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Chapter One

Raquel was forty-seven years old and lived with her husband and her son in the suburbs of Boston. She was a dominant woman. She did not think of it as provocation or ideology, but as a simple fact. She believed in female dominance as a legitimate form of order—not as a game or a fantasy, but as a conscious, stable structure within a relationship. For two years, her marriage had functioned under an FLR dynamic, and they had not arrived there by accident or whim. They had arrived there because, after twenty years together, Raquel had finally understood something she had long chosen not to see.

To explain it, she had to go back to the moment her son left home.

When he went off to college, the house did not empty all at once. There was no dramatic scene, no visible rupture; instead, a silence began to occupy specific spaces—the closed bedroom, the schedules that no longer made sense, meals without urgency. Raquel was not prepared for that. She had spent too many years organizing her life around others—first a young marriage, then motherhood—always postponing something of her own with the quiet certainty that there would be time later.

She had studied Law with genuine vocation and earned her degree, but practicing had always been left for later. There had been no great renunciation, no internal debate; it had simply happened that way. Her husband’s job, the schedules, her son, the house. Everything had seemed reasonable. When her son left, that reasoning lost its foundation.

She tried to resume her career almost immediately—not as a heroic gesture, but as a practical necessity. She returned to reading, organizing papers, thinking about applications and possibilities. She discovered it was not as simple as she had imagined, not because she lacked ability, but because the world had kept moving while she had remained still in a role that no longer existed.

Robert, her husband, was forty-eight years old and worked as an administrative employee at a multinational company. He had always been steady, correct, comfortable within clear structures. For years, that had given her stability. He was never ambitious in the classic sense, but he knew how to comply, adapt, fit in. Over time, Raquel began to notice that the same comfort had turned into a form of silent withdrawal.

There was something else—something she had chosen not to take seriously for a long time.

Ten years earlier, one night, Robert had spoken to her for the first time about what interested him. He used words that, at the time, Raquel found exaggerated: femdom, BDSM, lifestyle. She did not fully understand them and, being honest with herself, did not want to. They sounded like disordered ideas, taken from somewhere that had nothing to do with her real life. They did not argue; she listened and moved on.

There were a few occasions—rare ones—when she tried to play along, usually when he seemed frustrated or distant. She would take a sandal and hit him without conviction, without ritual, without real intent. There was no authority there, no desire; it was awkward, almost uncomfortable. After that, everything returned to its place—or so she believed. Eventually, he stopped insisting. There were no reproaches, no scenes; he simply resigned himself, and Raquel did not think about it again for years.

Until the house fell silent.

With her son gone, she began to notice things that had once gone unnoticed—small, repeated details. Robert always arrived home about two hours before she did. The same process, almost mechanical. A brief greeting from the couch, the television on, the lunch dishes left in the sink. It was not disorder; it was something worse—habit. Raquel would come in, set down her bag, and assume it was her responsibility. She realized she was not angry; she was lucid, and that lucidity began to unsettle her more than any conflict could have. It was not a lack of affection or sex, but a poorly distributed structure she had upheld for far too long.

That night, they did not say much else. The house continued its usual course, as if nothing had happened, as if the day had left no visible mark. They had sex—the usual kind, the kind that requires no words or preparation, the kind that happens by inertia after so many years sharing the same bed. It was not bad, nor was it good; it was correct, functional, predictable. Their bodies responded as they always had, without tension or pursuit, without expectation of anything more.

When it was over, Robert turned away and fell asleep almost immediately, convinced the day had closed like so many others. Raquel remained awake, staring at the ceiling, listening to his steady breathing, feeling for the first time that something had not quite fit. It was not discomfort or frustration; it was something else—a slow, uneasy clarity that did not fade with sleep.

There, in that enforced stillness, she thought again of that conversation from ten years earlier. Of the words she had dismissed so easily: femdom, dominance, lifestyle. Of how awkward they had seemed to her then, how little seriously she had taken them. She realized she had not rejected them because they were impossible, but because they had no place within the structure she herself had upheld for years without questioning it.

She fell asleep late.

The next morning began like so many others. Each of them went to work, without comments, without special gestures. When Raquel returned home that afternoon, the scene repeated itself with almost irritating precision. Robert had arrived before her; he was on the couch, watching television. The brief, automatic greeting—and in the kitchen, the lunch dishes were still in the sink.

She stood still for a few seconds, observing everything with a calm she had not felt before. There was no anger, no surprise. Only a quiet, definitive certainty. She walked over to the couch and stood in front of him, blocking the television.

Standing there, with the television still on behind her, she spoke without preamble.

“Do you want the life you proposed to me ten years ago?”

Robert took a moment to react. He adjusted himself on the couch, as if he needed time to understand what he had just heard. He lowered the volume slightly; he did not turn it off. He looked at her, surprised, with an attention she did not expect to find in such a routine gesture. He said nothing. The silence stretched long enough to become uncomfortable.

“Aren’t you going to say anything?” she asked.

He swallowed. A barely perceptible movement. Then a small, almost invisible nod.

“Yes,” he said. “Yes, I do.”

Raquel nodded once.

“Good,” she replied. “Then things are going to change.”

She did not raise her voice. She did not explain anything further. She stood there for a few seconds—just long enough for him to understand this was neither a question nor a promise, but a point of no return. Then she stepped aside, leaving the television in view again, as if the object had suddenly lost all importance.

“First, stand up,” she said. “Turn off the television.”

Robert hesitated for a second, as if needing confirmation that she was serious. He stood up slowly and took the remote. The screen went dark, and the silence felt sharper than before.

“Then clean the dishes.”

She did not look at him as she said it; she did not need to. He was already standing, attentive, waiting for what came next.

Raquel handed him a folded sheet of paper.

“Take this list. You’re going to the supermarket, and then you’re going to cook for me.”

Robert looked up at her, surprised not by the order itself, but by the natural way it had been given. He did not ask anything.

“I’m going to take a long bubble bath,” she continued, “and then I’m going to lie down for a while.”

She paused briefly—just long enough for him to understand this was not a suggestion or an agreement.

“Let me know when dinner is ready.”

She turned away before he could say anything else and walked down the hallway. She did not need to check whether he obeyed. The dynamic had already shifted.

That was when the change began. With the distance time provided, Raquel later regretted not having started sooner—not listening to that proposal when he made it ten years earlier, and more than that, not understanding that a marriage could be built from that place from the beginning. For years she believed she had fulfilled what he expected, that she had brushed against his interests superficially without truly understanding what they were about. She did not know femdom as a structure—only as a vague, incomplete idea.

That night, she asked him to kneel. She did not say it harshly or dramatically; she simply did it. She also asked that, when they were alone, he address her as Mistress or as Ma’am. At first, it was a test—a way of observing what would emerge, without clear expectations, without yet knowing what place it would occupy in their lives.

Then she asked him to undress. She took his belt and struck his buttocks a few times—enough to mark the gesture, not to punish him. The marks were visible. She did not dwell on them. What interested her more was what she saw in his body, the way he reacted, the silent evidence that he was enjoying it—that something in him had awakened. The fantasy that had been relegated for years had begun to breathe again.

There was no sex that night. It was not necessary. What had happened did not need to be closed in that way. She saw Robert calmer, more centered, as if an old tension had finally found an appropriate outlet. She herself felt different—not exalted or aroused, but clear. For the first time, she understood it was not about fulfilling fantasies, but about assuming an order that had always been latent between them.

It was not an intense or spectacular beginning, and perhaps that was why it worked. She never again found him watching television with dirty dishes in the sink. That disappeared immediately, without her having to mention it again. Sometimes he addressed her as Mistress or Ma’am when they were alone; other times he used her name. Raquel did not correct him. She was observing, letting the process find its own rhythm.

The true point of inflection came unexpectedly. One afternoon, she entered the bedroom earlier than planned and found him touching himself. The surprise and shame were immediate. Robert froze, as if his body had betrayed him before he could think. He stammered something, said he was not doing anything—a clumsy defense that made no sense in the face of the obvious.

Raquel did not raise her voice.

“I want this kind of relationship to truly change and work,” she said. “I’m not going to be your fantasy machine.”

He looked at her in silence, discomfort still evident on his face.

“Today,” she added, “things change for real.”

The next day, it truly began—not as a continuation of what had come before, nor as a prolonged fantasy, but as something that no longer allowed reversal. There was a different density in the air, a mute expectation that could be felt even before anything was said. Raquel asked him to undress and kneel in front of her. There was no surprise, no resistance. Shame was there—visible—but it did not stop him. He moved with a mix of modesty and determination that made him strangely vulnerable.

She instructed him to kiss her feet. The gesture was awkward at first, restrained, almost reverent. It was not rehearsed submission; it was exposure. He was crossing a threshold that had previously existed only in his imagination, and she could feel it in the way he avoided meeting her eyes.

“My name is forbidden to you when we are alone,” she said. “It no longer exists in this space.”

She told him to position himself. She did not know exactly how to do all of this; she knew it in that moment. There was no technique or script—she was amateur, intuitive, driven more by internal certainty than by knowledge. She applied a few strikes, without precision or calculation, and even so, the effect was immediate—not because of the impact itself, but because of what it meant. The flush, the tense silence, the way his body reacted before his mind. There was desire, yes, but also something deeper: the intimate humiliation of being seen and accepted in that place.

Then she handed him the chastity cage.

“I bought it this morning,” she said. “Your entire body belongs to me now. You wanted femdom—so we begin properly.”

Robert held it for a few seconds before fully understanding what it implied. He put it on with difficulty, focused, almost trembling. Raquel did not help him; she watched in silence. There was something different about him—a new aura, a stillness heavy with meaning. It was not just arousal; it was relief, the calm of someone who was finally doing exactly what he had spent years repressing. He handed her the key.

The next step was inevitable. Raquel removed all his financial freedom—she took his credit cards and left him only what was necessary for daily expenses and gasoline, nothing more. If he needed anything additional, he had to ask her—not as a formality, but as a conscious act. She also made it clear that he could not ask about her expenses, question them, or even comment on them. That territory no longer belonged to him.

Robert accepted without arguing—not with enthusiasm, but without resistance either. There was in him a strange mixture of relief and exposure, as if something that had always been implicit had finally been said aloud.

Each day, Raquel liked him more—not only the obedience, but what it awakened in her. She felt different, strangely light, as if she had been freed from a weight she had not even known she carried. It was not cruelty; it was clarity. She was beginning to enjoy occupying a place that had always been hers without her knowing it.

Chastity was not what he had imagined. At first there was an almost naïve happiness—the immediate satisfaction of seeing a long-contained fantasy fulfilled. But as the days passed, that initial euphoria transformed into something else: frustration, stillness, a tension that no longer sought release, but meaning.

And that was when the most revealing change occurred.

Robert became more docile, more attentive, more present. Obedience ceased to be a punctual gesture and began to seep into everything—into the way he spoke to her, how he moved through the house, the way he waited for instructions without asking for them. Submission grew effortlessly, day by day—not as a pose, but as a natural state.

Raquel observed him and understood, with a lucidity that would never leave her, that true power was not in imposing, but in sustaining. And that once established, such an order did not need noise to assert itself.


Chapter Two

Time passed without clear markers. There was no specific day on which it could be said that something finally settled into place; it simply happened. And in that passage of time, without dramatics or formal declarations, the intimacy between Raquel and Robert ceased to resemble that of an ordinary marriage.

They never again had “normal” sexual relations. Intercourse disappeared—not as punishment, nor as an imposed renunciation, but for two reasons that imposed themselves with quiet clarity. On one hand, the physical limitation of the chastity device. On the other, something Raquel began to understand with a new lucidity: penetration is power.

For far too long it had been presented as a shared, neutral gesture, almost inevitable. She began to see it for what it truly was: the man dominates through that act, even when he believes he does not. Removing that access was not deprivation; it was a correction of order.

Raquel liked to use the intimacy of certain nights to reaffirm it.

Robert prepared dinner for her alone, by candlelight, with all the formality one would expect from a special occasion. The table was immaculate, the proper dishes set, the wine served at the right temperature. He was completely naked, except for the collar she had bought him and the chastity cage fitted with precision. No other adornment, no concession.

He served the food carefully and then remained a few meters from the table, still, visible, exposed. Raquel ate without hurry, aware of his presence, of his contained arousal, of the contrast between their bodies. She did not look at him constantly; she did not need to. He knew he was being watched even when she did not raise her eyes.

Then came the bath.

Robert had everything prepared before she asked. The tub filled with foam, the water hot, a soft scent filling the air. Raquel entered unhurriedly, undressed in front of him, and sank into the water, letting her body relax while he waited—standing, without touching himself, without moving.

Then came the moment Raquel enjoyed most.

With a brief gesture, she summoned him closer. Robert knelt in front of her with the natural ease of something that no longer required explanation. Raquel did not move. She did not adjust herself. She waited. She liked forcing him to anticipate every movement, to read her body before touching it.

When she finally placed her hand on his head, it was not to guide him gently, but to set the rhythm—slow, precise, without concessions. Robert pleased her with his mouth with absolute, sustained dedication, fully aware that there would be no reward for him at the end of the effort. His only function was to prolong her pleasure.

Raquel closed her eyes and let time stretch. Sometimes she stopped him just as his breathing became more intense, only to force him to begin again. Other times she kept him there, forbidding him to accelerate, until his body began to tremble with restraint.

She looked down from time to time. Robert’s arousal was unmistakable. The chastity cage marked the limit with an almost cruel clarity. Raquel smiled.

“Look at yourself,” she said softly. “So close… and so far.”

There was no anger in her tone, only observation. She liked him to feel that difference sharply. To understand, in that exact moment, that his desire had no destination. That his body had been reduced to a tool.

When Raquel decided to let herself go, she did so without warning. Pleasure moved through her slowly, deeply, sustained. Robert remained there, obedient, until the end. Even afterward. Even when she no longer needed him.

Raquel left him kneeling for a few seconds longer—not out of neglect, but by design. His arousal was still present, locked away, useless. She adjusted herself calmly, satisfied. She stepped out of the bath wrapped in a light robe, approached him, circled him slowly. She placed her hand on the cage for just a second. Long enough.

“Not today,” she said.

Nothing more.

Robert did not react. He could not. The body understood before the mind. Withdrawal was the message. Control was not in the act itself, but in the possibility that it might happen… or not.

Raquel went to bed alone. She did not call him. She did not look at him again. He remained there, his body tense, his arousal intact, his desire without destination.

Robert understood something from which there was no turning back: pleasure was no longer something he pursued. It was something Raquel chose to grant. And that night, she had decided not to.

From then on, correction ceased to be limited to the nights. Raquel began to work on the everyday. On what he wore, on how he moved through the world, and on the way he thought about himself.

One morning, as he was dressing to leave, she placed a folded garment on the bed.

“That today,” she said, without looking at him.

Robert recognized it immediately. He did not ask questions. He put it on in silence. The panties were soft, fitted, deliberately feminine— invisible under his clothes, yet impossible to ignore. Every step, every movement, every moment outside the house was accompanied by that constant sensation. It was not a game; it was a state.

Raquel did not mention them during the day. There was no need. She liked the reminder to be internal, persistent, intimate. She liked his masculinity beginning to blur not through an explicit order, but through repetition.

The ego came next.

One afternoon, Robert attempted to give his opinion on something minor—a domestic decision of no importance. Raquel listened until he finished. Then she did exactly the opposite, naturally, as if his intervention had never existed. She did not correct him, did not contradict him; she simply erased him. Robert felt the blow more sharply than any reprimand. From that day on, he began to think twice before speaking. Then three times. Eventually, he stopped altogether.

Raquel observed the process with calm attention. His masculinity was not attacked head-on. It was displaced.

During an outing with friends, Raquel decided to go further. Before leaving, she took a bottle of perfume and held it out to him.

“Put on plenty,” she said. “Don’t be shy.”

The scent was unmistakably feminine—sweet, lingering, excessive. Robert knew it the moment he stepped out of the house. At the table, no one said anything. There was no need. Gazes lingered a second longer than usual. Distances adjusted almost imperceptibly. Raquel spoke, laughed, carried the conversation with ease. At times she rested her hand on Robert’s arm, as if protecting him, as if he were something that belonged to her.

Robert spent the entire evening acutely aware of his body, of his scent, of himself—not as a man, but as a displaced presence.

Raquel enjoyed it.

At the same time, she began to dress differently—more provocative, more aware of the effect she produced. When she went to work or went out alone, she chose clothes that emphasized her body, that drew attention, that asked for no permission. She did not justify herself. She did not explain anything. Robert watched her leave and understood, with a mix of desire and disorientation, that her body was no longer organized around him. She moved forward, and he learned to stay behind.

Intimate nights still existed, but they were no longer the center. They were one tool among others.

Sometimes Raquel made him wait naked while she prepared to go out. She chose her clothes calmly, looked at herself in the mirror, adjusted a detail here and there. Robert remained still, visible, contained. When she left, there was no special farewell. He stayed there, his body ready, with no function.

Other times she called him only to check something.

“Come,” she said.

Robert approached. She observed him for a second, adjusted the collar, tightened the cage. Then she turned away.

“That’s all.”

That, too, was part of the process.

Raquel needed him to forget, once and for all, that his penis was the center of his being. To stop thinking of himself from that place. To understand that his value did not lie in asserting himself, but in yielding, in serving, in waiting. Every gesture, every garment, every withdrawal fulfilled its purpose. There was no improvisation. There was direction.

Robert began to change without realizing it—not only in what he did, but in how he felt. Arousal was no longer an impulse demanding release. It was a permanent tension, administered, contained. His ego diminished, his masculinity grew diffuse. Raquel occupied more and more space.

And she knew it. She knew that this erosion was not excess. It was necessity.


Chapter three

Raquel stepped out of the bathroom wrapped in steam and perfume. Her skin was still damp, her muscles loose after the hot water. Robert was waiting in silence, as always, holding the towel open in his hands.

“Dry me,” she said.

He did so carefully, moving over her body with an almost reverent attention. There was no rush. No clumsiness. Raquel closed her eyes for a moment and let that everyday gesture become slower, more intimate.

“Happy birthday, my love,” she said then. “Tonight you get your gift.”

Robert looked up. He smiled. There was something in her tone he couldn’t fully read, but he didn’t ask. Raquel took his hand and led him into the bedroom.

The bed was neat. Too neat. The order had something ceremonial about it.

Like so many other nights, Raquel lay back on the bed and, with a familiar gesture, guided him down between her legs. Robert attended to her with his mouth, focused, patient, as he had learned to do since intercourse had disappeared from their intimacy. His tongue followed the rhythm she set with her breathing; his hands stayed where they were meant to be, unhurried, without initiative of their own. Raquel gripped the sheets when pleasure reached her and let it end there, on top of the bed, with him still kneeling in front of her.

For a moment, Robert thought she had simply gotten carried away. That this night was only an exception, a brief return to something familiar.

Raquel did not move.

She leaned toward the nightstand and opened it calmly. The metallic sound was clear. The small key gleamed between her fingers.

“Happy birthday,” she said.

Robert didn’t understand until he felt the precise, careful gesture freeing him from the chastity device that had contained him for so long. The arousal came back all at once, intense, almost overwhelming.

“I want to feel you now,” Raquel said. “Inside me.”

Robert tried to respond. He leaned over her, tried to steady himself, but his body didn’t react as he expected. The arousal was there, obvious, but it wouldn’t take shape. He tried again, clumsy, disoriented. Frustration appeared immediately.

Raquel stopped him with one hand.

“Don’t worry, my love,” she said softly. “Come here.”

She guided him toward her and, without haste, touched him in a different way. When she inserted her finger, Robert went completely still.

The sensation was immediate. New. Deep. Something opened inside him without warning, without preparation. It wasn’t pain. It was an intense, overwhelming invasion that ran through his entire body and left him breathless. The pleasure was unlike anything he had felt before. It wasn’t where it had always been. It came from somewhere else.

Robert trembled.

Raquel watched his reaction with calm attention.

“See how nice it is to feel something inside?” she whispered.

The words hung there, heavy, final.

The experience went through him completely. Not just his body, but the idea he had of himself. Something intimate, forbidden, had been activated. Something that struck directly at the center of his masculinity, at his oldest limits. When Raquel withdrew her hand, Robert kept trembling, unable to make sense of what had just happened.

Raquel drew him toward her body and held him a moment longer.

“Now rest,” she said. “This is just beginning.”

The next morning was strangely quiet.

Raquel was getting ready for work. Dressing calmly, confidently, already back in her external world. Robert watched her from the bedroom doorway. Something in his posture had changed. It wasn’t just tiredness. It was something else. A different way of being.

Raquel turned and looked at him.

“Tell me something,” she said. “What are your limits?”

Robert didn’t hesitate. The answer came without effort, almost with relief.

“None with you, Mistress.”

Raquel held his gaze for a few seconds longer. Then she stepped closer and gave him a brief, soft, unexpectedly intimate kiss. There was no irony in the gesture.

“Good,” she said. “Then tell me something else. What is your pleasure in all this?”

Robert swallowed. He didn’t look away.

“It’s mental,” he replied. “It’s not like before. Before, when we had intercourse… everything ended quickly. I relaxed. The sensation faded right away.”

He paused.

“Now it doesn’t. Now it’s different. Just the act of pleasing you keeps me in a constant state. It’s like living in arousal all the time. It doesn’t discharge. It doesn’t shut off.”

Raquel listened with genuine attention.

“I’m glad,” she said finally. “I’m glad you have no limits. And I’m glad your pleasure is like that… because I’ve decided to take this to another level.”

Robert felt the shift in her tone. It wasn’t a threat. It was an announcement.

“I’m going to start seeing other men,” Raquel continued, with absolute calm. “And you’re going to accept it. And you’re going to enjoy it. Because my pleasure will be your pleasure.”

Robert opened his mouth.

“But, Mistress—”

Raquel interrupted him without raising her voice.

“Last night was the test.”

She stepped a little closer. She didn’t invade his space. She didn’t need to.

“You’re so submissive,” she said, “that you can no longer please a woman in any other way. I love being with you. Truly. But I need a masculine body.”

The words fell slowly. Precisely.

“You’re a man who wears panties,” she went on, “who wears feminine perfume, who can’t make love to a woman. And that’s fine. For what you are now.”

Robert felt the blow in his chest. It wasn’t anger. It was something worse: recognition.

Raquel took his face in her hands, with a tenderness that softened nothing.

“You didn’t lose anything,” she said. “You simply stopped occupying a place that no longer belonged to you.”

She kissed him again, barely. Then she picked up her bag.

“Next week I have to travel to New York for a legal matter. I’m going with a coworker.”

She paused briefly.

“If the atmosphere is right, maybe I’ll start there.”

Robert didn’t respond.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “You’ll always know when I sleep with someone.”

She looked at him one last time.

“I’m not taking anything away from you,” she concluded. “I’m telling you who you are now. Accept it.”

The door closed.

Robert was left alone, his body still and his mind fixed on a new point, unbearable and exciting at the same time. There was no decision to make. There was no negotiation possible.

Only a certainty that was beginning to settle, slow and definitive: Raquel’s pleasure was no longer something he shared. It was something he was learning to sustain from the outside.

Raquel had read about cuckolding before deciding on it. Not as a passing curiosity, but attentively. Articles, testimonies, analyses written in the voices of women who spoke of care, of love, of a form of surrender that didn’t resemble cruelty. They said that the practice, when properly guided, took the submissive husband to a much deeper, more stable, more honest level of submission. That it didn’t break him; it organized him.

Raquel recognized herself in those words.

She thought, without drama: I love Robert very much for that reason… It wasn’t an excuse. It was an observation.

She had met him in college. They had been young, intense, almost exclusive with each other. They married early, without many previous stories, without comparisons. Robert had been her only man. For years, that had seemed sufficient. Then, simply, it stopped being so.

Raquel felt no guilt about that thought. She felt clarity.

She knew that what she was doing with Robert was taking him to a stronger, more naked, more real submission. It pulled him away from fantasies and placed him in a concrete, defined position, without ambiguities. That, too, was love. Not romantic love, but the love that assumes responsibility.

But there was something else. Raquel didn’t fool herself.

That path was also her total sexual liberation. For the first time since adulthood, she didn’t have to answer to anyone. She didn’t have to conform to the idea of a “sufficient wife,” “proper desire,” “shared limits.” She didn’t need permission to want more. To want differently.

It wasn’t about replacing Robert. It was about stepping outside. About touching a part of herself that had been on hold since youth. About feeling a masculine body without the weight of history, without the obligation of care, without the burden of being understood.

Raquel understood the difference perfectly.

With Robert there was intimacy, complicity, a surrender that no longer needed conventional sex to sustain itself. With other men—if there were any—there would be none of that. There would be presence, strength, contrast. And that didn’t distance her from Robert; it placed him definitively in his place.

That’s why she didn’t hesitate.

She didn’t experience it as betrayal. She experienced it as a new order in which everyone, finally, occupied the place that belonged to them. Robert didn’t lose his wife. He gained a more extreme and clearer way of belonging to her. She didn’t lose her husband. She gained her own expansion.

Raquel didn’t need to justify it further.

She loved Robert, and at the same time, she was ready to never limit herself again.

On the day of the flight, Robert said nothing.

He stood leaning against the doorframe, watching from a corner as Raquel packed her suitcase. She didn’t look at him. She didn’t need to. She moved through the bedroom with a different kind of confidence, almost theatrical. Dressed in a way that left no room for doubt: fitted, dark, precise. It wasn’t travel clothes. It was a declaration. A femme fatale who asked for no permission.

Raquel opened the underwear drawer and began to choose carefully. She didn’t turn her back to him, but she didn’t turn to show him anything either. It was worse this way. Robert saw the gestures, the textures between her fingers, the way she folded each piece before placing it inside.

First, a black lace set, delicate, firm, designed to be undone by the right hands.

Then, a dark red one, bolder, with thin straps and a structure that suggested dominance more than softness.

Then, a light-colored piece, almost white, minimal, provocative in its simplicity.

Raquel arranged them with a calm that bordered on cruelty. Robert understood perfectly that they weren’t for him. She didn’t need to say it.

When she closed the suitcase, Raquel took her coat and her bag.

“Let’s go,” she said.

At the Boston airport, the movement was constant. Rushing people, loudspeaker announcements, suitcase wheels on the floor. Robert walked beside her, one step behind, as had already become natural. Raquel moved forward confidently, drawing looks without seeking them.

That was when they heard the voice.

“Hi, Raquel!”

She turned immediately. She smiled. Robert saw a man approaching, younger than them, with a solid body and a relaxed posture. Confident. Too confident. Raquel stepped toward him without hesitation and greeted him with a kiss on the cheek, natural, familiar.

“Mark,” she said. “You arrived just in time.”

Then she tilted her head slightly.

“Robert, this is Mark. My coworker.”

She looked at Mark.

“Mark, this is Robert. My husband.”

The word lingered a second longer than usual.

Mark extended his hand. Robert took it. The handshake was firm, proper. They looked each other in the eyes. In that moment, Robert knew it could happen. It wasn’t an abstract fantasy. It was a real possibility, walking beside him, talking to his wife.

Mark didn’t say anything else. He smiled. That was enough.

They walked together toward the boarding area. Raquel talked about practical things—the flight, the schedule. Robert listened. Mark nodded. Everything seemed normal. Too normal.

Before separating, Raquel stopped in front of Robert. She didn’t look around. She didn’t hesitate. She took his face in her hands and kissed him on the mouth. It wasn’t a long kiss. Nor was it shy. It was a kiss of belonging—clear, deliberate.

“Behave yourself,” she said softly.

Robert nodded. He didn’t answer.

Raquel turned and continued walking beside Mark without looking back. Robert stayed there, watching her figure move away, with the certainty lodged in his body that something had begun at that very moment.

He didn’t know what would happen in New York, but he knew that whatever happened, he was no longer invited to occupy that place.

And that, to his surprise, kept him awake for hours.

When Robert fastened his seat belt to drive home, the phone vibrated in his hand.

A message.

Raquel.

Don’t worry, my love. Mark is a good person.

Nothing else.

Robert read the sentence twice. There were no promises. No denials. No explanations. Just that soft, almost affectionate calm that settled over him with a strange weight. He closed his eyes for a second before starting the car.

That night he couldn’t sleep.

He went to bed early, as always. The house was silent, too large for a single awake body. He turned off the light. Tried to relax. It didn’t work. His mind wouldn’t obey.

He imagined scenes that hadn’t happened yet. Or maybe they had, but he had no way of knowing. Raquel walking through an unfamiliar room. Raquel taking off the clothes he had watched her fold so carefully that very morning. Raquel laughing in a different way—looser, freer.

There were no clear images. That was the worst part. Everything was incomplete, fragmented, suggested. His mind filled in the gaps with cruel precision. His body reacted on its own. Arousal appeared without permission, trapped, with no outlet, mixed with an anxiety that didn’t feel like fear.

Robert turned over in bed. Then again. He checked the clock. The hours passed slowly, thickly. Every sound in the house seemed amplified. Every thought returned to the same point: not knowing.

And yet something else began to surface beneath that unease.

It wasn’t just jealousy. It wasn’t just insecurity. There was a different tension, uncomfortable, almost embarrassing to admit: the sensation of being outside, waiting. Of not being part of the act, but still part of the context. Of holding the edge of something he couldn’t see, but that included him in a twisted way.

The message stayed there, in his memory.

Mark is a good person.

As dawn began to hint itself behind the curtains, Robert understood that Raquel hadn’t reassured him to protect him. She had done it to place him. To remind him that whatever happened didn’t require his approval. Only his acceptance.

He closed his eyes again.

He didn’t sleep.

But when his body finally gave in to exhaustion, it did so with a new, unsettling, definitive certainty: desire was no longer organized around what he saw, but around what he imagined.

And that kept him awake even when his eyes were closed.

The next night, the message arrived without warning.

It wasn’t text.

It was an image.

Robert took a few seconds to understand what he was seeing: two glasses resting on a bar, low, intimate lighting. In the foreground, a pair of crossed female legs. He recognized the posture immediately. He didn’t need to see her face. The photo had been taken by her. He knew it by the angle, by the closeness, by the intention.

There was no explanation. There didn’t need to be.

Robert set the phone down on the table. He poured himself a glass of water. He wasn’t thirsty. His body was in a different state. Expectant. Tense. Open.

An hour later, the phone vibrated again.

Another image.

A hotel room. A perfectly made double bed. White sheets, taut, not a single wrinkle. Pillows aligned with almost cruel precision. Everything was in its place. Too much in its place. Robert felt a knot in his stomach. The image showed nothing improper and yet said everything: before.

There was no message accompanying the photo. Raquel wasn’t explaining. She wasn’t narrating. She was administering.

Thirty minutes later, the next image.

A male body. From behind. Muscular. Completely naked. Firm, confident skin. The face wasn’t visible. It didn’t matter. Robert didn’t need confirmation to understand. That back wasn’t his. That body didn’t belong to him. It never had.

The impact was physical. His pulse quickened. The cage became an unbearable presence. Desire surged, mixed with something darker, deeper: the certainty of looking from the outside. Of having been displaced without ceremony.

Robert leaned his back against the wall. Closed his eyes for a moment. When he opened them, the phone was still there, like a mute proof.

An hour later, the last image arrived.

The same bed, but unrecognizable.

The sheets in disarray. The pillows on the floor. The perfect geometry broken beyond repair. There were no bodies in the photo. No explicit traces. There didn’t need to be. The after was more eloquent than any scene.

Robert felt something settle inside him with unsettling clarity.

He hadn’t witnessed the act; he had been included in the sequence.

The drink, the waiting, the preparation, the body, the disorder. Raquel hadn’t told him anything. She had allowed him to imagine everything.

Robert placed the phone face down and sat on the edge of the bed. He didn’t try to touch himself. He didn’t try to distract himself. He stayed there, breathing slowly, his body in a new state—sustained, vibrating—that didn’t ask for relief.

He understood, with a mix of vertigo and acceptance, that his place was no longer at the center of desire, but at the precise margin where desire multiplies—and he knew Raquel had known that from the very first message.

After the last image, there was nothing more. No messages. No explanations. No signs.

Three days passed in a thick, almost respectful silence. Robert stopped checking his phone constantly. Not because he expected nothing, but because he had understood that waiting was also part of it.

On the fourth day, the message arrived.

Come pick me up at the airport. The flight arrives tomorrow at 5 pm.

Nothing else.

Robert was there early. Standing, leaning against a railing, watching the arrivals door as if it were a threshold. People came out in groups, in couples, hugging, laughing. He didn’t move.

He saw them appear together.

Raquel walked beside him naturally. Mark’s hand rested on her back, undisguised. There was an evident, comfortable closeness that needed no explanation. They walked a few steps more and stopped.

Robert watched without blinking.

The goodbye wasn’t brief. It wasn’t proper. It was a long, deep, openly passionate kiss—unhurried, unconcerned with the surroundings. Raquel placed a hand on Mark’s chest. He held her firmly. The world around them seemed to disappear for a few seconds.

When they separated, Raquel smiled.

Then she turned.

She saw Robert.

She walked toward him with the same confidence with which she had arrived. There was no guilt in her expression. No distance either. Only order. She came close and kissed him quickly on the mouth—a reduced, domestic intimacy.

“Hi, my love,” she said. “I missed you.”

Robert nodded. He said nothing.

As they walked toward the parking lot, he understood with silent clarity that he was no longer competing with anyone. His place wasn’t in the long kiss. It was in the brief kiss that came after.


Chapter Four

Several months passed after Raquel’s trip. There were no further signs or messages, no images. No direct references to other adventures. And yet, something had settled between them with an almost disconcerting naturalness.

Raquel was particularly affectionate with Robert—not in an exaggerated or theatrical way, but close, complicit. The passion between them had taken on a different form, steadier, calmer. He had relaxed. He knew he no longer had the right to demand anything, but he also knew there was nothing left to demand. Since that trip, nothing visible had happened again.

From the outside, anyone would have said they were a solid marriage. The kind that looks at each other with understanding, that touches without anxiety, that laughs easily. And in a way, they were.

Raquel was sexually charged. She didn’t hide it, and perhaps that influenced the general atmosphere of the house. Robert felt it in the way she moved, in the way she looked at him, in that sustained energy that didn’t require demonstrations. Everything seemed to flow.

The pause in that lifestyle wasn’t an explicit decision. It arrived on its own, with the news that their son would be returning from university to spend a few days with them.

Jeremy arrived on a Friday afternoon.

Raquel hugged him with genuine affection. Robert did as well. There were words, laughter, quick questions about university. The exchange was brief, normal, nothing out of place. And yet, Jeremy didn’t take long to notice something strange.

His mother dressed in a way that felt unfamiliar to him. Elegant, yes, but more aware of her body, more assured. It wasn’t provocative clothing, but there was a different presence. And his father… his father was different.

As they talked, Jeremy noticed that Robert was the one cooking. Not only that—he moved around the kitchen with a new ease, as if he knew exactly what to do. He set the table, served the food, and when dinner was over, he began clearing the dishes.

The television was never turned on.

Jeremy sat on the couch and watched in silence. His father washed the dishes while his mother leaned against the counter, talking about something trivial. There was no tension, no discomfort between them. But the distribution of roles didn’t match the memory he had of his home.

Later, Jeremy approached his father.

“Dad… can you lend me some money? I want to take an Uber to see some friends.”

Robert froze for a second.

“Ask your mother,” he said.

Jeremy blinked. It wasn’t reproach; it was surprise. He was used to his father having cash on him, handling those things without thinking. He looked at Raquel, who was sitting and reading.

“Mom…”

Raquel looked up, smiled, and took out her wallet.

“Of course,” she said. “How much do you need?”

Jeremy took the money and thanked her. Before leaving, he looked once more at the scene: his mother calm, confident; his father attentive, discreet, taking care of small things without seeming bothered by them.

He couldn’t put a name to what he was seeing. He only felt that something had changed.

When the door closed, Raquel set the book down on the table.

“He’s growing up,” she said.

Robert nodded.

“Yes.”

Raquel looked at him a second longer.

“And so are we.”

Robert didn’t respond. There was no need.

That night, as they turned off the lights in the house, it became clear there was nothing to explain. The order they had built didn’t need words or extraordinary gestures. It functioned even under their own son’s gaze.

And that, for Raquel, was the definitive confirmation. They hadn’t created a fragile secret, but a way of life capable of sustaining itself in silence.

Raquel had plans Robert didn’t know about. Father and son were watching a game on television, the volume low, brief comments, nothing out of place. Raquel appeared in the doorway with her phone in hand and called him by name, casually.

“Robert.”

He stood up immediately.

“We’ve been invited to dinner at No. 9 Park tonight,” she said. “It’s formal. Get ready.”

Jeremy barely looked up, curious. Robert didn’t look at his son.

“Yes… Mistress,” he replied, then corrected himself at once. “Yes, Raquel. I’ll get ready.”

Raquel nodded and disappeared into the bedroom.

A couple of hours later, the couple came down the stairs. Robert wore a dark suit—proper, restrained. Raquel, on the other hand, seemed like a different person. A fitted evening dress, a sensual elegance that asked for no approval. It wasn’t provocation. It was presence.

They said goodbye to Jeremy with affection: a quick kiss, a trivial phrase. The door closed.

The car moved a few blocks in silence. Raquel looked out the window. Then she gestured.

“Pull over here.”

Robert obeyed. She opened the door and stepped out. Before closing it, she spoke without raising her voice.

“Tonight you’re my driver.”

Robert didn’t respond.

Raquel walked around the vehicle and sat in the back seat.

“When we arrive,” she added, “you get out and open the door for me. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The engine started again. Robert felt a familiar pressure in his chest. It wasn’t anger. It was displacement. The drive to the restaurant felt short and long at the same time.

When they arrived, he carried out the order. He got out, walked around the car, and opened the rear door. Raquel stepped out calmly. At the entrance, a man about their age was waiting. Well dressed. Confident. He greeted her with a kiss on the cheek. Raquel replied with a smile Robert didn’t remember ever seeing directed at him.

“Let’s go in,” she said.

They walked away together.

Robert parked the car. Phone in hand. No messages, no instructions. Just waiting. He stayed alert, as if at any moment the device might vibrate with a signal that would place him.

Two hours later, the message arrived.

Come pick us up.

Robert drove back. He stopped at the door, got out, and opened it.

“Good evening, sir,” he said, looking at the man accompanying Raquel.

“Good evening,” the man replied, with neutral courtesy.

Raquel got into the back seat. The man sat beside her.

“To the Four Seasons,” she said.

The drive lasted fifteen minutes. Robert watched the road and, at times, the rearview mirror. He saw them kiss. It wasn’t discreet or brief. It was a full-bodied kiss—confident hands, closeness without caution. Robert felt an unexpected arousal run through him, quick and deep. The surprise was greater than the desire. He didn’t try to stop it.

When they arrived at the hotel, he got out again and opened the door.

“Thank you, Robert,” Raquel said.

She placed some bills in his hand.

“Go eat something. A hamburger. I’ll call you later to take me home.”

The door closed. Raquel didn’t look back.

Robert stood still for a second. Then he slipped the money into his pocket and walked toward the corner. The city’s noise continued as always. No one had seen anything unusual.

As he walked, he understood that the humiliation wasn’t in opening doors or driving at night. It was something more precise: being perfectly useful without being necessary.

And that certainty—cold, clear—stayed with him to the end of the road.

He waited. This time there were no images, no messages, no signs. The phone remained silent on the table, as if it no longer had anything to show him. Robert understood then that waiting, too, could be emptied of content. That there wouldn’t always be proof. That from that moment on, he would have to live with certainty without confirmation.

Raquel came down from the hotel and found him waiting with the rear door open. She stopped.

“No,” she said. “I’m riding up front.”

Robert closed the door without a word and walked around the car. When Raquel sat in the passenger seat, he started the engine. They hadn’t gone far when she leaned toward him and kissed him. It wasn’t a quick or domestic gesture. It was a long, deep, deliberate kiss—the kind not given out of habit, but by choice.

Raquel rested her hand on his chest and, without looking at him, slid it down just enough to touch the chastity cage. She didn’t adjust it. She didn’t correct it. She simply acknowledged it.

“Thank you, love,” she said. “You’ve made me the happiest woman. You are a wonderful husband.”

Robert didn’t respond. There was no need.

Raquel settled back into her seat and looked ahead.

“Let’s go home,” she added. “Our son is there now.”

The car continued on its way. The city was left behind, along with any doubt about what was, definitively, the place of each of them.

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcMR.jpg
Caparge






OEBPS/image_rsrcMS.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Raquel’s Desires

		Chapter One

		Chapter Two

		Chapter three

		Chapter Four




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37






