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Chapter 1

When Raquel sat down in the passenger seat, he started the engine. They hadn't even moved yet when she leaned toward him and kissed him. It wasn't a quick or casual kiss. It was a long, deep, determined kiss. The kind that isn't given out of habit, but by choice.

Raquel placed her hand on his chest and, without looking at him, moved it down until it touched the chastity cage. She didn't adjust it or correct it, she just acknowledged it.

"Thank you, my love," she said. "You've made me the happiest woman alive. You're a wonderful husband."

Robert didn't respond. He nodded slightly, without taking his eyes off the road. He drove in silence for the twenty minutes between the Four Seasons and their home. He didn't turn on the radio. The only sound in the car was the engine and Raquel's slow breathing, as she seemed to float in absolute calm.

That kiss had reassured him. It acted as an anchor, a confirmation that the structure was not breaking, only stretching. It comforted him to know that she was returning to that seat, next to him. But at the same time, as the street lights passed rhythmically over the dashboard, the gesture made him consider his place in the marriage with a new harshness. He was no longer the provider of pleasure, but the guarantor of logistics. His role had shifted from the center to the periphery: he was the one who made sure she could leave and, above all, that she had a safe place to return to.

Raquel settled in more comfortably. She had taken off her shoes. She leaned toward him and rested her head on his right shoulder. The weight of her body was familiar, warm. She continued to caress the fabric of his pants, her fingers recognizing the hard, cold shape beneath the clothing. There was no erotic intent. She was not trying to arouse him. Her hand remained there, still, heavy, checking the steel through the fabric as if mechanically verifying that she had her house keys in her pocket. Robert felt the metal pressed against his skin by his wife's hand. He did not push it away. He continued driving, holding the steering wheel firmly, while she rested, clinging to the only thing he had left her.

They entered the house like two strangers sharing a secret. The silence was absolute, broken only by the distant hum of the refrigerator. Upstairs, Jeremy slept, oblivious to the tension his parents had brought in from the street. "Let's go upstairs," she whispered. It wasn't an invitation; it was the next stage of the night.

In the bedroom, darkness enveloped everything. Raquel didn't turn on the light. She stopped in the center of the rug and let the dress fall. The fabric slid down her hips with a whisper of silk, piling up at her ankles. Robert watched her from the doorway. The moonlight outlined her silhouette: curves he knew by heart, but that night they seemed to vibrate with an unfamiliar energy. She smelled of night, expensive wine, and a masculine fragrance that wasn't his. Raquel walked toward the bathroom. "The water," she said. "Turn it on."

The steam quickly filled the air, fogging up the mirrors and creating a closed, suffocating, warm atmosphere. Raquel stepped into the shower. The hot water hit her skin, and she turned toward him. Her eyes were shining, moist, dilated by adrenaline that had not yet subsided.

"Come," she ordered in a hoarse voice. "I want you to clean me. I want you to wash away the smell of another man."

Robert undressed and entered. He felt like an intruder in this ritual. He took the sponge, loaded it with soap, and started at her back. His movements were methodical, almost reverent. He rubbed her shoulders, the curve of her spine, her waist. Each stroke of the sponge was an attempt to claim her and, at the same time, to erase the evidence that aroused him. Raquel moaned softly, not because of Robert's touch, but because of the memory that invaded her.

"It was perfect, Robert..." she whispered, resting her forehead against the wet tiles. "We had black risotto for dinner. Tom is... devastatingly polite. Until we stopped talking.

Robert felt a lump in his throat. The sponge paused for a moment at the base of her back.

"Mistress..." his voice broke, "where did you meet him?"

She turned around. Water ran down her breasts, down her belly, glistening on her reddened skin. She looked at him sweetly.

"No. That's mine."

"What about Mark?" he insisted, a pointless question born of pain.

"Mark was a trip, a pastime," she said, dismissing him with a wave of her wet hand. "Mark was a child compared to this. Tom is a man."

She moved closer to him. The space in the shower shrunk to nothing. Raquel's naked, warm body brushed against Robert's wet skin.

"I didn't know I could feel this way again," she confessed, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial, lethal whisper. "He has big, rough hands... when he grabbed my waist, I felt like he was splitting me in two. And his..." She paused, biting her lower lip, savoring the memory. "...his size drove me crazy. He filled me, Robert. In a way I had forgotten. To feel a man take over my whole insides...

The description was physical, brutal. Robert felt the blood rush violently to his groin. The chastity cage, designed to contain, became a painful trap. The metal dug into his flesh, unable to accommodate the furious erection that his wife's words provoked. Pain and desire mixed in a cocktail that clouded his vision. Raquel looked down. She saw the tense bulge, fighting against the steel. She smiled.

"Poor thing," she murmured. "You're desperate, aren't you? Imagining what he did to me. Imagining everything."

Without taking her eyes off him, her hand moved down. Her fingers, nimble and slippery with soap, found the lock; she had the key. The metallic click sounded sharp and final under the roar of the water. The device fell to the floor, hitting the ceramic tiles. The release was a shock. Everything in Robert expanded suddenly, gasping for air, seeking touch. But Raquel didn't give him time to recover. She wrapped her hand around his erection. Her grip was firm, possessive, but the intention was different. She didn't touch him like a lover; she touched him like property she had just recovered.

He didn't know if what he felt was physical arousal from her touch or if it was a twisted mental response to her account of her pleasure with another. He didn't know if he liked that dynamic or if he hated it with all his soul. But as she touched him, he had the cold lucidity to remember that it was he who had opened that door. He had brought his wife into this. He was not a victim; he was the architect of his own marginalization.

"You are my refuge, Robert. I love you," she said, bringing her mouth close to his ear, mixing her hot breath with the steam. "But Tom, tonight, it was my body.

She began to move her hand. Up and down. A steady, relentless rhythm.

"Twice, Robert. Twice he made me scream his name in that hotel. And the best part..." Her voice became a wicked whisper. "Is knowing that you were downstairs. Waiting. Watching the car. Being a good husband while another man used your wife."

Robert closed his eyes, his head thrown back, gasping. The images exploded in his mind: her moaning, her sweating under another body, her being penetrated with a force he was no longer allowed to exert. He didn't know if she was moaning with pleasure or agony. The humiliation acted as a dark aphrodisiac, heightening the sensitivity of his liberated skin.

"Your erection isn't as hard as his," she whispered, assessing him coldly as she caressed him. "It's more... gentle. But I'll give you this prize."

She quickened the pace. The soap made the contact obscenely smooth.

"Release yourself, love. My slave. Empty yourself for me."

Robert couldn't resist any longer. There was no control, no technique. It was total surrender. His body arched, shaken by an intense, almost painful orgasm that elicited a moan muffled by the sound of the water. He clung to her shoulders to keep from falling, while Raquel held his gaze, impassive.

When it was over, Robert was left trembling, still clinging to the feeling of surrender, his forehead pressed against the fogged glass and his heart racing. Raquel turned off the tap and the silence of the bathroom suddenly became intimate, less oppressive. She approached him, wet and warm, and gently lifted his face. She kissed him on the lips. It was not the kiss of a mistress, but of a wife; slow, tender, grateful. A kiss that sought to calm him and bring him back down to earth.

"Thank you, my love," she whispered against his mouth, caressing his wet cheek.

She pulled away slightly, wrapping herself in the towel with relaxed movements.

"Let's go to bed," she said in a sweet, almost lazy tone. "I'm very tired. Give me a massage until I fall asleep."

Raquel left the bathroom wrapped in a white silk robe, leaving behind the steam and the confession. She moved toward the bed with the sweet heaviness of someone who has satisfied an ancient hunger, let herself fall onto the clean sheets, and sighed

. "The cream is on the nightstand," she murmured, burying her face in the pillow. "My feet, my love."

Robert obliged his wife. He took the jar of moisturizer, sat on the edge of the mattress, and took his wife's left foot. He began to massage the arch, the toes, the heel, with firm circular movements, just as she had taught him months ago. The room was silent. Only Raquel's breathing could be heard, growing slower and deeper.

She didn't say another word about what had happened at the Four Seasons. But in Robert's head, she was screaming. As his thumbs pressed into the soft skin of Raquel's instep, his mind reconstructed Tom. He had no face. Robert looked at his wife's legs, now relaxed under his touch. Those muscles he was now massaging to relieve fatigue had trembled with a pleasure he had not caused.

It excited him to know he was the owner of that moment of peace, but it hurt him to know it was a consolation prize. He wondered if Tom was thinking about her now, or if he was already asleep in his own bed, indifferent, having emptied his desire and moved on. Probably the latter. And that was what humiliated him the most: for that man, Raquel had been an excellent night; for Robert, Raquel was the entire universe being rearranged.


Chapter 2

Robert got up at the first hint of light. He moved slowly so as not to wake Raquel, who was breathing deeply between the sheets. He entered the bathroom quietly, washed his face with cold water, and shaved with precise movements. He dressed in his work clothes, adjusting his belt over his hips without making a sound.

He went downstairs. As he stepped off the last step and entered the kitchen, he saw him immediately.

Jeremy was sitting at the table, phone in hand, a half-finished cup of coffee in front of him.

"Good morning, Dad," the boy murmured, without looking up much.

"Good morning, son."

Robert didn't stop. He went straight to the counter and took out a wooden tray. He placed the placemat, the folded napkin, and the cup on it. He put the bread in the toaster and began to carefully cut the fruit.

Jeremy watched him silently for a few seconds, following the ritual of preparation.

"Dad," he said suddenly, "I've never seen you bring Mom breakfast."

Robert placed the kiwi slices on the small plate. He didn't turn around. He found the right answer before he finished setting the spoon.

"Son, you were never awake early."

Jeremy grimaced in disbelief, tilted his head, and looked back at his screen, shrugging it off.

Twenty minutes later, Robert climbed the stairs with the tray in his hands. He entered the master bedroom with a firm but gentle step. Raquel was beginning to stir.

He approached the side of the bed.

"Good morning, Mistress, I've brought you breakfast," he said formally.

Raquel leaned back against the headboard and smiled when she saw the tray.

"Good morning, dear, thank you, it looks delicious."

Robert placed the breakfast on her lap and withdrew to the dressing room to finish getting ready. He was putting on his watch when he heard the sound of a notification.

Raquel picked up her cell phone from the nightstand.

"It's Tom," she exclaimed in a clear voice. "Listen to what he says."

Robert stopped and turned around. She read the message.

"Hi Raquel, I had a wonderful time last night, I hope we can do it again."

Without saying another word, Raquel turned the phone around and showed the screen to her husband so he could see the text for himself.

Robert looked away. He ignored the phone and, for a moment, tried to ignore her too. He felt a weight on his chest; he had thought that this morning would be peaceful, that he could take refuge in his work routine to clear his head of the noise from the night before. He didn't want to read it, he didn't want to know.

"Robert, I'm talking to you..." Raquel's voice cut off his attempt at evasion. "What do you think of this message?"

He hesitated. He searched for a response that was correct, neutral, something that would get him out of the situation without revealing the storm inside him.

"I think..." he began, clearing his throat, "I think that every man, after being with a woman, should give signs if he wants to come back."

Raquel slowly lowered the phone. She looked at him with a mixture of patience and severity, like someone explaining an obvious lesson to a distracted student.

"Robert, are you feeling okay?" she asked, tilting her head slightly. "You proposed this to me a few years ago. I'm doing it for both of us, so that we can both be happy and not end up like our friends' marriages, which are empty."

She paused, letting the words settle in the thick air of the room.

"I'm looking for complicity, Robert. I want you to free your mind and enjoy this. You're a submissive man, and I know it, otherwise you wouldn't have endured all this time. So, get rid of that residual machismo and enjoy this relationship with me. Last night I saw that you were excited while I was telling you, and you had a good time too."

"Yes, Mistress," Robert's voice came out a little broken, "I want this, I want to feel this excitement, it was always my fantasy, but..."

"But nothing," she cut him off sharply. "It's all or nothing. You insisted. I didn't know how to act, if I hadn't done it from day one... but now, we're alone. Enjoy this."

Raquel put the phone aside and pointed her index finger at him, tapping the floor next to the bed.

"Kneel."

Robert didn't hesitate. His body obeyed before his mind did. His knees hit the carpet with a thud, leaving him at her level, but below her gaze.

Raquel leaned toward him. Her face was serious, intense.

"Who is your Mistress? To whom do you belong?" she asked in a harsh whisper. "I want you to feel that chest filling with emotion when you strip yourself of your being and let yourself be carried away by me..."

Robert looked up, mesmerized.

"You are not the man who must provide, solve problems," she continued, dismantling years of male programming with each sentence. "Now you are mine. It is in your essence. Free yourself, and feel the pleasure I feel."

Robert took a deep breath. He felt pressure in the center of his chest, but it wasn't anguish. It was a healthy, solid, liberating tightness. As if those words were breaking through an old crust to let out what was really underneath. His provider self was dissolving, leaving room for his true nature.

Raquel saw the change in his eyes. She saw the surrender. She stretched one leg out from under the sheets, offering her bare foot, with its perfect arch and soft skin.

"Kiss your Lady's feet."

Robert took Raquel's foot in his hands and lowered his face. As his lips brushed the soft skin of her instep, something broke inside him for good. It wasn't a silent surrender; it was a collapse.

Tears welled up suddenly, hot and uncontrollable. He clung to her ankles as if they were the only solid thing in his life, crying with the desperation of someone who had been pretending to be strong for too long.

"This is what I want..." he mumbled against her skin, his voice choked. "Help me, please."

Raquel didn't pull away. She reached out and stroked his head, running her fingers through his hair in a slow, possessive rhythm.

"I'll help you," she whispered, looking down at him. "I'll help you be mine one hundred percent."

She continued to caress him for a few more seconds, letting Robert's crying subside until it became just ragged breathing. Then her tone changed, becoming precise.

"Don't go home this afternoon. Come find me in the studio."

He removed his hand from his head.

"Get up."

Robert obeyed. He stood up, wiping his face with the back of his hand, feeling strangely light, exposed, and grateful.

Raquel sat up slightly and motioned for him to come closer. When he did, she kissed him on the lips. It was not a Mistress's kiss. It was a wife's kiss: soft, warm, and familiar.

"Now go to work."

That afternoon, Robert waited two hours in the lobby of the office building where Raquel worked. It was the exact difference between their departure times, a downtime that he used to fill with extra work or going home, but which had now become a passive reminder of who set the pace.

When Raquel appeared from the elevators, she walked with a firm step. She saw him instantly, approached him, and gave him a small, dry kiss on the mouth.

"Let's go for coffee and do some shopping," she said, without stopping, assuming he would follow her.

They entered a nearby café, a modern, noisy place with white lights, very different from the intimate atmosphere of the morning. They sat across from each other. Raquel ordered an espresso; Robert, just water.

Raquel folded her hands on the table and stared at him. Her tone was clinical, devoid of the morning's sweetness.

"Robert, we need to talk straight. We are a Femdom marriage," she said, pronouncing the word naturally amid the murmur of the café. "And the humiliation of the husband is the basis of that structure."

Robert nodded, struggling to maintain eye contact.

"But that humiliation," she continued, leaning forward slightly, "is your fetish. It's not something you endure, it's something you seek. That's why you got turned on in the shower when I told you what happened last night with Tom. I saw it on your face."

Robert swallowed hard. He felt like she was X-raying him, exposing the hidden mechanisms of his desire.

" You nod, but listen to me carefully," Raquel insisted. "That's why you got turned on when I put you in a chastity cage one day and you lost control. You like it. Your life is a constant humiliation with me, and you enjoy it. I am your owner. When I put panties on you, you got turned on. You cleared up a lot of doubts I had about your psychology with your reactions, Robert, but your inner self is still struggling.

She paused for a second, leaving him exposed to his own truth.

"There's still a part of you that refuses to accept that this is who you are."

Robert looked down at his hands for a second and then looked back at her. It was true. Every word she said made him feel a sharp excitement at that very moment, a mixture of shame and relief.

"You're right, Raquel..." Robert admitted, his voice low but firm. "It's like I have two voices in my head. One is the old voice, my father's voice, society's voice, screaming at me that I should have dignity, that I should... assert myself. That part fights, writhes, feels shame.

He paused, searching for the right words to confess his defeat.

"But the other voice... the one that wakes up when you talk to me like that, or when I see that message on your phone... that voice screams louder. I struggle because I'm afraid of how much I like disappearing. I'm afraid to realize that my only real peace is when you crush that false dignity and leave me alone with my obedience. It's a struggle, yes... but I think the "man" part is losing, and that... that's what excites me the most.

"Forget about your father, forget about society," said Raquel, getting up from the table and leaving the money to pay for the coffee. "Now you're mine. Come on, we have some shopping to do."

They walked a couple of blocks to a lingerie boutique. The window display showed pale mannequins wrapped in silk and lace. Robert felt the first twinge of nervousness as he crossed the threshold; the air smelled of lavender and money.

A young saleswoman, impeccable in her black uniform, approached them with a professional smile.

"Good afternoon. Are you looking for anything in particular?"

Raquel nodded, letting go of Robert's arm to stand in front of her with complete naturalness, taking charge.

"Yes," she said. "I need some new lingerie. Something stunning, for a special occasion."

The saleswoman smiled, assuming the occasion was with the man accompanying her. She looked at Robert—the gray suit, the tie, the stiff posture—and nodded knowingly.

"Of course. We have a new collection of Italian silk that will look divine on you. Follow me."

She led them to a private area. She began to take out delicate garments, showing them with reverence. She unfolded a set of high-cut, ivory-colored panties with floral lace details.

Raquel took the garment. She touched it appreciatively, assessing its softness.

"It's beautiful," she murmured. She turned to Robert and placed the garment in his hands, not for him to try on, but to hold. "Here, Robert. Carry it for me."

Robert obeyed, feeling the cold, unfamiliar silk between his fingers. He stood there, turned into a human clothes rack, while his wife continued to browse the racks. Her fingers brushed against the textures: red satin, black lace, garter belts. She searched hungrily, with a clear intention that made Robert's stomach churn.

She stopped in front of a black lace teddy with a plunging neckline and a completely open back. It was an aggressive, erotic piece, designed to be torn off or adored.

Raquel took it off the hanger and held it up to her body, looking at herself in the mirror, turning her waist to see how the transparency played with her skin. Robert, carrying the ivory set, watched her from behind, mesmerized and hurt at the same time.

Raquel turned her head and looked him in the eyes through the reflection. Her voice changed, lowering a tone, becoming sweetly venomous so that only he could hear her.

"Do you like this one for Tom to see me in next time?"

Her lover's name fell between the silk and the perfume. Robert felt his mouth go dry. The image of that black lace on Raquel's skin, being touched by Tom's hands, being torn apart by another man's impatience, hit him once again. The saleswoman was far enough away not to hear the name, but close enough to see the tension.

He made a titanic effort to keep his voice steady, knowing that his opinion only served to validate another's pleasure.

"Yes..." he said, swallowing hard. "That one will look great on you."

Raquel smiled, satisfied with her husband's submission in accepting his role as a spectator.

"I think he'll love the black one," she added, cruelly casual, before turning back to the sales assistant. "We'll take everything. And add that red garter belt too."

They went to the cash register. Raquel took out her card. She paid. Robert stood beside her, carrying the bags with the invisible weight of knowing that he was transporting the wrapping of a gift that someone else would enjoy.

The ride home was silent. When they arrived, Raquel got out of the car first.

The front door was open. Jeremy was in the living room, finishing tying his shoes, when he saw them arrive.

Raquel walked in with a relaxed stride. She headed for the main sofa and dropped her leather purse on the cushions, not looking back.

Robert entered seconds later, laden with bags from the boutique bearing the store's elegant logo. He closed the door with his foot. As he passed the sofa, without stopping and without anyone asking him to, he picked up his wife's purse.

It was a fluid, automatic movement. He left the shopping bags—filled with lingerie he would never see worn—on a chair, took the purse to the coat rack in the hall, and hung it in its place.

Jeremy, who had looked up to say hello, stopped midway through his greeting. He watched the sequence unfold. He saw his mother sit down and stretch her legs, beaming. He saw his father acting like a hotel bellhop, helpful and silent.

"I'm going to change to make dinner," Robert announced.

He went upstairs, took off his jacket and tie, but didn't put on comfortable clothes for around the house. He kept his white shirt and dress pants on. He went down to the kitchen, took the dark blue apron hanging behind the door, and tied it around his waist. The gesture protected his clothes, but it also marked him.

From the kitchen, he heard the sound of the television. Raquel had turned it on and was looking for something to watch.

Robert began chopping onions. Through the serving hatch that connected to the dining room, he could see the backs of his family.

Raquel was relaxed, in control of the remote and her secrets.

And Jeremy, sitting in the other armchair, not looking at the screen. He looked at his mother, then looked toward the kitchen, toward the figure of his father in an apron, trying to understand a language no one had taught him.


Chapter 3

Robert finished adjusting his tie knot in front of the hall mirror. He was ready. Briefcase in hand, car keys in his pocket, the facade of a businessman perfectly constructed.

Raquel came down the stairs behind him. She was carrying the bottle of her own perfume in her hand.

"Wait," she said, stopping him before he reached the doorknob.

Robert turned around.

"Yes, Raquel?"

She approached him with a mischievous smile, but with that determination in her eyes that he knew so well.

"You're missing something, love."

Without giving him time to react, she lifted the bottle and sprayed a cloud of fragrance directly onto his shirt collar and chest. The cool mist settled on the fabric and skin. The scent was unmistakable: floral, sweet, intense. It wasn't a subtle touch; it was a mark of ownership.

Robert held his breath for a second, feeling that feminine scent invade his personal space, clashing violently with the sobriety of his suit.

"Now we're ready," she said, putting the bottle in her purse. "Come on, Jeremy's waiting."

They stepped out onto the sidewalk. The taxi was already parked with the engine running. Jeremy was finishing loading a suitcase into the trunk, ready to return to college. The morning air was cool, but Raquel's perfume seemed to envelop Robert in a warm, revealing bubble.

"Well, I guess that's it," Jeremy said, shaking his hands.

Raquel hugged him tightly.

"Take care of yourself, son. Send me a message when you arrive."

"Yeah, Mom. Don't worry."

Jeremy broke free from his mother and turned to Robert.

"Bye, Dad."

He approached him and gave him a brief but firm hug, man to man. As they separated, Jeremy frowned slightly. He sniffed the air, confused. He paused for a moment, looking his father in the eyes.

"Dad... that perfume?" he asked, looking down at Robert's shirt.

Robert's heart skipped a beat, but the answer came out quickly and rehearsed, a product of his survival instinct.

"It's your mom's," he said, keeping his tone casual. "It must have rubbed off on me when she fixed my tie before I left. You know how she is."

Jeremy looked at him for another second. Then a crooked smile appeared on his face. It wasn't mockery, but there was a spark of disbelief, as if he had decided not to delve into his parents' eccentricity.

"Sure," Jeremy said. "Well... bye, I love you guys. The taxi is waiting."

He got into the vehicle and closed the door. Robert and Raquel remained on the sidewalk, waving as the car drove away down the tree-lined street until it disappeared around the corner.

Silence fell upon them once more. There were no witnesses left.

Robert lowered his hand and turned to his wife. Her scent was still there, rising from his own neck, reminding him of who she really was beneath that suit.

He looked at her submissively, relieved that their son was gone, eager for what would come now that they were alone again.

"Are you ready, my Mistress?" he asked, opening the car door for her. "Shall we go too?"

Once in the car, Robert merged into the morning traffic. The interior was permeated with the fragrance she had sprayed on him, a constant reminder with every breath.

"The mechanic told me your car will be ready in two days," he said, looking at the road. "If you want, I'll pick you up when you get out."

Raquel shook her head casually as she checked something on her phone.

"No need," she replied. "Tom is picking me up this afternoon."

Robert clenched his fingers slightly on the steering wheel. Raquel continued in a practical, almost carefree tone, as if she were organizing just another meeting on her schedule.

"Don't worry, it'll all look professional. I'm always meeting with men for work, so no one will suspect anything."

She put her phone away and looked out the window.

"We're going to have coffee, and he'll bring me home afterwards."

Robert nodded silently. His offer of helpful husbandhood had been replaced by the logistics of a lover.

"Understood, Mistress."

At the office, Robert stared at his computer screen without really seeing the numbers. The spreadsheets, which used to be his refuge of order and logic, were now blurry smudges. He couldn't concentrate.

His mind was stuck in a loop, imagining the afternoon ahead: Tom's car pulling up outside Raquel's work, her getting in, the greeting, the complicity. He remembered his wife's words at the café: "Free yourself and enjoy." Robert closed his eyes for a second, trying to summon that feeling from the morning, trying to turn the anxiety that twisted his stomach into that dark, electric excitement he felt when he knelt before her. It's my fetish, he repeated to himself. This is who I am.

Suddenly, the door opened without warning.

His boss entered with a folder in his hand, walking with a brisk step.

"Robert, I need you to review these balance sheets before lunch, there's a discrepancy in..."

The man stopped dead in the middle of the office. He frowned and then raised his head, sniffing the air with obvious curiosity.

Raquel's perfume, sweet, floral, and aggressively feminine, floated in the closed atmosphere of the office like an invisible presence.

The boss let out a brief, mischievous laugh, man to man.

"Wow... it smells..." he said, sniffing again. "Looks like a woman was just here. And from that fragrance, I can imagine how sensual she must be. It's... intense."

Robert felt the blood drain from his face. He sat rigid in his chair, his hands clenched on the armrests.

The boss looked around, searching with his eyes, and then fixed his gaze on Robert with a knowing smile.

"Who came in, Robert?" he asked. "I didn't see anyone pass by reception or cross the hallway."

Robert opened his mouth, but no sound came out. He was mortified. No client had come in, no secretary, no one. He had no one to blame but himself. The smell was coming from his own shirt, his own neck, marking him in his workplace, invading his professional sanctuary.

"Um... I..." he stammered, feeling the heat rise violently to his neck, betraying him even more.

He ignored the question about the woman. He simply reached out to take the folder, avoiding eye contact with his boss.

"Don't worry, Henry," he said, forcing his voice to sound firm and businesslike. "I'll review those balance sheets right now."

Henry stood still for a second, waiting for the punchline, the gossip, the explanation about the female visitor. But Robert had already opened the folder and was pretending to be immersed in the first page of numbers, putting up a wall of bureaucratic silence between himself and the scent that gave him away.

"Okay... let me know if you find the error," Henry said, and turned to leave, taking his curiosity with him, but leaving Robert alone in a cloud of perfume that now felt heavier than ever.

At dusk, the sound of an engine broke the stillness of the street. Robert looked out the window.

A white Mazda 6 pulled up in front of the entrance. The car looked impeccable under the streetlights, modern and sporty without being ostentatious. Robert saw the passenger door open and his wife get out. Seconds later, a man got out of the driver's side.

There were no goodbye kisses in the car, no furtive gestures. The man walked around the vehicle and accompanied Raquel to the entrance. They did not touch. He walked a step behind her, respectful, escorting her.

Robert felt his heart stop. The messages, photos, and stories in the shower were one thing; seeing the real silhouette of her lover stepping onto his sidewalk, approaching his door, was quite another.

He heard the metallic sound of the key in the lock. The turning of the mechanism sounded louder than ever. The door opened.

Raquel entered first, with that vibrant energy she always brought in from the street. Behind her, Tom's tall figure filled the doorway.

"Hi, honey," Raquel greeted her husband with a naturalness that was disconcerting.

She stepped aside, allowing the man to enter the hall.

"Meet Tom."

Robert was speechless. The physical presence of this man inside his home, invading his refuge, breathing the same air as him, caused his mind to short-circuit. He was taller than Robert had imagined. He had a solid, calm presence.

Tom didn't seem to notice Robert's paralysis, or he chose to ignore it gracefully. He stepped forward and extended his right hand firmly.

"Nice to meet you, Robert," he said in a deep, polite voice.

Robert looked at the outstretched hand. The hand that, according to Raquel, had explored her entire body the night before. His social instinct, the same one that had saved him in the office with his boss, took control of his numb muscles.

He raised his own hand and shook Tom's.

"Hello..." Robert managed to say, feeling the other man's firm, dry, confident grip. "Welcome."

Raquel broke the awkward silence with a light clap in the air, taking off her coat as if it were any other night.

"Honey, is dinner ready?" she said, looking toward the kitchen hallway where Robert had been working. "Is there enough for one more plate, or should we order Chinese? Sorry for not telling you about the visit."

She said it with a charming smile that showed not a hint of genuine regret. It was a purely polite apology, a social formality to cover up the fact that she had decided to bring her lover to dinner without consulting him.

"It just occurred to me in the car," she added, turning to Tom with a hospitable gesture. "Robert is a delicious cook, you won't regret it."

"Yes, there's food for all three of us," Robert replied, trying to regain his balance. "I cooked as if Jeremy were at home... so I miscalculated the portions. There's enough."

Raquel smiled, pleased with her husband's efficiency and that the logistics were being resolved without friction.

"Perfect," she said, taking Tom by the arm to guide him inside. "Then let's go to the table. Tom, make yourself at home."

Robert lingered for a moment in the hallway, watching his wife lead the other man into the dining room, occupying the familiar space with astonishing ease. He took a deep breath and headed to the kitchen to serve the dishes.


Chapter 4

Dinner passed in a strange atmosphere, where only Robert felt the tension. For the other two, it seemed like a pleasant evening among civilized adults.

Robert served the food—a stew he had simmered slowly—and sat down in his usual place. Tom took his first bite and opened his eyes in genuine surprise.

"Robert, this is incredible," he said, pointing at the plate with his fork. "Really. You have a knack for cooking."

There was no irony in his voice. It was a sincere compliment.

"Thank you," Robert murmured, picking up his glass of red wine.

Tom wiped the corner of his mouth with his napkin and looked at Raquel with a broad, infectious smile.

"No, seriously, Raquel. You hit the jackpot with the chef. If I try to do this, I'll probably end up calling the fire department or ordering pizza. I'm a complete disaster in the kitchen."

He let out a hearty laugh, mocking his own clumsiness, inviting Robert to laugh with him. He was a nice guy. You liked him instantly. And that was the worst part.

Robert forced a polite smile.

"It's a matter of patience," Robert said modestly.

"Patience and talent," Tom insisted, raising his wine glass. "To the cook. Cheers."

Raquel raised her glass, looked at Robert with pride—the pride you feel for something that works well in the home—and toasted.

"Cheers," she said.

They drank. Robert watched Tom. He was wearing a light blue shirt, no tie, his sleeves rolled up to his forearms. He looked relaxed, in control of his body and his space. He treated Robert with impeccable respect, including him in the conversation, asking him about his work, listening attentively to his answers.

He didn't look at him as the "cuckolded husband"; he looked at him as the host.

"And you, Robert? Do you also work downtown?" Tom asked, cutting another piece of meat.

"Yes, in the financial district. Administrative."

"Tough," Tom nodded sympathetically. "With the traffic in this city, it's torture getting there and back. I try to avoid rush hour, but sometimes it's impossible."

The conversation flowed to trivial topics: traffic, weather, city renovations. Tom was entertaining, joking, lighthearted.

Robert found himself responding naturally a couple of times, letting his guard down, until reality hit him again: this pleasant man, who was now praising his stew and laughing about traffic jams, was the same man who had made his wife scream in a hotel.

And the most humiliating thing was not that Tom was a monster. It was that Tom was a good guy.

He was a man who simply filled the masculine void Robert had left behind, and he did so without malice, with the ease of someone who fits the role perfectly.

Raquel hardly spoke; she just observed the dynamic, enjoying having her two men at the same table: one nurturing her, the other entertaining her.

When they finished, Robert instinctively got up to clear the dishes.

"Leave it, Robert, I'll help you," said Tom, politely making a move to get up.

"No, please," Raquel quickly intervened, placing a soft hand on Tom's forearm to stop him. "Robert will take care of it. You're the guest."

Tom hesitated for a second, looking at Robert for confirmation.

"Sure, Robert. I don't mind helping out."

"Don't worry, Tom," Robert said, stacking the dishes efficiently. "It's my routine. Enjoy the wine."

Tom nodded, sitting back down, relaxed.

"Thanks, Robert. You're very kind."

Robert retired to the kitchen with the dirty dishes. From there, with the sound of running water, he heard Tom's laughter fill the dining room again, followed by Raquel's softer, more intimate laughter.

They weren't laughing at him. They were laughing with each other. And that cordial exclusion hurt more than any insult.

With the table cleared and the distant hum of the dishwasher working, they moved into the living room. The atmosphere had changed subtly; the formality of dinner gave way to a more dangerous relaxation.

"Let's have a drink," Raquel suggested, heading for the bar cabinet.

She poured three glasses of whiskey on the rocks. She handed one to Tom, another to Robert, and kept the third for herself. Then, glass in hand, she walked over to the largest sofa, the cream-colored leather one that dominated the center of the room.

She sat down and, with complete naturalness, patted the empty cushion to her right.

"Come, Tom. Sit here. You'll be more comfortable."

Tom obeyed with a grateful smile and sank down beside her, relaxing his shoulders against the backrest.

Robert, understanding the choreography without needing instructions, took the single armchair directly opposite. He was positioned like a spectator in the front row, closing the triangle.

The conversation resumed where they had left off, flowing into topics of economics and the market. Tom spoke eloquently, gesturing with his free hand, while Raquel nodded, interested, contributing intelligent comments.

At first glance, it was a perfect after-dinner conversation.

But then Robert saw it.

As Tom explained an anecdote about a recent investment, Raquel let her left hand fall onto his thigh. It wasn't an accidental touch. It was a takeover.

Her fingers, with dark red painted nails, began to caress the fabric of Tom's pants. They moved slowly up and down, tracing lazy circles.

Robert tried to keep his eyes on Tom's, tried to follow the thread of the story about interest rates, but his gaze was magnetically drawn to that hand.

He watched as his wife's fingers slid higher and higher, dangerously close to her lover's crotch. She did it with absolute calm, without looking at what she was doing, keeping her eyes fixed on Tom's face as if she were just listening.

Tom didn't flinch. He didn't interrupt his story or change his tone of voice, but Robert noticed the subtle change in his posture: his legs opened a little wider, offering access, and a small, almost imperceptible smile curved the corners of his lips as he continued to speak.

Raquel caressed the inside of his thigh, brushing the bulge with the back of her hand, again and again.

Robert squeezed his whiskey glass. The ice clinked. The image was devastating: his wife psychologically masturbating another man in his own living room, while he was forced to watch and pretend everything was normal. Excitement hit him in the stomach, mixed with that tightness in his chest that Raquel had taught him to embrace as freedom.

Suddenly, Raquel leaned forward. Robert tensed, expecting perhaps a cold farewell or another order. But what he received was a kiss.

And it wasn't just any kiss. Raquel took his face in both hands and pressed her mouth against his with voracious passion. It was a wet, deep, almost aggressive kiss. Her tongue invaded Robert's mouth, claiming him, marking her territory, leaving the taste of whiskey and her own desire on his lips.

Robert felt dizzy. Excitement clouded his vision.

Raquel pulled away just a few inches, looking into his eyes with dilated, shining pupils.

"Stay here, love," she whispered against his mouth.

It wasn't a suggestion. It was a sentence.

Without completely breaking eye contact with Robert, she reached out to her side and found Tom's hand. He took it firmly, intertwining their fingers. Raquel stood up, gently pulling her lover with her.

Tom got up from the sofa, leaving his empty glass on the coffee table. He gave Robert one last look, a brief, indecipherable nod, before letting himself be led away.

Robert remained motionless in the armchair, his hands clutching the armrests. He watched as his wife led the man toward the stairs.

He watched them climb. Step by step. He saw Tom's hand rest confidently on Raquel's waist. He saw her lean toward him, whispering something in his ear that made him smile.

They were going upstairs. To the master bedroom. To their bed.

Robert felt the air turn solid. He never would have expected this situation. He had imagined hotels, dates in the city, cars parked in the dark. He had accepted being the chauffeur, the cook, the one who waits. But this... this was different.

They were invading the last refuge he had left. It was no longer an adventure "outside"; it was happening inside. On the sheets he had bought, under the roof he paid for.

They reached the end of the hallway and entered the room. Robert held his breath, waiting for the final sound, the click of the lock that would leave him outside, isolated, protected by the wood.

But the sound never came.

The door remained open.

Raquel didn't push it shut. She left it wide open, turning the hallway and staircase into a direct channel, a perverse amplifier. It wasn't an oversight. Robert knew it with an icy certainty that ran down his spine: it was an invitation not to miss a thing.

The silence in the house became dense, heavy, charged with unbearable static electricity. Robert remained alone in the living room, the taste of his wife's kiss still burning on his lips and his gaze fixed on the darkness of that open door, knowing that at any second the silence would be broken.


Chapter 5

The initial silence did not last long. Barely a minute. Just long enough for Robert's imagination to trace the path of the clothes falling to the floor.

The wet sounds began. The clash of skin against skin. The rhythm of the thrusting started slowly and grew in intensity. Robert closed his eyes, torturing himself with the image: Raquel's legs spread wide, Tom's back tense, the physical domination happening right above his head.

A sound of a sharp impact against the wall. Thump. And then another. Thump. It wasn't the romantic creaking of a bed frame; it was the sound of a rhythmic and powerful thrust. The headboard of his bed hitting the wall with a violence that made the floor lamp in the living room vibrate.

And then, Raquel's voice.

"Yes! Fuck, yes!" she cried, without any attempt at concealment.

It wasn't a loving whisper. It was a howl of pure animal pleasure. The open door acted as a perfect acoustic tunnel, amplifying every gasp. Robert, sitting on the edge of the armchair with his fingernails dug into his own knees, felt his wife's voice pierce his chest.

The rhythm quickened. It became frantic. He heard Tom growl, a low, guttural sound, like a dominant male setting the pace. And Raquel responded with high-pitched, almost painful moans that Robert had never heard from her before.

"Harder, Tom! Split me open!" she cried out.

Robert closed his eyes. The mental image of them was unbearable. A humiliating, painful erection throbbed inside Robert's cage.

Just then, the doorbell rang.

Ding-dong.

The shrill sound of normality cut through the stale air in the room. Robert froze. His heart lurched violently.

Upstairs, the rhythm did not stop. If anything, it became more intense.

The doorbell rang again, insistently.

Robert jumped up, terrified that someone might hear what was going on. He ran to the front door, smoothing his wrinkled suit, trying to compose a normal face while the ceiling above him creaked with his wife's sex.

He opened the door. A young man wearing a motorcycle helmet was holding a pizza box.

"Delivery for Miryam," the boy said boredly, not looking beyond the doorway.

"No, she lives next door," Robert stammered.

Just as Robert was saying goodbye to the guy, a particularly loud scream from Raquel came down the stairs and into the hallway.

"OH, YES, TOM!"

The moans turned into broken cries. The rhythm of the bed frame quickened frantically, a violent tap-tap-tap against the wall that seemed like it would bring the house down.

The delivery man looked up for a second, one eyebrow arched in curiosity.

Robert felt mortified and slammed the door shut, leaning his back against the wood, breathing heavily.

He returned to the living room feeling more pathetic than ever. The intermission was over. The final act was about to begin.

"I'm coming, Tom! I'm coming now!" Raquel howled.

It was a long, broken cry of absolute satisfaction, followed by Tom's deep roar as he reached his own climax. Then, the heavy sound of two bodies collapsing exhausted onto the mattress.

He heard soft murmurs. Low, knowing laughter, the kind shared in the intimacy of post-coital bliss. The sound of relaxation that he was not invited to share.

Suddenly, he saw the glow of light in the upstairs hallway. Someone had gotten up. Barefoot footsteps approached the entrance to the room. Robert looked up at the stairs.

Click.

The door closed. The show was over for the audience. The real intimacy was beginning now, behind closed doors.

Robert collapsed into the armchair, exhausted.

Bzzzt. Bzzzt.

His phone vibrated. A message from Raquel.

Raquel: "Tom is staying over. Please put his car in the garage, I don't want it on the street. Since mine isn't there, there's room. The keys are in his jacket, on the coat rack."

Not even a "good night." Just orders.

Robert read the message twice. He got up and went to the hall. There was Tom's jacket, hanging where he himself had put Raquel's purse hours earlier. The garment smelled of expensive tobacco and Tom's cologne. Robert felt a pang of disgust and excitement as he reached into another man's pocket. His fingers brushed the fabric until they found the Mazda key ring.

He went out into the street. The night air was cold. He opened Tom's car. The interior smelled of new leather. He sat in the driver's seat, which was adjusted for someone taller than him. He had to stretch his legs to reach the pedals, a final reminder of his physical smallness compared to her lover.

He started the smooth engine and drove the vehicle into the garage. He parked it in the exact spot where the other car used to sleep, that space now occupied by the intruder. He turned off the engine, closed the garage door, and went back into the house.

He left the keys on the entry table.

He looked toward the living room. The sofa seemed uncomfortable, lonely. He didn't want to stay there, exposed in the middle of the ground floor.

He climbed the stairs slowly. As he passed the closed door of the master bedroom, he paused for a second. There was no sound. No moans, no conversations. Just the heavy silence of two people sleeping together after satisfying each other.

He kept going.

He entered Jeremy's room. He took off his suit in the dark, left it on a chair, and got into his son's single bed.

The sheets were freezing cold. Robert curled up, feeling like a stranger in his own home. He closed his eyes and, out of sheer exhaustion, fell asleep.

Hours later, Robert's internal alarm woke him before the sun.

He got up, washed his face in the bathroom down the hall, and went down to the kitchen. Routine took over his hands. He made coffee. He cut fruit. He toasted bread.

He took out three plates. Three cups. Three sets of cutlery.

He didn't prepare a tray to take upstairs. He simply set the table in the kitchen breakfast nook and waited, already dressed in his impeccable office suit.

At half past seven, he heard footsteps on the stairs. They came down talking quietly, with that relaxed intimacy of the morning.

Tom entered the kitchen first, freshly showered, wearing a crisp shirt. Behind him came Raquel, radiant.

"Good morning, Robert," Tom greeted him with a friendly smile, sitting down at the table as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

"Good morning," Robert replied, pouring coffee.

Raquel approached him. She placed her hand affectionately on his chest and gave him a soft kiss on the lips. A routine kiss from his wife.

"Good morning, love."

The three of them sat down. They ate breakfast, talking about trivial news, as if that had always been their routine. When they finished, they automatically moved toward the door.

Tom grabbed his jacket and the keys to the Mazda that Robert had left in the entryway. Raquel grabbed her purse. With her car in the shop, she had been relying on her husband to drive her to work for the past few days, but today, the dynamic had changed.

"Come on, Raquel, I'll drop you off at the entrance," said Tom, opening the door for her.

"Thanks, Tom," she replied, then looked at Robert. "See you at dinner, honey."

They left.

Robert waited a few seconds, counting the beats of his own loneliness, before picking up his briefcase and following them out.

The morning air was cold. He watched Raquel get into the passenger seat of the Mazda, settling in with a smile. He saw Tom walk around the vehicle and get behind the wheel, in control of the situation.

The Mazda's engine started. Tom drove the car out of the garage first, taking the center of the road.

Robert got into his own car, a functional and discreet sedan. He started it and waited, obediently, for them to start driving. He pulled his vehicle out behind Tom, keeping his distance, like an escort who is no longer needed but doesn't know where else to go.

They took the avenue and then the ramp to the highway.

Traffic was heavy but flowing. Robert saw the white Mazda in front of him, gleaming in the morning sun. He could see the silhouettes of two heads through the rear window: Tom's, upright and relaxed; Raquel's, leaning slightly toward him, perhaps laughing, perhaps touching his leg.

For twenty minutes, Robert drove behind them.

There were moments when the left lane opened up. Robert had the opportunity to accelerate, to floor it and pass them, to leave that painful image behind and regain, at least in speed, some dignity.

But he didn't.

He lifted his foot off the accelerator. He kept a safe distance, in the right lane, behind them.

He never dared to overtake them.

He simply followed them, accepting that this was his new place in the world: watching his wife's life through a windshield, always one step behind, always in the shadow of the man who now drove his destiny.

END OF BOOK 2
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