“Just what?” she pressed, tilting her head, her smile both cruel and inviting. “Come on, tell Mommy what’s bothering you.”

The word “Mommy” hit me like a spark, igniting a shameful heat deep within. She knew how that term unraveled me, knew the tangled history it evoked, the way it fed my submission. It was a button she pressed without hesitation, and I both loved and hated her for it.

“It’s just… the others, it was always about sex,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. “But with Marcus, it feels different. Like he’s your boyfriend. Like I’m… less than your husband.”

Her expression softened, and she reached down, her fingers brushing my cheek with a tenderness that made my heart ache. “Oh, James, he is my boyfriend. Those other men? They were fun, sure, but when you introduced me to your new boss at the company gala, I was hooked. And don’t pretend you didn’t love it. You pushed me to flirt with him, remember? You came in seconds that night when I told you how I felt his hardness against me on the dance floor. Just like your little thing is leaking now, isn’t it?”

I flushed, my cheeks burning as she stood, giving herself one last appraising look in the mirror. She turned and strode out of the bedroom, her heels clicking on the hardwood. I rose, smoothing the black leggings and pink T-shirt I wore—emblazoned with “Cuckold Servant” in bold letters across the chest—and followed her. The outfit was another layer of my humiliation, a constant reminder of my place.

Outside, I opened the passenger door of our car for Vanessa, then slid into the driver’s seat. The act of driving her to her date with my boss was a ritual that never failed to twist the knife deeper. As we drove, she vaped, the sweet scent of cannabis filling the car. Her eyes grew hazy, her body relaxed, and I could tell she was already slipping into that heady mix of high and horny. By the time we reached the inn, her laughter was loose and sultry.

Marcus stood at the entrance, his presence commanding even from a distance. Tall, with neatly styled silver hair and a trimmed beard, he exuded confidence in his crisp white shirt that hugged his athletic frame. His smirk was unmistakable as he watched us approach, the couple he now controlled. I parked and stepped out, walking around to open Vanessa’s door. The public display—me in my humiliating outfit, escorting my wife to another man—was a spectacle I’d grown accustomed to, yet it never lost its sting.

“Darling,” Marcus said, taking Vanessa’s hand and kissing it with a flourish. “You look absolutely delectable. Good enough to devour—and I intend to.” His deep laugh rumbled as he pulled her close, his eyes flicking to me with a glint of triumph. “Thank you, James, for delivering her.”

They turned and entered the inn, their laughter trailing behind them, leaving me standing alone in the parking lot. I climbed back into the car, my heart heavy, and drove home, the silence deafening.

This all began years ago when Vanessa and I embraced a female-led marriage. My inadequacies—my small size, my inability to satisfy her—led us to this dynamic. She took charge, dated other men, and I served, always involved, always aroused by the humiliation. For seven years, it was thrilling—her lovers came and went, each encounter feeding our dynamic. But Marcus changed everything. It started at that gala, where their chemistry was instant, electric. I’d encouraged her to flirt, and later, as she recounted every detail, I’d unraveled in seconds. Their connection grew beyond sex—movies, dinners, weekends away, all funded by me. And I, their willing servant, found myself sinking deeper into submission, torn between pain and pleasure.
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