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Chapter 1

The room was completely silent. Robert slept soundly, his steady, slow breathing the only sound in the darkness. He lay on his back, relaxed on the cool sheets, oblivious to everything except the dreams behind his closed eyelids.

Raquel lay awake beside him, watching her husband's shadow in the dim light filtering through the curtains. She felt a quiet power wash over her, a silent satisfaction that made her skin tingle. It was that time of night when everything seemed suspended, when the outside world ceased to exist and only the two of them remained, locked in their own reality. A reality she had carefully and patiently shaped.

She began to move her hand slowly over his bare chest. Her fingers drew slow, deliberate circles around his nipples, barely grazing his skin with calculated gentleness. She traced the path with her nails, enjoying the friction, that familiar texture she knew by heart. She felt Robert's body react before his mind, his muscles tensing slightly under her touch.

Robert stirred. His consciousness slowly returned from the depths of sleep, anchored by the touch of those nails he knew so well. He didn't open his eyes right away. He remained still, letting his senses adjust, recognizing the touch that sent a direct shock through his core. He knew that touch. He knew what it meant. And his body was already responding, even though the metal cage that imprisoned him turned that response into a contained, almost painful pressure.

He had been wearing the cage permanently for months. It had become a symbol — a constant reminder of who was in control. Robert had accepted each escalation with a mixture of terror and ecstasy that he couldn't explain, even to himself.

Raquel leaned over him until Robert could feel her warmth radiating against his skin. The scent of her body, mixed with traces of the perfume she wore at night, enveloped him completely. She kissed him with a firm, possessive intent. It was a kiss that demanded more than it gave, that took without asking for permission. Her lips pressed against his with authority, her tongue exploring slowly, marking her territory.

"I need you," she whispered against his lips, her hoarse voice laden with a need that sounded more like a command than a request.

Her hand moved to the back of his neck, tangling her fingers in his hair. With steady, firm but not violent pressure, she guided his head down. No further words were needed. Robert understood perfectly what was expected of him.

He slid out from under the blankets with precise, obedient movements. The cool air in the room made his skin tingle as he knelt between her legs. His hands found Raquel's thighs, feeling the familiar texture of her skin, soft and warm. Raquel opened herself to him without shame, settling among the pillows with the tranquility of someone who knows she will be adored.

She felt a deep satisfaction spreading through her chest. Seeing him there, kneeling, completely devoted to her pleasure, gave her a sense of absolute order. It was as if all the pieces of the universe were exactly where they should be. Her hand caressed Robert's hair with a tenderness that contrasted with the firmness of her grip minutes before. It was her way of telling him that he was doing the right thing, that he was fulfilling his purpose.

Robert worked with absolute concentration. Every movement of his tongue, every variation in pressure, was calculated to maximize her pleasure. He felt the heat of Raquel's body radiating against his face, heard the subtle change in her breathing, those little indicators that told him he was on the right track. For him, providing this pleasure was a form of worship, an act of devotion that transcended the merely physical.

His own arousal grew, contained and imprisoned within the metal of the cage. He was a spectator of his own desire, feeling his body try to respond and encounter an insurmountable barrier. The pressure was constant, reminding him of his situation every second. And strangely, that excited him even more. Frustration mingled with the pleasure of serving, creating a complex sensation that he had learned to crave.

Raquel arched her back, her hips moving in a rhythm that Robert instinctively followed. Her hands tangled in his hair, pulling lightly, not painfully but with a firmness that dictated the pace, communicating exactly what she needed. He felt the tension building in his muscles, that familiar pressure spiraling upward, rising with each passing second.

Every movement Robert made was a tribute to her authority. Every moan she let out was a reward he treasured. The room filled with sounds: their rapid breathing, the rustling of the sheets, the small guttural sounds Raquel couldn't contain.

When the climax came, it was a long, silent wave that ran through her from head to toe. Raquel held Robert's head firmly, keeping him exactly where she needed him while her body shook with spasms of pleasure. She didn't scream. She never did. Her pleasure was something she experienced with a contained intensity, controlled even in moments of greatest abandon.

Finally, her body relaxed. She loosened her grip on Robert's hair, letting her hand rest gently on his head. For a moment, there was only silence again, broken only by their breathing, which gradually returned to its normal rhythm.

Robert stood there, breathing heavily, feeling the weight of the moment. Then he felt something else: the sudden weight of Raquel moving. She reached for the nightstand without saying a word. The sound of the key between her fingers was perfectly clear in the silence, a metallic sound that made Robert's heart race.

She worked with expert hands, opening the device that had held him prisoner. She removed it carefully, and Robert felt an immediate rush of blood flowing to where he had been restrained. Freedom was almost painful after so much confinement. His breathing became irregular as he processed the sensation.

Raquel began to caress him with a slow, deliberate hand, watching his face with that analytical gaze that missed no detail. She saw the way his eyes closed, how his jaw tensed, how his whole body responded to her touch with barely contained desperation. It was beautiful, she thought. To have him like this, completely at her mercy, vulnerable and exposed.

"You've earned a prize," she murmured, though her tone didn't sound particularly generous. It sounded more like someone announcing the rules of a game.

Robert's heart pounded against his ribs with a force he felt throughout his entire body. He was completely at her mercy, suspended between hope and fear of what would come next. Raquel increased the pace slightly, testing his limits, watching with fascination as he approached the edge.

"Do you want to come?" she asked, her voice firm, clear, demanding an honest answer.

Robert opened his mouth, but the words were slow to come out. His mind was clouded by need, by pent-up desire. Finally, he managed to articulate:

"Whatever you think is right."

It was the right answer. It always was. But Raquel had made her decision long before she asked him. She stopped abruptly, pulling her hand away as if it were burning. She looked at him with a smile that didn't reach her eyes, a smile he knew all too well.

She picked up the cage again. Robert watched her hands as she prepared it, knowing exactly what was coming. The metal closed around him again, the mechanism clicking shut with that familiar sound that echoed through the room like a sentence. The moment was over.

"Good," she said, settling back among the pillows. "Until tomorrow, my love."

***

Robert prepared breakfast as he did every morning. His hands moved with automatic precision, turning on the coffee maker, toasting the bread, beating the eggs for the omelet that Raquel liked. The kitchen was flooded with morning light streaming in through the window above the sink. He could hear the birds outside, the distant sound of a car passing by on the street.

He felt a quiet, almost serene joy as he worked. The previous night remained vivid in his mind, every detail, every sensation, every word. The lack of physical release didn't matter. In fact, he preferred that it had ended that way. He had experienced something he had come to understand as a mental orgasm, a state where the humiliation and the feeling of being less than his wife gave him a deeper satisfaction than any physical pleasure.

He cut up fresh fruit and arranged it on a plate with aesthetic care. He knew Raquel appreciated the little details. He poured freshly squeezed orange juice into a glass. He placed everything on the table with a folded napkin and perfectly aligned cutlery.

As he waited for the coffee to finish brewing, his mind wandered to Tom. It had been six months since he had last heard from him. Six months of silence. Michael was an even more distant memory, almost blurred in his mind. Robert didn't know if Raquel had other lovers at the moment. He didn't think so, since she used to let him know when someone new came into her life. But the six-month silence was unusual, almost unsettling.

Often, especially at times like this, he thought about that night with Tom in his own home. The first time Raquel had brought someone into her most intimate space. He remembered every second of that evening with painful clarity: the sound of their voices coming up the stairs, the laughter, the moans that pierced the ceiling of the living room where he waited. Listening to them in the room he shared with Raquel, imagining what was happening on his own bed, was the lowest point of his life.

Or at least, that's what he thought at the time. But over time, that night had transformed into something different in his memory. He no longer felt regret. He just felt a silent, patient wait. He waited for the moment when Raquel would bring a man home again. And he knew, with absolute certainty, that that moment would come. It was only a matter of time.

The coffee finished brewing with a final gurgle. Robert poured two cups: one for Raquel, with exactly one spoonful of sugar and a splash of milk, just the way she liked it; another for himself, black. He carried her cup to the table and stood by the counter, waiting.

Raquel came downstairs a few moments later. She was wearing tight gym clothes: black leggings that accentuated her legs and a sports shirt. Her hair was tied back in a high ponytail. She was ready to go to the park, ready to run and breathe in the fresh Sunday air.

"Hi, honey," she said with a fresh smile, as if the night before had never happened. As if everything were perfectly normal.

"Good morning," Robert replied, bowing his head slightly.

She approached the table and examined the breakfast with approval. She sat down and began to eat without further comment. Robert remained standing, drinking his coffee in silence, watching her discreetly.

"Are you ready?" she asked after finishing. "Let's have breakfast and go."

"Of course," he replied.

***

They ran through the park in silence. It was a perfect spring Sunday, the sky clear, the sun shining but not oppressive. There were many people walking around them, families with children, elderly couples holding hands, other runners with headphones. The grass was green and lush, the trees full of new leaves that moved gently in the breeze. The air was pure and fresh, laden with the scent of flowers.

Robert kept pace with Raquel half a step behind, watching her movements. The way her ponytail bounced with each stride, the way her muscles flexed under her tight clothes. She was beautiful. She always had been, but now, in this light, with that natural confidence in every step, she seemed almost supernatural to him.

After twenty minutes of steady running, Raquel slowed to a complete stop.

"Let's sit here," she said, pointing to a wooden bench in the shade of an ancient oak tree.

They sat down together, catching their breath. They talked about the weather, commented on the number of people in the park, watched a golden retriever chase a ball. It was small talk, the kind of conversation any married couple might have on a quiet Sunday.

Then Raquel gently nudged Robert to get his attention. He turned to look where she was looking.

A young man was running past them. He was tall, probably six feet tall, with well-defined muscles that he shamelessly displayed under his bare chest. He had dark skin, glistening with sweat in the sun. His dark hair was very short. He couldn't have been more than twenty-five years old. He ran past them without looking at them, focused on his run, headphones in his ears.

"What's up, Raquel?" Robert asked, although something in his gut already knew the answer.

"Look at that body," she said, not bothering to lower her voice. "What a man!"

Robert looked at the runner who was already disappearing down the path. He remained silent, not knowing what to say. Part of him wanted to ignore the comment, change the subject. Another, darker part wanted her to continue.

"Aren't you going to say anything, honey?" asked Raquel, turning to him with that amused expression he knew so well. "You can't imagine how I feel."

"It's just that..." Robert began, but the words died in his throat.

Raquel sighed, looking up at the sky for a moment before turning her eyes back to him. When she spoke, her voice was softer, almost vulnerable.

"Look, sweetheart. None of my friends know about our life. Do you understand what that means? Sometimes I'm desperate to talk to someone. To share what I feel, what I desire. I can't tell Lia that my husband allows me to have lovers. I can't confess to Maria that my husband wears a chastity cage."

She paused, letting her words sink in. Robert stared at her, his heart racing.

"So you'll be my friend right now," she continued. "Or do you want me to confess our affair to Lia so I can get it off my chest?"

She laughed, but there was something genuine about that laugh. It wasn't cruel. It was simply honest.

"No, love," Robert said quickly, his voice barely a whisper. "There's no need."

Raquel smiled and took his hand, intertwining her fingers with his. It was a tender, intimate gesture that contrasted sharply with the conversation they were having.

"I love you," she said. "Husband and friend. What more could I want right now?"

She paused, squeezing his hand lightly.

"Oh, yes!" she added, looking him straight in the eye. "A lover."

They sat on that bench for several more minutes, watching people pass by, feeling the sun on their faces. Robert said nothing more. He didn't need to. They both knew that something had changed in that moment. The six months of silence were coming to an end.


Chapter 2

On Monday, he returned each of them to their workspace. The weekend was left behind as a private interlude, something that existed only within the walls of his home. Now, the real world claimed them with its schedules, its expectations, its professional masks.

Raquel arrived at her law firm in downtown Boston with an unshakeable confidence. The glass and steel building welcomed her as it did every morning, with the hustle and bustle of young lawyers carrying briefcases and assistants rushing around with steaming cups of coffee. She sat down at her solid wood desk, surrounded by perfectly organized files, feeling that the order she had imposed on her home was the same order she now applied to her laws, her cases, and her clients' lives.

There was no doubt in her eyes as she reviewed the documents in front of her. Her promotion was imminent, and that certainty gave her renewed energy, a confidence that radiated in her every move. The partners had been watching her for months. She knew her name was circulating in private conversations, in meetings she was not yet part of. Soon she would be.

Robert occupied his office at the financial company across town. He wore his usual gray suit, the same one he wore to meetings with senior account executives. He maintained a professional tone with his subordinates, responded to emails efficiently, and reviewed quarterly reports with a critical eye.

However, under the fabric of his pants, the lace of his lingerie pressed against his skin with every movement. The pressure of the metal cage reminded him of his true situation every time he sat down, every time he crossed his legs, every time he got up to walk to the window. He was an executive to the world around him, but a possession to his wife. And that duality haunted him every second of the workday.

Mid-morning, while reviewing a financial projection on his computer, Robert's phone vibrated on the table. It wasn't a call. It was a short message from Raquel. He opened it immediately, as he always did when he saw her name on the screen: "I need my friend this afternoon. See you at five at the café on Charles Street. Don't be late."

Robert read the text several times, feeling each word engrave itself in his mind. The word friend sent a pang of submission through his spine. She wasn't looking for her husband in that message. She wasn't looking for the financial executive, the man she had married years ago. She was looking for that confidant she had patiently built up, that version of him who existed to listen to her desires, to validate her fantasies, to be an accomplice in a secret life that no one else knew about.

He put his phone away and returned to the screen, but the numbers in front of him no longer made sense. His mind was elsewhere, anticipating the appointment, wondering what Raquel would want to tell him this time.

***

At five o'clock sharp, Robert was walking down Charles Street. The spring afternoon had brought people out onto the sidewalks: tourists photographing the red brick houses, students with backpacks, couples window shopping. The sun was still high, bathing everything in a golden light that made the city seem friendlier than it really was.

He saw Raquel sitting at a small table near the café's window. The place was one of those classic Boston establishments: exposed brick walls, antique lamps hanging from the ceiling, the intense aroma of freshly ground coffee mingling with the sweet smell of the pastries on display. She already had a coffee in front of her and was reviewing some papers with absolute concentration. She didn't look up when he entered. She didn't get up when he reached the table.

"Sit down," she finally said, pointing to the chair across from her without looking up from the documents. "I ordered tea for you."

Robert obeyed, settling into the wooden chair. Sure enough, there was a steaming cup of tea waiting for him. She knew his preferences better than he did himself. He waited quietly, knowing that Raquel would speak when she was ready.

"How was your day, Raquel?" he asked after a few seconds, cautiously breaking the silence.

She finally looked up. Her eyes sparkled with an emotion that Robert recognized immediately: triumph.

"I'm so happy," she said, fixing her eyes on him with an intensity that made him feel small. "They're making me a partner in the firm. It's official. They announced it this morning at the directors' meeting. I'm overjoyed, Robert. My salary is going to triple, and I'll get a percentage of all the new clients I bring in. Imagine what that means."

Robert felt a mixture of emotions that he didn't know how to process. Genuine pride in her achievement, but also something darker, something he recognized as confirmation of his place in the hierarchy of their relationship. Raquel was moving up while he remained static. She was growing while he was shrinking.

"I'm so happy for you, Raquel," he replied sincerely. "You deserve it. You've worked so hard for this."

She smiled, but it wasn't a smile of gratitude. It was a smile of satisfaction, of confirmation of something she already knew.

They spent the next hour talking. Raquel enthusiastically detailed her new benefits: the larger office she would be assigned, the signing bonus, access to the private members' club, invitations to exclusive events. Robert listened attentively, fulfilling his supportive role, asking the appropriate questions at the right moments, celebrating every detail as if it were his own triumph.

"And there's more," she continued, leaning slightly over the table. "Now I'm going to have to travel more. The next trip is to New York, for an important case. It will be three to five days, depending on how the negotiations go. It's a big corporate client, the kind that can define a career."

She paused, taking a sip of her tea before continuing.

"I need to look impeccable for that trip," she said, looking at her own hands on the table. "I have to get my nails done before I leave. Come with me now."

She held her hands out on the table for Robert to see. Then, with a deliberate gesture, she looked at his hands resting next to his cup.

"Show me your hands," she ordered.

Robert placed them on the table, already sensing what was coming.

"They're horrible," she declared, examining them disapprovingly. "Uneven cuticles, uneven nails. We're going to get our nails done together. Both of us."

Robert felt immediate terror rising in his throat. He looked panicked, which he couldn't hide, but Raquel didn't budge an inch.

"Don't worry," she said with a reassuring smile that was anything but reassuring. "You're not the only man who gets them done. It's completely normal now. It's just a matter of tidying them up, shaping them, cleaning the cuticles. And a natural, clear polish to protect them. No one will notice a thing. This is what friends do, remember?"

The word "friends" rang in Robert's ears like a bell. There was no escape. He nodded silently.

***

They walked to a nearby salon, just two blocks down Charles Street. The walk felt like an eternity to Robert. Each step brought him closer to something that felt like a line he shouldn't cross, even though he knew that line had been crossed long ago. Raquel walked beside him naturally, occasionally greeting acquaintances, commenting on the shop windows, completely relaxed.

The salon was small but elegant. White walls, light wood floors, the characteristic chemical smell of nail polish and remover mingling with an artificial lavender scent. There were three busy manicure stations, all serving women who chatted among themselves or looked at their phones while the employees worked on their hands.

A middle-aged woman approached to greet them. She looked at Robert with barely concealed curiosity but said nothing. In Boston, especially in this area, she had seen it all.

"We'd like manicures for both of us," Raquel announced matter-of-factly. "Do you have two seats available together?

"Of course," replied the woman. "Please sit here."

She guided them to two chairs next to each other. Robert sat stiffly, aware of the stares from the other customers. Raquel settled in elegantly, placing her hands on the work table as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

The employee who would be attending to Robert was young, probably around twenty-five. She took his hands professionally and began to examine them. Robert felt every second last an eternity. The sound of files working at other stations, the murmur of other people's conversations, the splash of water when she immersed his hands in a warm bowl of oils.

"For him, make them look nice," Raquel instructed from her chair, watching the process closely. "Cut the cuticles well, shape the nails evenly. And put on clear polish, just for protection. Natural color, so it's not noticeable."

The employee nodded and set to work. Robert closed his eyes, trying to transport himself mentally to another place. But he couldn't escape the sensations: the soft touch of the file, the precise cutting of the cuticles, the brief massage of his hands that was supposed to be relaxing but only increased his discomfort.

Meanwhile, Raquel kept talking. Her voice filled the space between them, telling Robert about the details of the trip to New York.

"Michael asked me to help him with the case," she said casually, as if mentioning the weather. "It's important. A corporate client who wants to expand and needs complex legal advice. Michael is the lead attorney, but he needs support. And I'm perfect for that."

She paused, looking directly at Robert.

"Besides, he's very cute, don't you think?"

Robert felt an instant knot in his stomach. Michael. The name echoed in his head, bringing with it images he had tried to bury: the photo of Michael naked on his cell phone, which Raquel had sent him, the farewell at the airport months ago. The memory of Tom, who temporarily replaced Michael in his wife's rotation of lovers.

"Yes, love..." he replied in a shy, barely audible tone. "He's very cute."

He was excited to hear about her adventures. He couldn't deny that. But the humiliation that came with that excitement was hard to stomach, especially here, in this crowded salon, while a stranger worked on his hands, transforming them into something that only he and Raquel would understand as a mark, as a symbol.

The employee finished applying the clear polish. Robert's hands looked polished, well-groomed, with a subtle shine that could pass for natural but he knew it wasn't. The nails were perfectly shaped, the cuticles impeccable, everything symmetrical and artificial.

Before getting up to pay, Raquel took her husband's hand and lifted it firmly above the work table, displaying it under the light of the lamp.

"Show me your nails," she ordered.

Robert obeyed, extending his fingers. To the naked eye, anyone would see only well-manicured hands. But to him, under that light, with Raquel's attention focused entirely on them, they felt exposed, marked, different.

"Beautiful," Raquel said in a clear voice, loud enough for the employee to hear.

She said it in front of the woman who had been working on his hands for the last half hour. The employee made a face that could have been one of complicity or simply professional courtesy. She smiled slightly and nodded to Raquel.

"Come on, friend," Raquel added, getting up from her chair and walking toward the cash register. "We have a lot to prepare for my trip with Michael."

Robert followed her silently, his hands in his pants pockets, feeling the invisible weight of what had just happened.

***

They walked a few yards down the sidewalk on Charles Street. The afternoon was beginning to turn into early evening. The street lamps were coming on one by one, creating circles of yellow light on the pavement. Robert walked with his hands still in his pockets, aware of every movement of his fingers, feeling the cool air against the polished surface of his fingernails.

Suddenly, Raquel stopped in front of a shop window with clean glass illuminated by warm light from inside. It was a fine lingerie store, one of those discreet boutiques where silk and lace garments were displayed with quiet elegance. The mannequins in the window wore delicate ensembles: French lace bras, silk panties, garter belts with embroidered details.

She looked at the outfit displayed on the center mannequin for a few seconds, evaluating it with a critical eye. Then she looked at Robert with a determined smile that he knew all too well.

"Come with me, Robert," she said, pointing to the entrance with a gesture of her freshly manicured hand. "I want to see something."

He didn't question the order. He never did. He crossed the threshold behind her, letting the delicate sound of the bell above the door mark their entrance. The store smelled of expensive perfume and new fabric. A saleswoman greeted them professionally and then discreetly withdrew, allowing them to explore in private.

Raquel calmly walked around the store, touching fabrics, examining colors, selecting pieces without saying a word. Robert followed her silently, knowing that this was the beginning of a new stage in the preparations for the trip with Michael.

***

They left the lingerie store half an hour later. Raquel carried a discreet bag with the boutique's logo. She hadn't shown Robert what she had bought, and he hadn't asked. Some mysteries were best left unsolved until the inevitable moment of revelation.

They got into the car. Robert took the wheel, as he always did. As they drove down the highway back home, the silence was broken only by the constant hum of the tires on the asphalt and the occasional sound of other vehicles passing them. He drove with his hands on the wheel, his manicured fingers now barely visible under the flashing lights of the lampposts rushing by.

Raquel, from the passenger seat, broke the calm with the naturalness of someone commenting on the weather.

"On Wednesday we're having dinner with my friends," she said, without taking her eyes off the road. "We're all going and bringing our partners. It's at that new Italian restaurant I told you about. The one that just opened on Newbury Street."

Robert nodded, processing the information. Then he felt Raquel's hand move decisively from the armrest. She searched for the bulge under the fabric of his pants and pressed her fingers against the outline of the metal cage. Robert held his breath involuntarily, keeping his eyes fixed on the road as the contact reminded him of his total lack of control.

Raquel leaned toward him, momentarily unbuckling her seatbelt to get closer. Her lips brushed his earlobe as she whispered,

"Do you want me to take you... or should I find a partner, love?"

Her voice was laden with intent, with veiled threat, with a power that didn't need to be shouted to be absolute. Robert's heart hammered against his ribs. The question wasn't a suggestion. It was a clear warning that his place beside her, even as her friend, was a privilege she could revoke at any moment.

Robert gripped the steering wheel tighter, now aware of his own hands on the leather, of how they looked in the dim light of the dashboard. Unable to respond with words to the prospect of being replaced, he simply shook his head.

"I thought so," Raquel said, returning to her position in the seat and fastening her seatbelt. "You'll behave yourself at dinner, won't you?

"Yes, Mistress," he murmured.


Chapter 3

Wednesday night came faster than Robert would have liked. The Italian restaurant was located on an elegant corner of Newbury Street, with large windows that allowed the interior to be seen from the street. When they arrived, the place was already full. Wine glasses sparkled under the dim light of modern chandeliers, and the laughter of the diners created an atmosphere of constant celebration.

Raquel's friends had reserved a long table in the center of the dining room. When they entered, four couples were already seated. Lía was the first to greet them, rising enthusiastically to hug Raquel. María was next to her husband, a quiet man Robert had seen at previous events. Ana and Carolina completed the group, each with their respective partners.

Robert sat next to Raquel, dressed in his impeccable suit, his hands resting on the white linen tablecloth. At first glance, they were just another couple at dinner. But he was hyperaware of every detail that set him apart: the lingerie under his clothes, the cage pressed against his body every time he moved, the nails that only he knew were different, marked by a ritual that no one else at that table knew about.

No one seemed to notice anything. The conversations flowed normally. They talked about work, planned vacations, a new series they were all watching. Robert participated when necessary, smiled at the appropriate moments, sipped his red wine while listening.

Then, halfway through dinner, after the main course arrived, Raquel scanned the table and frowned slightly.

"What happened to Jennifer?" she asked. "I thought she was coming with David."

Lía lowered her voice slightly, leaning toward the center of the table as if sharing a secret, although her tone was clearly audible to everyone.

"She's having serious family problems," she replied with a worried expression. "It looks like they're getting divorced. David accused her of infidelity. It's a total mess. Jennifer is devastated."

Raquel's eyes widened, and she put her hand to her chest in a gesture of utter surprise that would have won acting awards.

"What?" she exclaimed. "He accuses her of infidelity? I can't believe it. Jennifer unfaithful! I find that incredible. She's one of the most devoted people to her marriage that I know. It must be a terrible misunderstanding."

While Raquel exaggerated her astonishment and defended a morality she had never practiced, her left hand slipped discreetly under the table. She sought out Robert's leg and squeezed it tightly, seeking his silent complicity in the lie, in the perfect hypocrisy of that moment.

Their eyes met for a second. Raquel gave him a slight smile, almost imperceptible to the others, but loaded with meaning for him. She was enjoying every second of this: talking about marital fidelity while everyone at that table was completely unaware of the true nature of their relationship.

Robert pressed his lips together and nodded almost imperceptibly. It was his way of confirming that he understood the game, that he was an accomplice, that he would participate in the charade with the same conviction as her.

The rest of the dinner proceeded in the same vein. Superficial conversation mixed with moments of secret contact under the table. Raquel occasionally touched Robert's leg, reminding him of her presence, her power, her absolute control over the narrative of their lives.

***

After dinner, after dessert and coffee, after prolonged goodbyes at the restaurant entrance, the drive home was initially silent. Robert drove through the now empty streets of Boston, following the usual route. The city lights created moving patterns on the windshield.

Then, as they passed a wooded area near the Charles River, Raquel spoke in a firm voice:

"Take a detour here, honey."

It was not a suggestion. Robert obeyed without question, turning the steering wheel and driving the car into the darkness of the park. The trees formed a dark tunnel over the narrow path. He stopped under the dense shade of ancient oak trees, where the light from the streetlamps did not reach. He turned off the engine. The immediate silence was absolute, broken only by the distant sound of traffic on the main road.

"You don't know how excited I was by dinner," said Raquel, turning toward him in her seat. "Talking about marital infidelities, listening to Lía condemn Jennifer, seeing the moralistic faces of all of them while they are completely unaware of our story..."

She laughed softly, a laugh laden with dark satisfaction.

"Come closer," she ordered.

She took Robert's hand. She placed it firmly under her skirt, guiding it exactly where she needed it.

"I couldn't wait to get home. Look at me. Touch me."

Robert fulfilled his wife's wish without hesitation. In the darkness of the vehicle, his fingers worked with the clumsiness of urgency mixed with absolute devotion. Raquel threw her head back against the headrest, closing her eyes, letting out a long sigh as her body began to respond to his touch.

And then she began to speak. Her voice was different now, charged with a brutal honesty that only emerged in these moments of dark intimacy.

"I need a man, Robert," she said, her breathing quickening. "I need to feel a real man inside me."

The words hit Robert like physical punches. But he didn't stop the movement of his fingers. He couldn't stop even if he wanted to.

"You have me, Mistress," he whispered, desperately seeking some form of validation, confirmation that he still mattered in some way.

"No..." she replied, her voice rising slightly as she approached the edge. "I need a man who doesn't wear panties. A man who doesn't have his nails done like a woman. A man who can make me feel the way Tom made me feel. The way Michael is going to make me feel in New York."

She paused to breathe, then added urgently,

"Keep touching me. Don't stop."

Raquel's words were direct blows to what remained of his masculinity. Each sentence stripped away another layer of his identity, reducing him to what he really was in this dynamic: an instrument for her pleasure, a confidant for her fantasies, a friend who existed to serve.

Raquel climaxed seconds later, her body shaking in the car seat. Her hands clung to the dashboard, her breathing became ragged gasps, and finally she let out a long moan that filled the enclosed space of the vehicle. When the orgasm shook her completely, she lay motionless for a few seconds, catching her breath in the ensuing silence.

Robert slowly withdrew his hand, aware of what he had just done, what he had just heard, how every word she had uttered had been driven by the idea of Michael mixed with her own humiliation at having her husband serve her in this way.

Minutes later, on the way home, with the engine running again and the streets passing by, Raquel glanced at him out of the corner of her eye. Robert was driving with his eyes fixed on the road, still processing what had happened in that dark parking lot.

"Do you want to stop wearing panties, Robert?" she asked him with a naturalness that contrasted completely with the weight of the question.

Robert felt a deep shame, one that tightened his chest and made it difficult to breathe. He glanced briefly at his own hands on the steering wheel, hands that now looked different, bearing the invisible but indelible mark of what he had become.

A red light stopped them. In that moment of forced stillness, under the artificial light that bathed the interior of the car, Robert finally answered.

"No, Mistress," he replied in a whisper that was barely audible.

It was the truth. And they both knew it. He had crossed a point of no return long ago. The panties, the cage, the manicured nails, the title of friend... all of that was no longer something imposed on him. It was something he had accepted, integrated, and was now part of who he was.

The traffic light turned green. Robert pressed the accelerator and they continued on their way home in silence, alone with their thoughts.


Chapter 4

The morning of the trip was a flurry of preparations that began before dawn. Robert had gotten up early, driven by an anxiety that had kept him from sleeping well during the night. Raquel, on the other hand, seemed completely calm, moving around the room with the efficiency of someone who had planned every detail of this moment.

Robert helped close the suitcase, carefully folding the last few items of clothing while Raquel mentally reviewed her itinerary. The suitcase was full of formal suits for meetings, but also elegant dresses for evening dinners. Robert knew who those dresses were for.

"Don't worry, my love," she said as she put the last documents in her leather briefcase. "I'll be fine. I haven't forgotten anything. I've gone over everything three times."

She moved to the closet and opened the top drawer, pulling out a tiny, almost transparent piece of black lace. It was the set she had bought at the store on Charles Street a few days ago, the one Robert had glimpsed when she put it away without showing him the details.

She held it up in front of her, looking at herself in the full-length mirror. The black fabric contrasted dramatically with her skin. It was provocative in a way that left no room for ambiguity. It wasn't lingerie for sleeping alone.

"Do you like this lingerie?" she asked, turning to Robert without lowering the garment.

Robert looked at her. It seemed too daring, almost aggressive in its design. The lace details barely covered the essentials, designed more to reveal than to conceal. However, he knew exactly what she wanted to hear. He knew what his role was at that moment.

"Yes, love," he replied in a controlled voice. "That's the one that suits you best."

Raquel smiled and folded the garment carefully before placing it in a separate compartment of the suitcase, wrapped in tissue paper. An intimate ritual that Robert watched from his position as a spectator.

"I'm nervous," she confessed with a smile that mixed excitement and triumph. "If everything goes well, our lives will change. This case is huge, Robert. Huge."

She didn't go into further detail. There was no need. That plural "we" she used included a new financial reality that Robert would support from his position of submission, a ladder she would climb while he remained below, holding each rung.

***

In the departure lounge at Logan Airport, Robert felt small under the fluorescent lights that bathed the space in relentless brightness. The airport was crowded with people: executives with briefcases, families with children, couples saying goodbye. He and Raquel were just another couple in appearance.

He said goodbye to her with a quick, chaste kiss, the kind of kiss any husband would give his wife before a trip. Raquel checked her phone while they waited, responding to last-minute emails.

Then, a voice broke the constant murmur of the terminal.

"Raquel!" came a distant, confident male voice.

It was Michael. He was striding purposefully through the crowd, dressed in a dark gray suit that exuded success and money. His leather briefcase was the kind that costs more than many people's monthly salary. He wore sunglasses hanging from his shirt collar despite being indoors. Everything about him communicated confidence.

Raquel saw him and her face lit up with a smile that Robert rarely saw directed at him lately. She approached Michael and greeted him with a kiss on the lips. It was not a casual touch. It was a real, prolonged kiss, a mark of possession and familiarity that Robert had to witness from a few feet away.

Michael didn't even seem to register the awkwardness of the moment. When they finally parted, he turned to Robert as if acknowledging the presence of a piece of furniture.

"Robert, right?" Michael said, extending his hand. "Thanks for bringing her. See you Friday."

The handshake was firm, professional, completely devoid of any acknowledgment of the real situation. Michael treated him like an irrelevant acquaintance, someone who provided a minor service. And technically, Robert thought with a pang of humiliation, that was exactly what he was.

Robert felt a sharp sense of déjà vu. This was how his journey to this point had begun, with Michael at that airport. He remembered that initial feeling of panic mixed with excitement that he didn't know how to process. Now, months later, the panic was gone. Only the excitement remained, dark and twisted, feeding on his own humiliation.

He was happy, even though he didn't want to admit it, even to himself. As he watched them walk away toward the boarding gate, side by side like a real couple, Robert was already imagining what they would do at the hotel in New York. The images came uninvited: Raquel wearing that black lingerie, Michael undressing her, the hotel bed, the moans he could only imagine.

He wasn't affected by the pain of seeing them together. He was affected by the anticipation. He wanted her to repeat the previous situation and send the photos to his cell phone. He wanted the details she would share afterward. He wanted to be part of that intimacy, even if only as a remote spectator.

He watched them pass through security and disappear into the crowd. Robert stood there for a few more minutes, staring at the empty space where they had been, before finally turning and walking toward the exit.

***

However, the days passed and Robert's phone remained silent.

The first day was manageable. Robert told himself that she would be busy with meetings, that the case was important, that she and Michael would have to maintain a professional profile during working hours. But in the evening, when he checked his phone for the tenth time and found nothing, anxiety began to set in.

The second day was worse. Every time his phone vibrated, his heart raced, only to discover it was a work email or an unimportant notification. He tried to focus on his own work responsibilities, but his mind constantly wandered to New York, to that hotel he didn't know, to the room he couldn't visualize but imagined in increasingly vivid detail.

On the third day, Robert began to fabricate scenarios in his head. Maybe she was too busy to take pictures. Maybe she was so absorbed in Michael that she had completely forgotten about him. This last possibility generated a contradictory mixture of jealousy and excitement that he didn't know how to process.

By the fourth day, the silence had become a physical presence in his life. No photos arrived, no detailed messages, no whispered audio recordings from the hotel bathroom. Nothing. The void Raquel left behind was crueler than anything she could have told him. The silence forced him to imagine scenarios much cruder, much more intense than she probably would have described.

He imagined Raquel laughing with Michael in expensive restaurants, their hands intertwined on white tablecloths. He imagined her in the hotel bed, wearing that black lingerie he had glimpsed. He imagined Michael touching her in ways he was no longer allowed to. And worst of all, he imagined her being completely happy without needing to share any of it with him.

Robert spent his nights reviewing previous conversations, looking for clues about what might be happening. He reread old messages where Raquel had told him details about her encounters with Tom, with Michael on previous occasions. But now, with this trip, there was total silence.

The house felt huge and empty without her. Robert slept poorly, ate little, and existed in a state of constant anticipation that consumed him from within. Every time he heard the ping of a notification, his body reacted with a rush of adrenaline that ended in disappointment.

Until, on the afternoon of the fifth day, the message finally arrived.

The phone vibrated on his office desk. Robert picked it up with slightly trembling hands. It was from Raquel. The words were simple, direct, devoid of any emotion or detail: "Honey, we're coming back tomorrow. You can pick us both up."

That was all. No photo, no story, not even a comment about how the trip had gone. Just logistical instructions, as if she were writing to an Uber driver. Robert reread the message several times, searching for hidden meanings in those words. Nos puedes buscar a los dos. She hadn't even bothered to request two separate rides. She expected Robert to pick them up together.

He replied with a simple, "Yes, love. I'll be there. What time does the flight arrive?"

The reply came an hour later, with only the flight number and arrival time. Nothing else. The silence continued, even now.

***

Robert arrived at the airport half an hour early. He parked the car and walked toward the arrivals terminal, moving through the crowd of waiting people: families with signs, drivers with tablets displaying names, anxious couples looking toward the arrival gates.

He stood near the exit, hands in his pockets, feeling the weight of what he was about to witness. The electronic board showed that the flight had landed. Now it was only a matter of minutes.

The first passengers began to emerge. Tired executives dragging suitcases, families with exhausted children, students with huge backpacks. Robert scanned each face, hoping to see Raquel's.

And then he saw them.

They were walking together, side by side, with a closeness that was not professional. Michael was carrying his suitcase and Raquel's, side by side. But what really caught Robert's attention was that they were holding hands.

It wasn't the casual grip of two colleagues who had become friends during a business trip. It was the intimate intertwining of two people who had shared nights, who had slept in the same bed, who had woken up together. There was a familiarity in the way their bodies moved in sync, a comfort that only hours spent in private can provide.

Raquel was wearing a casual but elegant dress that Robert didn't remember seeing before. She had probably bought it in New York. Her hair was loose, moving with each step. She looked radiant, rested, happy in a way that made something in Robert's chest tighten painfully.

When they finally saw him, Raquel smiled at him but didn't let go of Michael's hand. They approached together, and only when they were a few feet away did she deliberately slowly let go of Michael's fingers.

"Hi, honey," she said, leaning down to give him a quick kiss on the cheek. Cold. The kind of kiss you give a distant relative at a mandatory family gathering.

Michael extended his hand to Robert, his grip firm and confident, completely devoid of embarrassment or awkwardness.

"Robert, thanks for coming to pick us up. Is the car nearby?"

"Yes," Robert replied, his voice sounding strange to his own ears. "In the parking lot. I'll take you."

They walked to the parking lot, Michael and Raquel ahead, talking about something related to the case they had just closed. Robert trailed behind, dragging his own small weekend suitcase that he never used, feeling more like an assistant than a husband.

***

"Take us to Back Bay," Raquel ordered as she got into the car, without making eye contact with Robert.

They both sat in the back seat. Robert, behind the wheel, instantly became just another piece of furniture in the vehicle. A chauffeur. An employee. Someone who didn't participate in the conversation, who only provided transportation.

He started the engine and pulled out of the parking lot, navigating the streets of Boston that he knew by heart. In the rearview mirror, he could see the two of them reflected in the back seat, sitting close together.

At first they talked about work. Michael mentioned contract clauses, Raquel nodded and added her own professional comments. But gradually, the conversation became more personal. Comments about the restaurant where they had dined the night before, an art gallery they had visited between meetings, an inside joke that made them laugh together.

And then, at a red light, Robert saw them kiss.

It wasn't a casual kiss. It was long, deep, the kind of kiss two people give each other when they are completely absorbed in each other. Michael had his hand on the back of Raquel's neck, holding her with a familiarity that spoke of recent practice. Raquel had her eyes closed, completely surrendered to the moment.

The light turned green. A car behind honked impatiently. Robert pressed the accelerator, looking away from the mirror, feeling his heart pounding against his ribs.

They didn't even seem to notice the interruption. When Robert looked back, they were whispering, their heads tilted toward each other, sharing secrets he wasn't meant to hear. Occasionally he caught snippets: tomorrow, weekend, Newport.

The drive to Back Bay was slow torture. Every traffic light, every turn, every minute in that car was a reminder of his position. He wasn't part of them. He was the transportation. The service. The invisible infrastructure that made their romance possible.

When they finally arrived at Michael's address, an elegant apartment building in one of Boston's best neighborhoods, Robert stopped the car in front of the entrance. Michael opened the door and got out with his suitcase.

But before leaving, he leaned out the back window, looking directly at Raquel with a smile that Robert could see perfectly in the rearview mirror.

"So, we're set for the weekend," said Michael.

"Yes," replied Raquel with a smile that lit up her face. "We'll both go."

Michael nodded, and then, as if he had just remembered something, he turned briefly to Robert.

"Thanks for the ride, Robert. See you Friday."

And with that, he left. Robert watched in the side mirror as Michael entered the building, the glass doors closing behind him.

***

On the final stretch to her own house, Raquel finally moved from the back seat and settled into the passenger seat. It was a small but significant change. Now they were a couple again, at least in appearance.

Raquel looked at Robert, who was driving with his hands clenched on the steering wheel. She noticed that his nails were still manicured, although the clear polish was now showing signs of wear. He would need to have them redone soon.

"Michael invited us to his place in Newport for the weekend," she said as casually as if she were commenting on the weather. "He has a beachfront property. It's big, with a view of the ocean. We're going to have a great time."

Robert felt a chill run down his spine. Newport. The place of historic mansions and the old New England aristocracy. A perfect, almost theatrical setting for his role to be consolidated in front of the man who now clearly possessed his wife in ways that went far beyond the physical.

"Are we all going?" he asked, even though he already knew the answer.

"Yes," replied Raquel. "Michael has plenty of space. There are several rooms. We'll see how we can accommodate ourselves."

The phrase "we'll see how we fit in" hung in the air of the car like a veiled threat. Robert knew exactly what it meant. He would have his own room, probably on another floor, while Raquel and Michael would share the master suite. He would be the awkward guest on a romantic weekend, the third wheel who had inexplicably been included.

He felt a mixture of nausea and a dark, twisted excitement. He was going to be the eyewitness. There would be no photos sent by text, no stories afterward. He would be there, in the same house, probably listening to sounds through the walls, watching breakfast the next morning, observing their intimacy unfold before his eyes.

"It's going to be a long weekend," Raquel added. "Friday through Sunday. So you need to get the house in order before we leave. And start thinking about what to bring."

Robert nodded silently, keeping his eyes on the road as he navigated the familiar streets that led him back home. To the house that now felt different, to the life that had changed irreversibly during these five days of silence.


Chapter 5

That night, after returning from the airport and after Robert brought up the suitcases and helped unpack, the atmosphere in the house was different. There was tension in the air, an electricity coming from Raquel that Robert didn't know how to interpret.

Raquel did not go to bed as she normally would after a long trip. Instead, she poured herself a glass of red wine in one of the crystal glasses they reserved for special occasions. She sat down on the living room sofa and motioned for Robert to sit across from her.

Robert obeyed, settling into the armchair perpendicular to the sofa. He watched her as she took a long sip of wine, letting the silence linger between them. When she finally spoke, it was in a calm voice but one laden with determination.

She looked at him with an analytical expression, the same look she used when evaluating million-dollar contracts or negotiating with difficult clients. It was the look of someone who had already made a decision and was simply communicating it, not seeking approval.

"I need to talk to you," she began, setting her glass down on the coffee table with a soft clink. "Everything went perfectly in New York. The case closed exactly as we wanted it to."

She paused, letting the information sink in.

"I make a lot more than you now, Robert. Much more than we ever imagined when we started our careers. The numbers are... significant."

Robert nodded silently. He knew that her figures now probably quadrupled his. He had done the calculations in his head during the days of waiting, imagining what the promotion would mean in concrete terms.

Raquel leaned forward, her eyes fixed on his with an intensity that made it impossible to look away.

"Now I want you for me one hundred percent. I don't want you wasting ten, twelve hours a day in that office for a salary we no longer need. Honestly, your salary is now almost irrelevant to our family budget. It's... decorative."

The word decorative hung in the air like an insult disguised as a practical observation.

"I want you to take a sabbatical," Raquel continued. "To try it out. So we can adjust to this new dynamic. To see how it works when I'm the one supporting us financially and you... you focus on other things."

Robert opened his mouth to reply, to say that his job was more than money, that it was his identity, his connection to the outside world, his last vestige of normality. But she raised a hand, stopping him before he could form the words.

Her nails, perfectly painted a dark red that she had probably had done in New York, glinted in the lamplight. It was a stark contrast to Robert's nails, still manicured, but with the clear polish worn and chipped.

"I want you at home for me," she said with a firmness that brooked no argument. "I want you to take care of everything: cleaning, meals, errands, making sure everything is impeccable when I get home from work. I want you to think only about our home and my needs. About making my life easier, more comfortable, more... fluid.

He took another sip of wine before continuing, letting his next words fall with the weight of a sentence.

"I want you to be a housewife, Robert."

The silence that followed was thick, almost physical. Robert could hear the ticking of the clock on the wall, the distant hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen, his own breathing, which had become shallow.

He processed the words, breaking them down in his mind. Housewife. Not assistant, not domestic help, not partner who shares responsibilities. Housewife. The term was deliberate, gender-laden, designed to complete the transformation that had begun months ago with the lingerie, with the cage, with the manicured nails.

It meant accepting her role permanently, officially. It meant that her days would be spent doing housework, wearing the underwear she chose, waiting for him to come home from work like a 1950s wife. Waiting for his instructions for her meetings with Michael.

"A whole year?" he whispered, feeling his last tangible connection to the outside world, to his identity as a professional, as a man, slip away. "Leave my job for a whole year?"

"For starters," Raquel replied with a smile that didn't reach her eyes. It was a cold, triumphant smile. A year to see how it works. To establish routines. To get you used to it. And then... well, we'll see. Maybe you'll like it so much that you'll decide to stay that way permanently.

She leaned back on the sofa, crossing her legs elegantly.

"That way you'll always be available when I need you," she continued. "You won't have to ask for time off work to accompany me to events. You won't have to worry about meetings when I want you to come with me somewhere."

Robert looked down at his own hands, those hands resting on his knees. The hands she had had fixed weeks ago. The nails still showed traces of the treatment, although the clear polish was worn and needed to be renewed.

They were no longer the hands of a man who was the breadwinner of his household. They were the hands of someone who belonged in the domestic sphere, at the service of a mistress.

He thought of his office, of the colleagues he had worked with for years, of the projects he was leaving unfinished. He thought about how he would explain this. A sabbatical? For family reasons? To support my wife's career? All the explanations sounded hollow, insufficient for the truth of what was really happening.

But at the same time, a dark part of him felt a strange sense of liberation. No more pretense. No more maintaining the facade of normality at work while wearing lingerie under his suit. No more living in two separate worlds. Just one. Raquel's world.

"All right, Raquel," he finally said, his voice barely a whisper. "If that's what you want, I'll do it."

Raquel's smile widened. She got up from the sofa and walked over to where he was sitting. She put her hand on his head, stroking his hair with a gesture that was half tenderness, half possession.

"Good. I knew you'd understand. You'll see that it's better this way. Simpler. More... honest about who we really are."

***

Raquel finished the rest of her glass of wine without taking her eyes off Robert. The main decision had been made and accepted, but there were still practical details that needed to be worked out. She sat back down on the sofa, this time with the relaxed posture of someone who had won an important negotiation.

"I'll give you money for household expenses," she added in an administrative tone, as if dictating the terms of a contract. "A monthly allowance so that everything runs smoothly. You'll be in charge of grocery shopping, cleaning supplies, anything the house needs. I want you to manage the household as you used to manage your investment portfolios, but under my orders."

Robert nodded slowly. The idea of receiving money from his wife, not as joint income but as a personal allowance, like the money given to a teenager or... a housewife, made him feel helpless, which quickly mutated into something more familiar: submission.

He would no longer generate his own income. He would not have a salary coming into his bank account. Instead, he would receive an allowance from Raquel to buy food, cleaning supplies, and yes, even his own underwear. He would be completely dependent on her financially, in addition to all the other ways he already depended on her approval.

"I understand," he replied, his voice firmer now that he had accepted the reality of the situation. "Everything will work out the way you want. I'll keep track of expenses and keep everything organized."

"You'd better," she concluded, rising from the sofa with a fluid movement. "I'll deposit the first transfer tomorrow. It's a generous amount, more than enough if you manage it well. Any extraordinary expenses, consult me first."

She walked to the window, looking out at the dark street below. When she spoke again, she did so without turning to face him.

"Tomorrow is your last day at the office. You'll need to talk to human resources, submit your resignation or request for a sabbatical, whichever you decide is most appropriate. Start saying goodbye to that life, Robert. It's time to close that chapter."

She finally turned to look at him.

"Starting Friday, your only priority is Newport. I want my suitcase packed with everything Michael would expect to see. And yours too, of course. Clothes appropriate for the beach house, but nothing too... masculine. You know what I mean."

Robert knew exactly what she meant. The right lingerie, garments that reflected his true role in the weekend ahead. Nothing that could create the illusion that he was there as an equal.

Raquel left the room without waiting for a response, leaving Robert alone in the living room with the echo of her words. He sat there for several minutes, staring at his hands under the dim light of the lamp.

He looked at his nails and thought about the money she would deposit for him tomorrow. About the monthly allowance he would receive as payment for his domestic services. He thought about his office, about the resignation email he would have to write, about the faces of his colleagues when he told them he was taking a sabbatical.

But most of all, he thought about Newport. About Michael's beach house. About the weekend the three of them would spend together, where the last pretensions of normality would dissolve completely under the Rhode Island sun.

It was the price of his new identity. And he, sitting alone in that room late at night, knew he would accept it. He already had.


Chapter 6

On Saturday morning, the blaring of horns shook the street. Robert looked out the window and saw a huge truck parked in front of the driveway, imposing and chrome-plated. Raquel left the house without looking back and climbed into the passenger seat. Robert followed her, carrying the luggage and closing the door behind him. He put the suitcases in the back and climbed into the back seat.

Michael drove with one hand on the wheel and the other resting on Raquel's leg. Robert watched from the back seat, silently.

Halfway there, Michael stopped at a gas station.

"Robert, here," said Raquel, handing a twenty-dollar bill back without turning her head. "Buy something to drink. Coca-Cola for Michael, sparkling water for me."

Robert took the money. His fingers brushed his wife's for a moment. He looked up and met Michael's eyes in the rearview mirror, watching him with a mixture of amusement and curiosity. He got out of the car without saying a word.

He stood in line behind a large family, holding the crumpled bill in his hand. He paid for the drinks exactly as Raquel had asked and returned to the car. She took her water without looking at him. Michael accepted the Coke with a brief nod.

"Thanks," he said, and drove off.

***

The Newport house had direct views of the Atlantic. Michael led them down the main hallway while Robert carried the suitcases.

"This is your room," Michael said, pointing to a door at the end of the hallway. Then he opened a double door. "This is where we'll be staying."

They spent the afternoon looking around the property. As the sun set, Robert and Raquel chatted on the terrace over iced tea. The sky was tinged with orange and purple over the ocean.

"Michael is just sex, don't worry about it," Raquel said, resting her hand on Robert's. "He knows everything about us. He liked our dynamic."

"I figured."

"He's very good... and very good in bed, too."

"You don't have to tell me that much."

"I want to tell you. I need to tell someone."

Robert nodded silently, feeling the warmth of his wife's hand on his.

At that moment, Michael approached with a beer in his hand.

"What are you talking about?" he asked with a relaxed smile, leaning against the railing.

"Nothing important," Raquel replied with a light laugh. "Just girl stuff."

Michael raised an eyebrow and looked at Robert, who felt the heat rise to his face. The phrase hung in the air like a declaration. Raquel had just placed him in a category that didn't belong to him, and she had done so in front of Michael with complete naturalness.

Robert looked down at his glass, feeling the weight of Michael's gaze.

"Ah," Michael said with a broader smile. "I see."

Raquel stood up and gave him a quick kiss on the lips.

"I'm going to get changed for dinner," she said, and went into the house.

The two men were left alone on the terrace. Silence fell, broken only by the sound of the waves. Michael drank his beer without taking his eyes off the horizon.

"She's an incredible woman," he said finally.

"Yes," Robert replied.

"And you're... interesting."

Robert didn't know what to say. Michael smiled and patted him on the shoulder before going inside too.

***

As night fell, Robert prepared dinner. He had found everything he needed in the pantry: fresh shrimp, lemons, garlic, white wine. He cooked with his usual concentration, letting the ritual calm him.

He set the table carefully. Raquel came downstairs wearing a light summer dress, barefoot, her hair loose. She looked relaxed, happy. She sat down next to Michael and reached out her hand to Robert, intertwining their fingers.

"It smells delicious," she said.

They dined amid laughter and easy conversation. Raquel poured wine, told stories about work, asked about Michael's life in Newport. Robert listened, participated when they spoke to him, felt Raquel's hand brush his from time to time.

After dinner, Michael took a board game out of the living room cabinet.

"Trivial?" he suggested.

"Perfect," said Raquel.

They sat around the coffee table in the living room. Raquel sat in the middle, between the two men. The game began with easy questions, laughter, and incorrect answers. Raquel leaned toward Michael when it was his turn to answer, brushing his arm with her shoulder. Then she turned to Robert, rested her hand on his thigh, and smiled knowingly at him.

"Your turn, honey," she would say, and the contact would remain there, warm and present.

Michael answered a sports question correctly, and Raquel clapped, letting her hand slide down his forearm. Then she looked at Robert.

"See? That's why I need someone who actually knows this stuff."

Robert felt the phrase like a caress and a stab at the same time. Raquel squeezed his thigh gently, as if she knew exactly what she had just provoked.

The game continued. Raquel drank wine, laughed easily, and touched both men with disconcerting naturalness. She caressed the back of Robert's hand and kissed his cheek when he got an answer right. She whispered something in Michael's ear that made him smile and ran her fingers through his hair.

Robert watched everything from his seat, feeling excitement and humiliation intertwine in his chest. Raquel included him, looked at him tenderly, but at the same time pushed him away with every gesture toward Michael.

At one point, Raquel took Michael's leg firmly and looked him in the eyes. Then she turned her head toward Robert and held his gaze as well.

"Let's go," she said to Michael in a low voice.

They got up. Robert remained in front of the board, watching them climb the stairs hand in hand. The silence in the house grew heavy.

Ten minutes later, Michael came back down to the living room. He was still fully dressed. He poured himself a glass of water and looked at Robert.

"Raquel is calling you," he said in a firm but gentle voice.

Robert went upstairs with his heart pounding in his throat. When he entered the master bedroom, he found them sitting on the edge of the bed, watching him. Raquel smiled sweetly at him.

"Come, my love," she said, pointing to an armchair in the corner. "Sit there. And don't say anything, okay?"

Robert obeyed. He sank into the seat, his hands resting on his thighs, feeling the weight of their gazes on him.

***

Raquel was sitting on the edge of the bed, her legs crossed and her gaze fixed on Robert. Michael stood up and took her by the arm, lifting her gently. They kissed, first slowly, then more intensely. She closed her eyes and let out a sigh that filled the room.

Michael slid his hands under Raquel's skirt, caressing her buttocks firmly. She opened her eyes and looked directly at Robert. She didn't look away as Michael continued to touch her.

"Are you okay, love?" she asked Robert in a soft, almost tender voice.

He nodded, unable to speak.

"Good," she whispered, and kissed Michael again.

Raquel unbuttoned Michael's shirt with expert fingers and began kissing his chest. Michael pulled off her dress with a sharp movement, leaving her in the black lace underwear Robert had helped her choose days ago.

She turned to Robert again.

"Do you like how it looks on me?" she asked with a mischievous smile.

"Yes," he replied hoarsely.

"I'm glad," said Raquel, and then, turning to Michael, "He loves helping me choose my lingerie."

Michael smiled and finished undressing. Raquel did the same, removing her bra and panties with slow, deliberate movements, never taking her eyes off Robert. They climbed onto the bed. The sound of the silk sheets and their breathing filled the room.

Suddenly, Raquel stopped. She looked at Michael and then turned her head toward the armchair.

"Stop, Michael. There are three of us," she said. "Robert, get undressed, my love."

He obeyed. He stood up and began to take off his clothes under the watchful gaze of his wife and the calm indifference of Michael. Once naked, his condition was evident: the pink lace panties and metal cage glistening in the dim light of the room. Everything was on display.

Raquel looked at him tenderly.

"You're so beautiful like that," she said in a warm voice. "Come, sit down again."

Robert returned to the armchair, feeling that his knees could barely support him. Raquel laid Michael back on the bed and climbed on top of him, taking him in her hand and guiding him inside her. She let herself fall slowly, closing her eyes with a deep moan.

"Oh..." she whispered. "I needed this."

She began to move with a slow, deliberate rhythm. Every movement of her hips was a statement. Michael held her hips, but she was in control of everything: the rhythm, the depth, the intensity.

Raquel opened her eyes and looked at Robert. She didn't look away as she continued to ride Michael.

"I love you," she said to Robert. "You know that, right?"

He nodded, breathing heavily.

"Say it," she ordered, without stopping her movements.

"I know," Robert replied, his voice trembling.

"Good," whispered Raquel. "Because this..." She moved faster. "This is just physical. But you... you are everything else."

Robert felt something break inside him. The tenderness in Raquel's voice, the brutal contrast between her words and the image of her riding another man, tore him apart and filled him at the same time.

Raquel picked up the pace. Her breasts moved with each thrust, her breathing became more agitated. Michael held her tighter, but she was still in control.

"Look at me," she ordered Robert. "I want you to see me."

Robert stared at her, unable to look away. Raquel moaned louder now, gradually losing control. She leaned forward, resting her hands on Michael's chest, moving with wild intensity.

"There's nothing like feeling a man inside me," she moaned, looking at Robert. "Nothing like this... but you... you complete me in another way."

Robert dug his fingers into the upholstery of the armchair. An electric current ran through his back. His vision began to blur. The air became thick, unbreathable. An unbearable pressure pierced his abdomen, rising to his chest like an unstoppable wave.

Raquel stared at him, reading every expression on his face.

"Are you going to come for me, love?" she asked in a broken voice. "Without touching yourself? Just by looking at me?"

Robert couldn't answer. His thighs trembled. The cage squeezed, restrained, but something inside him exploded anyway. He didn't touch himself. He didn't need to.

The release tore through him, brutal, dragging him into a white void where only the image of Raquel existed. His body shook once, violently, and then lay still, his breath broken and his skin burning.

Raquel saw it. She saw the jolt, the total surrender in her husband's eyes, and that pushed her over the edge. She screamed his name—Robert's—as she climaxed, contracting around Michael, who also finished with a deep growl.

She collapsed onto Michael's chest, panting, trembling. She kissed him on the lips and then, with absolute calm, got up from the bed. She walked naked to the armchair, her body still glistening with sweat.

She knelt in front of Robert and cupped his face in her hands.

"It was for all three of us," she whispered, and kissed him tenderly. "But above all, it was for you."

Robert couldn't speak. Never in his life had he felt such a powerful rush. Raquel stroked his hair, kissed him on the forehead, on the cheeks.

"I love you," she whispered in his ear. "More than anything in the world."

She stood up and returned to bed, lying down next to Michael, who put his arm around her. Raquel reached out her hand to Robert.

"Stay there a little longer, love," she said sleepily. "Let me feel you close."

Robert remained in the armchair, still trembling, still broken. But for the first time in his life, he was completely whole.

In the dim light of the room, as Raquel fell asleep in another man's arms, Robert closed his eyes and felt a peace he had never known before.


Epilogue

The alarm clock went off at six in the morning. Robert turned it off before it disturbed Raquel and got out of bed quietly. He put on his robe and went down to the kitchen.

He turned on the coffee maker. The smell of coffee filled the kitchen as he took the eggs out of the refrigerator. He prepared breakfast with precise, almost automatic movements. He cut the fruit into perfect cubes and toasted the bread to the exact point of golden brown that she liked.

At seven o'clock, she went upstairs with the tray. Raquel was already awake, checking her emails.

"Your coffee," she said, placing the cup on the nightstand.

She looked up for a second, her eyes still sleepy.

"Thanks, honey."

Robert felt something warm in his chest. Small, but real.

"Scrambled eggs, whole wheat toast, and fresh fruit."

"Perfect."

He stood by while she ate, attentive. When she finished, he cleared the tray without her having to ask.

***

The day passed with the precision of a well-oiled machine. Gardening, shopping, preparing dinner that Raquel wouldn't eat because she had a business dinner. But when she arrived after midnight, she found the kitchen spotless, her pajamas folded on the bed, a glass of water on her nightstand.

"Were you asleep?" she whispered as she got into bed.

"No."

Raquel snuggled up against him.

"You're too good to me."

Robert didn't answer. He just ran his hand down her back until he felt her relax completely.

***

On Saturday morning, while Robert was trimming the bushes in the garden, Raquel went out to the patio with her coffee.

"You've never taken such good care of the garden before."

"Now I have time," he said, without stopping his work.

She sat on the bench and watched him. Robert felt her gaze on him as he pulled weeds and adjusted the soil around the roses. There was something deeply satisfying about keeping his hands busy and seeing tangible results.

"Are you happy?" Raquel asked suddenly.

Robert stood up, wiping the sweat from his forehead.

"Yes."

"Really?"

He looked at her directly.

"Really."

And it was true. Not in the dramatic way he had once imagined. But in a quiet, solid way. Like the weight of the earth beneath his knees or the heat of the sun on the back of his neck.

Raquel smiled.

"Good."

***

That night, after dinner, she took his hand on the sofa.

"Come upstairs."

It wasn't a question.

Robert followed her upstairs. In the bedroom, Raquel sat on the edge of the bed and looked at him with an intensity that made him feel transparent.

"Kneel."

He obeyed without thinking. His knees against the carpet, his eyes level with her face.

Raquel caressed his cheek.

"You're mine."

"Yes."

"Say it."

"I am yours, Mistress."

She smiled. She kissed him slowly, calmly, savoring him. Then she pulled him toward the bed.

***

On Sundays, Robert woke up first, but he didn't get out of bed right away. He lay there watching Raquel sleep, the curve of her shoulder, her hair scattered across the pillow.

He didn't think about Michael. He didn't think about how they had gotten here.

He only thought about what he would make for breakfast. Whether he should water the garden before or after lunch. What he would make for dinner.

Little things.

Things that mattered.

END OF SERIES
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