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SYNOPSIS

Despite what the epilogue may suggest, this will surely be the last story about Daniel and Gemma, the hot wife with increasingly submissive tendencies.

In this book we will see how the desires for submission of both reach new extremes and how Alan – Gema's young lover – intends to achieve his goal of a happy family, which he has never had, with them and with their daughter Vicky. His idea of family with them is somewhat particular. He wants Vicky and Gema – mother and daughter – together in the same bed with him. And she also wants Daniel – a cuckolded father and husband – in her life, but in such a particular way, that it requires a profound reform of who and how she is. Because Alan is clear that there can only be one male in the house.

To that end, the ruthless young man doesn't hesitate to delegate Gema and Daniel's training to other people, knowing that there's nothing more disconcerting for a submissive than his master lending it to another dominant.

But that is not the only trick he uses to undermine what is left of the couple's resistance and thus achieve his goals. He wants to take them to the limit of breaking and then mold them to his liking like soft clay in his hands and make all his perversions come true.

However, things do not go as expected and ends up putting Gema in serious danger.

Gem


Chapter LXXI – Why You Always Leave Tips

"How strange it is to wander in the fog! In solitude stones and thickets.

The tree does not see the other trees. Each one is alone.

The world was full of friends when my sky was still beautiful.

As the fog falls now, it has wiped them all out.

How strange it is to wander in the mist! No man knows the other.

Life and solitude are confused.

Each one is alone."

– In the Fog, by Hermann Hesse

"You should leave him a good tip," Gemma suggested, and placed her hand on his thigh.

Daniel looked at her. His wife was spectacular. She was wearing high-heeled ankle boots, a leather miniskirt and the top with which she had returned from Barcelona. "What do you mean you brought that skirt from Barcelona? You didn't bring luggage," he had observed and she had explained that she had brought it folded in her small handbag. That's how tiny it was.

He had inquired about the skirt and the top. Had she bought it or had someone given it to him? He regretted the question because he hadn't liked the answer: She'd admitted that it had been Biel who had given him the outfit! "In exchange for what?" he'd asked, trying to air his annoyance with a joke. "What do you think?" she'd snapped, willingly. He had one of those days when he was in a good mood. "In exchange for being his whore, of course!" she'd mocked him and laughed.

Gema had fixed the trim of the top that joined the two front parts and prevented them from opening and exposing her two solid arguments. On her return from Barcelona, the strap had been held in place by precarious stitches of thread, as if it were an emergency repair.

He had inquired about what had happened to the lingerie top he had worn on the outward trip and she had replied, reluctantly, that someone had been too passionate and had destroyed it. Now, he had asked about the top and the reason why it had needed that improvised repair and she, amused, had replied that someone had cut the strip in two. She had not specified who or where or how or with what sharp utensil. But if she had kept the leather top and had even fixed it, it was because it must have brought back good memories and not because of environmentalism.

He also wore, of course, a necklace. He almost always wore some kind of necklace. The one he wore now was the same one he had brought with him from Barcelona.

Who had put that leather collar on her, he had asked her on another occasion. He avoided asking her everything at once so that it wouldn't seem like an interrogation. He didn't want to harass or irritate her more than he already showed himself too often. "What do you think?" he had replied in a way that was practically identical to the other question he had asked. "Whose dog am I?" he had added.

Bitch and whore, but whore? She had already confirmed that she was Biel's whore. Gone were those times when, on her initiative and shenanigans, she had been Sylvester's little whore. The times when she had been Alan's dog also seemed more and more remote. Now she was a bitch and a whore. "Bitch, Biel too?" The comment in Catalan that she had seen in that video of hers, with the dildo in the shape of a big dog's tail, did not leave her mind. Alan was Catalan and he could be the one behind it. In fact, it was most likely. He had those sibylline ways and she knew that he frantically reviewed all the obscene comments made to his wife. But Biel was also Catalan... Or had he been any, Catalan, yes, or Mallorcan or Valencian, who, by pure chance, had come up with the idea of writing that in Catalan and not in Spanish (or in English, as many did, although surely none of those were Spanish)?

He dared to copy her and placed his hand on her thigh. She had very soft legs! And lately she didn't worry about keeping them closed, literally.

"Yes, he's very nice," Daniel observed, skeptically. Generally, he didn't like to leave tips. Prices should be what they were and not something subject to subjective appraisals of the moment. He stroked her thigh and climbed mischievously with his hand. His heart raced when he saw that his wife allowed him to.

"Yes, it is, but I don't say it because of that.

Her hand imitated his, ascended his thigh and approached his crotch. His caged wily throbbed.

"Why, then?" He asked abstractedly. All his attention was on the sensations that his hand transmitted to him and on the hope of getting higher, as his lovers always managed with impunity.

Gemma smiled. Then, she bit her lower lip. She looked him in the eye and replied:

"Because I brushed it off.

"Ah," Daniel said, still enraptured by her charms and that beautiful face she had. It took him a few moments to process the information. "What have you done?!? He turned pale instantly. Then, he smiled. "You're kidding me!" He said, more hopeful than convinced. "You got me there! Very good!"

"I'm serious," she persisted. "I've fucked him."

Daniel shook his head incredulously and taciturnly. If he had done that, now there was someone who knew them from the neighborhood and who knew that she cheated on him! No, it couldn't be true. She was making fun of him. Surely, she wouldn't get that far. Surely, she wouldn't be so stupid.

"Don't believe me?" She pretended to be offended. "Do you want me to call him and ask him yourself? I'm sure he'll be happy to confirm it." She paused and looked at him. There was no doubt, only terror at certainty. "It's perfect!" she was glad of his suffering. She had carried out Alan's plan, and her husband was reacting the way she had imagined. "Delicious!" "Leave him a good tip, honey, for fucking your little wife.

"No!" He continued to refuse to accept the ignominy. "How? When?"

"How? Have you forgotten how that works, honey?" His hand rose and swayed the chastity device through his pants. "With his cock in my pussy," he sneered. "Don't worry. We use a condom. He's not the father," he added cruelly.

"No. Gem! How did you f——"

"How could I?" She interrupted him. "Pulling down my panties and opening her fly," she joked. "I was able to remind you that I'm a hot wife. Your hot wife. The hot wife you always wanted to have," she reminded him scathingly. "Now you regret getting me into this? Why? Because you don't like Pepe to me?" "Of course, he wasn't physically graceful, and for her husband that was a problem. With Gerardo she hadn't been able to see beyond his age and his physique. "Or because he knows you? Isn't it that he makes you humiliated? Are you afraid that the word spread? Look at those!" He pointed his eyes at some patrons. "Have you noticed how they looked at us before?" "He was making it up. If they had looked, it was, in any case, because he was very sexy." I'm sure they've whispered to each other and said, 'Look, that's the cuckold. He'll cheat on him with that one.' He pulled down his fly and put his hand in. "Will you tip him and thank him?" he added. "Are you going to leave him a good tip for helping you do the job of a real man you can't do?" He shook his cage again. This time only the thin fabric of the panties he was wearing separated his fingers from the methacrylate of the chastity device.

"Gema..." He didn't know what to say. Suddenly his face was burning and he was short of breath.

"That pig knows how to treat a woman like me," she assured him, continuing the torture. "He fucks a lot better than you, honey. But that's easy," she said, as if that took the heat off the matter. "I know what you're thinking. You think she should give us a big discount, in exchange for fucking me. That's what I'd demand..." Biel." She surprised herself by mentioning it. "But you're neither Biel nor Alan." "Had she appointed her Master to soften the message? Had she done it to moderate it in front of her husband or herself?

"You're my cuckold and I'm your hot wife. I can fuck anyone I want. And you should be grateful. They're giving me what you can't give me." "What you gave up giving me!" "That's why, in your case, you should pay them. Leave him a good tip!" He insisted. He really had no interest in leaving him a tip, big or small. He had called him a pig and he hadn't done it just to provoke her husband. The first time it had been her initiative (or rather her Master's), but the second time, he had practically forced her into the baths. Was it believed that because she slept with him once, that already gave him some right over her?

"Did you notice how he looked at me?" She continued. Daniel was still speechless, unable to speak. "Yes, I know what you're thinking: 'He always looks at you like that.' He's a pig. He's always looked at my cleavage. But this time, he knows what my tits look like. Surely he remembers them, the feel of my breasts, the appearance of my areolas, the taste of my nipples... Did you notice how he looked at you?" He laughed. His hand went down and touched her eggs through her panties.

"Am I being too cruel to him? Bah! Let him wake up! If he doesn't like it, let him do SOMETHING!" She still thought that what she deserved was for her husband to give her a good round of whippings. Not a whipping or two, but a whipping until she got her on the sidelines. Neither soft nor moderate, without hards, until she cried, until she honestly promised to be a normal wife again, without masters, without pregnancies, without clients and without dogs. And without videos or photos. Why didn't she do it? Why did she allow Alan to continue to keep the sword of Damocles of the audiovisual material over her head? A good spanking to her and a good punch to him! A real man is what he would do! "A real man wouldn't wear panties or get buggered, no matter how hard his wife asked him to!" No, she wasn't being too cruel to him. The cruelty was his to her.

"The first time, I fucked him a few months ago. Where were you that night? Oh, yes, with Mauro. I felt lonely," she demonstratively touched her belly with one hand, reminding him that she was already pregnant at that moment, "I needed a man and she reminded me of Pepe. He's a pig, but she turns me on when he looks at my cleavage," she confessed. That was true. She had taken a liking to being looked at in a libidinous way.

"The second time was—" He recalled demonstratively, as if the matter were a minor issue that he had a hard time remembering. "Oh, yes. It was the last time we came here. With Vicky, do you remember?" "He'd surprised her and pressured her to let him put her in. And she'd consented, so as not to make a fuss right now and in front of Vicky. He'd treated him, of course, respectfully as he put her in. "He fucked me in the bathroom.

She grabbed Daniel by the wrist and guided her hand under her skirt to her sex. How shy he always was! Other men wouldn't have hesitated to keep climbing until she stopped them or even if it looks like them. She liked it when they wanted her, when they knew what they wanted and how to get it. She didn't wear panties and made her touch her labia.

"She's wet!" amazed Daniel. He wasn't surprised that she wasn't wearing underwear.

Gema let her husband explore her viscous humidity for a few moments.

"This is what you have turned me into," he snapped at him in an unlikely mixture of impiety and tenderness, of gratitude and resentment. "I have to go to the bathroom," he said and got up.

Daniel looked around. He had the feeling that everyone was looking at him. Everyone knew he was a cuckold. But no one was looking at him. If anything, there was a look at her as she walked away, swinging her hips and swaying her tits.

"Fuck!" He didn't know what to say. He was hot, but he pulled up his fly. He didn't approve of what she'd done. And the rage with which he spoke to her! But he'd gotten excited. If he wasn't spliced it was because the cage prevented him. "He's fucked the owner and waiter of our favorite restaurant and he pretends to leave him a good tip." He never left him a tip, not because he didn't like the place or because he didn't like Pepe, but on principle. He was of the opinion that, in order to earn a tip, the waiter had to provide extraordinary service. "He's fucked my wife!" And now he'd laugh in his face. He'd been doing it all afternoon. And he'd done it the previous time they'd been at the Zalama.

"Hey, doll! You haven't been here in a while!"

"What do you want? Leave me!"

She hadn't gone back to Zalama to fuck him. In fact, she hadn't come back before because she didn't want sex with him anymore. She'd thrown it at Alan's suggestion, but his mischief (more like a misdeed) had left him indifferent! She'd exposed herself and exposed Daniel and for what? "To show how faithful and obedient I am. And what good has it been for me?" It had helped Biel to become his trainer." If she had returned to Zalama it was to provoke her husband. What she had done had to be of some use! "And she's not going to do ANYTHING for that!" She was falling lower and lower. She knew it, but on her own she didn't have the strength or the will to prevent it. Was it that her husband didn't see it? Did she agree?

"What do you mean I left you?" He closed the bathroom door behind him. Then he pounced on her and put his hand between her legs. "But you're dripping! What do you mean I leave you? I can't leave you like this!"

—¡Pepe! ¡Déjame o grito!

"Leave me? Are you calling me by name now?" He scolded her and continued poking at her pussy. "What a lack of respect!"

Gema tried to knee him and almost succeeded.

"Veto the scream! It's my husband!

"Was that fool? If he doesn't find out about the mass, the stocking! If I had a woman like you, I'd give her a hard time every day.

He tried to kiss her, but she turned her face away. Pepe was not satisfied, he stuck out his tongue and licked her cheek.

"You're not going to leave me like this!" He warned her. "I told you last time that I would charge me the tips you never leave like this. If you've come, it's for more than just having a drink, baby. Don't make a fool of me now!"

"Leave me, Pepe! Then I'll come back," he lied. "Now I can't."

"Oh, yes! You'll be back!" He assured her and licked his lips. "But now, a quick one. A little pronoun," he insisted.

He was very excited, and his eyes threatened to bulge out of their sockets.

"No!" Pepe was really scaring her. That had nothing to do with how Biel and his friends, or even that fat woman, Àngels, treated her. She slapped him. Then she took advantage of the moment of stupor to push him away from her. She used all the strength she had in that attempt.

With the push she managed to get her dirty paws out of her pussy. The man staggered awkwardly backwards, braced himself, but managed to hold on to her. He managed to grab the front strap of her top. The hold was not enough and she ended up falling on her ass to the ground.

Gemma tried to flee, but the man had smashed his back into the bathroom door. It opened inwards. With his bulky body against the door leaf, it was impossible to open it even an inch.

He didn't want to scream and make a fuss. What the hell was wrong with Pepe? This wasn't the man he knew. "A cold shower is all he needs," he observed. There was no need for the tension to escalate. "I should do that: scream and make a fuss. Make Daniel do SOMETHING, for once." He had the trigger in his hands to change the course of his story.

Pepe looked at her in a daze. He shook his head and his eyes went wide again.

Gema followed the gaze. She had it on her breasts! "What an obsession!" She looked down and realized that the man, by grabbing the small strap on her neckline, had torn it off where she had sewn it up. The top was a little small and her breasts, which threatened to burst it, had broken through and now hung free between the two front parts. The memory of when the man in the monstrous mask had cut the strap with the knife to expose her breasts to everyone came to mind. That monster had a putrid smell and Pepe's breath smelled too, but the stench was very different. It wasn't a chemical question. Pepe's breath smelled, period. The stench that that creature had given off could not be explained chemically. Nor could the memory that the brief encounter had left him. What had he said to her? What had he paid for her? What had he paid? The right to whip her with his belt? That grotesque thing had nothing to do with Pepe.

"Pig!" she snapped. "Look what you've done!" She tried to cover her breasts with one arm. And now, how was it going to come out like this? And how was she going to explain that to her husband? But wasn't that the trigger she needed for Daniel to react?

"What I did? You mean what you did!" Still lying on the floor, he reached into his pocket and took out his phone. "Look at what you've done. Maybe it will change your mind."

She didn't know whether to trust him. Rather, she knew she shouldn't. In any case, the exit was in that same direction. Cautious but intrigued, she approached.

"Look," the restaurant owner said with a triumphant smile and handed him his cell phone.

There she and he were, fornicating inside the premises! The recording corresponded to their first meeting.

"Do you want me to play the audio for you?" He asked. He made no sign of getting up. "I've heard it many times. I love it when you treat me so politely as you. How little it hits a whore like you!"

Gema held the cell phone with trembling hands.

"Why...?"

"Why did I record it?" He interrupted her. "Do you think I'm going to play a complaint about a slut?" "Oh, you raped me!" she said exaggeratedly, imitating a female voice. "Here's the proof that it was consensual sex. And that you're a fucking slut! The judges would like to see that." She paused. "Everyone would like to see it," she said, and smiled again in a disgustingly triumphant way.

"What do you mean?"

"Isn't that clear, slut? You come here and tease me with your cleavage. You come, beg me to fuck you, and then you disappear. And now you come back with your cleavage, as if nothing happened. No! No way! You don't play with Pepe!" He slapped his chest demonstratively with his fist. "Listen to me well! From now on, you're going to do everything I tell you! If not..."

Gema turned pale. In an instinctive act, she threw the mobile phone forcefully to the ground. The screen broke and the case opened. Not content with that, she stepped on it quickly repeatedly with the heel of her boot, as if it were a cockroach or a dangerous vermin.

"Hey! What are you up to?! Are you stupid?!

"You broke my top!" She accused him.

"Broken?" She said ironically. "I don't see the difference. Your tits look the same now as before." The cleavage had been generous and the tight garment had made her breasts overflow. Had he broken it? What the fuck! His udders had burst! I have copies. They're on the Internet." She gestured with her hands up, drawing a cloud or something ethereal. "You're going to pay me for this!" She warned.

"Are you blackmailing me?" She had tears of anger and anguish in her eyes. What Pepe was trying to do had nothing to do with the contract she had signed with Gerardo and that Alan had inherited. She had given the power to her boss Gerardo and gave it to her Master Alan because she wanted to. Pepe was trying to extort her for real, against her will!

"Oh, no. Of course not. I'm sorry for the misunderstanding," he apologized, "bitch. I'm just saying that neither of us would like that video to circulate in the neighborhood. Imagine what your neighbors would say. Or your daughter. And Daniel. No, of course I'm not blackmailing you. I'm telling you that we must prevent that video from ending up, by mistake, in the wrong hands. You know how people are nowadays. Imagine that someone happens to check me and finds that... God forbid! We must avoid it." He looked at her lustfully and impudently and licked his lips.

"I need a waiter, and you need to pay me that." He pointed to his cell phone, which lay on the floor shattered. He was already a few years old, slow, and his battery was failing. I wasn't going to miss him or shed any tears for him. "Tonight, at nine o'clock, I want you here on time. Come with something... sexy. You know the clientele are attracted to a sexy waitress. Something... classic. Put on one of those sexy waitress costumes. You have time to buy it. You're not one to mind working overtime at night, are you?" She licked her lips again. "Show me your tits!" She snorted, suddenly.

Gemma shook her head, incredulous and unable to do what she asked. How could he be so vile, so truly vile?!

"Show them to me or—"

He described a cloud again with his hands. Or was it an explosion?

"If I refuse, this will explode." She ran the risk of the neighborhood finding out about her infidelity. And it wasn't just any infidelity. The video, with everything she had said and the way she said it, was very strong! "Everything will blow up." Everything was everything. The trauma it would produce would make Daniel come to his senses and he would make her come to her senses. She had the key before her to end it all. She only had to be willing to make that sacrifice that, compared to the one that lay ahead of her if she continued on that path, seemed small to her.

He sighed. He pushed his arm away. He took the two parts of the top, one with each hand. And he opened it.

Pepe licked his lips again in a disgusting way.

"What breasts you have!" He marveled and stared at them, enraptured, for a few seconds. Now they were his. They belonged to him! And he could do with them whatever he wanted! He was starting to rent the idea of installing the alarm with high-definition cameras and in more quantity than necessary. "Sexy waitress!" He warned, his index finger extended.

"I don't care what you tell your husband's pamper. Tell him you need some extra income from you," she laughed, "and that you want to work nights and weekends. Tell him you've always dreamed of being a waitress," she laughed again.

"And bring him so he can see you serve! And no free invitation!" He warned her, again with his finger extended. "I'm going to love seeing the face of that uptight guy who thinks he's better than the others," he muttered, "just because he lives in a nice chalet and handles pasta, which he doesn't have enough to leave a tip for honest work." "He was going to have fun not only by fucking her, although that was surely going to be what he would enjoy the most. He was going to delight in humiliating them both. He would make her really work as a waitress just for that, even if it ruined her business.

"Do you understand me?

"Yes," Gemma nodded, distressed.

"Yes? What do you mean? Yes, what?"

"Yes, sir," Gema guessed. She tried to get subspace to swallow her up, as usual, but she couldn't.

"No, nothing like that. I don't like it. It's 'yes, Mr. Pepe.' Yes, that's better. Let's see, say it!

"Yes, Mr. Pepe.

"Duck down and suck it! Come on! What are you waiting for? You're already giving me a hard time, when I just hired you? Do you want me to fire you?" He laughed dirtily. "Serve me a quick blowjob, come on. Then in the evening we'll have time for more. Come on! Don't waste my time. Didn't you say you were in a hurry?"

Resigned, Gema opened her bag and took out a condom.

"Hey! Take that off! No rubber bands this time! Now I'm your boss. There's trust. Watch your teeth!" He warned him, as he knelt.

Gema opened her fly and pulled out her cock. It was hard. She viled that pig, not as part of a game, but for real.

His cock tasted like lightning. But he forced himself to continue sucking it. He knew from experience that after the first few sucks the unpleasant taste would disappear.

"I don't want to do this," she observed. She had done worse things, but what this man was doing to her, was the worst. For the first time, she felt violated.

He forced himself to look up and look into his eyes. The commandments of a perfect blowjob demanded eye contact. He tried to get into the scene, as if it were a game of domination and submission, but he couldn't. He looked down again.

The man put his paws on her head. She panted. Then she growled. He pushed her head down and impaled her with his phallus, which, fortunately, was not large. And it exploded inside her.

He continued to ejaculate for a long time and sperm and saliva escaped from the corners of his mouth and slid down his cock.

"Ah, bitch! You make me cum so fast!" He pushed her away disdainfully, picked up the remains of his cell phone from the floor, and sat up. "I'll wait for you at nine." He opened the door and walked out.

Gema was paralyzed for several seconds, maybe minutes. Finally, she reacted. She turned and ran to the bathroom. She turned on the faucet, drank water, and spat out the disgusting cum. She gagged and almost vomited.

She looked in the mirror and didn't recognize herself. It had happened to her before, but this one was different. Why hadn't she called for help? Because then it would all be over. She thought of Alan. And of Biel. And of that girl she had kissed and couldn't get out of her head. What was she going to say to her husband now?

She came out of the bathroom with her arms crossed in front of her chest to prevent the top from opening.

"You've been late," Daniel observed, dryly. "Did you throw it away again?" He gestured and pointed to the money he had left on the table. Fortunately, he had some bills in his wallet. He was one of those who paid strictly with the card, whenever possible. "A good tip," he said. "Is that what you wanted? Let's go home," he said, without waiting for his answer.

Gemma followed, a couple of steps behind and with her arms crossed in front of her chest.

"What's wrong with you?" Daniel asked, grumpy and not very perceptive.

"Nothing," she answered, just as dryly as he had before, though listlessly and with her head to the ground. I'm cold. That's it.
***


Gema undressed, turned the bathroom latch and got into the shower. The water ran abundantly and practically boiling. He rubbed himself with the rough glove until he had the feeling that he had the feeling that he was peeling. Then, he continued to rub himself vigorously. I was crying. I had never felt like I was forced before, because I had never really been forced. He brushed his teeth compulsively under the shower water until his gums bled. She was nauseous at the thought of Pepe's cock in her mouth and how he had ejaculated inside her.

He screamed with rage and helplessness and let himself slide, with his back against the wall, to the shower tray. The water continued to fall down the artichoke, but now it came out cold. They had a thermos with aerothermal energy – a happy invention of her husband to improve the energy efficiency of the house – and the accumulated hot water had been brushed off.

She endured what she could under the freezing water, but in the end she had to give up and came out of the shower shivering.

She was furious with Pepe, for what he had forced her to do, but also with Daniel, for not noticing her state of mind and not perceiving in her what had really happened. She had just thought that she had sex with him again! I had had it, but not in the same way! Pepe, if he had not raped her (the laws were constantly changing in this regard), had sexually abused her. She was angry, not only with him and Daniel, but, above all, with herself. Why hadn't he been more careful? Why had he thought only of that, of satisfying Alan's ego?! And for what?

Alan! I had to call him and inform him of what had just happened to him! Alan! He had delegated in Biel. Should I call Biel? "Yuck!" he did.

"I must tell Daniel. He's the only one who really cares about me."

With his bathrobe on, he jumped up and down to warm up. She wasn't dead. Not yet. What Pepe had made him do had been nothing. She had done much worse. But no one had forced her to do anything, really, until that moment. The closest thing he had experienced had been with LuisA, Silvestre's roommate. She had gone with him willingly to his hotel room, but he had then tied her up and, after possessing her, had let another wedding guest take advantage of the situation, in exchange for a couple of coins. And even so, it was not comparable to what Pepe had done to her.

He got dressed. And she put on makeup, in an attempt to recompose her face and hide the dark circles that had come out when she cried.

—¡Daniel!

"Yes, honey?" He answered the call instantly.

"Take me here!" He told her and showed her an address on his cell phone. I don't feel like driving. "In her state, she didn't feel qualified to drive the car.

Daniel's eyes lit up, and he nodded.

"Imbecile! Always thinking about the same thing! Don't you realize how I am?" I was being unfair to him, because I managed to keep my composure too well. But her husband hadn't even noticed that Pepe's pig had broken his top! How could he assure her that he loved her, if he didn't notice her later? What did he really see in her? A hot wife to satisfy her cuckolded philosophies and to have the excuse of sucking cocks and getting butt-fucked?

"Let's see... around here," he said, without giving him any further explanation when they entered the Lys, a sex shop located in the neighboring town of San Sebastián de los Reyes, where he had previously gone with Alan.

Daniel followed her, expectant and excited. What was he going to buy? "As long as it's not another dildo in the shape of a dog's cock...", he thought. Hmm. Let's see. Erotic lingerie? A sexy dress, perhaps? No? A disguise?"

"Look! He pointed to her and took a mischievous schoolgirl costume from the shelf. He smiled buoyantly. Do you remember?

Gemma glared at him. Of course he remembered. Years ago, in her beginnings, she had dressed up as a schoolgirl to attend a poker party that Silvestre had organized in her apartment and in which she had taken care of her guests – with smiles, caresses and kisses, only – of her guests. It had also been the first time her husband had put on a chastity device. "He doesn't understand anything!" he complained silently.

"Can I help you with anything?" The young clerk offered, with a broad smile on her face.

Gema looked up and realized that she knew her. Yes, it was the same girl who had served her the time Alan had taken her to that store. He had humiliated her in front of her and had a customer write his phone number on her chest with a marker. He had the photo with the number, and so did Alan, but they hadn't contacted him. He did not blush because his pallor was more powerful.

Daniel realized that something strange was happening. The way the clerk looked at them was not normal. It was as if he expected something to happen. He looked her up and down. The girl was young and good looking. Had Gemma had any affairs with her? Had he slept with a girl again? Since Lidia, he had not been interested in his fellow human beings again. He felt his cock throb inside the chastity device.

"Eh... I'm looking for a sexy waitress costume.

"Ah! the girl did. Well, we have this one. And this one too. He took them off the shelf and showed him the photo on the wrapper.

"No," Gema ruled out. Those are servants. "The last thing I wanted was to give Pepe unnecessary dangerous ideas." I'm looking for a waitress.

"Ah, excuse me! Look, what do you think of this one?

Gema took the package and looked at the photo.

"I don't know," she hesitated, unconvinced.

"You can try it on," the clerk offered.

Daniel's eyes lit up. He had no idea what all that was about, but the prospect of seeing his beautiful wife in that sexy waitress costume appealed to him. He was aware that there must have been something to do with Pepe, but he imagined that Gema was only throwing him on a false track to give wings to his imagination.

"Hmm." "The costume was very daring. She was fine for a private party but not for what Pepe wanted, unless he had teased her by making her work as a waitress. Most likely, he was thinking of making her work as a waitress privately, with him, and not to serve his customers. "No," he finally declined. He had hesitated precisely because of that, because being so exaggeratedly indecent, Pepe would have had no choice but to make him pour him a few drinks in private. He wouldn't dare make her serve her customers dressed that way. But she wasn't willing to make any bets. I'm sorry. Wouldn't you know where I could find a sexy but somewhat more demure costume?

"Hmm. No, I'm sorry. Well..." The girl looked left and right. I shouldn't tell you. The bosses don't like it. But because it's you... Try it at the Plaza Norte 2 sex shop. Do you know where it is?

"Ehh... Yes, I think I do know more or less where that store is. Thank you! He turned. Let's go," she said to her husband.

Daniel followed her into the car.

"Can you explain to me what this is about?" He asked, intrigued. The interest in finding the perfect costume indicated that something was cooking. "Why would he want it more discreet?" he wondered, surprised.

"I've... stayed... with Pepe tonight," Gema replied, sparing of words.

His attitude told him that he was not going to get a broader answer for the time being. In any case, he was not interested either. That he hooked up with someone who knew them didn't make him funny. Besides, what had she been able to see in him? Physically it was... in short...

At the Sex Toys Center he found a costume that fit his needs. He took it without trying it on and paid.

"How strange that she pays," Daniel was surprised. He had waited for her to make him pay for it, to humiliate him. It was what a good cuckold had to do: buy lingerie for his wife so that she could wear it for the first time with her lover.

"Why Pepe??? He only does it to sink me!" Or was he kidding him? Had he lied to him about the owner and head waiter of the Zalama just to provoke him? Had she now taken the trouble to wear the waitress dress and made him chauffeur just to give credibility to his fantasy? "Yes, that's it. He's just fucking my mind."


Chapter LXXII – Tabasco

"Perhaps the best hypothesis for sexual masochism comes from the analogy with studies on another painful practice: the consumption of chili peppers.

If you grow up in a community where chili peppers are eaten frequently, you'll reject them as a baby, but around age 5 you'll probably develop a taste for these painful foods. Rats and mice, by comparison, can't be trained to choose chili peppers in their food, no matter how their breeding is manipulated by scientists.

There is likely a human predisposition to learn to find certain forms of pain rewarding. This seems to be the case when the pain is bearable and does not lead to permanent damage, as in masochistic sexual practices and in the consumption of chili peppers." – Psychology Today.

"Are you going out?" Daniel was surprised.

"I told you that I have arranged to meet Pepe," Gema reminded him.

Daniel frowned and looked at her incredulously, but also suspiciously. "He's kidding me. Either she's met someone else or she's not met anyone, and she's willing to make time and go somewhere to dinner alone."

"Are you going to take that?" She asked, referring to the costume, the bag of which she had just taken.

"Why do you ask what is obvious?" "How is it possible that you don't realize how I feel?" He had ruled out involving Alan or Biel. She had to deal with that matter on her own. With luck, Pepe would only force her to give her a couple of, get bored of her soon and forget about it. She could try to persuade him in some way or do that, adopt an attitude towards him that would make him bored of her.

"For Pepe?"

Gemma sighed, exasperated.

"I said so.

"Yes. He tried to be skeptical, although he didn't have them all with him.

"Goodbye."

"Gem. What time are you going to return? He asked her as she was already leaving the door.

The sound of the door slamming was the response he got. Then he saw through the window that she was pulling out the car.

They did not come to look for her; This was clear. She would go to a restaurant to make time and the rest of the time she would spend locked in the car to worry him. That was likely. "With Pepe? What an idiot I am! How could I swallow such a lie!" He laughed, but the laughter did not sound convinced.
***


"Wow. "You're punctual," Pepe praised her. That's how I like it. He looked her up and down.

The X-rays in his eyes made her feel uncomfortable, like no other man had ever been able to. What was she to him? Why did he do that to her?

"I told you to dress as a sexy waitress," he reproached her with a frizzy face. Don't you take what I've told you seriously? He showed her his mobile phone and activated it. Miraculously, it still worked, even though the screen was shattered.

"You piece of a son of a bitch!" He had kicked the cell phone. Now he regretted not stepping on his balls, in return. Once the dog is dead, the rabies ends. Once the desire died, the extortion ceased to make sense. He thought about the knife under his mattress.

"I have it here. He showed her the bag.

"Good. "Surprise me," he challenged her and leaned against the wall, ready to watch her as she undressed.

"I'm not going to change here," he refused. They were behind the bar, in full view of the patrons, although they were scarce. In fact, the Zalama had less and less influx. He was not surprised. Something had been changing in Pepe over the years. From an attentive, friendly and glib waiter, he had become a shameless voyeur who libidinously observed everyone who had tits and no appendages between their legs. The place was in decline, the variety of tapas available had decreased dramatically, to the point that it practically and only accompanied the drinks with olives and potato chips, but the environment was still beautiful and, in addition, what was drunk there, was bottled and was fine.

She made a gesture to go to the bathroom, but Pepe stopped her.

"You can change at the office," he offered. I promise not to look," he assured her and licked his lips.

"Yes, of course." Gemma looked at him suspiciously, but she accepted. In any case, he had already seen her naked. What did he have to lose if he saw her undressing? He had nothing to lose and nothing to be ashamed of. What happened is that she didn't want shit to look at her. "As if that's going to be the most he wants with me..."

Pepe rubbed his hands together. Then, he poured himself a short beer. In the small office, where he did the restaurant's paperwork, he had also installed a security camera. I would review the recording later. He was not going to miss under any circumstances how that proud slut undressed in shame and became humiliated, something sexy for him. He was curious to see how he planned to work in his place, after what he had told him, and he wanted to be surprised. He wasn't going to spoil himself, even if it meant missing his striptease for the time being.

He took a drink. Then, he belched with satisfaction and wiped his snouts with the back of his hand. He had purposely left the monitor with the surveillance system's multi-camera view on. If she noticed—and I was sure she would—she would see herself on the monitor. He would know that he was recording it and that, from that moment on, he always would. He had only taken the trouble to disable the small hidden camera in the women's bathroom, to prevent her from using that tiny illegality to counter-blackmail him.

He looked at the tables. The place was almost deserted. He remembered with nostalgia those old days when he had triumphed. He had bet heavily on the business and, between its purchase and the renovation, he had spent a good sum on it. Things had gone smoothly until the catastrophe of the pandemic and the useless management of politicians had arrived. As if people didn't always catch colds! It had been a mistake to alarm people and force them to wear masks, not to mention the criminal confinement! Politicians make mistakes and freelancers like him pay the price! He had become discouraged; he admitted it. The business had not managed to get back on its feet and neither had his spirits. What was left of his life? He still had to enjoy himself thoroughly and with that stretched warmer he had found a gold mine; I just needed to exploit it.

"How does this work?" Gema asked, dryly. She had never worked as a waitress. What was it that he should do, exactly?

Pepe looked her up and down, astonished. She hadn't had them all with her, but the very slutty had indeed gone shopping and bought sexy work clothes. That or what she had worn was part of her wardrobe, reserved for special parties. It was clear that he had a class slut in front of him, who had had a lot of revelry. She wondered if her husband was aware of it, but she always came to the same conclusion: it was impossible for her to have confessed to him the affair she had had – and was having again, this time without being able to score a Guadiana! – with him.

The very slut had bought a light blue minidress, with a pastel edge, which, surely, barely covered her ass. In an instant I would check it out! I was going to taste that delicious cupcake!

The dress had a classic blouse design and featured a row of six white buttons running up and down, ready to be unbuttoned one by one, or, better yet, made to pop, opening the dress wide without wasting time with the buttons.

Not that it was necessary to get to her pussy, because the little dress was perfectly short. In addition, from the bottom edge to the first button, counting from below, there was about eight centimeters of front opening devoid of any kind of closure and that would open easily, hopefully even when passing by or with any carelessness. At that height, or at most a couple of centimeters higher, must have been his delicious rabbit. "Who would have thought that, in the end, I was going to have rabbit as a tapa on the menu?"

Her shapely thighs were appetizingly adorned by a white ruffle that added movement to her legs, even if they were removed, as they were now.

The sleeves reached the middle of her bicep so that, in relative terms, they covered her arms more than the skirt covered her legs. They had a flirty double hem that gave them volume.

At the neck, the dress had generous notch-type lapels, which, like the sleeves, added volume.

Pepe prided himself on knowing about women's fashion. She may have lacked the sensitivity (and, of course, homosexuality!) to devote herself to fashion, but she had a well-developed capacity for observation, especially when under the canvas there was a voluptuous female body. Sometimes the appreciation of the content is combined with that of the packaging.

A white bias ran along the edges of the dress, including the lapels, which, together with the buttons and ruching, gave the dress the feeling of two-tone, despite the fact that it was primarily pastel blue.

That feeling of bitonality was reinforced by the fact that the very slut had adorned her lap with a tiny white apron, made of transparent fabric, except for the edges, which had a strip of lace identical to the ruffle. "What a slut you are! You pretend to cover your parts with it, but you choose a fabric that is transparent!" The little apron did nothing but draw the eye to that part of his body.

His mouth was watering and he chewed his saliva noisily.

On the right, the dress had a small pocket, the upper edge of which was also crossed by the white bias. On the heart side there was another identical pocket, although this one had a logo of some kind. He narrowed his eyes and tried to read it. On an ellipse with a white background and a dark blue border, it put something like "Sugan" in cursive letters of the same color. It didn't make sense. He read it again. It was "Sugar." Sugar, in English, he noticed. He laughed to himself, avoiding showing any kind of expression. That woman was a little cake, but not exactly sweet, but rather spicy.

He took his time with the analysis of his way. His look and his muteness were making her uncomfortable and she loved that. He hadn't forgiven her for having sex with him in such a naughty way, only to then ignore him. I didn't think I'd make it easy for him, quite the opposite.

The very hypocritical woman had put on white gloves that reached a little more than her wrist and that wanted to give the feeling of purity. They were made of lace and were transparent in a similar way to the apron. He laughed to himself again. That woman was anything but pure!

His arms were akimbo, provocatively because he seemed to want to challenge him with that retorted posture. "I hold you in my hands and I will make you regret every moment of insolence!" She looked down from her waist and ran over her long legs, elongated by the smallness of the dress and by the white heels in which she had decided to put her feet. "Do you think you've come here to give yourself a short damsel? Here you have come to work! If your feet hurt later, don't complain!" A woman like her, with a rich but stingy husband with an air of superiority, surely did not know what it was like to really work. She would soon realize how unsuitable these shoes were for the job of waitress. But she had chosen those shoes, which went really well with the suit, she had made her choice and he was not going to allow her to change the clothes. "Whore! You're going to find out what's good and you're going to do it in more ways than one!"

Was he being unfair to her? He had already noticed the first time he had sucked her that she was a woman who aspired to excel in everything she did, although she had not applied herself in the same way with the blowjob she had given him a few hours ago. He looked over it in reverse. No, I couldn't say that he hadn't worked hard. He had even put on a matching cap, blue in color and with white edges, like the lapels, folded over itself, like the sleeves. He was coquettishly carrying it to one side. All in one, she looked like a real American waitress from the fifties. How good those years were, when a man was a man and a woman a woman! Although, she doubted that the dresses of that time were as short as the one she wore. But I had asked her to be sexy, right? Yes, the very slut had obeyed him. He had better keep it up! He shook his head, amazed. More than a real waitress of the fifties, she looked like a girl taken from those illustrations of the time, which she liked so much and that were back in fashion... What were they called? The man didn't come to her, but she was one of those poster girls who accidentally lifted their skirts or even lost their panties. Of course, just like in those illustrations, she was going to have more than an accident in which the parts were seen...

He noticed the change of expression on the woman's face. His rictus had twisted and his anger had turned into frustration? Or was it disappointment? He realized that he had shaken his head and that she must have interpreted the gesture as disapproving of his guise.

He continued with a serious countenance and added a hint of skepticism. He had always been good at expressing something different from what he felt. That had helped him as a hotelier and thanks to it he had won more than a loyal customer – like that woman and her husband – and more than a generous tip – but never from the two of them.

Apart from the cell phone, I was going to pay him all the tips Daniel owed him, past and future!

He looked down. The woman apparently had an obsession with necklaces and had worn a pearl one. Was it two, one larger than the other, or a single one who had been wrapped around the neck to take the place of two? The top turn was tight, while the bottom one hung just above the birth of her breasts. He continued to go down. The cleavage allowed you to see the inner roundness of her tits, but it was modest to her. He shook his head again, this time thoroughly.

"Turn around!" He said dryly, without praising her in the least.

The woman obeyed.

"It does cover his ass," he said to himself, somewhat disappointed. Certainly, if he wanted her to really work in the place, she could not go half naked, no matter how much she regretted it. For that, you'd have to turn it into one of a different kind.

He tried to imagine his restaurant as one where the waitresses go topless and tried to visualize Gema in that scenario. The idea wasn't so bad and could be the salvation of his business... But would the hordes of wokes allow it? In these times, Las Vegas seemed to be the only place immune to the dementia that had infected humanity. And yet, in that county prostitution was forbidden... In Spain, at least, it was not illegal, although it was not an entirely legal activity either.

He had to admit that she had got the waitress suit right. He was tremendously sexy, but not so sexy that it prevented him from serving the patrons. Even so, they were going to be surprised...

He continued with his critical analysis. Behind him, there wasn't much to highlight except his long legs and his good ass. That and the bow of the apron, whose long wings formed an inverted V, which reached to the beginning of the buttocks. The ribbon, rather than covering, put the accent on where to fix the gaze.

"Do you know how to hold a tray?" Without waiting for the answer, he picked up a small, round tray from under the bar. "The arm, like this," he indicated, from behind, and helped him to place his right arm up, with his hand horizontal, at shoulder height, and his elbow bent. He placed the tray on top of him. Don't fall for it! He warned him. He then placed the other arm on it. He had it akimbo, so he didn't have to change his position much. He stretched out his arm so that the elbow didn't stick out so much and lowered his hand from his waist to his hip. "Almost," he muttered to himself. Open your legs. That's it. He grabbed her by the waist and made her shift her weight to the right. Extend your left leg. Like this. Turn your head slightly to the left. Okay.

He stepped aside to appreciate his work. Yes, that could work.

"That's how I want you to pour the glasses, in that posture. "Of course, between the size of the bandea (he didn't dare to give her a bigger one) and the lack of experience she had as a waitress, she was going to have to make many trips to complete the orders for a table of four people. It wasn't going to be very efficient, but it was still more efficient, with those looks...

He sighed. He would have to test his balance first. Walking, he walked well in his heels. He had been looking at that for some time. But how about walking around with a tray with a drink or two? To make him hold her with both hands in front of her was out of the question, as it would make him lose all grace.

"Take a bottle and put it on top of the tray." They are in that chest. Use only one hand and do not let go of the tray.

The woman snorted, annoyed. "You're going to learn good manners with me!" he told her, although he preferred to keep it quiet, for the moment. He licked his lips, expectantly.

The woman bent down, opened the refrigerated chest with one hand and reached it in to get out the bottle she had asked for. "Ah! What's going on? That they are lower and you have to lean more? Then go ahead!"

"Don't even think about bending your knees!" he warned him. And watch out for the flag! Always horizontal! No, don't put that hand down any more.

"Ah! She's wearing panties!" She was wearing white panties. They were large and covered his buttocks. "And what do we do with this?" he asked. It had been shown that as soon as he leaned forward a little, his butt would be visible. That was great. Was it too much if you could see the crack? Was it preferable for her to wear panties so as not to scare the clientele? "Without panties, I could attract more customers..."

"And now, put the bottle on top of the tray." Thus, in the center. And go back to your posture. Turn around. Look at me and get back to your posture. That's it. "Was he praising her too much?" "I'm going to make sure it doesn't go to your head."

But first, he admired her for a few more seconds, in silence. In that posture, with the long leg, extended...

"Why don't your legs shine?" he snapped. What are these ways of serving customers? Do you think they won't notice those details? Next time, before you start your day, I want you to have the oils. Got it?

The woman snorted again, although she maintained her position.

"Snort whatever you want. You have no choice but to obey me. Otherwise, you wouldn't have dressed like that and you wouldn't be here." With his behavior, he had shown him that blackmail was effective.

"What do you say?"

"Understood, Mr. Pepe," she replied, in a tone of boredom.

Pepe glanced quickly at the tables.

¡Again!

He slapped her that made her twist.

"Watch out for the tray!" he warned him. If you make me clunky, you're going to regret it!

Despite the force of the gauntlet, the woman managed not to fall the tray.

"I don't like it, Mr. Pepe," he corrected her, even though the indication to call him that had been from him. You're going to call me boss Pepe. PUT YOUR FUCKING HAND ON YOUR HIP! The woman had left the position and was comforting her cheek with her hand. That was intolerable. AND EXTEND THAT DAMN LEG! Don't look at me like that," he said, calmer. I've only returned the slap you gave me before. Or do you think that being a woman you have the right to slap people without them being able to slap you?

The woman slowly shook her head. His face was red, although his left cheek was redder than the other.

"ANSWER WHEN I SPEAK TO YOU!" I know that tongue is good for more than just sucking it. Ask me for forgiveness.

The woman snorted, again.

Whoops! He hit him in the face again.

"Not those little noises, with me," he lectured her. Nor that attitude. You are here to serve. He didn't say what. Ask my forgiveness," he repeated and, without raising it, showed him the palm of his hand.

Gemma looked down at the tables. Were you looking for help from a client?

No one intervened. The four cats that were there (in reality there were only three) were on their own and did not even deign to look at what was happening behind the bar, even though they had not been able to escape the noise of the slaps.

Humiliated, her face redder than before, she turned her head and looked at him. He adopted the absurd posture of work, with the tray at shoulder height (he had not dropped it by a miracle!), the other hand on his hip, the weight on his right leg and the other leg extended, to the side, showing its full length, and apologized.

"Excuse me, Chief Pepe. "You're not my boss. Not like Gerardo. He would never have treated me that way! I hate you! I hate you!" He thought again about the knife under the mattress. It was not necessary to kill him; cutting off the eggs would be enough.

"Better," he agreed. I'm tolerant of your attitude towards me, but I don't want the slightest negativity from you towards customers! You know: the customer is king. You're going to treat them all with exquisiteness. Of course, you're going to treat them all as you, since you like that so much. And you're going to be... tolerant of them. I'll be watching you at all times. He raised his index finger and pointed at the cameras. At the slightest slip, you kill it! And believe me when I tell you that you won't like it at all to kill her," he threatened. Got it?

"Yes, Chief Pepe," she replied, without any enthusiasm, but with less smoke.

Whoops! He gave her a third slap, which again made the woman twist. On this occasion he had to intervene to prevent the tray with the bottle of beer from falling.

"Do you know why you deserved this one?" he asked. "Because I felt like it and because there are no two without three."

The woman shook her head as soon as she pulled herself together.

"That cleavage is shit. You have too much of the button above. He unbuttoned it. And what is wearing a bra? "At least it was white and it matched." Do you think I'm a fool? "The last three times she'd come for a drink, she'd done it without a bra. On one of the occasions, that time she had brought the young man who was supposedly her nephew, she had done so in a highly transparent dress. Was that boy her nephew? The attitude they had maintained was not that of relatives, but he saw her capable of throwing herself at her own nephew out of pure bourgeois torpor. Without a doubt, she was a spoiled woman who, if she didn't fuck out of vice, she did it out of boredom. Tomorrow I want to see you without a bra! Got it?

"Yes, Chief Pepe," she replied, resigned. How could she have done the stupid thing to sleep with him, when he didn't even attract her?!

"Then thank me for justly reprimanding you and slapping you." Threateningly, he showed her open hand again. He did it with his hand at hip height. He didn't need to raise his arm. She had already seen how fast he was handing out slaps.

"Thank you, Chief Pepe," he replied, crestfallen and apathetic.

"Let's see if you know how to serve." Now that you've got the beer... Do you see that customer over there? Come and offer it to them. Tell him that he invites the house. You'll need this," he said, grabbing an opener from under the bar and stuffing it into one of his pockets.

However, he thought better of it, regretted it and took the starter out of his pocket. He put his hand with the opener on the outside of his thigh. Then, he slid leg up. She got under her dress and continued to ascend. He pushed gently when he met her hand on his hip. The woman's hand gave way without resistance and he continued to move her upwards, hand and skirt of the dress. Finally, he reached the upper edge of the panty and inserted the opener, which was held by the elastic band of the panty against his skin.

She had just found a use for her panties.

The woman stoically endured his caresses and showed her hips. In any case, behind the bar and due to his height, no one, except him – and his cameras – could see anything.

"Go away," he said and gave her a small spank on the ass to wake her up. And remember: don't drop anything. Don't be nice, but the following. And be attentive and tolerant: the customer is king and he is always right. "Except when I say that it doesn't have it." I'll be watching. Think that there's nothing worse than making me angry. Pepe looked up. I'll take care of this one," he said, seeing a new customer enter his establishment. You go and serve that one.

Gema came out from behind the bar with the tray held high, in one hand, and on it the bottle of beer. He tried to move as gracefully as he could. Although it seemed to him that the bottle on the tray struggled to keep its precarious balance with every step he took, he found that the pole dancing exercise had increased his own and that he was not so bad at it.

"Damn son of a bitch!" he said, dedicating those beautiful words to him. She hadn't imagined that he would make her really work as a waitress and she wasn't sure what was more outrageous, whether to put her to work that way or to have her work her cock with her mouth and pussy. "He's laughing at me!" That was surely the worst, even ahead of the three slaps he had given her with desire. Sex or waitress, I was forcing her to do something she didn't want to do! And, on top of that, he laughed and hit her! "You damn bastard!" She had to put up with it because she had no choice, not if she didn't want to abandon that lifestyle she was leading and return to a more normal sexuality. She had to deal with Pepe alone, if she didn't want to be forced to cut short with her way of living her sexuality. "I've done worse," he said to himself again, and though it was true, it wasn't true, for none of these things he had really forced. He needed what Alan gave him, directly, preferentially, indirectly, if he had no choice but to settle for the crumbs. She was addicted to HIM and was not willing to give up the drug he gave her. "I'm just a worm." The fat girl's words echoed in her head. The girl was right and the demonstration was what she was allowing herself to be forced to do. I had no dignity to stop it. She preferred to be forced rather than cut off her relationship with Alan and the world he offered her, even when he was guilty of the situation he was in.

"Hello," he greeted the customer. He tried to be cheerful, but he couldn't, and the word came out of his mouth drier and more sadly than he had intended. Fancy a beer? Invite the house.

Only at that moment did the man, who was doing nothing except stare at infinity, deign to look at her and did so in a boring way. He was not surprised to see her in that outfit.

Somehow, she was disappointed by his lack of reaction. She had taken her pains to choose her work clothes. I had bought the gloves separately, as they did not come with the set. Although he hadn't tried it on in the store, he had spent more than an hour at home in front of the mirror. Trying to look for something positive in the story, she had felt like a real pin-up girl. He had done it alone; She had not allowed her husband to see her dressed in that way.

Although it was pretty, the material of the dress was of low quality. The fabric was scratchy and gave her a very uncomfortable itchy sensation. The buttons were badly sewn, so much so that, in fact, when he tried it on, one had come off, and the others had threatened to follow in his footsteps. She had had to take out her sewing box and reinforce them with white thread. He regretted not having tried it on in the store, but once he was home he had no time to go back and choose another, besides that he had not really had a choice. It had been that dress or embarrassing costumes of a maid. I preferred to serve drinks and tapas at the beach bar than serve Pepe at home.

Did he really prefer it? It was outrageous for him to work as a waitress, in front of people he knew from the neighborhood.

On the Internet I could have found a better costume. Somewhere they must have sold real, quality work clothes, inspired by the time. If the skirt was too long for Pepe, he could have shortened it by making a simple hem. But there had been no time for that.

Observing the low quality of the material, he had taken a photo of the photo of the package with his mobile phone and used it to do an image search on the Internet. Of course, the costume was also sold through Amazon and was made at a lower price! It had cost him seventy bucks, eighty with gloves. And all to have the feeling of having to scratch continuously.

Things weren't going well for him lately. The bad streak, far from wanting to end, was prolonged and accentuated. "And what do you expect, worm? Whore. Gossa. Worm. Do you think you deserve better, after all you've done? Worm!"

The man looked at her boredly and Pepe's reaction had been discouragingly lukewarm. Instead of congratulating her on how sexy she had become or, at least, making some kind of sexist comment, he had just slapped her, without further ado.

"Do you invite Pepe?" The man was astonished. Finally a reaction! But was that what surprised him??? "Now that's a novelty!" he exclaimed. In that case, if Pepe invites, I will not refuse what he offers me.

Gema placed the tray on the table. Now came the difficult part. "Why did he have to put the opener in my panties?" he was indignant. The dress, although it was nothing more than a costume, had two pockets to store that kind of thing. Pepe's first intention had been the right one. Why had he had to change his mind?!

He reached under her skirt and carefully ascended it to her hip, where the opener was. He did it trying not to show too much skin. In other circumstances, he would have found it funny, but what he was experiencing was not that kind of circumstance.

The man did not flinch and continued with his panicked expression.

He held the bottle in one hand and used the opener with the other.

"Do you want to... "Do you want," he corrected, "a glass?" She offered, trying to be attentive and kind, as Pepe had demanded. I didn't want problems with him.

"Yes," the man agreed, half-heartedly. Was he alive or was he dead?—But let it be a frozen jar.

Gemma raised her eyebrows. I didn't know that Pepe had frozen mugs for beer. She and Daniel had never been offered beer in that way.

"Right away." He turned and returned to the bar. She had the feeling that the man was looking at her ass and that he had only asked for the jug to have a second chance to look at it. Or was he imagining it?

"Do we have frozen jugs?" He asked Pepe. "Do we have any?" Why had he expressed himself that way?! He cursed himself.

"Look around," Pepe told him, without specifying where. Abstracted, he continued to play with the toothpick in his mouth.

If they were frozen, they must have been in the freezer. But which of those chests was the freezer? Gemma bent down and inspected them one at a time. He did it without bending his knees, as Pepe would want and aware that he would see his ass. With her panties on, there wasn't much to see, and she had seen it anyway.

"New waitress?" He heard the customer on the other side of the bar interested.

The man would also see her ass, if the corpulent Pepe did not block her view. "Maybe I'll be able to shock and scare away the clientele and we'll put an end to this!"

"Pse," he heard Pepe do. Scholarship holder. He is on trial.

"Ah! The man did. Did he nod? Did he peek over the bar to see it better?

He found the frozen jars. He took one, closed the chest and put it on the tray. He extended his arm, placed his hand horizontally and, with the other hand, placed the tray on it. It wasn't that easy and, besides, he had done it the other way around. He realized that he should have placed the tray on his hand first and then placed the jug on it; that way, it would have been less difficult.

He returned to the customer and offered him the jug.

"What's your name?"

Finally some humanity, someone who cared about her!

"Victory," he answered. Few people knew her by her middle name.

"Victoria." Yes. Ha, ha, ha. Of course.

The answer amused him, though she couldn't see why. "At least he is no longer a living dead. What a dead man!"

"And you—" you?

The man nodded to her, telling her to pour the bottle into the jug. Gemma did. He tilted the mug and poured the beer carefully to prevent too much foam from coming out. She wasn't much of a beer lover – in fact, she didn't like the bitter taste – but she knew that trick.

Instead of answering, he leaned over to her and, as she poured the beer into the mug, touched her leg with his hand on the inside of her thigh.

Gemma jumped and turned away from the invasion. Unintentionally, he spilled beer on the man's arm.

"ARE YOU AN IDIOT?" The customer snapped. LOOK HOW YOU HAVE PUT ME! He shook his arm.

"Gem!" Pepe called her. Then he whistled, in case he hadn't heard it.

She turned and saw him gesture for her to return to the lifeguard bar.

"What did I tell you about how you should treat customers?"

The customer at the bar listened intently.

"Have I told you or not that the customer is always right?"

"I... yes... it's just that—" he stammered. She looked like a frightened girl who was scolded by the teacher.

"Have I warned you," he interrupted, "or have I not warned you to treat my clients with exquisiteness and tolerance?"

"Yes, but..."

"Nonsense! He interrupted her again. That has happened all our lives and we shouldn't get like that either. If you come dressed that way, what do you expect? "As a customer, you came with Daniel and that boy dressed in a more provocative way, shouting for beer, and not exactly for beer!" If she hadn't been raped yet, it was a miracle. That or that the world was full of faggots. In fact, her husband must have been one. He had noticed that he had plucked his eyebrows and arms. "I don't miss a single one!" "Do you understand?"

"Yes, I understand," he replied, his head down. Chief Pepe," he forced himself to add. He was very embarrassed to call it that way in front of a customer.

"Go to my office, we have to talk." Then he turned to the customer at the bar and said, "Excuse me. Nowadays it is difficult to find professional people. "All there is is either blacks or half-hearted and demanding Spaniards."

He turned around, went to the office, and closed the door behind him. Gema was already inside.

"Victoria?" Why did you lie to him? "He had not only a sharp eye, but also fine ears. "Not one escapes me!"

"It's my name.

"Don't lie to me. Your name is Gema. His eyes lit up and he suddenly understood. Of course, the daughter's name was Vicky. Gema Victoria?

Gemma shrugged. She had not had any choice when she was baptized. Now I could choose, but between which two options? One was bad and the other worse. "At the beginning it's the hard part. I have to get him bored of me. As soon as he does, he will let me live. I can handle this." Worms crawl through the earth and live off dirt. They succeed where other animals fail.

"Lean over the table." Do it! Don't me off anymore or I swear you'll regret it! "Victory? Your name is going to be Defeat." I'm being nice to you. I'm teaching you a profession and allowing you to do something productive in your life, for once, even at the risk of spoiling the clientele. I have never spilled a drop of beer! She rests her chest on the table. The cheek too. No, on the other side! He made her look at the multi-camera image on the monitor. Hands back! Pull up the dress! Let's go! What do you think, what is the first ass I see? Don't worry! I'm not going to fuck you. Yet. But don't despair. Legs together. He laughed. Upload it more. Like this. "She didn't need to pull it up, because when she leaned over the table, at an angle of a little more than ninety degrees, the minidress pulled up by itself. But he was looking forward to her lifting it with her bare hands for him. Hold the dress with your hands, there, at the height of your hips.

"Have you found the office camera on the monitor yet? Do you like to see yourself? I bet it turns you on."

"When I send you to the office, I want you to wait for me in this position." Got it? GOT IT?

Gema was slow to respond. He tried to find his way into the dark but sweet subspace, but it resisted him. What Pepe was doing with her was not domination and she was not being submissive. Pepe forced her and she resigned herself.

Pepe stood behind her and squeezed her crotch with her. The damn bastard had it hard! He rubbed against his ass. It seemed that he was trying, rather than rubbing against it.

Suddenly, he stepped away. Then he grabbed the edges of her panties and stuffed it through the slit of her buttocks, turning it into a kind of thong.

"Thank me."

"Why?" Gemma dared to inquire.

"Because of what I'm going to do. "This is for heating my dick. You come provocatively and pretend that nothing has happened between us. You insult me, making me understand that you didn't like the we had. Not having started things!" He picked up a flexible stick, which he had cut a few hours earlier from an ash tree. He swung it in the air, buzzing it. He put it on his ass so that he could feel it on his buttocks. It's to reduce your mistakes. Every time you make a mistake, you will receive one of these. It's for your good. "And if you don't like it, you know what you have to do: move on from me and face the consequences." Thank me!

Gemma snorted. Where was the subspace, when I needed it? Immersed in that world, it would be easy for her to bear it. But no matter how hard he tried, he could not get into that state of mind.

"Thank you, Chief Pepe," he said, however.

"Ready?" He brandished the rod gratuitously and loudly in the air and put it back on his buttocks. He was amused by his reactions. He felt the blow before receiving it.

"Here, bitch! I am not left like this because that is the case."

PLAF!

Gemma screamed in pain. Without preparation of any kind, without previously heating the area, it had hurt terribly.

"Did you deserve it?"

Gema knew better than to contradict him. He nodded. In any case, he deserved it. It was nothing more than a treacherous worm. She had betrayed her husband in multiple ways.

First, for having gone with Luis Alberto, after Daniel hit him, with good reason. For once he'd shown to have balls, and she'd thanked him that way. What message had he given her?

Then, because he was so upset with Silvestre, when Daniel had only had the best intentions, looking for a lover who seemed so perfect. Although, of course, he had not done it only for herself, but motivated by selfish motives. But that didn't justify her continuing to resent him for that.

Then, because she was spiteful, she had looked for a lover like Gerardo, knowing that, because of his age and his physique, he was the opposite of what Daniel wanted for her. Although, she had fallen in love with him later. And that had been a new betrayal of him.

She had not behaved well with him and had forced him to wear a chastity device for prolonged periods. She had practically given up on making love to him to be exclusive to Gerardo. And, tied to the bed, he had fed her cum from her used pussy.

Not happy, she had wanted to seal her membership in him irrevocably and had signed that contract in which she authorized him to make public use of the photos and videos he had in her possession. It had done so under the formula of promotion and commercial exploitation of audiovisual material so that it would have legal solidity.

With Gerardo dead, of galloping lung cancer, during which she had suffered a lot, she had broken up because of her jealousy with Lidia and had made Daniel break up with her too. She had been unfair to him. After all he'd put up with, didn't he deserve a few romps with the young woman? To prevent him from making love to her, she could always have relied on the chastity device if she did not have faith in it. He hadn't been fair to him and probably not to her either.

After the death of Chief Gerardo – the only true boss – she had allowed her heir, Alan, to blackmail her with those mercantile rights she had inherited. It hadn't been real blackmail, not like what Pepe was doing to her, but a mere excuse. On the other hand, Alan was the kind of lover Daniel wanted for her. But her sin against him consisted in going to Barcelona without him and depriving him of witnessing the scenes of torrid sex with the young man, except for the few times he traveled to Madrid. That was not what Daniel wanted.

She allowed herself to be recorded by Alan and allowed him to post her pornographic videos on a channel. Legally, he was within her right to do so and she was obliged to provide him with a certain number of photos or certain minutes of videos of erotic content, as Gerardo had stipulated in the contract, which, just in case, he had elevated it to a public deed, with his friend the notary through. But it wasn't the contract that was the reason he was doing it. Alan kept his privacy by blurring his face, but, even so, Daniel didn't like it at all. He considered it a huge imprudence, and he was right! What if things with Alan went wrong at some point? Perhaps that's why, to prevent the consequences, she threw herself into making those videos. She preferred that Alan coerce her into full force, rather than have to face a separation from him. That was a betrayal of her husband because he was in the same boat.

Then, he had hooked up with Biel, knowing that, although young and with a good body (not so much the face, which looked like a boxer), he was not to her husband's liking. She had gone so far as to allow her to get pregnant because of him.

She had gone to Barcelona, had barely seen Alan, had been with Biel almost all the time and had told her husband many half-truths (i.e. lies).

To all that, she kept pushing him to be feminized by Mauro. The greatest betrayal against him was that he forced him and then looked at him with contempt for allowing himself to be pushed. "And I complain about Pepe forcing me?"

She had had sex with Pepe, who knew them. Soon everyone would know that her husband was a cuckold. That too had been treacherous.

The last betrayal was to allow himself to be extorted by Pepe and not count on him in a situation like that. But I wasn't going to tell Alan either. Was that also a betrayal?

"Worm! You deserve this. What you should be worried about is the collateral effects it may have on Daniel." I had to endure.

"Thank you, Chief Pepe. "It kept turning his soul to call him chief.

"I asked you if you deserved it!"

"Yes, Chief Pepe. I deserve it.

"I'm glad you recognize it. But why do you think you deserve it?

"For spilling beer."

"Yes, that's true. He looked at the ass. A nice horizontal red mark was being drawn on her buttocks. And why else?

"By..." not having been tolerant of the client. Because... having been disrespectful to him. "I was saying the words. Open Sesame! And Sesame had opened. But the subspace was still closed to her.

"Is that all?" "Don't you say anything about deserving it for making me a Guadiana, for appearing and disappearing? Do you think you can fuck me and then just walk away?"

"Yes, Chief Pepe.

"Slut! Do you think I'm a throwaway toy?"

"Take the mop and clean the floor!" And apologize to the customer!

Pepe kept the stick in a place where she could see it.

"The panties stay like this," he warned her and left the office.

"Excuse me," he said to the customer at the bar, who was still there. That was one of the regulars. He used to have a quick pacharán and then leave. Another drink? He offered, seeing that he had an empty glass. The customer nodded. Pepe discarded the ice cubes and added new ones. Then he refilled the liquid. I had to read him the primer," he amused himself by revealing to him. I think he has learned his lesson.

Gema managed to find the mop. Armed with the bucket and stick, she returned to the scene of her crime.

"I'm so sorry, sir," he apologized. His ass still hurt. And, although she was used to thongs, even, she felt that her panties brushed her anus with every movement.

The customer watched as he scrubbed the floor. It was a sexy picture. Pepe had not exaggerated with her, although she was surly. But he had already warned her that it was her first day and that she was in the process of teaching her. "What's that?" he was surprised and bent down to get a better look at his butt.

"Aren't you going to dry my arm?" he asked, before he walked away.

"I'm sorry. Wait. I'm going to get a towel.

He took her by the arm and pulled her to him.

"Why don't you dry me with your panties?"

"How??? Gema was scandalized. The abrupt comment had thrown her off.

"Like that. "Look," he said and extended his arm horizontally.

"How?" I... no... "Sir," he stammered. The others...

"Customers?" They are doing their own thing. "They were, except for the one at the bar." It's just a moment. Or do you prefer that I ask for the complaint form?

"No... I..." He looked sideways.

"It's just a little pass," the customer insisted and kept his arm outstretched. It's the least you can do, after you've poured half a beer on me. "I was exaggerating.

Gemma relented. Pepe watched her. He didn't want another whipping with the horrible rod. And so did the customer at the bar. The others... I wasn't sure. There were hardly any people and the others seemed to be on their own. I didn't know any of them. But what if someone I knew came in? A neighbor who knew her, even if only by sight, who knew where she lived...

"I'm sorry, Daniel." She was committing a new betrayal of her husband.

With his legs spread, he advanced towards the customer's outstretched arm. He continued walking, until he mounted it.

The man then raised his arm and pressed it against her pussy.

"See?" I already told you you could. It's not that bad, is it? Move back and forth. Dry my arm with your panties. They are sure to be cleaner than Pepe's towels. He laughed at his own joke. Hatch a burning water," he said, and suddenly pulled his arm back from between her legs, releasing her.

Gemma removed the mop and tray that had been left before. He left the mop in its place and asked Pepe for the brandy.

"Well, put it on. He shrugged and shook his head. Who's the boss here?

"You, Chief Pepe," he admitted, almost whispering. Again, he was embarrassed to call it that in front of the customer. That was worse than the scene I had staged before.

"Well, look for the bottle and the shot glasses." He looked at the customer at the table surprised. Beer and then brandy? What a strange combination! But what the customer wanted, the customer received. As long as he paid, of course.

Gema returned to the table with the shot on the tray. Without letting go of the tray, he placed it on the table.

"My arm is still wet," the man told her and extended it demonstratively towards her. Finish drying it.

"No... I...

"No?" He withdrew his arm. Then, bring the complaint form.

"No... I... I'm sorry... okay... Sir. But just a little bit," he accepted and made a gesture to move towards him.

"Not like that. Turn around.

"How?"

"Of course, Victoria, apart from being clumsy, must be stupid. How badly your parents chose the name! Turn around and walk backwards. It's just a moment.

Gemma obeyed and mounted on the arm, walking backwards this time. The man raised his arm and pressed it against his vulva.

"See?" It's not that bad. Move back and forth. He lifted the back of her dress with his other hand. The wound I had thought I had distinguished before, indeed, looked bad. "You're a beast, Pepe," he said with his eyes. "That's why we understand each other so well." He smiled at her. Look. See? It's not that serious. Only Pepe and that guy he's talking to at the bar are looking at you. The others pass you by. You're lucky that only that guy looks at you. Do you know him? No? Neither did I. Don't stop! Dry me thoroughly! What do you think he's thinking? He must be hallucinating in colors, don't you think? He must think that he has gone to the wrong venue. But he seems delighted. She must be thinking you're a slut with three pairs of balls. Are you? Are you a slut? Look at what you're doing. You're fucking my arm, huh? Are you a slut?

Gema gasped, even though it wasn't putting anything on her. "We are next to home!" If she continued like this, if Pepe forced her to continue doing that, she would spread the word and... Even if she didn't do anything strange, just to be seen serving with those pints... Even if she put on a normal waitress suit, just if Pepe looked at her in a certain way, brushed her once in a certain way...

"Yes, I'm a slut, sir.

"Are you sure your name is Victoria?" Are you sure your name isn't Lola? María de los Dolores?

—¡AY!

Gema jumped off his arm, but the man had the reflexes to hold her back, grabbing her by the panties on the pubis.

"Quiet." Meek, eh? He spoke to him as if he were a horse. I'm just cleaning your wound. He put his fingers back in the glass, dipped them in brandy, and went over the mark with them.

"Ahh! Gema complained again. That stung a lot.

"Quiet." You don't want this to get infected. Hang in there. Do you see Pepe? He's a hidebitch since I've known him. And I do not say this for his holy mother. And you see that man? I could intervene. Or leave. But instead, he merely observes. I think he is already going for his third cup. Do you think someone is going to help you here? Look at those other two. They go about their business, as if with nothing. They are not interested in you. Who do you think is going to come to your aid? "If I were you, I would get away from Pepe, if you can," he advised. And if you can't, if you're trapped, you'd better do whatever he asks of you," she warned. That guy is chungo. He is tremendously spiteful.

"Ouch! Gema complained. Fortunately, it was already a little less.

"Are you trapped?" Maybe I can help you. No, don't tell me. He has a good ear. "If you're trapped," she lowered her voice, "if you're doing it against your will, say you're a slut and a whore. Say, "I'm a slut and a whore." If he's forcing you, I could help you.

"I'm... I'm a slut and a whore, sir. "What did you just say, exactly?"

"Here, drink this," he said and offered him what was left of the shot of brandy. He hadn't had any drinks, though only half of them were left. It will suit you. Move. Dry my arm with your panties. Look at it. Make him a toast, if you like. Say you're a slut and a whore, and drink it in one gulp.

He didn't like hard alcoholic beverages at all. She had made the exception with Gerardo to have whiskey with him with ice. She had even taken a liking to him, but it had been because of him. She had never tasted the brandy, but she was sure that she would not like it at all and that it would make her feel bad.

He moved back and forth on that man's arm. He no longer grabbed her pubis. She looked at Pepe with half-closed eyes. Yes, that man was right. Pepe was a great son of a bitch, twice great for the same reason, and surely he was even dangerous. What a damage he had done her! Fortunately, that man cared about her. How badly I had judged him at first, when he had not reacted to his charms! But now that he knew his desperate situation, he had reacted.

He raised the tiny glass and toasted.

"I'm a slut and a whore.

The man pulled his arm back from between her legs.

"I'm going to see what I can do." Trust me and, as long as I find a solution, don't contradict Pepe," he implored her, visibly worried about her. For God's sake! Look how you left my arm. It's soaking wet! I swear it's wetter than before! Yes, you're a slut and a whore.

Embarrassed, she quickly walked away. Not knowing where to go, he ended up in the office.

No! It was not possible! It wasn't true that he had been excited! He felt nauseous. The brandy was already affected. Or maybe he felt bad for other reasons. The customer was lying! He did not dare to check it.

But that man was his friend. He had said he would help her. He had warned her that Pepe was dangerous and had begged her to be careful with him.

I already knew that it was dangerous. If he wasn't, he hadn't gotten involved in coercing her. That was a crime! Who if not a criminal did such a thing? It was even possible that he dealt drugs in his place to get an extra! How else did it manage to survive, with the dwindling clientele? Surely he knew very bad people. What network had I fallen into? Oh, God! No, I didn't want to drag Daniel into that. The man had told her that he would help her. He had worried about her and had healed the wound that Pepe had made with the rod. But what was his name? He hadn't even told her his name.

He opened his eyes. She had the rod right in front of her. She backed down, impressed. He had hurt her a lot with a single blow. I had seen it on the monitor. She gasped as she remembered how he had raised his arm before hitting her. And before that, how he had made her pull up her dress. He had seen it all on the monitor. He turned and saw the camera. He had recorded everything. He gasped again. He had recorded how he thanked him for the punishment! She had recorded her calling him boss Pepe.

There it had been, on that table. She had made him bend over and lean against her, with his chest on the table. Like that, in that way. Then, he had forced her to pull up her dress. Like this, with your legs together. Afterwards, he had tucked his panties between her cheeks, just like he was wearing it now. And then...

"WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?"

Gemma was startled and sat up immediately.

"I..." "Why couldn't I finish the sentences with him?"

"I don't pay you to slack off!" Go out and serve customers!

Pay? Was he going to pay him?

He quickly left the room.

"Ask them if they want anything," he said, behind her. They are not here to chat, but to consume.

Pepe left shortly after. Satisfied, but never satisfied enough, he watched as the woman had approached the two customers at table six. The other was already gone. He had taken advantage of the absence of both to leave. The one at the bar remained.

"Another pacharán?" He offered.

The customer shook his head and covered the glass with his hand. He had already had too much to drink.

"Yes, come on. A day is a day. Look, I've got this other one that you're going to love. It is of premium quality. I keep it for special clients, who know how to appreciate it. "With how screwed I was, I wouldn't distinguish the good from the bad. She took the glass from under the man's hand and poured him another glass, despite his refusal.

"They don't want anything," Gema told Pepe.

"Well, convince them. He made a sign to him looking at the cup of pacharán to take him as an example. The customer who only had one drink, already had four and was going to pay for them all.

"How?" Gema whispered.

"These employees of today," he told the customer at the bar, "want to be paid a lot, work little, and show zero initiative. He turned to her again and, without lowering his voice, said, "Cope as best you can. I don't know. Talk to them. Give them a striptease in exchange for asking for something. Give them a blowjob if you prefer. But do something and don't stand there with your arms crossed. Or you know what's in store for you.

Gemma looked at him in amazement. Do you really expect me to make them a... a striptease... or worse... so that they would drink a beer of three bucks or a glass of six in exchange?

"Hey. This one you were with before. Did he pay you?

"You invited him—" You invited him, Chief Pepe," he reminded him.

"Beer, but not shot," he said. Has it made you a simpa? He looked at her with a mixture of anger and disappointment. When you started an hour ago, you owed me a cell phone, miss. A new iPhone. She raised her index finger and put it to her lips to silence her before she spoke. Would you dare call him a liar?

"That clunker wasn't an iPhone and it wasn't new even when he bought it!"

"Now you owe me your cell phone and a drink."

"A drink? But it was only a tiny shot!"

—Plus the fees for your professional training. Or do you think I'm going to show you for free? When are you going to pay me all that? Go and do whatever it takes to get them to have a drink!

Beaten, literally and figuratively, she returned to the table of two. "What a bastard! What do you mean I owe him?!"

"Let's see what he does, huh?" He said to the man. She considered whether to pour him one more drink, but she saw him very sucked up and was afraid that he would vomit on her. Of course, she would be in charge of cleaning up the vomit. You liked it, huh? Isn't it delicious? Wait, I'll give you another one. He removed the half-drunk glass to put the fifth on it. Eh. "Look," he said and pointed at Gema.

"I've got to get them to drink something or Pepe will hit me again with that horrible stick." The other possibility was to fuck him and go home. But if I had already feared the consequences before, now after what I had heard that kind man say...

Friendly? Had he been kind to her? In contrast to Pepe, he had been.

"How am I going to get them to drink something? I've asked them before, and they didn't want to." He considered telling them that they were going to close and that, if they did not take anything, they would have to leave, but that was not going to solve their problem if they simply left.

"Quiet night, eh?" He picked up a chair and sat down with them. Will you invite me to something? "Was she being too brazen?"

The two looked at her unconvinced. Were they gay? "Sure, they're gay! I have nothing to do." A little voice proposed the solution: "Call Daniel."

"Invite the waitress?" One dared to speak. Shouldn't it be the other way around, that you invite us? What are you? A kind of whore?

He ignored the hurtful comment. The man had just given him the solution.

"Okay, guys. What do you drink?

"A Macallan-cola," one quickly agreed.

"Me, another.

Gemma raised her eyebrows. Neither short nor lazy, those two had just ordered a rather expensive whiskey at their expense. "Look at mixing it with Coca-Cola!" He was no longer into whisky, but he knew that it was little less than a crime. "Okay. The important thing is to survive." He had enough money to be able to buy them a few drinks, even if they were expensive. In any case, I doubted that Pepe had that brand.

"They want a Macallan, Chief Pepe.

"And what am I?" Your waiter? He looked at the customer at the bar and shook his head, amused. Look it up. Out there. Up there," he ended up specifying and winked at the customer at the bar.

"Fuck! Yes, it does. And how did I get to the top shelf now?" He saw a ladder, placed it and climbed on it. "Fuck! My ass is visible!" Not only the ass, but the mark it had left on him. "Sons of bitches!" She was sure that they had done it on purpose. "Free drink, because I'm an idiot, and on top of that I show you my shame."

"Epa! Don't fall! That bottle, that face! He stood behind her and helped her down safely. Those high heels she wore could be treacherous, even for an experienced slut like her.

As he came down, he brushed her thighs with his hands, then her hips, then her waist, and finally, although she was not entirely passing through and had to be diverted, her breasts.

"You almost fell," he said and pressed her against him. He hugged her from behind, one hand on her lower belly, the other on her chest.

It was not true. He had not lost his balance at any time. In fact, he had an excellent sense of balance. "Well, you can't tell," his little voice snapped. "You do weirder and weirder things."

"Go with them." I'll put the glasses on you," he offered, for once.

Gema didn't need a second invitation to slip out of his embrace. Of course, he preferred the two gays. He sat down with them and tried to strike up a conversation.

"Gem!" Pepe called her, after a while. They are there.

"Three?" She asked, confused, when she saw the three glasses on the tray.

"Of course. You proposed to have a drink with them, didn't you?

Damn rat! It was one more drink that I would have to pay him! Apart from the cost and the fact that he didn't feel like it, on top of that he would have to drink it with Coca-Cola. Although he doubted that he would be able to drink the whisky dry, as he had done with Gerardo, it still seemed criminal to combine it with a soft drink. "I'm sorry, Gerardo," he apologized. "Wherever you are, forgive me and give me a hand, please," he implored him.

Pepe was kind and helped her put the tray with the glasses in position, on her hand.

"Don't drop it," he warned. It's expensive.

He managed to put the glasses on the table without making pots.

The two gay men grabbed their glasses and took a sip. They nodded their heads delightedly. Yes, it was good.

Not to make them ugly, and since she would have to pay for it, she also took a sip of hers. "This is not Macallan!" Now he understood why Pepe had offered to prepare the drinks himself. He tried to console himself. At least she wasn't committing a crime to her deceased lover by taking it in combination.

Suddenly, he felt a hand on his left knee and instantly another on his right. "But weren't they gay?" The whiskey had awakened his instincts. That or they had been more interested in being invited than in taking advantage of it.

He tried to smile, but he couldn't. He was there for extortion, not of his own volition or vice.

"Drink!" one urged her. That you don't drink anything!

He took a long drink. Since he couldn't get into subspace, he would at least get into the space of drunkenness.

The hands became emboldened and went up his thighs.

The one on the left took an ice cube and ran it around the inside of his thigh. The other imitated him.

Gemma gasped. Her instinct demanded that she close her legs, but she forced herself to keep them open so as not to be unfriendly with both of them.

He took another drink. I needed it. Who were they? Were they from the neighborhood? Had you ever crossed paths with them? For her they were new faces, but for them? Had they seen it before and noticed it? What if they were from the neighborhood? He breathed rapidly. The ice was cold. That was a no-brainer. Was the drink going to his head? How much had Pepe carried him? He was cold and in his groin.

A man took her leg and stretched it over her thighs. The other did the same. They forced her to sprawl and caressed her with four hands and two ice cubes.

"He has cameras all over the premises!" warned Gema.

Pepe nudged the bar customer and, proudly, encouraged him to watch. He had drunk too much and was beginning to fall asleep, despite the spectacle. He took a sip of his Macallan. Authentic Macallan, on the rocks. He smiled.

The hands had become emboldened and they were no longer satisfied with the legs and groin. One of the two put an ice cube on her clitoris.

"Ah! Gema complained. He bit his lower lip.

The ice did not take long to soak the panties and this, despite the thick fabric, became transparent.

"I think he likes you," one said to the other.

"No. He likes you more.

"I think he wants to fuck." He took his hand away from her and took a drink.

"See if it's wet, as that one said." He gestured to the table that was now empty.

"Too late. It's soaked with ice. Look how he has left it as a child. He showed it and threw it back.

"It's very hot. "He spoke as if under the influence of alcohol. Or was she the one listening to him like that?

Was she drunk? I hadn't drunk that much. Had Pepe put something in his drink? Impossible! He hadn't been able to tell which cup was his.

What if he had adulterated the three glasses with drugs? Were those two as damaged as she was? That's why it was difficult for them to speak!

"It's hot," agreed the other.

"It's very hot. But I want to know if it's wet.

"Well, put your fingers in it and check." That is not as far as the ice has reached.

"Still. He laughed.

"Nor will it come." It would melt sooner.

They both laughed.

The man – he didn't know if it was the one who had made the proposal – pulled her panties aside and tried to explore the inside of her vaginal lips.

Gemma resisted and grabbed his hand by the wrist. But the man's fingers kept moving and continued to explore.

"It's wet," he confirmed and laughed again.

"Why don't you give us a striptease?"

"Yes, get on the bar and give us a strip... Strip.. Strip-those!

No! I wasn't going to do that! There were cameras pointed in all directions and now I knew that Pepe recorded everything! Those men could be from the neighborhood, if not those two, then the other one who was still at the bar! And they would see the mark of his ass! And Pepe would get away with it, whatever that meant.

One on each side, a hand under each thigh and forcing her to put her arms behind her back, they carried her to the bar and sat her on top of it.

"Rip! Rip! Rip! They encouraged her.

"Pepe, put on music!" Don't you have the Nine and a Half Weeks? Let her become a Kim Basinger!

—Tararán-tantan-ta-ta-ta-ta-tán...

"Be careful! Pepe warned her. Don't fall!

"What a mania with dropping things or falling!" Of course! She was too precious to him to injure himself or break his chrism.

"Come on, come up!" One of them told him.

"Come up!" Come up! Come up! The other applauded.

"Fuck!" I was a little dizzy. He leaned on the arm of one of them to climb up. I would have to be careful.

He managed to get on when the music was already playing.

"Why am I doing this?" I was dancing to the music, moving my hips and taking a little step to the left and another to the right. As long as he didn't give any forward or backward ones, he was safe. "If I broke my neck, everything would be easier." Once the cat died, the rabies ended. Or was it the dog? Or the bitch?

He unbuttoned the first button – that is, the second, since the first had already been unfastened by Pepe before. She tried to move in a sensual way to arouse men. Interestingly, at that time she was finding it easier to get into the role of a lustful and promiscuous slut than before. "Maybe he did put something in my drink." The next button was unbuttoned. The two men had sat down in front of her, and their cheers cheered her up. With three buttons unbuttoned, she opened her top and exposed her tits, contained only by the bra. Pepe's hideputa – as the other man had called him – extorted her and drugged her and forced her to do all that. He couldn't believe what he was doing. "Shit! I'm doing a striptease on those clients." She didn't know any of the three, but any of them could be from the neighborhood and they might know her by sight.

"Daniel is not going to like this at all!" she acknowledged, but continued dancing sinuously; she was under a compulsion – Pepe's, with his blackmail and his drugs, and that of the lust of the two men – and she couldn't help but undress and dance obscenely for them. Daniel was going to be very angry as soon as he found out. With everything he had already accumulated, it was likely that he would repudiate her and divorce her. It was the best thing for him; He would be free and could look for a better woman, one who was neither treacherous nor selfish. Even if it hurt at first, it was going to be the best thing for him. He would be released. She was already doomed, but Daniel could still be saved.

One more step and the next button was unbuttoned. There were only two left.

She opened her dress as far as the penultimate button would allow and showed her baby bump and ugly belly button. She wasn't proud of her belly button—she had been born at home in a hurry and had had an ugly makeshift darning done on her face—but what was this aesthetic flaw compared to the rest of her ugliness?

"And haven't you thought about Alan?" one of her little voices tried to warn her, in a desperate attempt to make her come to her senses. "Alan loves you both! If Daniel separates from you, what good are you to Alan alone?"

Alan. Who was Alan? He knew who he had thought he was and he knew what he wanted him to be, but what was he really being?

He was embarrassed, however, and his cheeks flushed. Precariously, she turned so that they could not see her, neither her navel nor her face, although she continued dancing.

And there was Pepe, behind the bar, right in front of her.

"Wow!" commented another of her little voices. "This fight is going to be interesting: In a corner of the ring, the desired Alan. Handsome, vigorous, intelligent and cultured... and disappointing... but always the eternal promise. He has the power to destroy you, if you don't obey him, with the vast audiovisual material he has of you and he can do it with impunity. But you know he never will," he announced to the first opponent. Alan was also to blame for her being in the situation she was in now. It had been his suggestion – that they were orders to her – that had gotten her into this mess. "And in the other corner of the ring, the revulsive and evil Pepe, as treacherous and unscrupulous as yourself. He also has the power to destroy you, with that one recording he had of you and that you have now expanded and are expanding to a few more. If you do, you may go to jail, though you could get off the hook if you claim you've been hacked. You know that he will have no qualms about using what he has to get what he wants. Although, to destroy you, she doesn't even need to illegally leak any of your videos, because it's enough for her to continue working in her restaurant, as you're doing now." What was going to happen as soon as the interests of both of Alan and Pepe collided and she received conflicting orders?

Pepe looked at her with a smile from ear to ear.

"Get down," he ordered. Bend down and show them your ass.

I wanted him to bend down without bending his knees and show them his marks! "This bastard has marked me and now those customers will know!" If not tomorrow, the whole neighborhood would know very soon. I wasn't just cheating and I wasn't just having sex with him.

"Do it." Lean on me. You won't fall," Pepe urged her, falsely.

If he did, he would fall, if not physically, in a worse way.

She felt compelled to obey him. Anyway, I was doing a striptease. Although showing her ass marked in that way was more than undressing, it was an unmistakable declaration of intentions.

He spread his legs and leaned forward. She leaned her hands on Pepe's shoulders. She didn't need to pull up her dress, because it climbed up by itself and exposed her ass.

She heard the exclamations of amazement behind her. It took them a while to realize the meaning.

"Wow! This Pepe is a brute! He has marked it!

"Yes!" He does know how to treat a girl. He has put his mark on it. It is clear that it belongs to him. Now I understand everything. How lucky the bastard is!

Pepe extended his arms and put his hands on her collarbones.

"Let go of your hands," he urged. You won't fall. I hold you. Let go of your hands and pull up your dress.

It was not necessary for him to do it, because it was very short and in that position he already exposed his ass. But he liked to degrade her in that way and make her collaborate in her own humiliation.

"Good. And now, kiss me! Show them how you need me and how much you want me!

Gemma bent down a little more and kissed him on the mouth. What else could I do but obey him? Her tongue penetrated his mouth. She didn't notice the taste of whiskey because she had also drunk.

"I'm biting him in this posture, while customers admire the mark he has left on me!"

I hated it! He FORCED her to do things! He forced it. It penetrated her intimate life. That was not an adventure in faraway Barcelona in front of strangers. He had it in his hands or, rather, in his recordings. He could bring it down at any moment, literally and figuratively. He drugged her – without a doubt! – and that is why it was less difficult for him to do what he was doing and behave in that way in front of the customers in his neighborhood. He was an abject being, even more so than Biel. I hated it!

He let go of a hand from his collarbone and, in return, grabbed his neck. He stopped kissing her and turned his face away enough for her to notice his disgusting triumphant smile. He let go of his other hand on his collarbone and, for a moment, she thought he would rush, but he held her by the neck with one hand. Then, using his free hand, he slapped her.

"Take off that damn bra and show them your tits!" From tomorrow you will come without a bra. I want to see how your hard nipples are marked through the fabric.

"Yes, Chief Pepe," she confirmed, as soon as she recovered from the shock of the slap.

The owner of the place became impatient and, without waiting for her to react, lowered a glass of her bra and exposed her. Then he covered it with his paw and squeezed it.

"Do you like this, whore?"

"Yes, Chief Pepe," she admitted, not because she liked it, but because that's what he wanted to hear. Denying it would only bring him more problems.

He slapped her again.

"Well, kiss me!"

She had no choice but to bring her face closer and kiss him. And so he did. His tongue penetrated her mouth again and Pepe felt her chest again while he was biting her.

"Don't touch yourself!" He warned her, when he saw that she was putting a hand between her legs. I want you to check out how this makes you. You belong to me and you're going to do everything I tell you. He was beginning to understand how she worked. Otherwise..." He put his tongue back in his mouth.

Gemma feared losing her balance. The height of the bar was enough to crash, but Pepe kept it well fastened.

The owner of the premises moved away from his mouth and slapped him again.

"Pull down your panties, bitch!" Let them see what belongs to me.

She obeyed. It belonged to him, for all intents and purposes, in the same way that his restaurant did. One property had been acquired by supposedly paying for the other, through extortion, but the effect was the same. There, he was the owner and he could do with it whatever he wanted, just as he could do with the chairs and tables or the bottles of alcohol.

She closed her legs and the panties slid down, stroking them as they fell.

"Ah!" he despaired at his own behavior. "I can't be doing this!"

Pepe was still holding her by the neck. It was the only thing that, in that position, prevented him from falling to the ground. With the other hand he felt her chest. His gaze was on her legs and the movement of her panties, then on the customers, and then on her eyes.

It was so degrading what I was making him do, especially the manner. "He has marked me with the rod, but the real mark is this," he acknowledged. It was an indelible mark and the only way to erase it would be to cut off all her friends from the neighborhood and go live in another part of the city. Even so, the stigma would haunt them, and if by some miracle he didn't, the memory and shame would endure. "Those people know me!" I didn't know it, but if they didn't know it, they were already starting to do it.

Plaf! A new slap.

"Open your legs!" "Humiliating her was proving much more rewarding than I had expected. He had initially thought only of forcing her to have regular sex with him, but degrading her was much better. That cock-warming slut thought she could show up half-naked in her place, she thought she could seduce him whenever she felt like it and then leave him with honey on his lips, licking her lips, making him dream of her. Well, he had been wrong! And he had made a serious mistake. He would fuck her whenever he wanted, on his own terms, not when she felt like it because she was bored. That, of course. But it would do much more than that. She was going to pay for the duck that all the other-warming had been ordering throughout their lives, women who thought they were better than him, who provoked him just to laugh at him.

Gema managed to get one foot out of her panties and spread her legs.

"What am I doing?! Why do I do it?!" The shame was terrible. Those two were looking at his crack! But that was not the worst thing. The worst thing wasn't that I was doing anything more than a striptease, either. There are ways and means to get naked and what he was doing was highly obscene. The worst thing was how Pepe was degrading her. It was not a striptease in which she had things under control, as she had mistakenly imagined at first. Those slaps... that way of feeling his chest... it's a way of putting your tongue in his mouth... that hand around his neck... He controlled it. He vilified her.

She obeyed because she had no choice, because she believed that the consequences of disobeying him would be worse... and as he obeyed him, he became more mired in his own mud.

Plaf! Another slap in the face. His face burned. Did he do it out of shame or because of the slaps? It burned that cheek more than the other, but they both burned.

"Put a hand on your pussy and open it!" And don't take the opportunity to touch yourself! He emphasized his warning by pinching her nipple.

Pepe looked at her in a disgustingly penetrating way. There was no hesitation in his gaze or in his voice. I was going to make him do it. Why didn't he just fuck her privately, even spanking her, if it turned him on?! Why did he make him do that in front of his clients?! If he wanted to humiliate her in front of them, wasn't it enough for him to make her pour them drinks, dressed in a sexy way? Wasn't it enough for her to be devoured with her eyes and even with her hands?

She let go of one hand from her dress – she had held it again with both hands so that it would not come down and not cover an inch of her butt, because that was what Pepe wanted – and took it in front between both legs. She separated her index and middle fingers and opened the petals of her vulva. "Now you can see what I'm like inside," she said to herself, resigned, aware that the two customers saw the pink flesh inside her pussy... and more than that.

Unintentionally, the palm of her hand pressed against her and made her gasp inside Pepe's mouth, who kissed her again.

"Daniel will never forgive me for this," she shuddered. For him, kissing was the most intimate part of sex.

"Why don't you take your panties?" He suggested to the customer at the bar.

The customer reached out and Gema lifted her foot so that she could get her underwear.

After what she was doing, what were they going to call her in the neighborhood? She had already changed, at Alan's suggestion, her way of dressing for an exuberantly sexy one. People had noticed and now... that.

"They will say a lot of sexy clothes, but that I wear grandmother's panties," she was amused to speculate. She must have been drunk to suffer like that.

And what would they say about Daniel?

And Vicky? "my daughter! I can't always think about her. In short, what good has it been for me?"

"Is it wet?" Pepe was interested.

"S-s-yes it is," stammered the customer, struggling to pronounce it right. Fascinated, he explored the crotch area with his thumbs. The slimy moisture made them slide easily.

"It's not true!" Gema refused. It wasn't wet. I wasn't excited. That didn't put her at all! In fact, she hated Pepe for forcing her.

Enraptured, the customer put his panties to his nose and breathed in its scent.

"And now he knows how I smell!"

He was nothing more than a skinny and wrinkled old man. Maybe not so old, but alcohol and surely loneliness had made him age before his time.

"Tell them out loud." Let them hear you!

"It's-it's-it's mo-wet," he reconfirmed and put his panties to his nose again.

"No! Not true!"

"Have you heard?" This makes her! He stopped squeezing her chest and, in return, slapped her twice, from right to left, first with his palm, then with the back of his hand. Plaf-plaf! Then he continued to play with her nipple and twisted it. How does she have her pussy? Would you say it looks wet? He looked at the two customers. Then, he turned her back and looked at her with brutal intensity.

"Of course, Pepe. It shines that it is scary.

"A river of secretions flows. Someone is going to have to plug that, if you don't want it to flood your premises.

Plaf-plaf! Again, he slapped her from right to left.

"Did you hear, whore?" Now everyone knows what you like. He kissed her again, but this time, instead of putting his tongue in her mouth, he sucked and made her empty, hurting her.

"Then put something in it!" Then, turning to her, he said with ferocity and resentment, "This is only the beginning, bitch!" You've played with the wrong person! Now you play by my rules.

"Ah! Ahhh! Ahhhh! He complained. It was very stinging. Her pussy was burning. What had that man just put in her??!!

She tried to take it out with her hand, but Pepe caught it.

—¡Ayyy! ¡Ahhh! ¡¡¿Qué has hecho?!!

"Hands, still!" Or I'll let you go and let you fall apart! To illustrate what he meant, he lowered his arm and stopped holding her by the collarbone.

Gemma was afraid of rushing and struggled in the air to regain her balance. When she succeeded, she tried to stand up to return to a stable position, but Pepe kept her in that precarious position.

"Ahhhh! He went on complaining. Burn!

"Bah! It's not that bad! Pepe dismissed with contempt. Flooded as your pussy is, it won't take long for you to extinguish that fire. He has only put a bottle of tabasco in you. He winked at the customer as a complicity, congratulating him on the good idea he had had. Plaf-plaf! He quickly slapped her twice. Then, he put his hand on her pussy. She felt the bottle and took the opportunity to rub her. You like this, huh? Say you like it! Say you like your pussy to burn!

"Ahhh! He tried to take his hand away and tried to get to his sex to get the damn little bottle, but Pepe's paw wouldn't move. Fortunately, if I could speak of fortune, in the situation I was in, the intensity of the stinging was subsiding.

"It's not that bad. He has put the bottle in you with his ass in front of you. "Even so, I didn't doubt that it would sting him, because the customers, who were all, always spilled tabasco and smeared the bottles. I still had some burgers in the freezer. Say so, if you don't want me to put it upside down!

"I like it!" Gema surrendered. I like my pussy to burn!

"Say it's always burning!"

"I always have it burning!" he admitted. It stung him too much to be ashamed of what he had just confessed. Alas! Get this out of me, please! Chief Pepe. Alas! Take it out of me!

"Nothing of that!" Now you're going to dance for my clients and you're going to do it with that inside. You just said you like it," he reminded her and gave a sarcastic smile. Let's see if we can increase the rhythm, because we were already getting bored with your slow dance. They want something wilder. He helped her to her feet. You better not fall for that! He warned her. Sure that he would obey him, he focused on music and changed it for a more agitated one.

It seemed like African music and Gema tried to move to the rhythm of the drums. The stinging of the tabasco in her pussy was enough of a stimulus to move wildly; The difficulty was to do so without falling off the bar.

She quickly unbuttoned her dress and quickly took it off. The costume was of low quality and the fabric had been itching since she'd put it on, but getting rid of it was less of a relief than she'd imagined, due to the effect of the hot sauce on her pussy.

He did not want to give Pepe reasons to make his threat a reality. I saw him well capable of taking the bottle out of him to put it back in, his head in front and without a cap! She moved obscenely, especially her hips, to the delight of Pepe and, above all, of her customers, who were looking at her from the front. "What it forces me to do!" Her bare chest and necklace bounced and bounced. The bottle of tabasco was not in danger of coming out of her pussy, because with the pain her vaginal muscles had contracted and they held her tightly. "I hope I don't break it."

"Don't take off your bra!" He heard Pepe order him over the African frenzy. I like how it looks on you, with one out.

Without a doubt, she looked more of a slut like that, with her bra covering only one breast, than completely naked.

The two customers helped her down from the bar.

"You like this, huh?" asked the one in front of him. It was just a rhetorical question, and he crossed her face twice with his hand. He grabbed her head and kissed her. Knowing that she was well held with her tongue and lips, she let go of a hand and brought it to her crotch. He pulled down his fly and pulled out his member.

The man's cock, hard and hungry, pressed against his belly. She knew what Pepe expected of her and, for that reason alone, she took her in his hand.

Instantly, she felt the other man behind her. His cock, just as hard and eager, pressed against his injured ass. Again, she sensed what Pepe wanted from her and took her with his other hand, just so as not to give her reasons to be angry.

The hand of one of them felt her bare chest. The other's, from behind, squeezed her other through her bra.

Her pussy was still burning.

Suddenly, she was turned one hundred and eighty degrees, so that she was confronted with the other man.

Plaf! Plaf! He, too, believed in the right to cross his face. If they continued like this, he was going to end up with bruises on his face, if it wasn't too late to avoid them.

The man kissed her and squeezed her bare chest. The other was satisfied with the one that still covered her bra.

He had a cock in each hand. They were in the middle of the terrace and at least two cameras had her in their sights. Two cameras, two cocks, plus Pepe's two eyes, and the two of the other customer, who surely saw double, with everything Pepe had encouraged him to drink.

Suddenly, the music stopped. Pepe clapped his hands twice to attract his attention.

"Closing time!" he announced. If you want more, you know where to find it.

Quickly, the two customers turned away from her and picked up their swords. It was as if the door had been slammed in her face and, suddenly, she felt naked and covered her shame as best she could with her hands. The waitress's hat, which still adorned her head, only accentuated her nakedness and added to her embarrassment.

"Charge this one," Pepe told him, as any local manager would have said to his waiter. There are five pacharanes, two of them premium. More—she remembered the souvenir she would take—the wet panties. Fifty euros. "It was a ruin, compared to everything I needed to make to maintain the premises, but I was already starting to make money from it." Where this one comes from," he said, pointing his index finger to her panties, "there's more.

The man was too drunk to protest and paid. Or he was too delighted...

"Leave the tabasco where it was," he told him and pointed to one of the tables. Does your pussy still itch?

"Yes," Gema muttered, with her back to him, as she put the tabasco on the table. Was it that Pepe intended to leave it there, on the table, so that later some unwary customer ...?

"We're going to settle accounts," Pepe announced, intentionally enigmatic. He recreated the view on her pretty ass, perfectly rounded and surprisingly upturned for his age. The horizontal mark of the rod made it even more appealing. If it were up to him, I would always have her serve drinks like this, with those heels, those little gloves, that necklace and that hat... and, otherwise, naked... and marked by it.

Gemma turned and looked at him in dismay. Why did he do that to her? Why did he hate her? Settle accounts? Hadn't he already humiliated her enough?

"You owe me fifty-seven euros for the whiskies," he declared. Sixty with the tip. He smiled disgustingly. I'm not greedy, you see. "Three euros as a tip, the rounding, was nothing.

"Are you really going to me... Are you going to make me pay for them," he corrected, "?" "After all I had done!"

She noticed that Pepe was devouring her with his eyes. Her eyes jumped from her breasts to her sex and back up. His lustful gaze made her feel uncomfortable, but there, in seduction, she had the possibility of influencing him and messing him up. Although it disgusted her, she allowed me to contemplate her in that revulsively shameless way. Aware that his lasciviousness was the only lever he had against him for the moment, he decided to stimulate it and set about setting up the chairs and tables.

"Obviously," Pepe said with apparent indifference. I'm not going to pay for your invitations. Four twelve-year-old Macallan whiskies...

"Four??? she exclaimed, between surprise and indignation, interrupting him.

"Four," Pepe persevered. Two of the clients, one of yours and the one you invited me to accompany you.

"That I will—" "He didn't continue. Pepe had put his arms on his feet and it was not convenient for him to annoy him. One more whisky, one less, that was the least of their problems, by far. She just shook her head in disbelief. "Yes, Chief Pepe," he agreed. What remedy was left to him? He mentally visualized the contents of his wallet. I'll bring it to you next time. "And now I'm assuming there will be a next time!" she lamented and indignant with herself. I'm afraid I haven't brought that much money.

"Are you asking me to write it down on your account?"

"Eh... yes... I guess.

Pepe half turned and pointed his index finger at a tile he had on the wall, behind the bar.

"Here people over 90 years of age are trusted, accompanied by their parents," Gema read.

"Are your parents still alive, Gema?"

"Yes, but I..." "Why was I asking that?" She was not that age. Was he calling her old??

"What would you think if you knew—" if they could see," he corrected himself, "what you do?"

Was he threatening her... again?

"Is your pussy still burning?" He nodded and pointed his gaze at one of the vials of tabasco. Answer! Is it still burning?

"Yes, Chief Pepe. "I knew what I wanted to hear.

"It always burns, eh?" Answer!

"Yes, Chief Pepe. It always burns me. He felt his face burn again.

"That would be interesting, eh?" Inviting your parents to a family meal, here, so they can see how you serve my customers, in that suit and their pussy burning. He laughed.

"Invite? You'd make me pay for it, you stingy!"

"Do you think you'd be able to serve Tabasco in hamburgers?"

She saw him make an obscene gesture. He meant putting tabasco in the food by holding the jar with his pussy!

"What do you think your father would think?" Does it still get up? Huh? Such an ardent little daughter... "I bet you'd get him up," he joked. He put his arms back on his hips and looked at her, suddenly in a serious way. Gema, don't me off," he warned. It doesn't suit you. If I tell you to pay me what you owe me, you pay! I accept payment by card. He pointed to the sticker with the logos of VISA and MasterCard.

The warmth of his cheeks went from shame to anger. He was crazy!

"I'm going to get the wallet.

"It's not necessary," Pepe discarded.

Had he changed his mind? Had all this been only to provoke and outrage her? Money was the least of it; what mattered was the fact itself. And why had he had to mention his parents, specifically his father?!

"Wait for me in the office. You know how.

With a face like a tomato and with a step as firm as she could, trying not to make her loss of dignity evident, Gema went to the small office. "Leave my father alone!" She took the position, leaning over the table. Why had I had to mention it?!

Pepe took his time. I was in no hurry. He closed the place and left everything in order to open the next day. He pondered what he was doing. I didn't have much to lose and, for the first day, things were going much better than expected. "'My pussy always burns, boss Pepe!'" she repeated his words. "Yes. And now I'll be the one to decide how and when you have to use it. I will no longer be subject to your whims."

"Have you seen the rod?" He asked, at the door of the office. It was a rhetorical question. He had left it where he could not ignore it.

Gemma nodded, distraught. I had observed him on the monitor finish cleaning up the place parsimoniously. He had made her wait, alone with her thoughts. I had seen him close the door. And now he was asking about the damned rod!

"Take it."

Gemma sat up and picked her up. For a few moments, he considered using it against him. Perhaps, if I left a good mark on her face, she would learn to respect it. I could hit him, but then what?

"Lie on that one, as before, with your hands behind you, on your tailbone. But hold the rod. "This is your new posture," he instructed. When I send you to the office, you will wait for me like this. You will undress, as you are now. "White heels, gloves, a necklace and a blue hat were perfect ornaments." And you'll wait, like this. Looking at the monitor," he said. You can see everything that happens in the premises. He looked for her purse, found it, and rummaged through it.

"Hey! Gema protested at the invasion of her privacy. She didn't like it at all when they rummaged through her bag. Biel had already done it and hated it, and now Pepe was doing it!

She heard Pepe digging in her bag. Apart from listening to it, I saw it on the screen.

"You have condoms for a regiment," he commented dryly.

Gema twisted her rictus. The dryness of his words proved to be more offensive than any mockery.

He opened her wallet and took out a credit card. Then, he approached her and left his wallet and the card reader on the table, where he could see them without hardly taking his eyes off the monitor.

He put a hand between his legs. He caressed her and parted her labia.

"You're dripping," he observed and inserted two fingers into her. And burning. He stepped back and took the rod from his hands. I don't want you to squeeze my cock out. I'm going to have to cool that down a little bit before I put it in. He waved the rod loudly in the air, just as he had done before.

She saw him on the monitor reach back to catch a run before hitting her and tensed. That blow had been horrible, as much as when the monster had whipped her with his belt in the middle of the clitoris, but different. He plucked up the courage to receive the impact on his flesh.

Pepe's arm accelerated and the rod rushed to his buttocks and kissed them. It didn't hurt. It hadn't hurt! She gasped, relieved.

Pepe caressed her buttocks with the stick. He had braked and had not hit her. He had hit her hard the first time and she had screamed pitifully. The mark he had left belied that he had exaggerated to soften it. And yet she was ready to take a similar second blow! He didn't need any more proof to certify that she belonged to him, although he loved putting it to the test.

"To lower the temperature, your hell," he told her and passed the rod between her vaginal lips, "you're going to get a spanking every time before you're fucked." Or maybe this will make it rise? He hesitated. Huh? What do you say?

Gemma pursed her lips and said nothing.

He continued to slide the rod between his vulva.

"Should I call your father," he stopped swiping her and instead began to tap her lips, "so that he can do it?" Huh?

Without warning and in a quick movement, he removed the stick from her pussy, threw his arm back and gave her a strong blow.

The woman screamed heartbreakingly and curled up.

Pepe surprised himself wondering why he kept putting her to the test. Was that what she was doing, or had she already gone straight to the phase of punishing her? Did she deserve such a punishment, just for provoking him with her little outfits, sleeping with him out of boredom, and then leaving him stranded?

"You think your father wouldn't have hit so hard, huh?" He asked, however. He had seen her react when he mentioned her parents, and he had every intention of continuing to provoke and torment her. Huh? He dropped the stick on the floor, pulled his erect cock out of his fly and stuck it unceremoniously in him.

"Uh! Gema exclaimed, as she felt his way through her brutally.

"For God's sake!" This burns hotter than before! You're going to scorch my cock! He fucked her with pleasure. Yes, he would fuck her whenever he wanted and in any way he wanted, on his own terms, not hers! He marveled at the narrowness of her pussy. For having given birth and considering how much of a whore she was, she had it deliciously narrow. Either that slut regularly did Kegel exercises to keep her pussy in shape so she could milk her lovers well, or the tabasco and the rod were responsible for her narrowness. Narrow, creamy and fiery. What more could I ask for? "Don't enjoy it so much!" he replied to himself. She moaned with pleasure, although she tried to hide it, and that meant that in the end she was doing it the way she liked it. He pulled his cock out of his hell and looked at it. It was soaked and whole; she had not been singed.

"Too hot," he said. It was burning me. He opened her buttocks and pierced her ass. Her vaginal secretions were enough to cause the anus to give way. Its swollen glans managed to break through and the rest of the phallus followed it until it managed to bury itself completely in it. "You like this less, huh?" Her ass was narrower, though, logically, less creamy. The pleasure was greater for the pussy, but taking it that way was more satisfying.

"Uh! Ah! Uh! She moaned and he continued to fuck her from behind without hesitation.

He pulled a hand away from his hips and manipulated the card reader. He then held the contactless card closer.

"He asks for the pin," he said.

"The pin?" Gema murmured, unable to think clearly. He had had a few moments of improvement, but his head was dull again. No doubt he had added something to his drink.

"The pin," Pepe insisted. I promise not to look. He demonstratively covered his eyes with one hand, though he spread his fingers apart so that he could do the opposite of what he had promised.

"One hundred euros?" He managed to distinguish, in a moment of relative lucidity.

"Because of the inconvenience and the commission for charging by card," Pepe explained, continuing to pump inside his ass.

It was an outrage! It was fifty-seven euros – self-invitation included – he had already raised it to sixty, and now he intended to charge him a hundred for the drinks! He intended to rob her for the drinks, while he hit her in the ass! How far was his vilification going to go?!

Dejected and gasping, she typed in the numbers.

"Biel is going to kill me," it occurred to him, which showed his poor mental state. "I'm supposed to get paid to fuck and here I am, paying!" He couldn't tell him what was happening to him or he would make him pay for the powder what he was already paying Pepe. "A whore who, instead of getting paid, pays..." She was not good for that, nor for a prostitute! "Worm. I'm a worm. Pepe knows it."

"Do you want a copy?" He offered. Without waiting for his answer, he printed it anyway and put it under his nose. I'll keep the card," he announced and put it in his pocket. In case I want to give you something. It was clear that he had looked. Or in case I have to give you a fine. Oh! He groaned with pleasure. Do you remember our first time? I bet you didn't see this coming. Or is it? Huh? Are you very bored at home? He asked between gasps. He fucked her vigorously. With that panfilo of a husband you have. Well, your boredom is over. Here you are going to have to really work.

He was not going to be able to refloat his premises, not even with his help. Times had changed and there was too much sentimentality. People had become soft, even those of their generation. He cursed Disney and millennials. What was wrong with hiring an intern and not paying him? Wasn't he being trained? What was wrong with exploiting the sexuality of a woman, especially one as exuberant as that, in whose ass she was about to cum? Wasn't it to enhance their natural attributes and gifts? "Nowadays you can no longer do certain things," he acknowledged. But he was going to carry them out anyway! "Let's live, it's two days!"

He put a hand between her legs and rubbed her clitoris.

"Cum! He spurred her on. He was about to cum. Cum for me, bitch! The woman began to moan more intensively than before. Are you going to cum? Are you going to do it? he asked, beside himself. Are you going to cum for me?

"Yes!" Yes! Ahh! Yes! "She wasn't enthusiastic about anal sex, unless it was combined with clitoral stimulation. Then, things changed...

"Ask me!" Ask me for permission! He sucked her buttock with his other hand. He knew that the two marks he had left with the rod must have hurt. He was not going to do it as she pleased, but as he pleased!

Gemma gasped. His ass was burning. The bastard hadn't used any lube, even though he'd seen the little bottle in his bag! I also hadn't used a lubricated condom. And his buttock hurt when he squeezed it like that. The only thing that saved her was that she had the other hand on her magic button...

"Please, Chief Pepe," she heard herself say, incredulous and disgusted with herself, "can I cum?"

"Run, you bitch!" "He wasn't such a bad person. On the contrary, he was merciful, because he had not denied her orgasm. It roared and poured out inside her. It was the best orgasm of her life and the semen did not stop flowing!, even better than the first time with her, when she had appeared, to her surprise, almost with panties in her hand. Exhausted, he lay on it for a long time. When his cock stopped pulsating, he pulled out from inside her. He looked down and looked at the turnip, admiring. He had behaved fabulously. Clean me! he ordered.

The woman turned and fell to her knees before him. Without being scrupulous – she had better not do it! – even though she had just ejaculated in his ass, she took it in her mouth.

"It's a volcano," he observed. "More than I thought." Was he going to be able to handle her on his own, or would he need help?

"Where do you buy your panties?"

The unexpected question surprised her. What was that about?

"No..." he took his cock out of his mouth to be able to answer, although he put it back in to think about the answer. He didn't have a fixed place. Well," he hesitated, "where I can, I suppose. "Sometimes I bought them at the flea market, but I wasn't going to admit that. Other times, I did it online, in some store, also in the erotic ones, but I wasn't going to confess that either. In the Women's Secret, I guess. "It wasn't a lie. There he sometimes shopped. She did it not so much for the genre, but for Daniel to accompany her. Sometimes he bought things for her, sometimes he humiliated him and made her buy women's underwear for him. He continued to wipe the turnip.

"Have you worn that," said the waitress's suit, "for your husband's pamphile?"

Why did I insist on calling him a pamphilus?! He wasn't...! But it was. How could I ignore what was happening?! Pepe blackmailed her and he didn't know about the mass the stocking! "He thinks more about Mauro than about me," he admitted regretfully. She couldn't complain because it was her fault.

"You only saw it in the box," he replied reliably and continued sucking it.

"Have you ever had your face on?"

"What??? The woman exclaimed, scandalized, her eyes wide.

"Shut up, bitch! He slapped her sideways. And open your mouth! A trickle of blood was sliding down the corner of his mouth.

He blinked and came out of his reverie. No, I wasn't going to urinate on his face, not yet, and even less in his office. I wasn't going to slap him anymore either. Of course, none so strong. It wasn't that he didn't deserve it. He just didn't want her to leave with a black eye and report him, and it wasn't her style either. He was not a brainless beast, but he knew how to moderate himself. His face was already swollen enough, although that could be due to his lust. The two horizontal lines, on the other hand, left no room for doubt...

"Get up, put the rod in its place, and get dressed," he said, in return. He stuffed his cock into his pants and pulled up his fly. And she takes the dress. But don't even think about wearing it at home! He warned him with a stern look. She had no intention of her husband seeing her dressed in that way... not yet... supposing that I had not lied to him... But he believed it. She seemed to him anything but a liar; the trolls he put into the pamphilus did not count.

He pulled away and let her dress, though he didn't take his eye off her. It was better to see her undress, of course, but watching her in the act could be even more rewarding than seeing her naked. Yes, that bothered her, that he observed her.

"Have you come by car?" he asked. He saw her nod. He had guessed it, and he had seen the key in his purse. I carry you in mine. You're not here to drive," he said in a blunt manner that gave no room for any reply.

Gemma said nothing. She was not happy that he would accompany her home, but it was true that she felt dizzy and that it was not wise to take the car. "The prudent thing to do is to call a taxi," he proposed, but to no effect, because, in exchange, he ended up getting into his ramshackle Ford Escort, which must have already been old when he bought it. Was his business going so badly that he didn't have enough for a decent car?

"How do you know my address?" She dared to ask, seeing that Pepe was taking her home, even though she hadn't told him where she lived.

"It says it on your ID," Pepe replied, after a few seconds.

Yes, the DNI. He must have looked at him, when he sniffed through his wallet to confiscate his credit card.

They continued the rest of the journey in oppressive silence.

"He's taking me home, like he's a lover, but it's nothing like that!" And if she needed me to drive her, it was for no other reason than because he had drugged her. There was nothing gallant about that act. "What am I doing?" he asked. "What am I doing! What am I doing!" Nervously, she dug a stepfather by the thumb with the nail of her index finger.

Pepe stopped the car in front of the door of his house. Gema was about to leave in a hurry, but Pepe stopped her, putting his hand on her knee.

"Aren't you going to kiss me goodbye?" He smiled repulsively.

"At the door of the house???"

She wanted to get away from him, quickly, and return home. The dizziness had passed and he needed to shower long and with boiling water urgently.

She looked at him with fawn eyes and, resigned, brought her face closer to kiss him briefly and end the farce, at least for that day.

Pepe held her head with a paw on the back of his neck and kissed her long and slimely, sparing no saliva. Disgusted, she tried to get away from him, but she couldn't. He was not satisfied, he put his other hand in her skirt and advanced accurately to her sex.

"You're wet again," he mocked her, without letting go of her head, or her pussy. Then he plunged his tongue back into her mouth, while he did the same with his fingers into her vagina. See? He told her and showed her fingers when he took them out.

Gemma looked at him irritated and disgusted. He opened the door and hurried out of the car. He did not close it behind him.

Pepe laughed, apparently amused by his behavior.

Nervously, she looked for the house keys in her bag. It took him longer to find them than he wanted to, and when he got them, he dropped them awkwardly on the floor. He bent down to pick them up.

"Tomorrow at about eleven-thirty I'll pick you up," Pepe announced through the lowered window. We're going to buy panties from that Women's Secret.

"Don't you have to open in the morning?!" She snapped, still crouched. Wasn't he going to let her live? I wasn't going anywhere with him! He had spoken louder than he had intended. Fearful, she looked at the two houses opposite. There were things that never changed. There lived, in one, Hawkeye, and in the other, the Rose, always curious, always vigilant. Hopefully, over the years, they would have lost hearing.

Apparently, he wasn't going to let her sleep either. What time was it? It must have been around two in the morning.

"I open it when it comes out of my balls, that's why I'm the boss!"

He blew his whistle (the one in the car) like a madman.

"yes, fuck! I know you can hurt me a lot!" It was clear why she behaved that way: out of madness and to make him see that she had everything to lose.

"Stop! he begged him.

Pepe continued to whistle, showing off his insanity, without caring about the ungodly hours.

"Now they are no longer sleeping. It has woken you all up!" Hopefully, Daniel would continue to snore. I had a bombproof dream and for energy efficiency reasons I had put quadruple glazing on the windows. But the neighbors were not so lucky.

"Stop, Chief Pepe," he managed to say with false kindness. I do what you want.

"That's better," Pepe praised her and stopped whistling. Let's go to your favorite store to buy panties for me and my store," she stressed. Then, let's go to Salama. Don't forget to bring your work clothes. And tell your husband to go there for a mid-afternoon drink. You'd better convince him and show up there! he warned him. I want him to see how you serve..." "It was impossible for him not to find out, if he didn't already know. So why postpone the inevitable?— And cure yourself of that. It looks bad.

Gemma opened the door. She needed to take refuge within the solid concrete walls of her home, shower until she felt moderately clean inside and out (that was going to be difficult), and sleep (that was going to be impossible).

"One more thing," Pepe stopped her, before he closed the door behind her and disappeared. I don't like what she puts on her dress. "Sugar," he said. Unstitch those letters and replace them with Pepe. In the same color," he indicated. In red.


Chapter LXXIII – Secrets of a Woman

“” – Friedrich Nietzsche

Gema got up with dark circles under her eyes. I hadn't managed to sleep all night. First, he had showered for a long time with boiling water, until the damn tank had been exhausted. The cold water had forced her out of the shower, but her bitter tears had continued to flow. What had she done to the world to make it so unfair to her? He knew the answer well: he snored peacefully in bed. Her husband still didn't know what was happening. Or did he simply ignore it? Had she fallen in love with Mauro? And if she had, whose fault was it but hers? Was he gay and his marriage had been nothing more than a big lie? But they had loved each other! Of that she was sure.

Daniel had reacted wonderfully unbelievably to the news of her pregnancy. Instead of being angry with her, instead of divorcing, he had supported her tenderly, willing to raise someone else's child as if it were his own. No, it was not the son of anyone else, but of Biel, a boy whom he had no appreciation for; quite the opposite. He understood. Nor was she enthusiastic about being a friend of her Master Alan, to whom he had delegated his care. He was uneducated, irritating and, deep down, he despised her, despite having made the hype for her. I didn't want her. Why did he continue with this farce? Biel was another who had surely spent the night snoring peacefully in his bed, oblivious to his tribulations, just like Alan. Did Alan love her? He said yes and when he said it, I believed him... But then it was so far away. So far away, when it could be so close!

"If I went to live with him in Barcelona, none of this would have happened!" Although, then, she would have to leave her husband behind. But wasn't he better off alone, without her? "You forget that Alan insists that he wants you both, together," his little voice reminded him. Why did it all have to be so complicated?! "If I came to live in Madrid...!" Then Pepe would not have dared to blackmail her either. Unlike Daniel, Alan was not faint-hearted and would have punched her in the face at the slightest attempt to coerce her. Even Biel would have done it, eventually! "If he came to live with us...", he insisted in thought, like a lifeline. They had plenty of room in the house they had built for themselves. Vicky, in any case, spent a lot of time outside, among her boyfriend and her friends. And in any case, did he care what he thought of her? Whatever I did, I was always going to look down on her. Much like it, there was no way to fix the relationship with his daughter and he didn't even know what he had done wrong. Far from fixing things over time, as she had to emerge from her difficult adolescence, they had worsened in recent weeks.

"Why? Because you see me younger than ever?" She was fit, she dressed sexy, she was not lacking in flattery and looks... What she lacked was a strong man in her life! One who would be with her, permanently. Daniel was a sun of a person and he still loved him, but he was not that man. He proved that over and over again and continued to do so every day. She was more and more Daniela, although that was not a bad thing in itself. Except for what he does with Mauro, she thought, disgusted. "You're right not to tell me the details."

Why didn't Alan just come to live with them? He persisted in thought. They were ready for him, both Daniel/Daniela and her. And as for Vicky, she didn't care what she thought anymore! "Yes, mom has a young and good lover, daughter. And the three of us slept in the same bed. No, don't ask me about your father...! That, let him tell you."

Maybe Pepe, with his extortion, had made her change her perspective. Should she feel grateful, in the end? Her entire intimate life was about to explode publicly. If she did not obey him, he would leak the intimate videos he had of her. After the night before, he had a couple more of them in his possession... And if he obeyed him, the whole neighborhood would end up finding out anyway. Pepe had already shown her that he was going to publicly humiliate her in his place. The first customers already...

"Bad night?" Daniel sneered, in an unsympathetic way.

Where was Daniela, when I needed her?

He refused to answer and simply filled a large cup with coffee. He poured milk on it and couldn't resist adding several spoonfuls of sugar. I had long since stopped sweetening coffee – neither sugar nor sweetener – but I sensed that it was going to be the only sweet thing I would taste all day.

Daniel, however, had prepared breakfast for him: some delicious toast with avocado, ham and hard-boiled egg, seasoned with olive oil and pepper. He was not a great cook, but he knew how to do that well. He looked at the succulent breakfast with a mixture of appetite and revulsion. She had a knot in her stomach and was sure that she would end up vomiting any bite, no matter how delicious it was.

He took the coffee cup out of the microwave and took a sip. He had to take something. I needed coffee... and paracetamol... or something stronger. He took a sip. It was sweet, too sweet. "Sugar," he realized and the rictus became even more twisted than he already had it. She had spent half the morning unstitching the word Sugar from the dress and sewing the name of her extortionist on it. That hadn't helped him fall asleep either.

"How did it go with Pepe?" Daniel was interested, but his tone was still one of mockery.

"He doesn't believe I've been with Pepe!" admitted Gema. "He thinks I'm kidding him about it." Where did he think he had spent the night, if not with Pepe? In the car, as Enrique Pastor did from the series La que se avecina, to make his trans girlfriend jealous? That series was good. A real nonsense, just like his life. Or did she think that she had a new lover and that she preferred to make him see that it was Pepe, just to him? "Can I blame him, with all the half-truths I tell him?" He had told her that in Barcelona he had been with Alan, when in truth – unfortunately – he had been with Biel almost all the time. With him and his colleagues, to whom he had rented it, ... and his two Dobermans. Of course, she hadn't told him about it, or how Biel had prostituted her, or about Rei and President, her two giant pets. Fortunately and unlike Pepe, and even Alan, Biel was not given to recording his scenes. A shiver ran through his body at the thought. That, at least, woke her up.

It was beginning to bother her that Daniel didn't believe she had slept with Pepe. Why, according to him, could he not have done it? "Okay, yes... Pepe is..." Although friendly and attentive, he had always undressed her with his gaze. Didn't he realize that he made women uncomfortable by looking at them so lewdly? Did you think they didn't notice? It was a bad strategy for a business that lives by attracting customers. "But with Daniel it has worked," she suddenly realized. Had the Salama become Daniel's favorite bar for that very reason, because he got excited watching the waiter devour it with his eyes? "Damn cuckold! Now it's my turn to pay the price."

He had never even remotely insinuated that Pepe was playing it. In any case, quite the opposite! He did not; I wasn't his type, at all. Although, it had been amused to see the effect that his lewd looks had on Daniel. As usual, every time he looked at her impudently, her husband struggled between cuckolded excitement, indignation, and the need to defend his property and, with it, his manhood. "If only you had a little manliness and considered me your property, like Alan, and even Pepe, does now!"

"Great," he replied to the question, dryly. He is a very careful pervert. He has invited a couple of friends over and we have been having drinks until the early hours. "It wasn't entirely true, but it wasn't a lie either." I gave them a striptease," he revealed, to provoke him.

—Yes, of course. And what else? He commented skeptically. What did you make me buy you with? He laughed. He was old enough to fall into his traps.

She overlooked that she had paid for the costume herself. "He still doesn't believe Pepe! Is it so implausible?" In a way, it was. She knew – because they had commented on it – that Pepe did not attract her attention at all, sexually speaking. Besides, since she was with Alan (or rather since she had that long-distance relationship with him, with sporadic physical encounters), she had not felt the need to be with other men (much to Daniel's chagrin). "He doesn't believe Pepe or that he has been with someone else," he acknowledged. "Think that I am marking myself an Enrique Pastor. Well, he's going to be amazed!" The prospect of shocking him partly revitalized her, despite her state of sorrow and the headache she had.

"What else?" You'll find out... Stop by the Salama around six o'clock.

"Yes. Now you're going to tell me that you'll serve me the beer yourself, dressed in that little suit of a sexy waitress...

He shrugged. Daniel still didn't believe her.

"Only if you leave me a good tip." He tried to smile enigmatically, but sadness mixed on his face.

"Why don't you put it on now and show it to me?" Daniel suggested. Whatever the reason she had bought that sexy costume, he wanted to see her with it. He was sure it looked great on him.

"No, no. "If you want to see me, come to the Salama at six," he insisted. Oops! he exclaimed, suddenly realizing what time it was. I have to get ready!

"But you haven't eaten a bite!" Daniel protested. With what he had taken great care to prepare breakfast for him!— Prepare yourself, for what?

"I'm going shopping with Pepe, to buy underwear. She's going to choose my panties," she added. He drank his coffee in two long gulps and went upstairs to the bedroom.

"Yes, of course," Daniel commented, barely lowering his skepticism.

Thoughtful, he looked out the window, while she got ready. "Yes, of course. Pepe.", he muttered. Nothing was believed. It didn't make sense, neither Pepe nor any other eventual lover. She had been with Alan in Barcelona not so long ago and she still had to have her batteries charged. He was teasing her or, rather, fucking her mind. Half a cup of coffee was poured in. He liked it black, just as it was, without milk or sugar. And each time he needed higher doses. He had already taken a tank before. "I'm addicted," he acknowledged. When he didn't get a big enough caffeine shot, he got a headache.

He looked out the window. It was a splendid day. Why, then, didn't he feel that way? "Pepe. Yes, of course." He shook his head. "He comes up with stranger and stranger things to tell me." He opened the door and went out into the garden. Everything was in order, if the life he had could be described that way. His wife, pregnant with another, expecting a bastard child. He, between the torment and the shudder of the most sublime cuckoldness. And with the Moor... everything, so that she would educate him to be a good cuckold submissive to Alan and her. "I'm not gay. I'm just a cuckold." Yes, everything was fine.

She went back into the house, just as Gemma was coming down the stairs, perfectly groomed. He had gotten that exuberant just to make him believe that he had arranged to meet someone. He was sure that if he was going to buy underwear (she used to tell him half-truths, never outright lies, so that part could be true), he would do it alone, and certainly not for Pepe. "Even his name is vulgar! A waiter!" He snorted.

"What's wrong?" Don't like me? Gema asked, who had misinterpreted his gesture.

"You know you're still my sex goddess," Daniel said. He looked at her in wonder. How can I not like you, if you are getting hotter every day?! "He had a great guy, even better than when he was young. I took great care of my diet and went to the gym. She even managed to keep the effects of pregnancy at bay. "So much so that in the past I have used Susanna Griso as an example, to provoke her, and now it turns out that she has managed to be better than her!" Both were extraordinarily well (many young women would like to!) for a woman who was in her fifties. His wife had not yet reached that border, although Griso surpassed her. I didn't understand why women tried to hide their age. If they were hot and, moreover, they were a certain age, that meant they were twice as good, not half. Good wine is appreciated both for its flavor and for its age.

He looked her up and down again. It was true that he had had a bad night. You could see it on his face, although he had managed to cover it with makeup. He considered it normal, considering that she must have been killing time in the car. He had heard her enter the bedroom in the wee hours of the morning.

"You're spectacular," he praised her. And that outfit? When did you buy it?

It was a new minidress that I hadn't seen before. The skirt, black and fitted, reached comfortably to her thighs. But then, from the waist, the fabric was nothing more than a completely transparent black gauze that, yes, completely covered her chest. No, she didn't leave her breasts exposed, though I wasn't sure which was worse. Two black hands covered her tits from behind and covered them while they were sucked off. Or that was the feeling. The hands were made of the same opaque material as the skirt.

"Do you like it?" She turned and allowed me to admire her.

The transparent gauze that covered her back left no doubt if she was wearing a bra. It was evident that he did not. She was not surprised, because some time ago she had eliminated all her bras from the closet, except for those with an open cup or half cup, at most. Even so, it was spectacular to observe his bare back.

The dress was very pretty, elegant, yet daring, despite not really showing anything. He focused his gaze again on those hands that felt her breasts, with those five black and open fingers on each hand.

Gema had beautiful, straight and toned shoulders, and the sleeveless, halter-style dress highlighted them, very successfully.

The collar was tight, and a wide border of opaque black fabric ran down it, creating the impression—to him, who was used to such things—that it was a choker. In spite of this, Gemma had thought it necessary to adorn herself with one of his necklaces. She always wore some kind of choker or necklace, but she didn't really need that dress. She had chosen one of pearls and, because it was large, she had wrapped it twice around her neck, creating the appearance of two necklaces, one tight, like a choker, and a longer one that reached to the upper part of her chest. The white of the pearls contrasted with the black of her dress and, as if the hands were not very attractive, she drew attention powerfully to that part of her body. It was as if with her necklaces she wanted to send her a message: "I belong to Alan." He was not surprised.

What did surprise her was that she hadn't rejected the dress because it exposed her navel. His belly was perfect, as surprising as it was admirably flat. But her navel had been mended well at birth because the birth had been brought forward and her mother had had to give birth without medical assistance. He didn't think her navel was so bad, but he knew she was a little self-conscious about it. He didn't say anything, but fixed his gaze on that point of his belly. Wasn't she trying to him with Pepe's tall tale?

Gema narrowed her eyes when she realized what her husband was looking at. Neither Pepe nor his customers had noticed that ugly detail. Why did he have to do it?!

Shrill beeps filtered through the open kitchen window.

"It's Pepe," he emphasized. "Can't this idiot wait quietly for me to come out? Or ring the doorbell?" —. I'm leaving," he said dryly. As if she didn't have enough with what she had, Daniel had managed to her off!

"Pepe?" Daniel stammered. A car had honked outside, repeatedly and annoyingly, but... No, that was unimaginable. "It's a coincidence. He takes advantage of the circumstance to continue with his fiction." —. Where do you have the car? he asked. Was he imagining it or was the beep of the car familiar? When he went out to the garden he had realized that he had not put it in, which was strange because they did not usually leave cars on the street. They did not have a garage, but they did have three surface parking spaces. What had happened the night before? Had he had a breakdown or, worse, an accident? "Or worse..." What could be worse? She was safe and sound! That was what counted.

"In the Salama." Pepe brought me home. I think I drank too much. Chao! I'm leaving! I don't want to make him wait. "It is not in my interest to give him reasons to be angry." Be good and go around around six o'clock," he insisted. "If I don't go, I'm going to kill her!" - I love you.

Astonished, Daniel saw his wife leave and walk away towards the pedestrian door, the bag in one hand, a bag in the other, and her beautiful feet shod in the black high-heeled sandals.

The fence and, above all, the carriage door prevented him from seeing from the kitchen window who was in the street. The imperative need to know what his wife was cooking brought him out of his paralysis and he ran up the stairs to look out the window on the first floor. Hopefully, whoever was there wouldn't be right behind the carriage gate, which was higher than the fence and would hide him even from the eyes from the first floor. I would see it. "Or I'll see it," he said to himself. Most likely, she had met a friend, although that still didn't solve the mystery of the missing car. "He parked it on the street, to create doubts and make that film." The dress was beautiful and very appropriate for a hot wife like her, but unsuitable for simply shopping on a Sunday morning and, of course, out of the place in the company of someone like Pepe.

He nearly stumbled on the ladder, but managed to reach the window unharmed.

"What are you doing?!" Vicky protested. She was naked from the waist up and quickly covered her breasts with her arms. You could knock on the door!

"Shit! I forgot he's home. How he spends more and more time away and how he avoids me when he is at home..." But from the guest room, which had the same orientation, it would have been even more difficult to try to peek over the carriage door because it was right in front of him and the right angle was less favorable to him than the oblique angle of Vicky's window.

"No... nothing... eh... I'm sorry... It is the... eh... Jehovah's Witnesses, he elaborated, who are going door to door. He did not leave his daughter's room, but looked out the window at the street. The trees were leafy and he could only see what was happening behind the fence through the few gaps left by their leaves and branches. But the wind moved them and so I could see different parts of the street. "Shit! I don't see anything. They must be behind the carriage door."

There was someone besides his wife, because the doorman didn't sound on his own, and Gema, who was a witch, hadn't yet mastered the art of telekinesis.

"I'm sorry, daughter," he apologized again and went down to the kitchen agitated. If they were behind the carriage door, he could spy on them through the video intercom, if he remembered how to activate the camera manually.
***


"Wow! Pepe exclaimed, pleasantly surprised. That bitch managed again and again to surpass herself. Let me see you," he said through the passenger window. "How she likes to show off! She's not proud at all! But I'm going to bring those fumes down." He had money, an impressive big house, a good car and a beautiful body. And, apparently, a lot of time to go to the gym and get bored when he didn't.

"Nephew! Ha!" That boy was not her nephew, but her personal trainer. "You do it with your personal trainer and, when monotony gets the better of you, with poor Pepe." What had he been for her? A decadent bet between the young man and her? Both had looked at him strangely. A way to get revenge for something the boy had done to her? She didn't know what it had meant to her, but she knew what it was going to be from now on: her worst nightmare. "You may not yet know how true it is, but you belong to me!"

Gema tried to open the car door, but found that the lock was on.

"Nothing of the sort!" Pepe reproached her. Put yourself there in front. I want to see you. "I have a right to see what belongs to me!" - Walk and turn.

Gemma was torn between the advisable discretion and the shudder she felt when she knew that Daniel was spying on her. Parading for Pepe, in front of Hawkeye and the Rose was not advisable. Pepe had already made quite a fuss with his unnecessary beep. But Daniel was somewhere, watching out the window, as he saw it was... "Look what I do for Pepe, honey. Do you believe it now?"

Doing it with Pepe – doing nothing for Pepe – did not give him any satisfaction. She felt forced because I was forcing her. But Daniel did not know that... How much greater would be his shock when he saw that he had not lied to him in that!

Impatient, Pepe honked the car horn again and pulled it out of its reverie.

"I'm coming!" She assured him, alarmed. She put her little bag and bag through the window and, with quick, long steps, walked to the front of the car, where Pepe could see her unobstructed through the windshield. "Are you there, Daniel?" he wondered, but he didn't dare look up to see if he was sticking his head out of a window.

It was impossible for the two Cuzo neighbors not to find out. But wouldn't the neighborhood end up finding out about it anyway? As for Vicky, fortunately, she was not at home. She had gone to a friend's house at the weekend, in the centre of Madrid, closer to the nightlife areas. I hadn't seen her the day before, and I'd barely seen her on Friday. Knowing her, he would not return until after dinnertime, if he did not do so on Monday.

She paraded for him in the street. For him... for whom? For Daniel or for Pepe? Why had she put on that dress and wore it for the first time with Pepe, when she had it reserved for Alan, if not to impress him... to him? "Daniel." How could he want to amaze Pepe?

Pepe watched pleased. The dress she had worn for him was spectacular, with a very suggestive design. Did he need any more proof that, apart from deserving it, she wanted what he was doing to her? Sometimes his conscience pricked. Fortunately, with age and the blows he had taken in life, the regrets did not last long. In any case, what must have eaten away at him was that she wanted that. After all, what he was trying to do was to hurt her, just as she had done to him. He continued to analyze it. She had seen fit to adorn the striking black dress with the same pearl necklace as her waitress's dress. Wasn't that another hint? He looked down. The skirt of the dress was too long for her taste, at least for her. It reached the middle of her thighs and would not go up enough to show her ass when she bent down. He continued to lower his gaze. She had put on black heeled sandals, to match the dress, and had painted her nails white, to match the necklace. Had he painted them last night on purpose?

"Come here, sugar." He motioned for her to come to the driver's window.

The allusion did not amuse him at all. She had spent a good part of the night unstitching the word Sugar and sewing Pepe in its place. But he came to her side anyway.

"Aren't you going to give me a kiss?"

He smiled with that smile that said he knew he had the upper hand. "Frying pan? It's been a long time since you've picked up a frying pan other than to prepare a frozen burger for unsuspecting customers who come to your restaurant for the first and last time!" He hid his contempt with a forced smile. She had made herself beautiful and he hadn't even shaved! And he wore vulgar jeans with a more vulgar outdated wood-burning shirt.

"I would not like to think that you sleep with me and that you are ashamed of me.

There! Was that the reason why I was doing all that to her? Resentment? "I slept with you voluntarily, Pepe! No woman would have done it!" He realized that he could not tell him that, on pain of making things worse.

She leaned over to the window, her legs spread, and threw her ass back. "Are you seeing it, Daniel?" If I was being humiliated and exposed, at least let it be of some use. "Do you see what this disgusting guy makes me do? Are you not planning to do anything about it? Do I have to tell you what to do? Alan, even Biel, would have already given him a beating!" I was being unfair to him, because he didn't know what he was going through. Of course, neither Alan nor Biel knew it. She still thought it was better for her to deal with this matter on her own. That looked like it would end up bursting, but there are ways and ways to exploit it and she wanted to keep Alan at all costs.

She stuck her head in and kissed him. Pepe took his time and bit her long and hard. "Hala! Now you know, damn cuzos! What are you going to do about it?" Hopefully – and only very lucky – neither the Rose nor Hawkeye had seen it. But if dodging one was unlikely, dodging both must have been impossible. What time was it? Wasn't it time to go to Mass? Hopefully, the Rose was praying at the time. "Pray for us, sinners..."

"Come up," he invited her and unlocked the doors.

"Yes, Chief Pepe," she replied solicitously and, skirting the hood, headed for the passenger door. He put the cardboard bag in the back seat and sat down. You have stolen my car.

Pepe put the direct and, still with his foot on the brake, put his hand on his knee. The car was fairytale, much better than its old little fox. The only thing they had in common was color.

He explored the inside of her thigh underneath the dress

"Stealing... That's a very ugly word, Gema.
***


Daniel despaired. In the end, she hadn't been able to see anything, not through her daughter's bedroom window (when and why had she returned? hadn't she said she would spend the whole weekend away?) or through the video doorbell. For the latter, he had only managed to see his wife walk towards the front of the car. The rest was outside the angle of vision. And through the kitchen window, above the fence, he had only seen the roof of the car move away. At the corner of the lot he had briefly observed the rear. He wasn't sure, but hadn't that been his car?

What was someone else doing driving it? Why and for what purpose had he lent it? Why did they pick it up now and where were they going?

Or had that also been a carefully studied farce? The beeps had been a coincidence, at least the first time. Then, he had gone out whistling – never better said – to pick up the car that he had left parked last night in the street, nearby, but somewhere hidden from the garden. Although, with those heels she would have had difficulty running. "She is used to it," he dismissed the objection. But he had seen her get into the car through the passenger door! Therefore, she was a passenger. "Unless he did it to deceive me. Very smart, her!" He had jumped from the passenger seat to the driver's. Then, he had started and left. "If that was his car..."

Nervous and untypical for him, he bit his nails. He thought about calling Alan, with whom he had a scarce but fluent conversation, apart from his wife, but he dismissed the idea. If it was all a lie, it was most likely that Alan was in cahoots with her. The only thing he was going to achieve was to make him laugh at him and reinforce the false leads. And if I wasn't aware of it, it was only going to cause trouble for her.

"El Salama." Why had he insisted so much that he go? Had he prepared a surprise party? It was neither his birthday nor his saint's day. He did the math. Nor was it the anniversary of their wedding or their first kiss. Neither her nor Vicky's birthday. Nor the anniversary of his horns. "He wants me to be at the Salama around six," he muttered. What the hell did I have in store for him? "Surely nothing. He only wants to inflate my expectations to laugh when he realizes that everything is a lie."

He sighed and cursed the hour when, years ago, in Sylvester's time, he had given him the freedom not to tell him everything he did. No, not only had he given him that right, but he had almost asked him to hide things from him. "It turns me on to know that I don't know everything." But I had the feeling that I knew less and less.
***


"You don't wear panties," Pepe observed.

"We're going to buy them, aren't we?" —"To the Women's Secret with Pepe to buy the most intimate of garments! Ridiculous!"

"You're soft. "Had she waxed for him or was she doing the laser and she had it permanently like that?" He poked his fingers through the folds.

Gema grabbed the handle. It was not true. It wasn't!

Thanks to the automatic transmission of his car, Pepe did not need his right hand to drive. "Damn tech!" It was good for her to drive, but now...

Fortunately, Pepe pulled his hand out from between his legs. He picked her up, spread his fingers in front of her face, and said:

"Suck it!" And then, "See?" They are wet.

If they were, it was nothing more than a totally involuntary and completely inevitable physiological reaction!

He sucked them because he had no choice. He had short, fat fingers, more like a bricklayer than a waiter.

"What a bitch!" said Pepe to himself. "What a career this one has!" She was cute, and an engineer from a good family had been hunted. She was not one of those who married the butanero. He led a good life. The husband worked – although surely in a much less harsh way than him! – and she long live Pepa and hit you! Did the husband know what a piece of whore he had at home? If he knew, he didn't seem to care. "Do you show him everything you know how to do or are you a princess with him and reserve the most lurid for your lovers, like that personal trainer of yours, aka the nephew?" And if he didn't know it, he was about to check it out.

"Pull up your skirt!"

"Excuse me?" Gemma said unintelligibly, still with her fingers in her mouth.

He helped himself to the handle to lift his ass from the seat. Then, straining with her feet on the floor and her back against the backrest, she used both hands to pull the dress up to her waist. He continued to suck her fingers, as she adjusted her dress. She placed her naked ass on the beige leather seat. The car was a whim, one that she, at the time, had thought she deserved. He still had the red Mercedes A-class that Gerardo had hired him as a company car, as a reward for his performance... motivation... and efforts... extraordinary. After his death, Gerardo's unfriendly partner had fired her from the company, but she had managed to negotiate that they continue to pay her what was left of the car lease. At the end of the period, he had accepted the offer of the leasing company to buy the car. With a depreciation of four years, it had logically been cheaper than a new Mercedes, although also more expensive than a perfectly valid car of another brand. But that particular car had a high sentimental value to her.

Now that he was unemployed again, it was surely too much of a car for his needs and economy. The maintenance of a Mercedes is not exactly cheap and Daniel, who was the one who now brought the money home, was satisfied with his Peugeot. It was one more injustice that he committed against him. What did she really bring him more than problems? A lot of morbidity, yes, but at a high cost and not only in an economic sense.

Pepe took his eyes off the asphalt and lowered them to his lap.

"You shave it completely," he observed, as if he hadn't noticed it until that moment.

The innocuous comment, much more innocent than other things he had said to her and made her do, made her blush, embarrassed. The implication was clear.

Finally, Pepe took his fingers out of his mouth. In return, he lowered them to his crotch and touched her down there again.

"Open your legs wide," he urged. It's okay if a truck driver sees you.

"You won't care, asshole! Why don't you open them?" He continued his instruction, however. The sight of Pepe, naked from the waist down and with his legs spread in his car, was not exactly appetizing. It was better to be ashamed than to expose oneself to that image, even if it was only mental.

Pepe touched her pubis, marveling at her softness.

"Do you wax with lasers?" he asked. Or with wax? Answer when I talk to you!

"With lasers."

"And here?" He felt the middle area of his pubis. He had it soft, but not as much as in the rest.

"With a razor," she replied, blushing. Why did I ask him that? And why did that embarrass her more than other things? "I knew it was soft because I had gone over it last night. She had even applied depilatory cream, for greater safety. How, with his blood sausages, had he detected the difference? It bothered her to think that she was doing it for Pepe, but she knew that she was only doing it for herself. It's a mistake to think that a woman waxes for men!

"And that?" Why don't you do it with a laser there?

"And what the fuck do you care!"

Pepe lowered his fingers and touched her clitoris. The bastard wasn't as clumsy as he seemed and he knew how to do it!

"Are you going to answer me?" He asked with surprising kindness. He continued to touch her clitoris.

"It's... complicated. "I didn't want to explain it to you. He gasped. It was a purely physiological reaction. It's," he swallowed hard, "in case I want to let it grow again in that area." "I wasn't sure how Alan preferred it. With Silvestre, he had shaved his pubic hair completely, as he does now. It had been natural to do so, even though Daniel had tried unsuccessfully to persuade her for years. Gerardo had preferred it more leafy and with a reddish tint, similar to that of his hair, so that it would match. Like a good Roig, Gerardo loved red. And Alan... he had not yet expressed himself on the matter. Of course, to do so, they should see each other more often and the bunny should be seen more often live, rather than by video conference. There was a possibility that he liked him like his uncle; That is why laser hair removal was not done in that area, so as not to weaken the hair irrevocably.

"Of course. He nodded. In case you want to change your hairstyle. "How bored these wealthy get!" And him? How did he prefer it? He liked it that way, pristine. But if that matched what she wanted, he would have to change his preferences, just to make her uncomfortable. She continued to play with her clitoris. I could already feel it was swollen.

"You obeyed me with the bra," he commented, after several minutes of driving in silence. Not only had he listened to him, but he had put on his dress with his back exposed, so that he could see his obedience from the first moment. I like it when you obey me. You and I are going to have a great time. "You, not as well as me. In fact, I have no interest in you having a really good time." She parted her labia and explored the folds of her vulva. Then, with lubricated fingers, he slid them down her clitoris.

They continued driving like this for a couple of kilometers.

"What are you doing?" He snapped suddenly.

"No, it's just that... as we are getting there...

"Are you ashamed that they see what a piece of a bitch you are?" He gripped her between her thumb and forefinger and squeezed it painfully. Have I given you permission to cover yourself?

"No... I...

"No, I—" she imitated her with contempt. No, what? He squeezed it tighter.

"Aus! he complained. No, boss Pepe!

"You haven't answered the question. "The strength increased.

"Ahh! No, I... I'm sorry. I—" he stammered without much sense. You have not given me permission to cover myself! He muttered when Pepe increased his strength one more degree. I'm sorry, Boss Pepe! Oops!

Apparently finally pleased with the answer, Pepe slackened. Without letting go of his clitoris, she masturbated him as if it were a micropenis.

Gemma bit her lower lip.

Pepe stopped in a double row, in the surface parking lot of Plaza Norte 2, near the entrance of the escalators, the busiest. Suddenly, he gripped her tightly again.

"Oh! Gema hurt.

"You still haven't answered my question," Pepe taught her. You have to pay more attention. Are you ashamed that they see what a slut you are?

"No... "Yes," he replied incoherently. It hurt! And apart from the pain, what was the answer I wanted to hear from her?"Yes, I am ashamed," she admitted. It was the truth. Besides, it was the most prudent response. If I told him that he was not ashamed...— Aum! "Pepe's bastard had intensified his strength again!" What did he want from her? What had she done to him to treat her like that?— No, I'm not ashamed, Chief Pepe! he exclaimed. Was that what I wanted? "What a son of a bitch! How it hurts!" - I'm not ashamed that people know what a slut I am! Not with you, Chief Pepe!

The man let go of her and caressed her bruised almost tenderly. Then, he patted it a couple of times gently. Then, he reached into the gear lever and put it into park mode.

"Suck it, bitch!"

"Here??? Gema was scandalized. They were in a place too close to the traffic of people who went to the mall to shop, hang out or cool for free, without having to spend their own air conditioning at home. You can see us, Chief Pepe," he tried to argue. If they were caught, they would call the police and—" "It wouldn't be wise if—"

"Shut up and suck it!" He interrupted her. You just said that you are not ashamed of me. What slut cares if they see her give a blowjob? Is what you say worth so little? I don't feel like walking, so we're going to wait here until someone comes out and leaves us the square. But if you prefer, I'll make you stand in front of the car with your dress up, while I to your health. You choose: blowjob in the car or go out and show the bunny and the ass to all those good people.

Gemma looked at him incredulously. In broad daylight and in a crowded place! He was crazy! Nutty! Neither Biel nor of course Alan had made him do something like that. Sex in the car in a parking lot he had had with Silvestre, and with Alan on a street in a semi-abandoned industrial estate. Blowjobs I had done with Biel, but in a secluded place, at a rock concert with tolerant or drunk people. "You're a pig!"

He gave up and leaned over his crotch.

On top of that, the car was hers. Even if she buried her face in her lap, whoever saw her could take note of the license plate and, worse, record the scene, license plate included, with her head through the windshield going up and down. "Pig! Pig! Pig!" But what could she do, muddy as she already was? At least in the car there were no cameras to record it, unlike the Salama.

"He doesn't even have a hard time!" He took it out of his fly. She was neither hard nor black, but completely flaccid. In other circumstances he would have enjoyed experiencing how it grew in his mouth, but he was not in any of those possible circumstances. "Pig!" His cock at least didn't taste too bad that morning. Apparently, he had showered. But that didn't mean he was no less a pig!

The cock was starting to grow in his mouth. And from the car speakers came the flamenco music that Pepe had played, Lole singing to Manuel:

“Dime

If you've ever lied

And tell me if when you did it

You felt ashamed to be a liar.

Dime, dime, dime

If you've ever hated it

Who did you make believe

A real affection."

He didn't think flamenco was the most appropriate music to give Pepe a blowjob, not really him or anyone else. Although, on second thought, with Pepe it was no less opportune than other musical styles: there was simply no song that could sweeten what he was doing (and shoveling in his mouth).

"Speed up," he urged, as if she wasn't the one in a hurry to finish, "I think there's one that's going to come out." He put his hands on her head, pushed her down, and pumped up. Suck it, suck! He exhorted her.

"And you look"

It sticks in my eyes like a spade.'"

The next song was playing. What was sticking in him like a sword was not his gaze, but his phallus and it was not in his eyes, but in his trachea.

With a roar that silenced the radio, Pepe came inside her mouth and filled it with his cum.

Without resting after the orgasm and without even allowing him to separate from it, he managed to select the reverse gear on the gear lever and maneuvered the car to park in the space that had just been freed.

"Don't even think about swallowing!" He warned her, as he moved the steering wheel and accelerated. Show me," he ordered, when he finished parking.

Gema guessed what that pig was referring to and opened her mouth to show him that she still had her cumshot in it.

Pepe nodded, satisfied.

"Shut your mouth, but don't swallow!" he snapped, however. Anyway, I don't care what you have to say. You're a slut and you're just a whore to me," he warned. Let's buy you panties. I'll tell you when you can swallow." He stuffed his cock into his pants. Stay there and don't move! He got out of the car.

With her mouth closed and full to overflowing with her milk, Gema looked at him without understanding what he meant. Was he going to leave her locked in the car? And then, the thing about buying the panties?

Pepe skirted the car and opened the door for him.

"So you can see that I'm a gentleman, even with whores." He laughed. Come out! It doesn't matter if they see your pussy a little.

He hadn't told her that she could cover herself and had remained on the seat with her dress up. He realized that he had gotten rid of a good one. If the dress had been tidied up...

He looked sideways. They had parked in battery next to the traffic lane and their door opened onto that unprotected side. Next to the steering wheel there was another car parked, but that was of no use to him.

"Come out, bitch!" Pepe urged her. You said that with me you were not ashamed to show yourself as the whore you are.

Gema got out of the car, aware that anyone passing by could see him between his legs. Fortunately, it did not seem that anyone had seen her.

"Don't even think about pulling down your dress!"

The order was for her, not for the dress or the force of gravity, so both, unlike her, ignored it. Pepe, however, intercepted the natural downward movement and planted his hand on her sex, between her legs.

Slowly, he split his lips and easily inserted two fingers.

"Fuck!" If you are getting wetter and wetter! He was amazed or joked.

His gaze met that of a couple who had just parked and gotten out of the car, in the spaces on the other side of the traffic lane. Now she had been caught! The blood shot into his face in such a way that, if he had been a man, he would have gone ipso facto from having it hard to deflated for lack of blood. Embarrassed, she lowered her head, but she didn't dare to say anything to Pepe. In any case, he had his cum in his mouth. Nor did he dare to take his hand away.

Pepe noticed her reaction and turned around. Without taking her hand off her sex, she looked at the couple proudly and defiantly. Yes, that fucking hottie belonged to him and she did everything he told her!

"Looking straight ahead," he warned. Check them out! She continued with her two fingers of black pudding in her pussy. That's it," he praised her. Show them your mouth! But don't spill anything!

Forced by his continuous blackmail, she had no choice but to obey him and open her mouth to show them that she had it full of milk.

"You don't know what kind of milk," he tried to console himself. But it was clear that they did know. There she was, with her heels, her red Mercedes and her elegant dress. With the car door open and her dress pulled up in front because Pepe's hand on her pussy prevented her from getting out. "At least they don't see my bunny."

She felt her nipples get hard. But that was nothing more than an irrational physiological reaction without any sense or meaning.

The couple had stopped. Now, shocked, scandalized, surely disgusted, they looked the other way and continued with a mixture of indignation and dissimulation.

Pepe took his hand out of her pussy and the dress came down and covered her embarrassments, although not all because she continued with her mouth open and full of cum.

"Look how you have put me!" He put his fingers in front of his eyes. He made a threat of putting them in his mouth so that he could clean them, but he realized it in time. Shut up! In return, he put them in his own mouth and sucked them gladly. Don't think that I do this with just anyone. You make me very horny," he admitted. And apparently I make you very," she said and pointed to the seat. See how you left it. Good thing they're made of leather. Now I understand why," he said with a disgusting smile. Let's go shopping, bitch!

He put a hand on his ass. Was it the one he had just sucked? Was she wiping it on her dress?

Pushing her up the ass, he pushed her away from the door and locked the car with the remote, as if the car were his.

"Leave it at that," he said. The dress was fitted and hadn't come down all the way on its own. It seemed too long to me and I prefer it that way. Since you're good at sewing, you may have to shorten your dresses and skirts.

"Oh, no! No way! Not that!" said Gema. That was undoubtedly the worst proposal Pepe had made to him so far! "My dress, don't even touch it!" She loved that dress. The only downside he had was that he had premiered it with Pepe. That was a stain that would never go away.

"The height of the waitress suit is correct," Pepe continued commenting. With his hand on his ass, he pushed her towards the escalators that gave access to the entrance of the shopping center.

She was not in a hurry to find the Women's Secret store, but she enjoyed walking around the mall with her mouth full of cum. He made her put her arm around his waist, to strut with her, as if they were a couple, while he did not stop licking her buttocks.

"Smile, it looks like you're angry!" He disgraced her and smiled broadly to compensate for her lack of enthusiasm. Ah, you can't. It's true! He sneered. I forgot that your mouth is full.

He continued walking a couple of steps with her. Suddenly he stopped and asked suspiciously if he had swallowed it. Gema made an indignant face and shook her head, but Pepe was not so easily convinced and forced her to show it to him.

Gemma opened her mouth once more. She had had to open it, first, in front of his house, to kiss him, then in the car, to suck it, then outside the car to show him, and now, inside the mall, to show it to him once again.

He had ingested something, but not because he wanted to (of course not!), but because swallowing saliva was inevitable.

"Shut up, you fool!" Pepe thanked her for her obedience.

Clearly, he was convinced that he had her completely under his control and that he could therefore insult and vilify her at will.

"Ah, here we are," she said, when they arrived at the Women's Secret. He walked in with her, always with his hand on her ass. This is where you come to buy your underwear, huh? And this is where you come with your husband?

Gemma nodded both times, though it wasn't quite like that. In that store she sometimes shopped, although, in general, the clothes seemed too conservative and unsexy. And yes, on some occasions Daniel accompanied her, although it was more fun when he forced it, to buy underwear for Daniela. In any case, she was not excited to be there with Pepe. It was as if he sullied the good memories. Apparently, he was excited to take her to one of the places she and Daniel frequented.

"I'm going to buy you some Brazilian panties," he informed her. I like how they leave their asses. They go much better with the rest of your workwear. I don't like the ones you wore yesterday and I'm not enthusiastic about thongs either. I like your buttocks to be seen, but not so much that it's cheeky. Half fabric, half leather. That's ideal. Look, you're going to try yourself... these... and..." Pepe took one by one from the display and inspected them from the front and back, although, above all, he looked at the back, "these... and these. Let's try them on.

Gemma smiled, but she avoided being too noticeable. He didn't say anything either. Obviously, he couldn't. In addition, Pepe had told him to close his mouth. With the panties in her hand that Pepe had been giving her, she went to the fitting rooms.

"You're going to swallow my cumshot little by little, as you try on your panties," Pepe whispered and pinched her ass.

"Excuse me!" Where are you going???

Pepe looked at the clerk, first, surprised, then indignant. How dare he cut them off and stand in front of him with his arms crossed demonstratively in front of his chest?

"She, to try that on. And I, to check that it fits well. Let us pass. "Stupid!"

"I'm sorry. Men can't go to the fitting room area," the clerk informed him sharply, without moving an inch.

"What do you mean?" So how am I going to see that it looks good on him?

"Sir. This is the Women's Secret. It is a store for women. You cannot go to the fitting room area. I think she can use herself to see if it fits her.

"What?" Pepe exclaimed, disappointed. He had imagined the excursion very differently. He had visualized Gema trying on one panty after another for him, going out into the fitting room hallway to show him how they fit. And if he gave him approval, he would also give him permission to swallow a little of his bullfight. That way, when she put on her panties, she would identify them with him...— What do you mean? he repeated, as if that would be of any use to him.

The clerk dared to look at him as if he were some kind of pervert! that she only wanted to go to the fitting room area to spy on other women.

"Hey," he tried again.

"What would you want to prove?" The clerk asked Gema with extreme kindness, ignoring the man's babbling. Ah, we're really sorry, but with the new health measures it is no longer possible to try on panties. We do allow you to try on bras.

Gemma nodded and shrugged her shoulders understandingly. He had not been surprised by the clerk's refusal; in fact, he had expected it. In any case, he was surprised – he even applauded and admired – the way he had treated Pepe. He had not been daunted and had recognized him as the misogynist pervert he was.

With panties of her size in her hand, she went to the box. I couldn't say that Pepe didn't have good taste when it came to panties. He had even got the size right. All four types of Brazilian panties promised a perfect fit.

One, in particular, captivated her: a delicate white satin lace, adorned with an intricate openwork lace with geometric motifs. The satin, soft and cool to the touch, would glide smoothly over your skin. The small, strategically placed openings would reveal her skin like flashes of light, creating an effect of mystery and sensuality. The V-shape, more pronounced at the back than in front, would enhance its curves. On the butt, a flirty horizontal strip would frame the bare skin, accentuating the feeling of nudity and adding a touch of sophistication. She felt a surge of confidence as she imagined putting it on, knowing that it would look irresistible.

The second panty, made of opaque microfiber, would adapt to her body like a second skin and wrap her in a soft caress of ivory silk. The minimalist design of the plain fabric would be a perfect canvas for the imagination, which, adorned by a delicate floral lace, strategically placed on the front, at waist height, would give rise to a suggestive dance of textures.

The third Brazilian was all contrast between the front and the back. From the front, her shape was the straightest of all the panties. However, a veil of cream lace, delicate as a spider's web, would cover her privacy like an open secret. Meanwhile, at the back, opaque microfiber would cling to your curves with a bold cut that would leave little room for mystery. Of the four styles of Brazilian panties, that was the one that would expose her buttocks the most and, although she had not been able to try it on, she was sure that it would get quite a bit between her buttocks. With it he would show off like no other the marks of the two blows, which had not yet disappeared from his buttocks. Perhaps because he was on sale (he was one cent short of three euros!) Pepe had made him take three units.

The last panty was the one with the straightest design of all, both front and back. Her shapes resembled the one she had worn yesterday and that Pepe had not liked. However, the fabric was very different, as it was the one that was most transparent and did so with almost obscene delicacy. The lace petals, embroidered with silver threads, white as a pearl, would vibrate to the rhythm of her racing heart and tremble with her gasping breath. The lace, without opaque reinforcement in the crotch area and translucent like a veil, would reveal the silhouette of her lips and would allow the shape of her clitoris to be guessed when it became inflamed and throbbing. With the ultra-short waitress dress, it would be enough for her to bend down a little to invite you to explore a forbidden territory like a freshly opened flower. The crotch, slightly sunken, would be a mystery that would long to be penetrated, a hidden treasure that would promise an infinite reward.

At the back, the fabric was opaque where it didn't need to be – at the top – and became more transparent as it descended. The detail of four crossed strips like bows of a forbidden gift, although purely ornamental, invited her to be untied.

Even if it covered her ass more than the other panties, the marks that Pepe's rod had stamped on her would be subtly transparent. They would be hidden in plain sight, veiled by the tantalizing curve of her buttocks and the promise of the warm, moist intimacy that lurked between her thighs. Only those who could appreciate the refinement of a detail would discover the lurid secret they held, an intimate confession, whispered shamefully in their ears, two red ornaments – or perhaps at this point purple – that revealed the nature of her relationship with the man who would make her bend down in that minidress without bending her knees to create murmurs of his enigma. a map of sensations stamped on his skin. Rarely would two horizontal lines reveal so much. Only those who knew how to decipher the language of the passions would appreciate with delight the forbidden meaning.

Gema wondered what panties Pepe would make her wear for the meeting with her husband, that afternoon. Would it be subtle and merely hint, or would it be direct and rude? It was not in his hands, but in his. Although, on second thought, it was in her hands: six panties of four different styles.

The cashier scanned the barcodes and, without asking, put the garments in a bag.

"It's seventy-seven and ninety-three," he told her. Cash or card?

Gema did not answer and just smiled kindly. I still had Pepe's cumshot in my mouth and I couldn't speak. He turned and looked at him. He took it for granted that he would pay, because it was not for nothing that he had told her that they would buy her panties.

"With a card," Pepe replied for her.

And, indeed, he paid, although he did so with a credit card that had been stolen from him. He inserted the pin. I had even memorized it!

He had snapped his card, stolen his car... What else was he trying to rob him? He was already stealing the decorum he had in front of his neighbors. But what else was he going to plunder him?

"Let's go to lunch," he proposed.

In a demonstrative way to the shop assistants, especially to the feminazi who had blocked his way and who continued to watch him angrily, he slapped him on the ass. The fine fabric of the dress barely managed to muffle the crackling and the customers of the store, practically all women, despite the background music, turned towards the source of the noise. Just as demonstratively, he stuck his hand like a paw into her flesh and his claws, along with the dress, went through the crack of her buttocks, marking the curves of her butt.

He turned his head back as they left the tent and watched with satisfaction the stunned glances he had managed to attract. He rejoiced in the angry face of the hysterical woman who had forbidden him to accompany his slut to the dressing rooms. A man should be able to first validate the clothes, inner or outer, that his wife buys! Emboldened by the submissive attitude of his whore, whom he had managed to get on the path with surprising ease, he dared to wink at her and blow her a kiss in the air. If he could, he would whip that hothead to her senses, but since he couldn't, he would have to settle for venting his frustrations on Gemma. She would pay for her sin and also for the sins of others. Predisposed, sometimes even playful, as he saw her, he was sure that she had not yet realized what she had gotten herself into. If you thought you were playing, you were wrong! "Yes, this is what this slut thinks: I'm nothing more than a toy for her, a one-off hobby to combat her boredom. Well, he is wrong!" It would make him regret it.

Always grabbing her by the buttock and pushing her up the ass, forcing her to carry an arm around her waist, he walked her around the mall. He stopped in front of another lingerie store, the Intimissimi, and, although he scrutinized the window with it, he ruled out entering. She already had enough panties, for the time being, and it was likely that, as in the Women's Secret, she would not be allowed to enter the fitting room area.

"Are you hungry?" He was interested, when they sat down at a table at the Casa Carmen restaurant. It was half past twelve and it had just opened.

Gemma nodded. He had had nothing for breakfast but coffee.

"Have you eaten my cumshot yet?" He asked, squinting. I hadn't given him permission for that!

The woman shook her head and, without having to ask, opened her mouth to show him that she still had it floating in her saliva.

Pepe nodded, pleased, although without giving him too much credit. He took the letter and studied it. Gemma imitated him.

"Hm. Look: scrambled eggs with chistorra and honey," he pointed out to her on the menu. Just your favorite dish, huh? He joked.

Gema put on a face of circumstance. He considered it a joke in bad taste, never better said.

"Although I think you'd love this too: scrambled eggs with foie gras and Pepe Giménez sauce," he paraphrased the name of the dish. He splashed noisily with his mouth. Pepe Giménez's Salsa," he pointed to himself, in case it wasn't clear.

"Broken eggs. You think you're very funny. Let me break them, that's what you deserve, you idiot!"

"I don't know whether to decide on Carmen's hamburger or the Iberian one," Pepe muttered.

Gema took her mobile phone and began to type.

"Or the Angus entrail, with chips, Padrón peppers and chimichurri." Hmm. My mouth is watering," he commented and mocked her again, reproducing the noise of the splash. What? Pepe read what the woman showed him on the screen of her cell phone. Why don't I rather go to the Salama and eat one of my disgusting crappy burgers? His face turned a deep red. Very funny! "Even with his cum in his mouth the woman allowed herself the license to make fun of him!" No, even worse! From his restaurant! It was clear that he didn't take it seriously. It was only an adventure for her, unusual, perhaps, but fleeting and inconsequential, in any case.

"What can I give them to drink?" asked the solicitous waitress.

His features and accent indicated his South American origin. Her short stature and fat ass also did it. Pepe sighed. Yes, I had to admit that with Gema I had had a stroke of luck: she lacked experience in the hospitality industry, but she was Spanish and she was hot. Those were two things that prevailed for him. It was very difficult to find suitable and motivated workers. And then there were the costs of hiring them! The damn State did not stop stealing from the self-employed and small entrepreneurs with its fees and taxes! They believed that building and maintaining a business was a piece of cake! Fortunately, the only thing Gema lacked was experience. Everything else, the most important thing, I had. I had already seen that he knew how to handle a tray. As for motivation, he did not need the carrot, because the whip he had was enough in his case. And as for the pay, it was free. And all thanks to the cameras I had installed! A stroke of luck, yes.

"You're going to put us on..." He scanned the wine list. Hmm. "A Secret or—" he muttered aloud, hesitating, "a Retuerta Abbey. "They were both good reds. One, a Ribera de Duero, which was always a guarantee. The other had Castilla y León as its designation of origin. Two good Castilian wines, yes. Both of them are made from Cabernet and Sauvignon grapes, but one with Malbec grapes, and with Syrab, in return. Secret or Twisted," he hesitated. The two names were equally appropriate. The twisted abbey," he decided, finally.

"Very well," the waitress noted. Shall I bring them water too? He offered diligently.

"No, thank you. We've already showered," Pepe joked.

"One of us has to drive!" Gema was alarmed. Besides, a whole bottle for both of them was too much.

"We've already decided on the food too," Pepe told him before he left. "They don't know," he lamented. "Either they're slow like turtles or."

"We want some homemade croquettes." Are they really homemade? He asked suspiciously.

"Yes, sir. We make them here.

"Already, factory and frozen. So I believe that before half past twelve in the morning you start preparing the dough. Ha!" Restaurants were no longer what they used to be. And the worst were the chains, like that one. Everything was prepared and nothing really elaborated. How could the small self-employed be able to compete with such business power? Between the State and industry, they had led him to ruin.

"Okay," he agreed, however. And the Iberian hamburger.

—One of croquettes to share. Eight are coming," he said. And two Iberian hamburgers.

"No, two, no. One. "Stupid! Have you heard me speak of two?" The South Africans had plenty of imagination. She," he pointed to Gema, "is on a special diet. Very protein. He made that noise with his mouth again, although discreetly.

"All right," the waitress noted and left.

She was beginning to be starving. What was Pepe planning to do? Was he on a diet and was he going to share his hamburger, as well as the croquettes, with her? She looked into his eyes, but she didn't find the answer in them.

The waitress soon returned. He uncorked the wine and asked who was going to taste it.

"Me, of course," Pepe replied, without the slightest hesitation. A woman tasting wines? But what ideas those Latinos had! You could tell that they came from a less developed culture.

He nodded pleased with the wine and the waitress filled the two glasses.

"It's good," Gema heard Pepe observe, who didn't invite her to try it. In any case, she wasn't much of a wine person.

"Has Daniel confirmed coming this afternoon?" Pepe asked. What time? he asked, seeing that she nodded. Six? "About six o'clock?" he interpreted, counting the fingers she had raised and the gesture of approach he had made with one hand. Good, good. "She didn't like that man. I laughed at him because as a waiter, that was his job. But he did not forgive him for giving them to him as a worship, as if he were better than himself, and for never leaving a tip. Nor did he approve of him letting his wife beat like that. If he didn't know, he was a pamphile, and he didn't like men like that. And if he knew, that either meant he was even more pamphilic or that he was a faggot who hadn't come out of the closet yet and who used marriage to appear to be what he wasn't. "This country is going to shit!"

The waitress soon returned with the croquettes, which indicated that, indeed, they must be frozen. He tried one. He found it delicious, however.

"This is Iberian ham," he said with his mouth full to Gema. Delicious—. He picked up another. "Mmmmm! Boletus!" Exquisite.

Gemma's mouth was watering. He didn't dare swallow his white shit without his permission, but he reached out to pick one up.

Pepe hit her hand and made her push it away.

"I don't remember giving you permission to eat, or the croquettes or my milk. He picked up another and tasted it in an exaggerated way. Squid!

He was her, but there were still five croquettes, one of each type, plus a second chicken one.

"Are you hungry?" He took a sip of wine. Let's make a deal. You get under the table and suck it a little and I"—he took a croquette— I'll let you eat one of these cagallons—. Hmm! Great! You've run out of ham. Well, what? Is there a deal? He took another sip of wine while waiting for his answer.

He was crazy!! How did he expect me to suck it in the restaurant??? Although, at that early hour there were still not many people. Under the table, with the tablecloth... He shook his head. No! The restaurant was open to the aisle of the shopping center and all kinds of people did not stop passing by, even families with children! Even if he didn't care, who had he taken it for? Even a polygonal prostitute would avoid getting into trouble that could lead to her being taken to the police station. Besides, it was not at all unlikely that she would meet someone who knew her. "At a good time you worry about that! He's been walking you through the corridors with his paw in our 'derrière'!" He shook his head again.

"No?" He stuffed another delicious croquette into his mouth. This time, he chewed noisily. Just a little bit," he tempted her. You go down, get down on your knees, get on all fours and suck it a little. I promise to leave you some croquette while you make it. No? He pretended to be surprised, seeing her shake her head again. Ah! I get it! He was sympathetic. You'd have to swallow first... but you like to have my cum in your mouth. Don't worry, I can give you more. In fact, I promise that as soon as we get to Salama, I'll give you more salami and more milk.

Pepe finished eating the plate of croquettes when the waitress appeared with the hamburger.

"Your mouth is watering, huh?" Pepe guessed. He had a knife and fork at his disposal, but he took the hamburger in his hands and put it in his mouth like that. You shouldn't have made fun of my hamburgers," she reproached her with her mouth full and looked at her maliciously. He took another bite. Do you still have me in your mouth? "Let me see," he ordered, suspicious. Ah, cheater! It's getting more and more diluted! Now, now. I know what you're going to say: it's because your mouth is watering. Yes, good excuse. Tell me one thing: don't you think that tastes better than these delicacies?

Gemma nodded. Of course she didn't, but Pepe forced her to lie. He didn't like sperm. Fortunately, he didn't like it at all. He had become accustomed to the taste that, in each man, was different. In any case, she liked it when she was aroused, in the middle of the sexual act, and with the right man and circumstances. He was crazy about Alan's semen, more than the taste itself, because it was about HIM. Likewise, I had taken a liking to Gerardo's sperm at the time, even though it tasted smoked and whisky. That was something Daniel had never come to understand or accept, even though he had eaten it too, though always sweetened by the fluids of her pussy. But Pepe was not and never would be Alan or Gerardo or anything remotely similar to them. He tolerated his lymph, nothing more. He obeyed; that was all.

"Dessert, gentlemen?" The waitress asked, when Pepe had finished his tasty hamburger.

"Yes, I think so," Pepe replied. Then, turning to Gema, he said, "Swallow it!

The waitress looked at him strangely, but since she didn't know what it was, she couldn't help but guess that he was talking about a bite of hamburger she had given him.

Gemma obeyed, glad to finally be able to get rid of her shit, even if it was by swallowing it, instead of spitting it out. He could finally open his mouth again and swallow normally.

"Hmm. How delicious! Pepe commented. He dissimulated, pretending to be referring to the dessert menu. My mouth is watering. Mojito foam... or death by chocolate. Let's see.... I think he is more in the mood for chocolate.

—A chocolate coulant with vanilla ice cream and red fruit sauce, to share, with two teaspoons?

"No. A single spoon.

"Oh, yes. I'm sorry. The protein diet," the waitress agreed and apologized without a second word.

"Are you going to starve me?" Gemma broke the silence, angry.

"I offered you to eat my sausage," Pepe sneered. And that's after you insulted my burgers. He looked at her intensely. And now you disrespect me by addressing me.

"I'm sorry. I...

The waitress returned with dessert.

"Yes?" Pepe asked. He continued to look at her intensely.

"I'm sorry, boss Pepe," she felt obliged to answer him in front of the innocent waitress.

The girl looked at them strangely. Then, he retreated, shaking his head.

"I understand," Pepe conceded. It has been hunger. He dipped the spoon into the brown dessert and put the chocolate in his mouth. Fabulous! he commented. Do you want to? He offered.

"Yes," Gema replied quickly and saw how Pepe plunged the spoon into the delicious chocolate again.

Pepe held the full spoon aloft.

"Do you prefer this or my milk?"

"Your milk, Chief Pepe," he lied. Always. He licked his lips unconsciously, his eyes fixed on the candy that was so close to him and that was so far away.

"Good. I'll share it with you. But first, I want you to do one thing. Stick a finger in your pussy.

"Here??? Chief Pepe.

"Of course here!" Faced with the woman's hesitation, he put the spoonful in his mouth and tasted it expressively. Then he plunged the spoon back into the dessert and tempted her again with it.

"All right," Gema murmured. He looked sideways. With so many people wandering the hallway and the waitress attentive, it was impossible for anyone to notice, no matter how discreetly they did. Even so, he obeyed. She opened her knees and reached under the dress. She closed her eyes and gasped involuntarily as her fingers touched her sex. He noticed that his nipples were hardening and he bit his lower lip.

"What a bitch you are made!" Pepe was amazed. Or was he dismayed?— You'd cum right here. He let a few seconds pass. He sticks his hand out. I don't want you to cum yet. Take it out, I said!

Reluctantly, Gemma took her hand out of her dress and the fingers of her sex, and showed them to him.

"How are you?"

"Wet, Chief Pepe," Gema admitted, truthfully. It was useless to deny it, when his fingers glistened wetly.

"Put them in your mouth and suck them." What do they taste like?

Gemma obeyed. His nipples were starting to hurt, because they were so hard. Again, she wondered what panties she would make her pour drinks in front of her husband. What would Daniel think of her?

"A bitch," he answered.

"Ha, ha, ha! Pepe laughed. I would have said rabbit! He continued laughing. Put them back in your pussy. But don't cum! Or run away, if you want," he corrected maliciously. An idea had just occurred to him. Open your mouth. He tempted her with the tub full of delicious chocolate, half crunchy crust, half creamy liquid. He turned the dessert dish over so that he could see where he had started it so that he could see the dark brown creaminess inside the cake. What do you think? He pressed his middle finger to see how fluffy it was on the outside and creamy on the inside. What does it remind you of? He plunged his finger into the liquid chocolate.

Gema watched as she masturbated discreetly, just as I had ordered. She was faint and needed to eat.

What Pepe was doing was beginning to disgust him. How could he be so foul to insinuate that...?!

"Looks like shit, doesn't it?" He swiveled his finger into the cream, without taking his eyes off it. The slut was jerking off in the middle of the restaurant!— Do you want to eat this? Shit?

Pepe was disgusting and his words repulsive, but the candy smelled good and she was starving.

"Do you want to eat this poop, bitch?" He insisted disgustingly. Are you such a slut that you would eat shit? My shit? "Eschatology didn't make her horny, but it did provoke and humiliate her.

"Yes.

Pepe raised his eyebrows. "Yes?" Were you serious? Did you know what I had just said? Now, who was making fun of whom?

"Are you such a slut that you want to eat my shit?" He asked incredulously, but with a strangely hoarse voice. Against all odds, he felt his hard cock press. Say so if you want to eat something all day! He challenged her, his heart surprisingly racing.

"I'm such a slut that I'd eat your shit," she heard herself say, incredulous, "Chief Pepe." "I didn't know the person who had said that.

He had said this only because his blood sugar was at rock bottom! She was faint and did not govern well! He had said it in a premeditated way, only to provoke him and make fun of him, returning the joke in bad taste (never better said)!

She hadn't said it because she was excited. She continued to rummage through the vaginal lips.

Pepe was stunned, but he recovered from his stupefaction and put the spoon in his mouth. Shaken, he took another spoonful of sponge cake and creamy chocolate and put it in his mouth before he had swallowed the previous one.

"Take shit!" he murmured, more to himself than to her. Upset, he put another spoonful into it, when he had not yet swallowed the first. And yet another. The woman's mouth was now full, full of—"Say so!" He urged her. Say it again!

"I'm such a slut that I'd eat your shit, boss Pepe. "I didn't say that!" It wasn't her! His face was red as a tomato. No, with Pepe! No, with no one! She tried to chew, but Pepe put his finger in her mouth, sticky with sweet and bitter...

With his middle finger in his mouth, Pepe rubbed his index and ring fingers on his face and smeared it with creamy brown. He had ended up bathing his three fingers in the sweet. Unable to chew with his fat finger in his mouth, he sucked it. Pepe plunged his other hand into the coulant and smeared it on his cheek, fluffy chunks and brown liquid.

He held both hands by the wrists, to push them away... or to prevent it from doing so.

"I'm such a slut that..." He ran. He was barely able to suppress the groan. His body trembled and his mind was absent so that, luckily, he did not hear any reprimand from their little voices... or worse, a compliment. His legs closed convulsively and caught his hand in them.

When he managed to open his eyes again, Pepe was no longer there. She looked for it with her eyes. He was at the bar, probably paying. Instantly, the charge notification appeared on his card. "Seventy-seven with sixty." Evidently, he had not invited her, but had paid with the card he had stolen from her. "What else are you going to steal from me?" At almost fifty euros a bottle, Pepe had chosen the most expensive wine. He looked with sudden disgust at what was left of the dessert. He was still hungry, but he couldn't eat that. In exchange, he took the unprecedented glass of wine and emptied it with a few long gulps. The wine had been paid for by her. The least I could do was drink it. "And get drunk." He made a disgusted face. Expensive or cheap, she was not into wines and did not distinguish them or particularly like them. He took the bottle, emptier than full, and got up.

"Where are you going?" Pepe intercepted her.

"To the bathroom." I have to—" He gestured, pointing to his face. He had it full of chocolate.

"Shit?" Pepe asked with the intention of mocking, but he was unable to hold his gaze and lowered it, embarrassed. Nothing of that. I like your new makeup," she forced herself to say, though she couldn't express it with the apparent confidence she'd intended. That would be something, the thought came to him, however. "What would that pamphilo say about her husband, if he saw her serving the tables with her face full of shit? My shit." The customers, I knew they would. "Now that would be marking it, much more meaningfully than with the rod." But it could not be and he could not. Or is it? "Conceited fucking finolis! Look how I shit on your wife!" He frowned.

They traveled in silence to the Salama. He didn't even feel like listening to music. The idea... it was as repulsive as it was disturbing. If I could do that... I knew that there were people who were horny by shit. I had tried to watch a video a couple of times, but I hadn't been able to... "Avantgarde Extreme." On the Internet there is everything. Those Germans did know how to treat the Teutonic women, although the part in which... No, up to that point I had been able to see it and little else. Fortunately, he had cummed quickly and lost interest even faster, so that he had never seen the whole scene. "But if I could do it..." He wasn't referring to watching the video, but to... "Now that would be taking revenge on this whore, and all of them, and putting her in her place." He turned and dared to look at his face. She was beautiful, even so. "Even more..."

The woman, however, did not dare to look at him and had her eyes fixed on her front. "He is ashamed," he acknowledged. That was what he could work with, whether he dared to... on top of that, as if it only made him feel that he would do it. "It wouldn't make sense if he wasn't ashamed and disgusted."

They got out of the car without saying a word. He opened the restaurant and removed the handwritten sign apologizing for not opening exceptionally in the morning. The woman entered in front of him, her head down and her arms crossed in front of her chest.

"Go to the bathroom." And you look in the mirror. But don't wipe your face," he warned. He went to his office, left the bottle of wine on the table, and checked that all the cameras were working and that they were recording. He typed the secret sequence to view the hidden cameras in the toilet. "She is dismayed," he acknowledged. He hardly dared to look at himself, but he did it nonetheless. You could tell that it was costing him an enormous effort. "Good, bitch. This is new territory for you."

The woman gagged and tried to vomit in the sink, but she did not succeed. Leaning with his hands on the sink, he tried to vomit again, with the same result.

Pepe watched as she shook her head in front of the mirror, incredulous, disgusted with herself?

What he saw next, left him speechless. The very slutty was pulling up her dress! And now, he was masturbating, while forcing himself to look in the mirror!

That was interesting. Fortunately, she didn't know that even in the bathroom she had micro-cameras recording everything.

Suddenly, she pulled her hand away from her sex. He looked at himself in the mirror with an expression of disgust and anger. She spat on herself, that is, on her reflection. He tried to vomit, but again he did not succeed.

Finally, she pulled down her dress, took paper from the toilet, and cleaned the mirror. Then, he left the bathroom.

Pepe quickly typed the sequence that hid those cameras on the video surveillance monitor.

"Undress. "Slut," he ordered, as he entered the office. I don't want you to get your dress dirty.

Trembling and upset, the woman obeyed.

She was really very beautiful like that, completely naked, except for her heels, and the pearl necklace, and doubly made up, with sensual colors and disturbing browns.

"You're hungry, aren't you?"

The woman slowly shook her head. Then, he nodded. Finally, he shook her again.

"What did you tell me before?"

Embarrassed and embarrassed, Gema turned her body, as if trying to dodge it, and threatened to cover her breasts and hide the sex from her gaze, as if she had never seen her naked before.

"You're too into this," he reminded her, pointing to the monitor, "to refuse now. Say it!

"I'm such a slut that I'd eat your shit, Chief Pepe," she said quietly, her eyes on the ground.

"Say it again." Higher! —The cameras also recorded the audio.

The woman shook her head.

"Say it!" Or...

"I'm such a slut," she repeated in a pitiful voice, on the verge of tears, "that I'd eat your shit, Chief Pepe."

"And you're going to eat my shit!" Pepe stipulated forcefully. My disgusting burger shit, as you called them before. Grab one, or as many as you like, from the freezer and make them for yourself. You have to regain strength.

Gemma raised her head and her eyes widened. She swallowed hard, relieved. He sighed.

"Yes, Chief Pepe. Sorry... for what I have said," she declared, regretfully.

Compared to what he had imagined and considering how hungry he was, Pepe's hamburgers would taste like heaven, like a delicacy of the gods.

Pepe smiled a sadistic smile. "That's where I caught you, huh? Fuck! I have almost believed it!" He, too, sighed in relief. He saw the wine on the table, picked it up, and took a drink straight from the bottle. "There are people who pay for this," he realized, and he was not referring to the wine.

With the bottle in his hand, he approached it from behind and watched as she cooked. He had found a dirty old apron and put it on, but that only accentuated his nakedness from behind.

He studied her ass. He had left two good marks with the rod. He was not an expert in that and wondered if they would eventually disappear. Did he want them to be erased or did he prefer to mark it forever, for what he had done to her? He had been very excited about it, after the first. But she with him, no. She wondered again what had prompted her to sleep with him. Boredom? A bet? To take revenge on her husband? Or his lover, that handsome young personal trainer whom he had introduced as his nephew, as if he were a fool! Or had she felt something for him? Did he still feel it?

"Two hamburgers?" You were hungry, huh? Sit at that table, in the middle," he said. Yes, like that, naked. No one will come. Yet.

Gema obeyed and, fainting, began to eat anxiously, holding the hamburger in her hands, as Pepe had done before. Frozen or not, the hamburger was not so bad, especially if I added ketchup. Of course, I didn't want to know anything about Tabasco. But he had already sincerely apologized for saying they were disgusting. Considering what he had said, his reaction had been entirely justified, denying him food at the restaurant.

From the bar, Pepe watched as the woman swallowed. There was not an ounce of stiff elegance in her, but there was a lot of beauty.

He walked up to her and put the bottle of wine on the table. There wasn't much left, but there was enough for a couple of drinks.

"You don't need a glass," he said. I want to see how you drink from the bottle. Wait! He stopped her. Not yet. Let him watch you from the bar. Ah! By the way! I have brought you the special sauce of the house. He opened the two hamburgers, what was left of the first and second, intact, and poured the sauce into them. Take advantage. I know you love it. I kept it from our first meeting, in the freezer. He finished squeezing the condom. Then, he eventually dropped it on the burgers and walked away.

Gemma looked at him, disgusted. Again, he had managed to slap her, figuratively, which was the worst of ways. Why? Why did he treat her like this? He did everything I asked of him! He had even apologized honestly!

If it wasn't hell, it was in purgatory. In both cases, he deserved to be where he was. Pepe was the demon that her bad karma had called to punish her. If it was purgatory, he would still have a chance to redeem himself, but only if he accepted his punishment from the heart and without looking for shortcuts.

Resigned, she bit into the hamburger that now, in addition to the red ketchup, had a whitish sauce. After having had his lefa in his mouth for about an hour, what difference could it make from eating that? "You're already looking for shortcuts," he reproached himself. Of course the difference was huge! It was one thing to swallow the cumshot after a blowjob... even keeping it for so long in the mouth... and it was quite another to mix the lefa with the food! It was simply disgusting and abominable. Pepe was hateful! "And here you are again! You're not accepting your punishment wholeheartedly." Pepe did what he had to do, no more, no less. She had earned it. If anything, I had to thank him that he wasn't really mean to her. After all, he had brought him the bottle of wine.

He steeped it and gave it a drink.

"And you continue with your shortcuts. You only drink to mask the taste!" But that's not why! She did it because she had told her that she wanted to see her drink from the bottle! He left it on the table and ate what was left of the first hamburger. He forced himself to focus on the flavor of his cum, first frozen and then reheated in the microwave. "Nobody loves me, but that's because I don't deserve it. Pepe at least has been so kind as to bring me the bottle of wine. I must be grateful to him." She had to do whatever she was told to do, because she deserved to be punished by him.

"When you're done eating, clear the table." And if you have wet the chair, which you surely have!, you clean it with your tongue.

"Yes, Chief Pepe," Gema confirmed, despite the risk. "God knows what diseases inhabit that filthy chair!" "Ah!" interjected her annoying little voice, after having left her alone for long and insufficient moments. "I see that you take it for granted that you are going to leave it waterlogged."

"Then take the letter and study it." Notice where the different drinks are and learn it. Then, wipe your face, put on makeup, and get dressed, I'm about to open.

"Yes, Chief Pepe. "What panties do you want me to wear?"

"You know what your mission is, don't you?"

"Yes, Chief Pepe. Get people to consume.

"No, stupid. That is only a means to achieve the objective. Your mission is to get money into this box. "Really, he has hurt me a lot by sleeping with me, only to ignore me later. He deserves everything I plan to do to him," he reaffirmed his intentions.

"Okay, Chief Pepe. He took the bottle and took another sip of the wine, the penultimate. He wasn't such a bad guy, after all. I was teaching him the waitress trade and surely I was going to learn many more things from him.

Pepe retired to the office. He liked to observe through the cameras. That's why, apart from not missing anything, he always recorded everything. Viewing on the monitor provided something that live performance prevented: it minimized, or even eliminated, the influence of the observer on the observer. When the victim did not suspect that they were being spied on, they behaved naturally. This was not the case with Gema, who knew very well that he was watching her through the cameras (except in the bathroom; there he had behaved genuinely, obeying her impulses), but the interference was less than if she stood behind the bar to watch.

Fascinated, he watched as the burger was finished with the house's special sauce. Sure, why not? If he swallowed his bullfight, why would he be disgusted by the minced meat properly seasoned?

Then he watched, enraptured, as he drank from the bottle. There was something tremendously erotic about that scene. It was just as he had imagined it. He had seen her drink from the bar and now he saw her through the camera as well. With her tits in the air, her elbow raised and the neck of the bottle in her mouth...

Then he watched as he cleared the table. She had risen and was completely naked, except for her black heeled sandals (she was waiting for her to put on her white heels again in the waitress costume) and the double pearl necklace whose wider loop swayed conspicuously when she bent over the table to clean it. First he had done it with a paper napkin. Then, after leaving the cutlery in the sink behind the bar, he had made it with a cloth with which he had returned to the table to clean it well. Seeing her pick up her establishment naked satisfied him in a special way.

"Ah! The chair! he exclaimed and held his breath. Yes, he was indeed inspecting it. Yes, indeed, he must have soaked her with his sexual fluids. What a bitch! Always so! He noticed that he was looking at the napkin dispenser. With napkins you are not going to clean it, they cost money! The woman knelt. Was he really licking the seat??? He couldn't see him well because the table covered his head. I could only see the movement of his body. He quickly switched to another camera's view. Yes, he is licking it! He concluded, excited, though no picture was really conclusive. If it wasn't the table that blocked her face and, above all, her tongue, it was the back of the chair or her hair. He's licking it. He's licking it! He insisted on the idea, however. What a bitch! He felt like he was getting hard without touching it, which at his age was commendable. And now with the napkin. Well, okay. You've done your job with the tongue. "I think."

The woman put the chair in place. Then, he went to the bar and took a card. Pepe observed how, indeed, he tried to familiarize himself with the menu and the arrangement of the drinks. He was taking it seriously, after all.

"What a good waitress you would be!" "But that's what I was after. Yes, I wanted to make money from it. I needed it and urgently. His real goal was still to make him pay for the contempt. No matter how seriously she took it, on the surface, the experience, for her, could only be a summer and temporary camp.

She would remain a trophy woman, well-to-do and carefree, bored and degenerate, in search of occasional strong emotions to distract her from her easy life. And her husband would continue to be a conceited stiff man who believed that because he was an engineer and rich he was better than others, above all, better than him. He was going to take revenge on both of them.

What greater mortification could there be for the husband, however pamphilous, than to see his wife being subdued by him, voluntarily submitting to the most extreme degradations?

Gema returned to the office.

"Do you already have it?" She didn't look into her eyes, but scrutinized her curves, those voluminous and well-placed breasts, that surprisingly narrow waist, and those generous hips, those areolas crowned by two hard nipples, and that shaved cauldron, always wet and burning, that she had between her legs.

"Yes. More or less.

"Then wipe your face and put on makeup." You must have brought makeup, right? The chocolate-smeared face continued to baffle him.

"Yes, of course. Gemma stepped forward and took the case from the bag.

"How far-sighted! Pepe praised her.

Gemma shrugged. She hadn't expected chocolate... just as Biel had not been expected to have two dogs... But she had been prepared, in case Pepe ejaculated in her face. She wanted to be perfect for when her husband arrived. "And wouldn't it be more perfect if I saw your face full of cum? Or, at least, with the makeup ruined and the mascara smeared, after having sucked it profusely?"

"I'm going to the bathroom to put on makeup, Chief Pepe.

"Yes. Do that. "I'm going to see how you put on makeup." And then he comes back. I want to see how your panties fit. It's clear that you lose fluids," he mocked, "and that you can't go without them to my place.

Pepe watched on the monitor, through one of the secret cameras in the bathroom. To her disappointment, this time the woman did not masturbate when she saw her chocolate-stained face in the mirror. Nor did he gag. He washed his face. Then, he looked at himself in the mirror. Vain, she observed herself from several angles and verified that everything – ass and tits, mainly – was firm and in place. She caressed her breasts and then also her crotch, but only a little and with gentle touches. She opened her mouth and sensually moistened her lips. Then, she moved her tongue in a lascivious way, while holding her breasts with her hands from below, as if offering them to her other self in the mirror. Before opening the makeup case, she washed her crotch with her hand.

"Are you done yet?" Pepe pretended to be surprised, when the woman returned, perfectly made up. How soon! He conscientiously avoided telling her that she was very pretty. You should change your shoes. Have you brought the white ones, which go with the waitress dress?

The woman nodded, first.

"Yes, Chief Pepe. He confirmed verbally, at once. I didn't want to give her problems so as not to have them with him and that was what I sensed he wanted to hear from her.

"Good. Well, put them on. And take the bag with the panties. Let's go to the terrace. I want to see how they turn out. You're going to make me a little private fashion show. —"That will be recorded"

When she returned to the terrace, Pepe was waiting for her, expectantly, sitting in the center. She noticed that she had sat in the same chair that she had previously used to eat—and that she had had to wipe with her tongue. Instead of just turning one of the chairs at the table, he had moved that one, so that he was looking at the bar and had the table behind him.

The terrace of the Salama could be covered with an awning. Likewise, the sides could be closed with transparent canvases to protect from the wind and cold. They also had roller blinds to protect them from the sun. Although it was not suitable for the cold and cloudy days of winter or for the windy and rainy storms of autumn, for the time of year in which it was ideal it was ideal. Customers preferred to be outdoors, more or less protected from the weather, than indoors. In fact, with the loss of customers that the restaurant suffered, Pepe no longer opened the interior rooms, unless some unwary person hired him, as had often happened in good times, a banquet for a private party. In those increasingly rare cases, Pepe hired personnel expressly for the event.

With all that, the awning was open and did not obstruct the view of the blue sky. The full-backs were closed, as Pepe had not yet opened the premises. A sign at the entrance indicated this. However, unlike when he had eaten the hamburger, on one side the blinds were raised and let in plenty of light. Although that was the most sheltered side, nothing prevented a curious person from approaching to check if the owner had already arrived and if he was about to open. That side faced a meadow with trees and was visible from the bike path that passed next to the restaurant. Pepe didn't seem to mind being seen naked. Why was he surprised? Hadn't he already exhibited it in front of four customers?

She approached Pepe, heeling in her white shoes. He had learned from the experience of the night before, and had fastened his waitress's hat with a pair of bobby pins to his hair, since he was coquettishly wearing it sideways, to prevent it from falling off. He had also put on his white gloves. Otherwise, except for the necklace, she was naked. Although she must have been used to him looking at her, she felt a tingling in her stomach as she felt his shameless gaze on her.

She advanced towards him with her panties in her hand, placed a chair next to her, and deposited the four types of panties in it. She walked away from him, went to the counter and leaned back slightly, resting her back on the bar and her elbows on it. He put one foot on the footrest, so that his knee was bent and he waited. This time it was she who looked at him expectantly. What would be the first panty and which one would you end up choosing for it?

Pepe inspected the fabric, first her, then her new underwear.

"Show me how this one looks on you." She took a little panty from her chair and offered it to her.

Gemma walked over again, took her hand, and walked back with her to the bar. There, she bent down, lifted one foot and tucked it into her cream-colored panties. It was the one that, because of the price or because he had liked it in a particular way, Pepe had made him buy three units. With her torso bent over, her breasts swayed with the movement, swaying in the air. The evil owner of the place did not take his eyes off him. The act of undressing – or even, in this case, dressing – was worse than being in leather. Somewhat upset, she pulled up her panties. It fit him perfectly.

Gema felt Pepe's gaze on her sex, barely hidden by the spider's web of lace. He turned to hide. At the back, the Brazilian was opaque, although she got between her buttocks and left most of it exposed, although in a sexier way than a vulgar thong. The elastic microfiber adjusted perfectly to her curves.

She turned again and advanced towards him with sinuous movements. She was sure that was what he expected of her and there was no point in angering him when he would get away with it anyway. Her bare breasts swayed with every step.

Pepe put his hands on her hips and fixed his gaze on her sex again. The delicacy of the lace was as beautiful as it was unprotective. He breathed heavily. It was in his hands, literally.

Nervously, she looked to the side that had the blind up. If someone peeked through the transparent enclosure, they would see it...

—Date la vuelta.

She obeyed and the black puddings that Pepe had like fingers ran around the contour of the panties and caressed her buttocks. Really, it left a lot of skin exposed.

His sausages ran along the two horizontal marks he had made with the stick. Did he regret having done him such damage? Did he get excited?

He grabbed her by the waist, leaned forward and bit her buttock.

Gemma emitted a howl of protest.

"Dance for me!" He ordered her and encouraged her with a whip.

Dancing in a sensual way, she was not particularly good at that, especially without music. He had learned something in his barbell classes, but without barbell he couldn't do the exercise. She remembered something from her time with Gerardo, when he had made her dance for him to the rhythm of his favorite jazz music, John Coltrane or Bill Evans, for example, but Pepe had not put music and surely he was not of such refined tastes.

Blushing, she looked again through the transparent enclosure. If someone thought of approaching from that side...

He began to move his hips and the rest of his body in the best way he knew how to do. Without music, he had no choice but to imagine it. He just needed to remember how he had moved for Gerardo. Could he deceive himself and convince himself – just to make it more bearable at that moment – that Pepe was Gerardo?

Daniel, who only looked at the physique, had found it easy to confuse them, if he wanted to. But Gerardo had nothing to do with Pepe, neither in the physical nor in many other things. As for the physique, Gerardo had aged from... that way..., because of the whiskey and the tobacco, also because of the troubles, but he was tall, he had blue eyes and as a young man he had been a very handsome young man. Alan looked a lot like his uncle, even with the beard he sported and even though he had a sculpted body in the gym. With less muscle and no beard was the spitting image of the sadly deceased Gerardo.

She raised her arms above her head and wiggled for him. Her ass moved seductively to the rhythm of the illusory music.

If she didn't look at him, she could imagine that it was Gerardo who was sitting in the chair and not Pepe. How many times had she done that, just dance for her boss to the sound of soft jazz, in sensual underwear, with or without panties, but almost always in tights and garter belts, arousing HIM and warming herself up?

He forced himself to turn. Pepe no doubt expected to see her tits too, tracing sinuous curves in the air as her torso undulent. She forced herself to look him in the face. No, it wasn't Gerardo, not at all. He closed his eyes and imagined his former boss sitting in the chair. Yes, that helped. She bit her lower lip and danced.

He felt two hands on his ass.

"Sit on top of me."

Pepe pulled her to and made her sit on his pelvis with her legs spread. It was hard for me! The little dance had made him horny!

With her hands on the back of her neck, exposing her breasts, she rubbed against him. That was what I wanted from her. One way or another, he would end up getting away with it. There was no point in making life more difficult than it already was.

Pepe took one of her breasts and put it in her mouth. I was still hungry! He sucked it, as if he expected milk to come out of it.

He groaned as he pressed it with his lips.

Her reaction must have encouraged him because he took the other breast with his hand and pinched her nipple with his fingers.

He gasped, but he didn't stop dancing on it.

A slap as unexpected as it was undeserved, and which, with her eyes closed, she had not seen coming, made her land in harsh reality.

"Take it off and put this one on," he said, pointing to one of the panties on top of the chair next to him.

The inopportune slap lowered his libido sharply. Disgusted, perhaps more with herself than with him, she got up and took the pointed panties.

Disgusted, she pulled down her panties and let it slide down her legs to the floor.

Pepe picked it up, put it to his nose and took a deep breath.

"You just got it for the first time," he commented, as she put on the second Brazilian, "and it already smells like a female." I bet you're wet again.

Gema glared at him, but Pepe's hard concrete face withstood the attack without flinching.

"Dance!"

Curling, Gema took a few steps away. He tried to calm down, and tried to play Miles Davis' Blue in Green in his head. A lump formed in his throat. Blue was not the color blue in that context, but a feeling of sadness and bitterness that permeated the entire enigmatic album Kind of Blue. And green, therefore, must have been nothing more than the feeling of hope. Sadness within hope. It was useless, as much as evoking the past, since it only led to loneliness and nostalgia. There was definitely more dark bitterness in her than there were green shoots.

Music, however, would make everything easier, even if it was melancholy and even if he tried to deceive himself with it. He considered asking him to play a song, but he ruled it out. Surely, instead of allowing her to put on something sensual, he would force her to put on flamenco. She had nothing against the very respectable and emotional flamenco, but sex and flamenco, that did not fit for her. It hadn't been easy for him to suck it in the car to the devilishly complex rhythm of that music. At most, one could imagine Esbozos de Flamenco, from the same album.

He turned so that he could get a good look at his butt. That's why he had made him buy the Brazilian ones, to frame it.

The cool white satin softened his spirits; it was a protective cocoon into which it could metamorphose. The intricate geometrical designs, with their immutable perfection, seemed, at times, to manage to order the chaos of her thoughts, away from fatalism and back to sanity.

But what if instead of metamorphosing from caterpillar to butterfly he did it the other way around? Not even the geometric motifs, which represented the reason and balance that she needed so much in that moment of confusion, were able to separate her from the defeatism that had settled in her. The sense of guilt – well deserved, that one! – was too great. What was she, but a treacherous worm? Not even the most pristine of cocoons would ever be able to produce the beautiful butterfly it had once been. It was involuted, not evolved. "I am a worm and a worm I will be." The insult that the vile fat girl had dedicated to him had stuck with him because it was fair.

"Dance!" Pepe urged her again.

Gema tried to focus on the music in her head and tried to push aside the negative emotions: the revulsion towards Pepe and her resentment towards herself. She despised Pepe, perhaps because he was not quite what she wanted him to be. And she hated herself because she had well deserved that no one really loved her. Not even Daniel really did it; what he loved were his horns.

She rippled her waist for him, aware that he was staring at her hungrily, licking his lips disgustingly. The design of the panties lengthened her legs and that, at least, made her feel sexy, within her misery. She moved her arms sinuously, tracing curves in the air that evoked her own, those of her breasts, her waist, and those of her hips. Then, he turned and drew the curves of his ass with his hands. The panties were less tucked between her buttocks than the previous one, but it also exposed most of her buttocks. Gema found it to be the panties with the sexiest design.

The decorative strip that horizontally joined her hips at the back and that framed, with the rest of the panties, a suggestive triangle of bare skin from her lumbar ran parallel to the two marks that Pepe had left with his damned rod. She wondered if that had caught Pepe's attention in that Brazilian panty or if he had only noticed the cut of her buttocks. He lacked a mirror to see how that horizontal strip looked in conjunction with the two ugly lines of the rod, but he could imagine it. I just hoped that Pepe wouldn't come up with ideas...

"Come over here. Don't turn around! Come walking backwards.

The owner of the Salama made her sit on top of him. He still had it hard. I could feel it through my pants.

"Come on. Fuck me! "I know you want it," he spurred her on. Fuck me! He touched her clitoris through her panties. She took a breast with her other hand and sucked it. Fuck me! He said warmly in his ear, so that he would not forget to move on top of him. Look at the camera! He exhorted her. Say hello! Come on, say hello to your husband!

It was implausible that Pepe's fool had hit the nail on the head with knowledge of the facts and it seemed that he had done it as a result of chance. Surely, he had simply intended to humiliate her or Daniel. Those tips that he had never received – and that, in view of events, he had not deserved either – stung him. In any case, Pepe had been right with his words and Gema raised her arm and waved to one of the cameras. Sitting on Pepe's hard crotch, her legs open and her back to him, with her paw on her clitoris and the other on her, she waved her gloved hand and tried to smile.

"Look at how cuckold you are. Even someone like Pepe fucks me better than you!" She could have spared the last three words, because her husband didn't even fuck her anymore.

Pepe left her sex and, in exchange, put two fingers in her mouth and made her suck them. On this occasion, they did not know her own pussy, as he had limited himself to caressing her outside her panties. Forcing her to look at the camera, he made her suck her fingers, perhaps to show that she was doing it voluntarily and avoid possible future legal problems.

Excited, Gema sought the friction of her sex – now that her fingers were no longer rubbing her clitoris – moving rhythmically over it.

"I can't believe he's forcing me to do this!" he exclaimed to himself, still sucking his fingers or moving his pelvis or looking at the camera.

"Get up and take it off!" Pepe ordered him suddenly. With trembling legs, Gema obeyed and Pepe bent down to pick up her panties. Oh! Look what you've done! You've wet it too! He sniffed her. Maybe I should put a sponge in your pussy. Put this one on, now!

Gema put on the following panties. Apparently, Pepe was willing to try them all on for him and had not yet decided which one he wanted to wear to receive Daniel.

The microfiber panty was the least flashy of all, but it wrapped around her like a glove. On the front, the floral lace band gave her a touch of sensuality that, however, would not be appreciated when bending over, because for it to be seen she would have to lift the dress to the waist.

"Did I tell you to stop dancing?" Pepe snapped. Move your ass! I want to see how it looks on you.

The fabric was opaque and covered her buttocks more than the other two. If Pepe wanted to hide the two blows he had given her the night before, that was the Brazilian he would choose.

He wiggled his ass in front of him to the rhythm of a fictitious music.

"Bend down and pretend to pick something up from the ground!"

Gemma knew what the man wanted to see. With her legs spread and her back to him, she bent down without bending her knees. Thanks to the forks, she didn't drop her waitress hat. Her upturned ass was suggestively positioned. Did he intend that he should accidentally drop something on the floor to pick it up in that way in front of his clientele? "The things he forces me to do!" he was indignant. Did she want her to do that, in front of her husband?

Pepe licked his lips. She liked the way her panties fit and could imagine it well under her dress. When she bent down – she didn't even need to do it in such an exaggerated way – her ass would be visible, in that waitress mini-dress. The panties showed the skin of her buttocks, but not so much as to be shameless. Except that the dress was ridiculously short, you might think it was accidental. That way, it would contain the scandal, while also making the exhibition more exciting. Men liked to think that they were getting hold of something forbidden and that would make them hornier than if he showed them his ass in a shameless way.

"Bring me a cold beer." A bottle.

Pepe was delighted with the movement of the woman's ass, moving away in the direction of the bar. He rejoiced in the audacity and daring he had had when he decided to put pressure on that slut. He was aware that his blackmail might have blown up in his face, but it was going well. He puffed out his chest. It had been a long time since he had any reason to be proud of himself. Soon after, she enjoyed the movement of her tits, approaching him at every step.

"Shall I open it for you, Chief Pepe?" He showed her the opener, who had flirtatiously tucked into her panties, at the level of the pelvic bone. I had nothing to gain from him if I made a bad face at him. On the contrary, it was better for him to pretend. He could gain a lot if he managed to seduce him or, at least, distract him. Years ago, he had already managed to deceive Luis Alberto, Silvestre's roommate, in this way and had set a trap in which he had bitten. No, definitely his best asset was not confrontation, neither in the dialectic, nor much less in the physical, nor in the legal, but in the trickery.

Pepe nodded, enraptured. "Yes, what a bitch! But if you think that this is nothing more than a game that takes you out of your boredom as a vase woman, you are wrong, and I will prove it to you! She's very smiling now, but I'm going to wipe that smile off her pretty face and make her regret it!"

Gema opened the bottle and offered it to him. The sheet metal fell to the ground.

Pepe took a long drink. He belched contentedly, trying to make the belch loud enough to annoy her.

"Come here," he ordered. He caught her by the forearm and pulled her towards him, forcing her to lean over him. Her tits hung down irresistibly. He let go of her arm and grabbed her by the breast. He brought her a little closer to his face and, when he had her lips within reach, he kissed her. His tongue penetrated his mouth and explored its corners.

Gemma suppressed a gag. The burp had been rude and disgusting, and his kiss didn't make it any better. She didn't like beer and her mouth tasted like her. "I have to hold on. My time will come," he tried to cheer up. The man had now grabbed her nipple and was pulling it down as if trying to milk her.

Pepe bit her at will. Yes, he had won the lottery with that slut. He let go of her, which was made of plastic, but of quality, moved away from her and slapped her.

"Slut!" Do you think I don't realize what you're trying to do? "It was so easy to fall in love with such a pretty face, such firm breasts, such a skillful tongue, and such a warm, wet pussy. But he had already been there, and what he had earned from it was the shovelful of his indifference. Chew on the bottle! He ordered and put the bottle in his hand. "Woman," he said to calm her down, before her expression of horror, "outside her panties.

"With a bottle of beer!" Disgust was drawn on his face. But outside of the panties, that could do it. "It doesn't do me any good to refuse," he reminded himself. "She has me well held. I have to wait for my chance to strike a blow, somehow." Unintentionally, the image of the knife he kept under the mattress came to mind. He had put it there only to torment Daniel, since he needed to be constantly stimulated and pushed to the limit, but it could certainly be a useful utensil... excuse the redundancy.

She pressed the bottle against her pussy and rubbed her clit with it. Then, dancing obscenely, he rubbed himself against the bottle, as if he were an impudent dancing couple. Bending his knees, with his legs spread, he rubbed his private parts against the third of beer.

"Shit!" He was breathing heavily and noisily. If someone peeked through the transparent enclosure... "Shit!" he repeated. "I need to cum." Then, in a little voice, he pointed out: "You don't need anyone to peek out. He's recording you. Do you remember it?" "Shit," he said again. "I really need to cum." She didn't want to cum with Pepe and much less with her bottle of beer, but having an orgasm would lower her libido, clear her head and prevent her from continuing to behave in such an irresponsible way.

Her nipples hardened painfully. I felt Pepe's lascivious gaze on every square inch of his skin, in his sinuous movements, in his agitated breathing...

Pepe couldn't take it anymore. He opened his pants, pulled his underpants down from under the balls, brought out the dark and completely spliced phallus and masturbated obscenely in front of her.

His cock was ugly, as unpleasant as the taste of beer. And yet he had drunk the bitter ale with Biel and his friends, indulging a taste that was not his own. Gerardo had realized very early on his malleability. Perhaps that was what had attracted him most to her. He had seen in her plasticity the possibility of shaping her to his liking and creating what for him was the ideal woman. For this reason, he had not ceased to promote and expand his ductility. She was like water, fitting into any container, but at what cost? It was like a soft clay, easy to mold, but at risk of losing its original shape. That was where the difficulty lay and the reason why it required an experienced hand. Now he realized that adapting fluently and modifying his tastes easily was as advantageous as it was pernicious, since it entailed the risk of letting himself be trapped in a dead end, and not by a teacher, like Gerardo, but by a jerk, like Pepe. Had it become a mere blank sheet of paper waiting for someone to write about it? If that was the case, what would happen when the words faded and the page went blank once again? Or, worse still, what if the ink proved indelible, and traced horribly warped words and terribly inadmissible phrases, even to her?

Gema continued to rub her crotch on the beer bottle. With his knees bent and his hands clutching the bottle, it was more his hips that moved than the container of the golden liquid with a bitter and pungent taste.

He looked at Pepe's ugly turnip. There was a moment when she had sucked him with relish, when she thought that her mischief – a real and reprehensible betrayal of her husband – would win Alan's attention, perhaps also his congratulations. But it had been in vain and now the disgusting of the one who had become her extortionist did not feel like anything. Unable to take his eyes off his phallus, he continued to rub himself against the little bottle.

"Come closer," he heard Pepe order and she, with her legs spread, took two steps forward. Take a drink," he heard her say.

"No," she replied and shook her head. He drank the yellowish liquid only when he had no other choice. Besides, now it was probably hot and tasted worse...

"Drink!" Pepe insisted, threatening but still touching his turnip.

Reluctantly, Gema pushed the bottle away from her sex and raised it towards her head. Their hips protested and pumped uselessly into the air, until they realized the futility of their efforts. She had been on the verge of cumming and regaining her reason after the liberating orgasm. Had Pepe noticed this? Not many men are able to read the telltale signs when a woman is about to climax. Was Pepe one of those chosen few and had he denied her orgasm on purpose, or had it been a coincidence?

Disgusted, she raised the mouth of the bottle to her lips and took a drink. Just as I had feared, it was hot as pee. He had taken the cold beer out of the fridge, but with his rubbing he had warmed it... at the same time that she had warmed herself.

"Burp," he heard him say. Aware that she was being recorded, she shook her horrified head. Was it that this man did not have the slightest sense of decorum? Did you expect me to do such a vulgar act in front of the cameras? He shook his head again. No, he couldn't fall that low. Burp," he heard her urge, this time insistently. She took a breath and tried, but she wasn't used to burping, let alone on purpose. Burp! He heard him ordered. He forced himself to take a fresh drink of the acrid liquid as hot as his own body. At last a noisy, degrading belch came to his throat and escaped from his lips. She twisted her rictus, disgusted with herself. What a pig you are! She heard Pepe insult her as a reward. "Pig. A worm," he thought. Now, with that recording of her little dance with the bottle and with the subsequent burp, Pepe had the perfect material to continue blackmailing her.

The man separated one hand from her phallus and extended it towards her sex. She hooked the edge of the panties with her finger, pushed the fabric to one side, and exposed her swollen vulva.

—Fóllate.

Gemma's eyes widened. Unable to say anything, she just shook her head vigorously, horrified at the idea.

"No?" Pepe said. With a quick gesture he snatched the bottle of beer with his hand. Then, he turned backwards and took the little bottle of tabasco. He removed the plug. Maybe you prefer this. It's smaller but bigger... stimulating.

"No!" Gema exclaimed, alarmed, and tried to get the bottle of beer again. Anything was better than the tabasco, which stung terribly, as I had already seen the night before.

"Too late," Pepe commented and quickly pushed the beer out of his reach. He looked at her sternly.

"I'm sorry, Chief Pepe," Gema apologized for her outburst. He swallowed hard. She knew that she had just given the man an excuse to punish her cruelly.

Pepe put the bottle of beer between his legs. He closed them, just in case he came up with another attempt to take the bottle without his permission. He saw how the woman observed, unsurely, his gaze fixed on the bottle, on his cock, which was nearby, or on both. With both hands now free, he poured some tabasco on his left index finger. Then, he turned it around to show him. Satisfied, he watched his face turn pale with terror and blush with shame alternately. Or more than humiliation, was his blush a sign of anger? "Better, if it is." He rubbed his finger around the mouth of the bottle and smeared it with the spicy Tabasco. Then he showed her finger again.

"Lean over and suck it on me." "I had taken a liking to touching her tits when they hung down like banners.

Gemma narrowed her eyes, disgusted. Then, she breathed a sigh of relief. He wanted me to suck his thumb, as he had done on other occasions, and then give a degrading blowjob to the bottle. That could do it. It was better to withstand the spiciness in the oral mucous membranes than in its other mucous membranes. He would end up giving an even more humiliating blowjob to his disgusting turnip. But, with luck, he would be able to keep some of the spiciness in his mouth and transfer it to his cock so that it would itch as atrociously as he had burned her pussy when he had made her put the bottle of tabasco in her.

He leaned down, his legs spread and his knees unbent. The man left the tabasco on the floor and immediately squeezed her breast and played with her nipple, while she gave a blowjob to his finger. The tabasco was stingy, and very itchy, and, although it was bearable in the mouth, his eyes watered.

"Suck it, bitch. You like it spicy, huh? He heard him mock. Answer, whore! He urged her.

"Yes, Chief Pepe," Gema replied, even though he didn't like either Indian or Mexican food, and continued to suck his thumb. In any case, the man was not referring only to Tabasco.

"Kiss me," Pepe ordered and took his finger out of her mouth.

Gemma leaned on his shoulders, came to his face and kissed him. Daniel would crucify her, if he never saw her biting Pepe in that lewd way.

The man reached out and put his hand between her legs. Gema tensed as she felt him penetrate her with his finger. However, fortunately, he did not feel any burning on his genitals. Although, that had nothing to do with luck but with his diligence: in everything he did, he always worked hard and had sucked his thumb well. Although it had scorched his mouth, he had left it clean.

Pepe poked at her vagina, while milking her with his other hand.

He turned his mouth away from hers and licked his lips.

"How spicy you are!" he acknowledged. Then he put down his and slapped it. And how you like it spicy! Your pussy is waterlogged again! He wondered.

Or did he mock her?

"Fuck me!" He exhorted her. He grabbed her by both tits, pulled her toward him, intending to force her to sit on top of him. Wait! He said, however. He had just had an idea. Take off your panties first.

Gema sat up, moved away and lowered them. Too aroused to think, because she hadn't cummed yet, she stood with her legs spread on top of him again, grabbed his cock with one hand, pointed it at her sex and went down to straddle him. His phallus invaded her and filled her deliciously.

Or so had been the idea.

"Wait!" he commanded him, when he had only his point inside it and when he had not yet sat completely on it. You like it spicy, huh? It was a rhetorical question. He grabbed her buttocks and pulled them apart. Now, come down.

Gemma lowered her pelvis and descended on her phallus, which began to slide into her vagina, rubbing the G-zone as it passed. She wanted him inside her. I needed it inside, but... "You bastard!" She tried to sit up suddenly, but Pepe's hands prevented her from doing so and pushed her down. "Motherfucker!" The mouth of the bottle pressed against his anus.

"What's wrong?" Pepe asked, ironically. I told you to fuck me. Don't you want me?

"No, Chief Pepe. I mean, yes! He corrected, beside himself. No, please! he begged. Not that! "I didn't want to be double-penetrated, by her turnip in her pussy and the beer bottle in her ass.

"Why not?" Pepe asked, unimpressed with his protests. Didn't you just tell me you like it spicy? Should I think you're lying to me?

"No. I'm sorry. "No," she tried to explain, alarmed, more by the bottle that threatened to butt her than by what I might think of her. It can be broken!

If he broke his ass, there would be no surgeon to fix the mess. Dídac, Gerardo's client, with whom she had voluntarily prostituted herself to get her boss a juicy contract, had once had the idea of penetrating her in the hotel with a bottle of Coca-Cola from the minibar, although he had done it through the vagina. After that experience and after reading the comments of her followers on her blog on the social network Tumblr (before she became prudishly puritanical), warning her of the risks, she had gone on to hide all the bottles in the minibar every time she made the obligatory monthly visit to follow up on the business to the customer.

"What's going to break!" Pepe discarded. He looked at her doubtfully, as if he were kidding her. Get up," he conceded, however. He had no intention of hurting her, not until he had vilified her as she deserved and until he had made enough money from her. Turn around," he said, however, next. Nor did he have any intention of letting go of his fantasies. She was going to be doubly penetrated, no matter what. I'm going to bust your ass with my cock. The bottle, it's not going to break in your pussy. He forced her to descend on him.

"Ah! Gema complained, when she felt her sword try to pierce her anus.

"What's wrong with you now?" he asked, sullenly.

"It doesn't come in!" It is not lubricated.

"To have thought of it before!" He snapped, fed up with his continuous complaints. However, he allowed her to step back a few inches towards him and put her in her pussy, instead of her ass. Her wet, warm pussy hugged him. Ah, you bastard! he exclaimed, excited. You want me to cum before I you! He accused her.

Gema turned a deaf ear and continued to climb up and down on his cock. The mouth of the bottle rubbed against her clitoris, which was beginning to sting because of the tabasco.

"Enough. Enough! Pepe insisted and marked his order with a resounding spanking on the buttock. You've lubricated me enough now. Now, shove it up your ass.

Her clitoris was itchy. Gema got up a little and pulled her cock out of her vagina. Then, obediently, he descended his anus on her. The glans pressed against his anus. She wasn't dilated, her ass wasn't lubricated, and her cock was poor, but she knew a trick. He strained his guts as if to groan. He didn't mean to on him, although that was what he deserved, nor did he dare to do it. Without a doubt, Pepe's pig would make him clean his cock with his mouth if he defecated on him and that was something he didn't want at all. What he had said in the restaurant had been nonsense, a vomitous delirium resulting from the most absolute embarrassment he experienced with him. Pepe really blackmailed her and she could imagine all kinds of things that could cross that disgusting man's mind. As he pressed, the sphincter opened and allowed his cock to pass into his insides.

"Ah! he exclaimed, more from excitement than from pain. Her turnip filled her. The feeling of being penetrated through the wrong hole was always annoying and special at the same time. It was perhaps the ultimate expression that what he was doing was wrong. For this reason, she only allowed it to her lovers and never to her husband. Being impaled by the narrow hole made her feel possessed by her lover. It was uncomfortable and humiliating and expressed his surrender or, in this case, his helplessness. The mental aspect surpassed the physical, but it could also become extraordinarily pleasurable, if combined with clitoral stimulation.

She adjusted the bottle with one hand, went up and down with her phallus inside it and rubbed her clitoris with the neck of the bottle.

Pepe increased the humiliation, parting her cheeks to watch his cock drill into her ass.

Gema gasped, embarrassed. The cock, barely lubricated, scraped her ass and the tabasco stung her ass. He went up and down on his cock and rubbed the magic button with the bottle. How could I ever explain that to Daniel? If Pepe decided to show him the recordings, in particular this one he was making... But he wouldn't, so he could continue to extort her... But how was I going to explain it to him? The time to resist and refuse, even if faced with the consequences, had passed. Now there was only one way left: downwards, towards the bottom, towards the blackness. It descended upon his phallus and engulfed him in the darkness of his rectum. Fucking Pepe like that, being blackmailed by him, being recorded... "How humiliating and undignified this is!"

"You're not going to escape," Pepe told him. He left his buttocks and grabbed his udders. Stick the bottle in your pussy! He reminded her and emphasized his intentions by pinching her nipples.

It was too late to turn back. Reluctantly, Gema climbed up and pointed the mouth of the bottle towards its wet entrance. "It can break...", he warned. She descended and hugged the neck of the bottle with her vagina. It was unlikely to break, especially if I was careful... "If it breaks, it's going to make a big mess in my pussy." Maybe that way he would lose the desire to fuck and be an idiot out there. His sexual awakening wasn't bringing him anything good. He needed to stop and detox from that drug. Maybe a vagina cracked inside was the solution.

"What a you are!" Pepe sneered. Doubly impaled!

I had wanted that. I had gone to Barcelona with the idea of fucking Alan and Biel at the same time, one in the pussy and the other in the ass, but none of that had happened. Yes, I had received two cocks at the same time, but not from Alan, but from two strangers, and not in the pussy and anus at the same time, but one in the mouth, and that was not the same. It wasn't the same to have Pepe's cock in the ass and his bottle in the pussy either...

"Do you like it, bitch?" Answer! You like it? "He was loving it. He squeezed her nipples to encourage her to talk.

"Ooo! Gemma complained pitifully. Yes, Chief Pepe. I like it. I like it! His hungry damp cave widened and engulfed the body of the bottle. The tabasco that still remained around the mouth of the bottle stung her pussy, but it was bearable. He bit his lower lip and continued to ride it. He was aware that he was recording her and that, by saying that he liked her, he undermined the credibility of a hypothetical future accusation of sexual abuse. He was back to the point where he needed to cum so he could think rationally again. I like it, boss Pepe. "But only in this way, without touching her clitoris, was it going to be difficult to reach climax. With one hand holding the bottle, he rubbed it with the other.

"Put your hands away, bitch!" Pepe snapped. "Masturbate again without my permission," he warned, "and I'll smear your hands with tabasco!"

The warning and the terrible consequences were not enough to stop her from rubbing her clitoris, and Pepe had to grab her elbow and force her to separate her hand from her sex.

"I warned you!" His eyes flashed with sadism. He twisted her arm back and held it. With the other hand he reached for the jar of tabasco.

"No, please!" No, boss Pepe! Please don't! I won't do it again! I promise!

"I told you," Pepe repeated. Ignorant of what a promise from a woman like her meant, he took off her glove and mercilessly poured the tabasco over her fingertips. Touch yourself now! He let go of his arm.

"No. No. I promise you anything, but don't do that to me!"

Pepe grabbed her elbow again and pushed her arm forward.

Gemma looked at the camera, horrified. His fingers were a few inches from their most sensitive point, and the man had smeared them well with the spicy liquid. She wasn't sure if she or her clitoris would be able to survive what was coming her way. Pepe would make him masturbate, first pushing aside the protective foreskin...

"Ah! Pepe groaned. Slut! Phew! He let go of her arm, grabbed her hips, and pushed her pelvis up to bury himself completely inside her. Whore! Oh! What a narrow ass you have!

It was not true. But, surely, he had squeezed the sphincter, in the face of the horror that was coming to him.

"Get out of the way, you bitch!" He ordered, suddenly disgusted. He had just cummed and his libido had plummeted. She would have preferred to hold on longer, but that bitch knew how to make a man cum whenever she felt like it.

Gemma got up quickly, aware that she had narrowly escaped. Having the man's cum swimming in her ass was the least of it, at that time.

Pepe looked at her with half-closed eyes. Had he purposely made him cum right then? In any case, he had lost the desire to hear her scream to the sound of the sting of Tabasco. I didn't feel like so much drama anymore. "Whore. You will pay me this one another time."

"Drink the beer!" He ordered, however. Despite the post-orgasmic fatigue, he managed to smile viciously.

Gema made a disgusted face. I had no predilection for beer, much less when it was not cold. And that one was hot. In addition...

He put the bottle to his mouth, however. Anything was better than being forced to masturbate with her fingers pinging tabasco.

He took a drink. The beer tasted more like vagina than barley. It was possible that the bottle contained more vaginal fluids than alcohol.

"Tastes like pussy, huh?" Pepe guessed. Have you ever been with a woman? After the sudden orgasm, her libido had dropped sharply, but she was beginning to recover.

"Yes, Chief Pepe," Gema acknowledged, reliably.

"Of course. Of course! "He was disappointed. He had no idea where to get a second wife, unless it was a prostitute, but it was clear that he was not going to succeed in humiliating her in that way. But that, she had too many boards. However, the idea of seeing her one day with a woman encouraged him.

"Finish it and burp."

To slum gold was more undignified to him than any of the things he had just done, but he still forced himself to satisfy the man's desires.

"What a pig you are!" Pepe congratulated her. Get down on your knees and wipe my turnip.

Gema took a decisive step forward.

"And don't even think about touching it with your hand!" Pepe added quickly, guessing his intentions. "Like that," he praised her, feeling her warm tongue in his black phallus. You are a real pig. I just filled your ass with my cum and here you are, kneeling between my legs, sucking it off. "Yes, he was beginning to feel lustful again. He couldn't explain how his libido had dropped so sharply before. I'm sure my cock tastes like ass now. Isn't it?

"Yes, Chief Pepe. "She had done an anal wash with an enema to prepare, just in case, so she knew she had it reasonably clean. Even so, the ass always tasted like that, ass. It was undeniable that the man had just cummed inside his narrow orifice.

"You're a pig." You like to wipe it off, after I've drilled your ass. Clean it well! I think I have shit on my glans. Do you see it?

"Yes, Chief Pepe," he confirmed and swallowed his glans again and ran his tongue over it. He was clean, but he didn't want to contradict him. She felt the urge to put her hand between her legs, but she remembered in time and held back.

Pepe remembered the conversation in the restaurant and had a happy idea:

"Have you ever tasted your own shit?"

Gema reddened, embarrassed.

"Yes, Chief Pepe," he replied with unnecessary honesty, which could only lead to misunderstandings. Of course, I hadn't done it on purpose! Simply, even if I was careful to take a good anal shower, sometimes it happened that during anal sex something brown stuck to the cock. She had learned to ignore it because she knew that after a man came inside her, it was up to her to clean the tool, no excuses. It wasn't that bad, if you managed to forget that smallness... and if it focused on the taste of the sperm. Actually, it smelled worse than I knew... and once inside the mouth, it no longer smelled...

He felt his face burn. No, I wasn't proud of that feat. I simply preferred to ignore that small fact that sometimes happened. It didn't always happen! In fact, it had hardly happened to him. I didn't have so much anal sex. What's more, you couldn't even say that I had so much sex. And since the first time had happened to her, and she had been forced to suck it, she had nevertheless taken special care to wash herself well inside. Still, he had had to force himself to ignore the small incident on more than one occasion, though it had happened less than a handful of times.

Why did Pepe ask her that?

"Have you??? Pepe was surprised, misinterpreting his words and imagining things that were not. Yes, you're a pig.

This time he didn't say it to insult her and that hurt him more.

"I'm going to make you eat my shit," he said with as much conviction as he was capable of. What he had said to him in the restaurant had disgusted and excited him at the same time. "You won't be able to refuse," he reminded her. I have all the videos," he said and made a fuzzy gesture towards the cameras. I'm going to force you to do it, first until you vomit—"And until I vomit. Fuck! I don't know if I'll be able to." And then until you feast on my poop and beg me to feed you on it. "And until I get the hang of it and I delight in seeing how you crawl like the most unworthy animal that you are. Your party's over!" - Did you understand me?!

"Yes, Chief Pepe," she accepted his sentence, with a mixture of fatality, guilt and perversion. No, he didn't want that at all, but it was up to him to agree with his boss, even if it was Pepe. In any case, if he blackmailed her, what good was it to say no?

Her words electrified him, though he was sure whether he had nodded out of resignation or because he wanted to. "What a viper she is made!" she finally concluded. "She lies to my face to cajole me and to steal from me the pleasure of feeling that I force her to do something tremendously humiliating and disgusting!"

"Put on your last panties!" He ordered, sullenly. If he wished, there was no point in continuing on that path. I want to see how it looks on you. And bring the dataphone!

Reluctant, as if a toy were being taken away from her or as if she were being interrupted in the middle of an unfinished job, Gema put down her boss's cock, now clean and shiny with her saliva, and still black pudding, sat up, took the next panty from the chair and put it on.

It was his favorite. It was the one that covered the most of his skin and, at the same time, the one that, at the same time, hinted at the most square centimeters, thanks to the intricate lace motifs. Would the marks on Pepe's rod be sufficiently transparent? He wanted Daniel to see them, but not in a way that was grossly obvious. He wished it to be no more than a subtle hint that would stimulate his imagination, provoke doubts, and stoke his suspicions. Then, when alarmed he asked to make sure, he would smile at him with blushing cheeks, turn around without answering him and go to another table with the excuse of taking note of the rest of the order. She would crouch down and let her husband look again at the glimpse of the marks through the thin fabric of her panties. "He fucks me much better than you," she would whisper in her husband's increasingly uncomfortable and dismayed ear, "and he gives me what I need." What she needed was for me to put her on the sidewalk, with my hand or with the stick, by force, without consideration, to get that nonsense out of her head. Why couldn't Daniel do that for her? Why did he prefer to hide behind the fact that she did not allow him?

With the now empty bottle of beer in his hand (he hadn't forgotten to move it away from Pepe), he walked to the counter, moving his hips, because when you walk in heels it's impossible not to, and he got behind the bar. He put down the bottle, found the card reader and picked it up. Her breasts swayed suggestively as she approached him. He did not do it on purpose, but it was simply inevitable, unless he forced himself to walk in a strange way. It seemed that the surgeon Gerardo had chosen had installed springs so that her tits would move that way at every step. The surgeon had done many things without her permission: he had touched her nerve endings in such a way that, from then on, the pinching of her nipples gave her not only pain, but also pleasure. And she had also done something in her head, taking advantage of the total anesthesia: something fundamental had changed in her after the breast augmentation operation and she had not been the same as before. Gerardo had chosen breast prostheses for her, but had that been what had changed her body or had the surgeon done more than put the implants on her?

He handed the card reader to Pepe, but he did not take it.

"Type ten euros," he said in return and took the credit card he had stolen from his pocket.

Gemma looked at him confused. Finally, he understood. His eyes twinkled with anger for a few moments. Then, he resigned himself. He was going to charge her for the beer, as if she had invited him! I had already done something similar the night before. It was useless to discuss this with him and he limited himself to doubting the amount.

"Isn't it a bit expensive to spend ten euros for a beer, boss Pepe?" He said, as if he were concerned about his business. With those prices he would only scare away the clientele.

"It depends on where," the man explained. Not in an establishment where they do striptease and blowjobs," she said. Besides, you haven't had just any beer, but a very special one, with an exclusive dressing," he smiled mischievously, "and you pay for that."

Gemma looked at him incredulously. Was he making her pay for the beer that had been ordered for him and, moreover, was he charging her at the price of usury for forcing her to drink a drink of the revulsive mixture of barley ferment and vaginal fluids?! I was doing it!

"Okay, Chief Pepe," he resigned himself and consented to the vile robbery. He typed the amount and, with his head down and with red cheeks, held out the card reader to him so that he could swipe the credit card. Your card! Not content with vilifying her, he robbed her. Do you want a copy?

"Copy?" The man repeated. Now that you say it... It would be interesting to reproduce the recipe. 'Salama special beer,' I'd call it," he remarked unimaginatively. With the secret G ingredient. You should relabel the bottles. I think there could be more than one interested customer. It could sell well, especially if it includes a view of the manufacturing process. He laughed. Although, I think most would prefer that you drink it yourself, next. Luckily, you love it, huh?

Gemma shook her head. He did not like barley juice and even less hot. Even worse was to put the fragile glass bottle in her pussy.

Pepe laughed, satisfied, and hit his thighs enthusiastically with the palms of his hands. He loved getting me to do things he didn't like. Yes, I was going to do that. He only had to look for the right clientele so that, in addition to humiliating them, the business would be profitable.

"Turn around, I can see you well."

Gemma obeyed and made a slow turn of one hundred and eighty degrees. At every angle, she felt the man's lascivious gaze on her skin.

Pepe felt her ass, where his rod had left the marks. It hurt, even though his fingers gently caressed them through the delicate fabric. Psychological to physical, it hurt. He remembered well what he had experienced with his merciless blows.

Enraptured, Pepe pampered the traces of his power with his fingertips.

"Turn around," he said, at last. When she turned back to him, he reached into her crotch and rubbed her.

Gemma groaned at the touch. She was very, she had said and done a lot of stupid things and she still hadn't cummed.

"Who's the boss?" The man asked, as if he needed to hear it to believe it.

"You, Chief Pepe. You.

"Then you're going to do everything I tell you and you're going to do it with the best of your smiles." Especially when your idiot husband comes.

Gemma shook her head in her mind. Daniel was anything but an idiot. Pepe's simpleton didn't understand it. Physically, however, he nodded.

"Yes, Chief Pepe," he confirmed. Although the man did not understand the relationship with her husband and how he worked, she felt lucky that he wanted to do something with her right under her nose. He would do whatever I asked of him, whatever it was.

"I've decided you're going to wear this panty."

Gemma's heart skipped a beat at the sound of his words. Another stroke of luck! Pepe could hardly understand why he particularly liked that panty, but he had opted for it, which was what counted. He nodded.

"But you're missing something," he said, and his eyes shone maliciously. He bent down, picked up the account from the floor and handed it to him.

She quickly put it on. She was also missing her dress. Or was he thinking of having her serve the tables in that way? "Now that would shock Daniel!" Deep down, he would love to, but at what price, with all those people in the neighborhood? She could imagine taking notes of the orders and serving the drinks like this, in heels, with that little panties, with her white gloves, the necklace and the hat. He would do it with a racing heart and a face as red as a tomato, but he would try to give his best smile. He would do it in Daniel's sight. "Look how well he fucks me," I'd say, "I'm doing this for him. Now all our neighbors know that you are a powerless cuckold. How bad you must be in bed, for me to prefer someone like Pepe!" Yes, that was the kind of thing that made her husband horny... except it was too extreme. The whole neighborhood would know about it and soon their friends and families would know too! No, Daniel, even if he got excited, he wasn't going to be happy at all.

Pepe kept touching her crotch, putting crazy ideas in her head, even without saying anything. She had hard nipples and a swollen clitoris and that was not good at all.

She came out of her reverie when Pepe moved his hand from side to side to get her attention. What did he have between his fingers? "The badge on the beer bottle?" He must have picked it up from the ground. "But what...?" She made her eyes widen when she saw that the man had taken advantage of her mental absence to smear the stopper with what looked like a red and surely spicy sauce, which she already knew... But what did he want?

"You lack this. Without giving her time to react, she slipped a finger under her panties and pulled the fabric towards her. He then put the plug through the gap.

Then, he squeezed her with the palm of his hand and through her panties against her pubic mountain. The sharp angles of the badge bit into her swollen clitoris. The Tabasco was responsible for inflaming him even more. Fortunately, the foreskin protected her, although only in part.

"Aus! Gema protested and jumped in pain, but the man managed to keep the pressure of his hand against her pubis.

"I don't like dirt in my place," he said, even though he was getting dirtier and grimier. I don't like my employees throwing garbage on the ground.

"Aus! Please, Pepe! Chief Pepe! He corrected quickly. Stings! Take this away from me, please!

"Shut up or I'll make you fuck my leg, just as you are!" Lean towards me!

Plaf! He slapped him.

"Do you know why you earned it?"

The slap, like the others he had given her, caught her off guard and, emotionally affected, she held her cheek with one hand.

"For complaining. Chief Pepe.

"Wow! You're smarter than you look," he teased her. Then, in a conciliatory, almost affectionate tone, he asked her if it hurt a lot. He stroked her labia through her panties and made sure to squeeze the veneer with the palm of his hand against her clitoris.

Gemma shook her head, undecided about how to answer him.

"No, Chief Pepe," he said at last. "I'm a complainer," she acknowledged. I'm sorry.

"I want you hot for my clients," the man said ironically. And for your husband. He's going to lose the desire to look over his shoulder at me again. Now, go and put on the dress, which we are about to open. And don't even think about taking that off! He warned him.

"Yes, Chief Pepe. I mean... no, Chief Pepe.


Chapter LXXIV – Do You Want to Fuck Your Mother?

"To fuck the mind, the mind of a woman is a refined vice for the knowledgeable; all others are content with the body." - Charles Bukowski

-¡Hábleme de mi madre!

-Shhh!" Lidia tried to silence her. Not now. -She brought her mouth close to Vicky's and kissed her to silence her. It was not the right time to do it.

-Why not, Laila? -said Alan. He used the fake name Vicky used to refer to her in front of her parents. Why not?

Lidia opened her eyes with the intention of glaring at him. It was not the moment, period. They were making love and she didn't want to talk about Gema. It was obvious that it wasn't the time or the situation. Why had Vicky brought up the subject just then?

His gaze met Vicky's, who had not closed her eyes, contrary to what she usually did when she kissed.

-You bastards! -Vicky exclaimed, pulling away from her beloved's mouth. She gasped. Lidia pumped as hard as she could from below, moving inside her with the dildo attached to her harness. You treat me like a child! -I demand that you tell me the whole truth! -she moaned. Her boyfriend, Alan Manuel, was on top of her and penetrating her ass in a delicious way. It was the first time they had done it that way between the three of them. It wasn't going to take her long before she came. -she insisted with her protests.

-Tell him about Gema, Laila. Tell him the truth," Alan urged her, excited. Talking about his mother-in-law while sodomizing his daughter made him very horny. Tell her you had an affair. Did you fuck her too, with a harness?

-No!" Lidia denied. She had made love to Gema on many occasions, but they had never used any toys of that kind. Old Gerardo had always preferred to see how they made do with their hands and mouths, and they had never used such implements in private either. Their tongues, their fingers and their souls had been enough to make them enjoy each other.

-Tell him his mother was a whore.

Vicky listened expectantly. A shiver of contempt and a twinge of morbid curiosity ran through her. Her mother, a woman of life? After the orgy of debauchery Manuel had dragged her into in Barcelona, nothing was impossible anymore. She had so many unanswered questions, so many doubts that had tormented her ever since. She had questioned Lidia and Manuel about her mother, but she had done so in a trembling voice, drowning out her real concerns for fear of the answers. And they, complacently, had silenced her doubts with evasions and half-truths. But, in those moments, morbid curiosity overcame her fears and she felt she needed to know the truth once and for all. Her mother, a whore, a prostitute, like Lidia, a slut, like herself? She too had prostituted herself, although she had done it more for morbidity than for money. Like father, like son? What was her mother's motivation? Was it true that she had been involved with Lidia? Had they been lovers or just business partners? Was it true that she had slept with her, as her boyfriend had just claimed? But why had he done it? To excite a client, perhaps? She too had performed that kind of show Lidia, but between her friend and her there was more to it than that. She felt a pang in her heart, had Lidia and her mother been lovers?

-It wasn't," Lidia denied. Her eyes glazed over and she shook her head, "It wasn't, my love," she insisted, even though she often asserted the opposite to herself, especially when grief and rage came over her as she remembered how, after Gerardo's death, Vicky's mother had disregarded her, as if she had never felt anything for her when they made love. Your mother is a whore, but she's never been a prostitute. Not like me," she added. She hadn't slept with old Gerardo for money, or had she? If she hadn't been rich, would she have cheated on Daniel with him? Would she have come to love him, as she had done? She had no doubt that, money or no money, Gerardo had been an extraordinary man, but could it be denied that his social status had influenced Gema?

-Tell her the whole truth, Lidia," Alan urged her. He pulled out and slid slowly into his girlfriend's asshole. He sensed that, with her mind clouded by pleasure, Vicky was more receptive to the truth. It was time to come clean. You want to know, don't you, love? You want to know everything, don't you?

Vicky moaned, a guttural sound that echoed in the room. It was a mixture of intense pleasure and growing unease, joy and distress at the same time. She turned her head and looked into her boyfriend's eyes. What dark secrets were hidden behind his intense gaze? At last she would know! Finally, she felt ready to know them.

-Your mother had an affair with her boss, my love," Lidia revealed, trying to draw Vicky's attention back to her. Although she was open-minded (perhaps too open-minded) and although the polyamorous triad came naturally to her, she couldn't help but feel that she was still competing with Alan for Vicky's love. The three-way relationship between them was working surprisingly well. She had stopped hating him and he was treating her with respect, instead of like a common whore, as he had done before. In return, he had stopped paying her to watch Vicky (in every way, rather than doing that, she had betrayed him) and sleep with him. As a result, she was struggling financially, more than usual, and was being forced to find new clients. It was more than an affair," she warned him, "She fell in love with him.

-So, did he really work for a company? -Vicky asked. Excited, she pumped her pelvis, with Lidia's dildo in her pussy and Manuel's cock in her other hole. She gasped, "In a normal one, I mean. He had met Lidia on one of the visits she had made to his house and her mother had tersely introduced her to him as a co-worker. After learning what Lidia did for a living, he had doubted about the type of profession, but had suppressed such thoughts and avoided inquiring.

-Yes, a normal one, Vicky. - "Normal." He hated that word. He kissed her, though. What was normal and what wasn't normal? Gema's relationship with the old man, to her, was perfectly normal. Why wouldn't it be? His name was Gerardo and he was one of the founding partners of the company. Your mother was his secretary.

-His whore," Alan interjected. Tell him, Lidia.

-It was her personal assistant," Lidia corrected him. Why was she doing it? Why was she defending her now, when until recently what she wanted was revenge?

-His whore," Alan insisted. I had it signed in the contract, love. In a private one, of course, but before a notary. In exchange for a good position and an excellent salary, I would be his personal whore. Your mother would work overtime and satisfy all his extravagant tastes. The old man, because that's what he was, had very peculiar... tastes. -He had to control his momentum if he wanted to avoid cumming prematurely. And your mother even prostituted herself to a client to get him a juicy contract. You see how, besides being a whore, she was a prostitute?

-He didn't. He did it for love," said Lidia. She did it for love," Lidia defended, "I do it for money and pleasure. Your mother did it for morbidity and love.

-And for the red Mercedes he received in return.

A shudder ran through his body, but he didn't stop rubbing against Lidia or receiving Manuel's thrusts. Or should he call him Alan? Alan Manuel sounded strange, and Alan plain Alan still sounded strange to her. She moaned

-How do you know which car my mother drove? -she managed to ask in a trembling voice. She sensed that there was something else and that it could not be mere coincidence that Manuel had taken her to that same party where her mother had also appeared to let herself be degraded in such a degenerate way. There was something connecting the four of them, a dark secret hidden in the past. The idea terrified her, but she could no longer avoid the need to know the truth.

-Lidia is right," Alan conceded, avoiding answering the question. Vicky was excited, but was she excited enough to digest the truth? He decided to prolong the mystery and maintain the tension. Her girlfriend's body didn't lie: it turned her on. Your mother didn't prostitute herself to Gerardo, although she did prostitute herself for him. She sold her body to that client for love, to save the bad financial streak that the section he commanded in the company was suffering. He didn't like that client at all, but he still promised to pay him a visit every month, in exchange for him signing the contract that allowed Gerardo to go from villain to hero in the eyes of his partner. Why do you think he went to Barcelona so often? -He paused in his words, although he didn't stop sodomizing her. The brand new red Mercedes was not a payment, but a token of gratitude, although I would say it was bait. That's how the old man worked. The payment was for him to be proud of her. That he promoted her next was just another way of cajoling her.

-But how do you know all that? -Vicky exclaimed. It was a moan, half anguish, half lust. Her mother, in love with her boss, older than her, and prostituting herself for him! And her boyfriend, who for some reason knew all the details, when she, her daughter, had remained in ignorance! What relationship linked them for her to know all that? You told her, didn't you? -she accused Lidia, hopeful. That was the least serious of all possible explanations.

-I... no... yes," stammered Lidia. She had betrayed Vicky and she had done it in many ways. Could she forgive her? Soon she would know! She dreaded that moment. Of course, Alan had betrayed her too. I love you, Vicky. I love you. Remember that! -she begged him. I...

-I didn't need you to tell me," Alan interrupted her. You're lucky, Vicky. We both love you and want you. You feel us inside you, don't you?

-Yes, yes!" she moaned, excited. She felt them, physically and emotionally. But how? tell me at once, you bastards, tell me! tell me!

-Gerardo hired Lidia to delve into your mother's perversion. He wanted to upset her to soften her defenses and thus mold her more easily to his ideal of a woman. You could say he succeeded, don't you think? -He continued, deliberately prolonging the revelation of the true mystery. Lidia's mission was not only to pervert her. -He said warmly in his girlfriend's ear and looked intensely at Lidia. Of course, they had sex, in front of the old man, with the old man, and also alone. Lidia fell in love with your mother, Vicky," he revealed, and then assured her, "And now she's in love with you. Isn't that right, Lidia?

-No, I..." Lidia denied, stammering. They had talked about the need to come clean with Vicky, but the way Alan was doing it was brutal. Besides, he was putting her in a bad light.

-Don't you love my girlfriend?

-Yes!" exclaimed Lidia quickly, horrified at the idea that Vicky would have understood otherwise. Of course I love you, Vicky! You know that. You are my...

-And aren't you still in love with his mother too? -Alan insisted, interrupting her. "What were you going to say?" she guessed. "What's your girlfriend? Ha! She's my girlfriend. Mine. You're nothing but a necessary evil. A useful tool. An amusement, at best. Don't compare yourself!" He had made peace with her, but that didn't mean they were equals. He tolerated his lesbian relationship with Vicky because it made things easier. As soon as she could, she would substitute one piece for the other: Gema for Lidia; the mother for the friend. That was the family I wanted: Vicky, Gema and Daniela. Really, there was no room for Lidia. "If she were submissive, like Gema, I'd give her to Biel, in exchange for Gema." He didn't need his friend's permission to get his girlfriend's mother back. What he needed was time to get a handle on all the fronts he had open. Lidia wasn't a new front, but she was demanding more attention now than before. Tell her you don't feel anything for her mother anymore!

-No, I..." she stammered again. Vicky looked at her in a way she couldn't decipher, despite her nearly finished college degree in psychology, and her heart shrank. He was inside her, just like Alan, but she was at a disadvantage because the silicone dildo, unlike his cock, was lifeless, no matter how much he penetrated her with the same love and passion.

-You hate her! -You hate her! You hate my mother!

-No, I..." he hesitated, for the third time.

Vicky saw the distress drawn on her friend's face, lowered her head and kissed her. He sought hers with his tongue and tried to encourage her to dance inside their mouths.

Alan watched in astonishment. He had not expected that reaction. The lesbian kiss, wet and passionate, full of feeling, shook him. "How I'd love to see her like that with her own mother!" he enthused. "And, why not, with her father, too, one day! If only to upset him a little more. Let him know who holds the reins in his family, and let him know that his two treasures obey me in everything."

Lidia felt happy and unhappy at the same time and tears of happiness and bitterness welled up in her eyes.

-You love her! -Vicky remarked, when he stopped kissing her.

There it was, the reproach he had expected. Or had his earlier exclamation been?

Vicky extended her tongue and tasted one of the tears with the tip. Then, she moved her lips to the other tear and slurped the salty tota from her face.

-I hate her too," he assured her. And I think I love her too," he said, his voice a little quieter. She hurt you, didn't she?

Alan frowned. He hadn't expected that, and he also didn't know whether to admire his girlfriend or to be jealous because her reaction evidenced that the bond with Lydia was deeper than he thought.

-Vicky," he warned his girlfriend. Lidia contacted you because she wanted to take revenge on your mother through you. Her intention was...

-And because you paid me to do it! -Lidia exploded. It wasn't a casual encounter...

-Stop fighting, I love you both, don't you see? -She wiggled her pelvis to remind them that she was still being penetrated by both of them and because she needed to stay aroused to deal with the unique revelations she was hearing. You think I'm stupid, don't you? -She continued to move to increase her arousal. Her clit was rubbing against Lidia's pubis, while her friend's cock was doing the same with her G-spot, and Manuel's cock was drilling her asshole and stimulating the nerve endings in her anus. She kept moving until she began to pant. You take me for an idiot. Fuck! -she exclaimed, between horny and furious. Just like my parents! Fuck! -she said, repeating the expression and moving more and more frantically, "You want to fuck me, dammit, I'm not a child!

Lidia and Alan watched, stunned and paralyzed by their amazement.

-Ahhh!" he groaned, half rage, half joy, "Do you think I haven't noticed for a long time? Just because I didn't want to know, doesn't mean I didn't notice! Grrrr! But do you want to fuck with me and tell me all the details once and for all?!!!! -he urged them vehemently. I knew there were too many coincidences. -It was true that he had been aware of the signs for some time, both on his parents' and Manuel and Lidia's side. Although, to tell the truth, she had behaved like an ignoramus and had not done it only deliberately, as she had just asserted. To her shame, she had been somewhat foolish, until the events at the party had forced her to open her eyes and ask herself uncomfortable questions. I want the details!

Did she need to know because ignorance was eating away at her and she couldn't go on like that anymore? Or was it because the details were morbidly exciting her?

-You contacted me to get back at my mother," he said to Lidia, "Did you introduce her to Manuel for that reason too? Because I don't believe for a moment that it's a coincidence that she's having an affair with his friend! -she warned them. And how did you know Manuel? That meeting in the temple of Debod was no coincidence!

-Oh, Vicky! I'm so sorry. Manuel... Alan... He's the one who contacted me. He's...

-Gerardo is my uncle," Alan went ahead to reveal.

-So..." he gasped. "So... you also only wanted to take revenge on my mother! -It was the most plausible conclusion. His mother had the power to hurt people so much. She didn't even want to imagine what her father was suffering... or how much he would suffer when he found out everything. Was he also as ignorant as she was? You hate her. You used me! -She accused them, but continued excitedly. You use me. -She had sensed it, but now she was experiencing it: far from being indignant, as she should be, the idea excited her. You use me," she repeated, "I hate her too. How can we punish her? -he offered. He had empathized with her and grieved with her over what had been done to her at the party. She had also taken part in his punishment and, although she had come to regret it, as the weeks went by she longed for that delirious experience. How many immoral handjobs had she had with those scenes and how many times had she regretted it after cumming - What did he do to your uncle, love? Did he break her heart too, like Lidia?

-Vicky. It was me who broke it to her. I betrayed her," she admitted and was emboldened to confess the most embarrassing part for her. It was better for her to come clean before she heard it from Alan's mouth. The old man hired me not only to pervert your mother, but also to, at the same time, seduce your father to break them up. He wanted to break up your parents' marriage. He wanted her only for himself.

-Did you sleep with my father? -she asked in shock. She hadn't expected that. So, her father was not as innocent as he seemed. Nor was her mother the cruel executioner she had imagined.

-I can't answer that, Vicky. That secret is not for me to reveal. What I can say is that I know your father. Daniel knew all about it. He knew about your mother's relationship with her boss. Sometimes he accompanied her...

-¿¿¿¿ The companion???? -Vicky stopped moving to digest the revelation. But her body begged for joy and her mind needed to continue in that altered state so as not to succumb to the surreal truth.

-You also know that...

-I fucked your mother, Vicky," Alan interrupted her again. - He wasn't going to let her be the one to tell him. Your mother is my slave, Vicky," he confessed, noticing his girlfriend's state of sexual arousal, "just as she was my uncle's before. There's even a contract. I can show it to you. At the party, it wasn't the first time I fucked her. I inherited her from my uncle and she belongs to me. Your mother has been in my family, Vicky," he assured her, "for three generations. My grandfather fucked her, my uncle used to fuck her, and I fucked her too," he revealed, seeing that she was about to cum. She moaned non-stop, tormented and hyperexcited. My uncle had his eye on you, sweetheart. Your mother was telling him about you. Oh, yes, she's immoral, and for that we'll punish her together! I read all that in her will. I was curious to meet you... and I've fallen in love with you.

-I'm not your slave, you bastard! -Vicky protested, although she did so weakly, "You used me, you bastards!

-Of course you're not my slave! That's your mother. You are my girlfriend and I love you. Your mother is our slave and my friend, Biel, is just getting her ready for us. We will punish her together, my love," he promised her. He knew how bad his relationship with her was and had taken note at the party of how he had been turned on by first witnessing her punishment and then participating in it. Vicky gasped. That was a good sign. Lidia can make up for it too," he conceded. Let's fuck her together, physically and mentally. Do you want to fuck your mother, Vicky? Or do you want to watch me fuck her? -His girlfriend had inherited her father's horny desires and was turned on by watching him with another. Would you rather watch me and Lidia fuck her? I know you'd like that, but you know what would make her rage like nothing else, you know, watching us together," he answered his own question, not giving her a chance to guess. She was too ecstatic to answer anyway. Let him know that you are my bride, that I prefer you, while she is nothing but a slave. Our slave. She's very jealous, Vicky. She'll die of jealousy when she sees us kissing, in love. It will also hurt her to see me making out with Lidia. She's used to being the center of the universe," she commented because she knew Vicky saw her mother that way. That's going to change. You and Lidia will be the center of the universe for me and she will be relegated to a secondary role. That will hurt," he assured her. Do you want to fuck your mother, love?


Chapter LXXV – Cocktail Maker

"Some knew my previous submissive, so they knew what to expect. Others did not, and, in our first contacts, I made things clear to them:

Had he met few men?

It would be lent to whomever I felt like.

Didn't he like the sperm?

She would have to swallow huge amounts until she became addicted.

Had he never practiced sodomy?

She would be taken almost always like this; in any case, always like this by the other men, until she became 100% anal and, for greater security, her vagina would be permanently closed with rings.

She would also wear heavy rings on her breasts, visible through her blouses; they would remind her of her status as a slave and her belonging, as would the permanent use of a locking metal collar.

Was he sensitive to pain?

She would be trained with the whip.

My goal would be to take her in hand to train her and turn her into a totally docile sex slave. But she would be respected and elevated in her dignity as a woman and I would also provide her with security and benevolence, not to mention culture, so that, in the end, she would feel more self-confident.

I would have to sign a contract, the terms of which would be discussed together, but which would give me full rights to the use of her body.

This point is non-negotiable, thus giving me all the rights to mark it, definitively or not, drill it, whip it, lend it....

Do you think they were horrified to hear this?

For nothing!

The observation is that a woman leaves her husband more often because he is too good than because he is too bad, if we can summarize it this way, caricaturing, although it is not so simple: it is not the whip that makes her stay, but the fact that they take care of her. And the problem with many men is that they don't take care of their woman, they don't listen to them, and they don't even have the desire to try to understand what they dare not express." - Ringmaster69 (in his preamble to his story with Chloé)

The customers had been arriving little by little and she had received them politely at the door, while Pepe watched from the bar. They had been surprised to see her in that outfit she was wearing, but at least they had not been frightened off.

Now, a middle-aged couple she had just escorted to their table whispered and kept glancing at her with dissimulation, which to her was as discreet as a gong strike. Their gazes, loaded with disbelief and disdain, searched for her insistently, as if they expected her to vanish at any moment. Did she know this couple? Their faces rang a bell, but she couldn't place them. "They're from the neighborhood. They know where I live," she concluded, embarrassed.

Every time she bent down or bent over, you could see her ass or, rather, her panties, because, fortunately, the ones she was wearing covered her buttocks quite well. And Pepe expected her to do just that! He had put an opener around her neck, and when she poured soft drinks or beer from a bottle (why couldn't they just ask for beers?!), she had to lean over the table to reach them, since the pendant was short. The male customers at the table were delighted to be able to take a deep look at her cleavage. Apparently, this made them thirsty, because it didn't take long for them to order another round, much to Pepe's delight. When she bent over, she inevitably showed the customers at the back tables her butt. This, too, seemed to increase the thirst of the clientele. If she had had an old-fashioned cash register, it wouldn't have stopped ringing.

"How low I have fallen!" The disdain with which her neighbors looked at her was justified. Disgusted, she felt the bottle opener. There was no glamour. Pepe was not Gerardo, who had always taken her to five-star hotels. Nor was he Alan, who was young, handsome and intelligent and who fucked like an angel or, rather, like a demon. She missed him.

To all that, the clitoris kept reminding her why she did it. The tag stuck in her sensitive flesh every time she moved and the tabasco burned even when she was still.

And Daniel hadn't arrived yet, even though he'd promised to. Would he leave her alone, with Pepe? She couldn't say she deserved anything else.

"Hello.

"Hey! Hello!" His eyes lit up and he roused her from her musings. He hadn't stopped all the time, and when the thirsty customers had given him a momentary respite, he had fallen into reverie and hadn't seen him come in. She greeted him with two kisses that, considering that he had seen her naked the night before, were contradictorily chaste. He was the empathetic customer. "That's what I'm going to call you." He didn't know his name, but he liked him. "No, better nice."

"Busy, huh?" He observed. "I hope that bastard you have as your boss doesn't make you work too hard. Don't let yourself be exploited by him and tell him to move his ass a little to help you, he's lazy."

I couldn't say that to Pepe, even if it was the truth.

"I'm moving my ass," he replied and, more instinctively than consciously, lightly rocked his hips.

"I bet you do," he commented and smiled at him. "It looks like the fool is going to get the place back on track thanks to you. I hope he pays you well. It's the least he can do."

The truth was that Pepe didn't pay her anything. Quite the opposite happened, because as soon as he could he stole from her, although he couldn't say that either, neither from his boss nor from the nice man. At least, the customers were leaving him good tips, although it wasn't the money that he valued, but the token of gratitude.

She accompanied the nice gentleman to a table. Of those that were free, it was the best, because it was the one that gave him the best opportunity to observe her. Without a doubt, he had not gone to the place for the quality of the tapas or for the warm beer, but for her.

"What do I put on it, sir?"

"You make me a lot," he replied sympathetically and gave a warm smile again. He grabbed her hand and held it, tenderly. "Has this Pepe hung around your neck?" He asked and grabbed the bottle opener with his other hand. His knuckles brushed her skin and electrified her. "He's not a fool. You must be careful with him," he advised her with a suddenly serious face. He looked worried.

The advice was as good as it was useless. How could she explain that she had no choice but to obey him because he was extorting money from her? Could he help her in any way?

If she had some friendship with him, maybe she could convince him to stop blackmailing her. She could go on having sex with him, if that's what she wanted, but he didn't need to continue to publicly humiliate her and steal her car and credit card. Or if it was impossible to change his mind, maybe she knew how he kept those compromising recordings and could delete them for her. If she did, she would be eternally grateful. Of course, she preferred the nice gentleman to Pepe. "Or I could threaten to break his hair if he won't leave me alone..." she muttered.

A strong man, that's what she needed. Daniel wasn't, and though he hated his weakness, she still loved him, for some reason. Maybe it was just misunderstood loyalty. Loyalty? She couldn't be more disloyal to him! If she really loved him, she had to leave him to free him from his bad influence. Or, better yet, get him to leave her. She had given him and still gave him enough reasons to repudiate her, but he, stubborn as he was, still refused to take the step. Was it also because of a mistaken sense of loyalty? As for Alan, the boy was strong, and also intelligent, but he had disengaged from her, even though she had tried hard to please him. It was paradoxical: she gave her husband every argument to separate from her, but he didn't; she did everything to be the woman of her torrid dreams, but the boy discarded her. Biel was left, of course... A shiver ran down her spine when she remembered her two dogs. Definitely, there were worse things than having Pepe as her boss. If she had a minimum of wisdom left, she would move away from Biel. That was the disadvantage of having such an ease in adapting to any circumstance and being able to desire what others want. Had it always been like this or was it a quality that Gerardo had made grow in her?

The sympathetic gentleman squeezed her hand and looked at her deeply. A new sensation ran through her body, this time warm. "I should call him Mr. Empath." His presence comforted her.

"Put me a beer," he asked. "From a bottle." He let go of the opener and went down his neckline with his knuckles. "See you later," he promised and winked.

Heated, she walked to the bar. What had she meant by that? Of course they would see each other later, in an instant, as soon as she returned with the drink. She asked Pepe for the beer. With the clientele ordering drinks non-stop, her boss was at least collaborating from behind the bar and serving her orders to speed things up.

"Not at all. I'm not your waiter, pretty," he said, however, in return, this time. "Come and you take it." He sounded sullen.

What fly had bitten him? Did it bother him that she flirted with the nice gentleman? But why, if he expected her to be especially nice to customers? The night before he had been satisfied with her, for that very reason. Did he suspect that this customer, who claimed to know him, who had even gone so far as to say that he was his friend or acquaintance, was conspiring against him and that he had warned him against him?

She went behind the bar and opened the fridge to get a beer. As she did so, her skirt pulled up more than when she bent over the pisses to open the bottles and exposed her ass to Pepe's dirty gaze. It didn't make sense that worried her at that moment, not when a couple of hours ago she had seen that same ass and more than that, but now it was annoying to her that her boss looked at her shamelessly. She thought that the empathetic nice gentleman might be able to help her get out of the quagmire she had gotten herself into.

"How are we drinking?" Pepe was interested, approaching her from behind and putting his crotch on her ass. He pretended to look into the chest above her.

Gema sat up like a spring when she felt his member on her vulva. It was an exaggerated reaction but instinctive, illogical but genuine. The nice gentleman seemed like a good person. It didn't leave his mind.

"I have to take this to that man," she apologized and came out shotgun from behind the bar.

He arrived at the sympathetic gentleman's table with the bottle in one hand and a glass in the other. He put the glass and the beer on the table. Then, he leaned forward, reached for the opener and opened the bottle. Aware that he was offering him a deep glimpse of his cleavage, he slowly poured the beer into the glass.

"Hmm," the man did. He reached out and grabbed the bottle opener. Again, his knuckles touched her skin and electrified her. He looked away from her breasts and looked deeply into her eyes. He did so without letting go of the opener. He wasn't grasping the tool, but holding it to it. He liked that, with the right man. "Did you get that pig?" He heard him say. With his other hand, he picked up the glass of beer and brought it to his mouth, without letting go. His eyes wandered away from her as he tilted his head for a drink, but he stared back into her after drinking.

Gemma remained in the pose and bit her lower lip.

Yes, Pepe was a pig. Yes, the pig had touched her. But for the moment, he was her boss and would remain so... unless he managed to turn the tables somehow. Maybe with his help...

She nodded. Embarrassed, she lowered her gaze for a few seconds. What was she ashamed of now? That she allowed herself to be humiliated by someone like Pepe? Or of thinking of betraying him? Pig or not, forcibly or voluntarily, he was still her boss, today. She looked up again and nodded again.

"Maybe I can help you. Do you want me to help you?" The empathetic man offered. I definitely had to change his name!

Again, she bit her lower lip. Hope, fear, and guilt struggled inside her. Finally, she finally nodded, again.

The empathetic gentleman smiled warmly. He exuded self-confidence. He released the opener and ran the tip of his thumb up and down his lips.

"You're inviting me to this one, aren't you? See you later," he said again. He leaned back in his chair and took another sip of beer, ending the conversation.

She turned and walked away with a hesitant step and trembling knees. She felt a knot in her stomach that squeezed her tightly. The client's promise of help had given her a glimmer of hope, but uncertainty consumed her. Was it crazy to trust a stranger? The worst thing, however, was that guilt gnawed at her inside, because despite all the mistreatment, Pepe was still her boss, in her own right, even though she had earned that position with bad, even illegal, arts. She felt like a ship adrift on a rough sea and, above all, she felt alone. Only the smile of the empathetic gentleman accompanied her.

Lost in thought, she did not see the man and bumped into him.

"Excuse me, sir," he apologized instinctively. He looked up and recognized him. "Ah, hello! It's you." "It was last night's old man. He had come back too, no doubt because he had liked what he had seen. He remembered that he had bought his used panties! He couldn't help but twist his rictus in disgust when he imagined him sniffing her at home.

It was offensive to him that he had taken possession of such an intimate lake and that he had it in his possession, that he could sniff it whenever he wanted... That was worse than being touched. Of the latter, he could defend himself, but he could do nothing if that old man put his underwear to his nose at home and masturbated with its smell.

She sat him down at the bar, in the same place as the night before. That way, if a beer was ordered... or what had been drunk?... ah, yes, an aromatic pacharán... he wouldn't have to bend down to serve him and he wouldn't have to show him his cleavage.

"How beautiful you are," the man stammered. He did so subduedly, as if his brain no longer had enough oxygen. "Put me on...

"Yes, a pacharán ," she cut him off, annoyed. He had done many unmentionable things. Some Daniel could imagine, although he preferred not to. Others, he hoped he would never know... like what had happened at Biel's house. But it was outrageous to her that Pepe had sold her her underwear and that this mummy could smell it whenever she wanted. Besides, she had an appreciation for her clothes. More for her shoes, obviously, but, although the panties were nothing more than a tiny piece of fabric, it was an intimate garment.

The old man licked his lips, and for a moment his eyes flashed, as if the spark of youth were returning to them. But it was only a spark, and they quickly went out again.

"You put me... boss... I'll do it!" He finally indicated. He was not asking Pepe for anything. He went back behind the bar and prepared the drink for grandpa.

"I don't like you treating my customers like that," Pepe immediately reproached her.

Gema snorted. Her thoughts returned to the empathetic man. Yes, he was definitely empathetic. He had noticed her plight right away and had offered to help her, somehow. But what could he do?

"I'll invite that one," she dared to say to Pepe.

Of course! How could I not invite him? And if Pepe thought it was bad because he felt some kind of jealousy, let them give him!

"Very well," Pepe accepted, dryly. He took the card reader, typed in the amount, took out the card he had stolen and passed it through it. "Do you want a copy?" he asked, mocking her.

Gema glanced at the amount.

"Fifteen euros!" she exclaimed indignantly. "For a beer!" "It was clear that it bothered her that I treated that customer well. Had she noticed that there was something starting to happen between them?"

"I'm sorry. I was wrong," Pepe admitted and pressed the cancel payment button. Then he typed in the correct amount. He gave a disgusting smile and looked at her.

"Thirty???

"Served by you, it's a premium beer," he praised. He did it only when it suited him. "I'm not going to give it away," he said. He didn't charge the rest of the customers for that, though, even if the beer and the service were just as special! "And you just invited this idiot to his pacharán too," he explained. He turned to the man and shouted that he had just bought him that drink. He was buying him...! "Plus a fine for treating him with disdain," he finished explaining. "And now, go, apologize and chat with him for a while."

Gema snorted in response. She couldn't get out of her mind about the empathetic man and what he could eventually do for her. That emboldened her. She looked up to see if he was observing the scene. He was! Yes, that man knew what rotten stuff Pepe was made of.

"Excuse me for what happened before, sir," he said, however, to the old man, approaching him. After all, the old man was not to blame for anything. He had had enough if Pepe had overcharged him the night before and sold him a cheap drink as a premium. To show his remorse, he put a hand on his shoulder.

"Huh?" The man said, more abstracted than surprised. "Oh! It's all right, daughter." He looked her up and down, undisguised, and once again, his normally dull eyes sizzled with life for a few moments. "I didn't mean to bother you," he apologized in turn. And, to show that he was sincerely apologizing to her, too, he put a hand on her hip. "It's okay, hehe," he murmured.

The contact of his hand was politically correct. Besides, she had been the one who had initiated the contact. Even so, the trust he had with her, in the sight of the other customers, made her uncomfortable. What were they going to think? That he allowed himself to be groped by anyone? If he allowed that, wouldn't the others end up being emboldened? He thought of the couple who seemed to know him from the neighborhood and whose faces sounded familiar to him and he blushed. Out of the corner of his eye he perceived Pepe's stern gaze. He thought of the empathetic man, his potential savior... but he still couldn't do anything.

"How beautiful you are," he stammered, again. His hand moved a few inches to his butt and, again, for an instant, his dull eyes twinkled.

He was still within the politically correct zone, but less so.

Gema considered putting her hand away, but thought of Pepe. Until she had weapons to rebel against him, it would only serve to punish her in some vile way, more than she already did. The least important thing was that she charged another fine on her credit card.

"Hehe," the man did, although it saved him not to do it shamelessly. He wasn't a scoundrel, although he was beginning to lose his shame by leaps and bounds and that was neither the place nor the time.

"Isn't that the place?" his little voice threw in his face. "You didn't think the same thing last night. And now you're complaining that I don't respect you!"

"It's not the time!" she said and aborted the attempt at an internal conversation that she preferred not to have. She couldn't say that she was doing better in life since she suppressed her inner voices, but she could say that her head hurt less.

"And you smell great," he heard the man mutter. "Hehe." He made that little noise that sounded like a giggle out of nervousness, not impudence. Or so he preferred to think. "Are you wearing... are you wearing panties?" With a skill that betrayed his rheumatic fingers, he tried to feel her panties through her dress. "You smell great. Hehe." His atrophied fingers continued to explore what was underneath the dress. "How beautiful you are," he repeated. He was cheering up and even seemed to vocalize better. "You're giving me... give me your panties?" "Yes, he had already checked with his fingers that he was wearing underwear. "I'll buy it for you!"

"Not now!" He said in a blunt tone, although he tried to keep his voice low so as not to make a fuss. The man spoke softly because that must have been his nature. He must not have been very old, but he was stagnant, mentally and physically. And he was waking up, as if he were slowly emerging from a long sleep in which he had seen life pass by without any interest, beyond going to the bar and having an aromatic pacharán. He still had difficulty pronouncing well, fortunately!, but he was improving by leaps and bounds. If he kept going like this, they would eventually understand! "Then," he promised. "Then," he insisted. "Here." He took the glass and put it in the hand on his hip. "Take your pacharán. Wait, I'll invite you to another."

With the excuse, and without looking bad, he moved away from him and got behind the bar to refill the glass with ice and more pacharán.

"Another invitation?" Pepe asked, with a fetid smile. He took out the card and picked up the card reader.

On the verge of a nervous breakdown, disgusted with her boss's behavior, she left the bar and took refuge in the office. There she managed to breathe deeply.

The night before it had been easier for her, even though she had done more difficult things. With the place practically empty, with only those two customers, plus the empathetic man, plus the old man, she had not experienced the anxiety she felt now, even though she had come to undress. Nor with Pepe alone, a few hours ago, had she felt that uneasiness that had now settled in her. Why? What had changed, apart from the clientele, apart from the fact that it was in the afternoon and not at night, and that there were people who knew her, even if only by sight, and who could locate her?

The empathetic man... his warnings... his offer to help her... Alone, vulnerable, and helpless, it was natural for her to adjust to the new situation and create a new normal. Not Daniel, nor, of course, Alan... But the empathetic gentleman had made her open her eyes! And yet, what could she really do? "Nothing. For now." But what if he could do something to get her out of the situation she was in? Wouldn't she give herself to him in gratitude? She would do it out of gratitude and because every fiber of her body required her to have a strong man in her life! Every fiber, except for those damn little voices that sometimes managed to make themselves audible! That empathetic man had made her do things and feel things... just the kind of things her fibers were clamoring for... the kind of things that were addictive and wings that I was hooked onto...

He clenched his fists and his nails dug into the palms of his hands.

She breathed and tried to calm down. For the moment, what there was was what there was. Pepe was her boss. She had no choice but to obey him, whether she liked it or not. It was better not to think about the empathetic gentleman, about San Salvador... Damn! She was already thinking about him again! His warm smile chased her and, even if she closed her eyes, it remained.

He took several deep breaths and forced himself to leave the office. Chief Pepe did not like him to slack.

"Man, Gema!"

She had left the office with her head down, lost in thought, and had bumped into someone again. And that someone knew her by name! Startled and distressed, she looked up to see who it was. Her heart threatened to jump out of her throat.

"How are you, Gema?"

She felt two hands on her hips and a man's crotch on her ass. Another one who knew her! And who took liberties...

"Ah... hello...

The man's mouth was dangerously close to hers.

She recognized him. He was one of the customers she had served so generously last night and who had had a whiskey with her... which she had then had to pay for at the price of gold and out of her own pocket. She wasn't sure if she could calm down or should be alerted. The night before... she had done things... but they had been practically alone. Now, however... What if she planned to continue the evening at that time and with that influx of customers?

The man's mouth approached him adventurously.

"Aren't you going to give me two kisses?" He asked, still getting closer.

Without waiting for her answer, he planted two kisses on her face, very close – too close – to the corners of her mouth, so much so that it almost turned out to be more like pecks.

With one hand he furtively touched her chest, in the middle of the room, in front of everyone! Although, to be more precise, more than in the middle of the room it had been next to the bar.

Her nipple hardened painfully with the rubbing.

"No! Not here! They know me!"

Suddenly, she saw herself turned towards the other man. She had pulled on one hip and pushed the other and made her turn a hundred and eighty degrees in a jiffy. She felt his breath on her face and the other man's on the back of her neck. She also felt the first man's hands on her waist and his crotch on her butt. It was fitted between the two of them, as in her best and wettest dreams! Like what she had imagined would happen on her last trip to Barcelona, with Alan and Biel, but that did not end up happening.

"Not here! Not now!"

She felt that she was wetting her panties, despite the constant pain caused by the beer cap, seasoned unnecessarily but effectively with the damn Tabasco!

"They know me here! Daniel is going to kill me!"

In the end, she must have felt lucky that her husband had not accepted the invitation to go to the Salama, despite his insistence. Of course, his absence would earn her some kind of punishment from Chief Pepe.

Unlike his companion, the second man was not satisfied with two kisses, nor with the threat of two pecks. "Aren't you going to say hello to a friend?" he had asked, only to then plunge his tongue into his mouth.

He was biting her!

"I don't even know his name!"

"Is that what you're worried about now?"

He was treating her like a brothel whore! Pepe's house, the Salama, was just that now, a brothel.

The man pulled a hand away from her hips, but did so only to hold it free and briefly feel her chest.

Suddenly, he ended the kiss and pulled away from her. In return, he took her by the hand. The other, the first, did the same.

"Daniel is going to kill me!" she repeated to herself. Pepe forced her, but she couldn't deny that the situation turned her on. They were treating her like a prostitute in front of everyone!

"Isn't that what you want, to be killed or to abandon you?"

"Yes, to be free," interjected another little voice, different. "It's not for his sake that he wants me to take the step of leaving her once and for all. It's for her, to beat without any impediment at will."

"But what impediments?? If he does what he wants! If Daniel is a poor wretched wretch who swallows everything!"

"All in all! Well said!" another little voice interfered. So long silenced, now it seemed that the dam had broken and that the waters were overflowing wildly. "And so many things she swallows! Cocks and turnips, too! And you say he's a poor wretch? Ha, I say. If he's worse than her!"

"Of course it slows it down! There are things I could only explore without it. You can always fall lower! You can always sink deeper!"

"It's hard enough, it's Daniel who keeps her afloat," another little voice chimed in. Or was she one of those who had already intervened?

Walking between the two men, holding their hands, they led her to a corner, to a table, one of the few, perhaps the only one, that remained free.

The men took their seats and she ended up on the lap of the second, the most daring. Or was it the first? She felt a hand on her belly, on her lower abdomen, dangerously close to her crotch. No, it wasn't the second, but the first, the one with the two little beaks. He hugged her from behind with his other arm and his hand rested on the bare skin of her thigh.

"I understand that the Salama makes some spectacular cocktails," said the other man.

"I doubt it," she thought. She wanted to verbalize the thought, but she was stunned and unable to vocalize. It had all happened very quickly: the two men calling her by name... Their hands... The kiss... Walking with them, holding their hands, towards the table... Versa sitting on the thigh of one of them... Their hands...

They knew her there. If the empathetic man managed to do something and get her out of there, she would have to go with him to a place far away. That is, assuming that that drop, finally, would make the glass overflow and that Daniel would separate from her once and for all. She deserved a better life and a better woman, not a fury like her and the misfortunes that came with her.

However, although she tried, and despite the fact that she had him nearby, she did not manage on this occasion to invoke the face of the empathetic lord, her potential saint savior.

"Why don't you put me...?"

She didn't hear the rest of the question, perhaps because the man didn't finish it or maybe because of the ringing in her ears that caused the next kiss. The man she was sitting on had turned his face towards him and kissed her. He was kissing her! On the premises!

"I'm doomed."

Fortunately, Daniel would not have to see any of that.

A hand slipped between his legs.

"I'm a waitress, not a whore!" she protested weakly. The slippery tongue was still poking inside her mouth. "Salama is not a brothel!"

The place may not have been, but boss Pepe was turning it into that.

Finally, the tongue came out of her mouth. It was always the men who finished the kiss when they felt like it, without considering whether she...

He gasped.

"Give me an orgasm," he asked and winked.

"A what?" "Finally, she managed to open her mouth... for something other than being penetrated by a tongue. "Not here!" Was she crazy? She had already done too much!

The other man laughed.

"He's serious." He laughed. "Don't you know what an orgasm is?" He laughed again.

They were kidding him!

"It's a cocktail. Look at it if you don't believe me."

The other man pushed her off his lap and pulled her up.

"I'll do it for the moment with a beer. Bottle," he specified and winked at him.

Dizzy from the events, she walked between the tables to the bar. They kept asking for beers and soft drinks, but she was so dull that she could hardly hear them. "An orgasm." They were kidding her! "Chief Pepe's whore. In front of everyone. In front of acquaintances." She felt hot and suffered from hot flashes. She had been bitten. She had been groped. "In front of everyone, in my neighborhood, in our favorite place!"

"And what did you think would happen, if you allowed yourself to be blackmailed by Pepe?"

Maybe, in the end, Pepe was worse than Biel. Maybe he would finally have to go to Biel and ask for help. He saw him perfectly capable of breaking Pepe's chrism. It wasn't that he didn't deserve it! Although, if he asked him, he would have to pay a high price for it... "But in privacy... or where no one knows you!"

Fortunately, Daniel had decided not to go. He was on his own and it was better that way. It was better that he didn't see what was happening, even if he did it almost right under his nose.

He stopped in his tracks, so much so that he tripped and almost fell.

«¡Daniel!»

There he was, sitting at a table, the last one left. When had he arrived? What had he seen?

He had seen it—everything! His expression of dismay, utterly astonished and scandalized, left no room for doubt. It was useless to ask him.

He felt himself suffocating. Finally, he managed to take a breath of air before fainting. "Daniel, I'm so sorry!" His face burned even more than before, if that was possible.

Extremely embarrassed, she bowed her head. Her heart was beating a thousand miles an hour, but at the same time she felt dead inside. Her infidelity was the least of it. In fact, it excited her husband. It was betrayal that shrouded her. How long ago had she died, or should she have died? If the horns excited her husband, the fact that his entourage knew about her peculiar philia terrified him. There was no turning back. With what he had seen, Daniel knew that it was only a matter of time until the whole neighborhood knew about it. And then, Vicky would eventually find out.

She forced herself to swallow and forced herself to breathe. She tried to make an almost provocative expression and compelled herself to look up. With a deliberately firm step, at least in appearance, she walked towards the table where her husband was.

Daniel looked at her incredulously.

"Hello, darling," he greeted. "You're here. Welcome to the new Salama!" "And to the new Gem. It's your chance to leave me. Take it! Don't save me; save yourself!" "What shall I put on you? A beer?" He suggested.

Stunned, Daniel nodded. His face was a dark red, almost purple.

Without giving more importance to the matter, she turned around and walked away from him to go to the bar. She breathed a sigh of relief because taking the beer allowed her not to have to endure his gaze anymore. She felt guilty because she was. Daniel had caught her having a good time with a client, a stranger, actually. And surely with the other one too! Her husband gave a lot of importance to kisses. It was what excited her the most to see, when she was with a lover, but it was also what hurt her the most. Maybe that's why she turned him on so much. So far, so good. But she had done it next to home! How many faces did she recognize among the clientele? Was there still the couple who had been scandalized to see her dressed as a sexy waitress?

"Your husband has finally come," Pepe observed, unnecessarily. He grabbed her shoulders and looked her penetratingly in the eyes. "Remember that you belong to me, Gema! Gema Victoria. Ha!" He mocked her and her full name. "You're going to do exactly everything I tell you and what the clients tell you. Do you understand? If you think this is serious, think that it can always be worse." He put his hand between her legs, under her dress and pressed the beer cap against her clitoris. The sharp edges of the bottle cap bit mercilessly into her most intimate area and the tabasco irritated her most sensitive parts again. "I have many very compromising recordings." She moved her fingers, and with them the badge, circularly, as if she were sweetly masturbating her. You can move to a new city, but if I publish them, you won't be able to go anywhere. Do you understand? I want your husband's pamper to understand that you're mine now! I'm going to teach that conceited man a good lesson!" "He thought that because he was an engineer and lived in an exclusive chalet he was better than him!" "And make sure that, for once, leave a tip before you leave. Got it?"

Alea iacta est. The die was cast and there was no turning back. Not even Saint Saviour could fix that, although that did not mean that he could not do something, when the time came.

"Yes, Chief Pepe," she replied, despite the lump in her throat. Her hurt, but despite this, her nipples were hard and she was sure that her panties were wet.

She deposited two bottles of beer on the tray and came out from behind the bar with it. She tried to walk as gracefully as Pepe had taught her, but the reality, although she tried to be confident, was that her knees were like custards. She ignored the additional orders that were asked of her from other tables. "First, first," she said to herself.

"The beer," she said to the man who had bitten her at the table. She still didn't know her name. She leaned over the table to pull the opener around her neck and opened it. "I'm sorry. There are no clean glasses left.

"I love it with a nose," the man replied, without taking his eyes off her cleavage.

"Do you see it, Daniel? Do you see how he looks at my tits? Do you see how they look at my ass?" She was sure that her husband was looking at it too.

"Are you sure? Isn't he turning into a faggot?" one of his little voices made her hesitate. They were very active that afternoon.

She was sure she loved his panties. Could she also see the marks that Chief Pepe had left on her with the cane? "No, I don't think so. This panty covers them well." She was relieved because, otherwise, the blow would have been too big for her husband.

She moved her ass seductively, while she made her chat with the man, although no conversation came to her mind.

"And my...?" The second man began to ask, but, again, he was not able to hear the end of the question. The first man had leaned forward and was eating his nose, while holding his forearm on the table with one hand!

"Do you see him, Daniel? Do you see him, my love? He loves it! He likes my noses! Do you see how he kisses your wife under your nose? Do you see how he does it in front of all our acquaintances?"

Her nipples became even harder.

It was all his fault, for not protecting her properly and for not getting her on track, as a real man was supposed to do!

The man called it a day. He pulled away from her lips, let go of her, and in return brought the bottle to her mouth.

"Where's my orgasm?" The second man repeated. This time, without the first man's tongue in his mouth, he listened to him completely.

"Eh... I'm sorry. Sir. Now... I just don't know how to do it.

First and Second laughed.

Gemma looked at them puzzled for a moment. Then she understood and laughed with them.

"You see? I have fun with them! It's not just sex. That's what gets you high, isn't it?"

Daniel, more than sex, was turned on by having a relationship with another man. Of course, one that included sex, but the key to arousing him was that there was some kind of relationship, even sentimental, to some extent. The more it hurt, the more jealousy he had, the more excited he became. That's how he worked.

"Stupid! Look what you have achieved by that! Look where we have come because of you! If you had not implored me to cheat on you..."

"He's serious. It's a cocktail," the man insisted. "Look at it on your mobile. That's how you see how it's prepared." Or ask Pepe.

"Okay," she replied, unconvinced. "Orgasm? Was I serious, really serious?" "I'm with you right away." He winked at her promisingly. If they were going to tease her, she was going to tease them too.

She sat up, picked up the tray and went to her husband. But before she could walk away, she was spanked in the ass by one of the two men. She decided not to turn around and not to make a fuss. Chief Pepe wouldn't want that. Besides, if she'd already been bitten, if she'd already had her tits touched, if she'd already been seen naked... "In front of everyone!" The spanking hurt her more for that than anything else.

"Your beer, honey," he said, without further ado. As I did with the rest of the customers, I put the bottle on the table and he leaned over it to reach it with the opener.

The strap from which the bottle opener hung was short, but, above all, it was a kind of necklace and she was sure that Daniel would not miss the implicit meaning, even if the foolish Pepe had not had that in mind when he hung it around his neck. She showed him the generous neckline. She knew that her erect nipples were marked through the fabric of the dress.

He also knew that Daniel was clear that, in that position, customers would be seeing his panties, as he had been able to see it himself.

"Do you see? I'm Pepe's sexy waitress. The man you like to look down on. Now I'm his slut. And it's your fault! Did you think he wouldn't notice that you look at him haughtily? Now he's making me pay for your sins! Do you see how our neighbors look at my ass? Do you realize that every time they ask me for a drink and I serve it to them, they see my tits?"

"I'm sorry," he apologized. "There are no clean glasses left. You'll have to take it by the nose." "Like that man who bit me. Do you know I don't even know his name?" "If you like service, I advise you to leave a good tip," he suggested. "For once! All this mess because you don't leave tips!"

"What?" She snapped, still leaning over the table. "Why are you looking at me like that? I told you I was with Pepe, but you didn't believe me," she reproached. "Now you want to know how many times I've it up?" "And the dirty things he makes me do." Now you want to know how long I've been throwing it away?" He smiled and touched his arm. "Let's just say we've been together here at least once since I've cheated on you with him. Yes, you've asked him for beers, not knowing that the tips you don't give him are charged in kind.

He paused, and Daniel was also silent.

"And now, what? Do you want to know how well he fucks me? Honey! Don't you remember what I told you when you didn't always have little wily caged yet? What did I tell you? That any man fucks me better than you and that you, as far as sex goes, you'll always be just my plan C. Not even B. Of course he fucks me better than you! Any man does. Although, you're very good with your mouth, little sissy," he conceded quietly. "Your secret is safe with me.

It had almost sounded like a threat. Why had he just said that to her? Had he done it to prevent her from making a scandal that no one was interested in?

"Now Pepe is my boss," she went on. It wasn't a monologue, or at least it wasn't for her, because she saw that Daniel answered or asked questions with his eyes at every sentence. "I work for him." "How that must hurt him!"

Gema noticed that her husband had looked away to read the sign that he had sewn on the dress last night on Pepe's orders.

"Pregnant with Biel, whom you detest. Me too, by the way! And under Pepe's orders, whom you despise. And the whole neighborhood knows it or will know it soon! Why don't you leave me now? Or why don't you give Pepe and Biel two well-given hosts, and your wife, another, to straighten me out?!! Why aren't you a man to do that? Is it too much to ask?! Why don't you leave me??? Why do you insist on staying with me, when I don't deserve it??

"But I still love you, Daniel," he concluded.

Why? Why had she just told him that? Why, if what she wanted was for him to take the initiative to separate from her.

"Because you love him."

"Because we love him. Yes, so do I. The one I criticize him the most, I love him too."

The rictus twisted and she involuntarily put on an expression of pain, which did not come from her injured clitoris that the tag continued to bite and that continued to sting because of the tabasco. But she quickly erased it and looked at him again in a defiant way. No, it was not a tearful woman that he wanted to have or what he deserved to have. He wanted a hot, full-fledged wife, a Goddess of sex who was increasingly uninhibited and who enjoyed without limits with other men, while he had to settle for her stories and the occasional look.

No limits? Was that what he wanted? Hardly. But they were falling into a bottomless abyss, both of them.

"Leave a good tip," he reminded her. "If you're satisfied with the service," he added.

Why had he indicated that? To prove his approval in that way?

"I'm sorry. I have customers to serve. It's very busy today.

She turned and went to the bar, where Pepe was waiting for her.

"You've done very well," Pepe praised, satisfied.

"And what do you know?" Gema blurted out in a disrespectful way. Psychologically exhausted, she didn't know how to control herself. They had spoken in low voices and with the noise it was impossible for Pepe to have understood any word from the bar.

Pepe just smiled in response. He couldn't miss anything, not by land, not by sea, not by air. He had good eyesight and good hearing, and where hearing failed, his ability to read lips solved the problem.

"What are you doing?" He asked, noticing that he had picked up his mobile phone and was angrily typing the touch screen.

"Look for a cocktail I've been asked for." "There, here it is. Vodka, coffee liqueur," he read, without taking his eyes off the screen, "Baileys, Amaretto, milk, whipped cream, and maraschino cherry. Do we have that?"

"Ah!" Pepe did and gave a meaningful expression. "The famous Orgasm," he acknowledged. An enigmatic smile curled his lips. "No, we don't have these last two ingredients, although those are optional. We don't have whipped cream or Amaretto either." He shrugged, resigned or showing that he didn't care. "Anyway, we don't serve it like that here. Who asked you?"

Gemma pointed at him. Then she risked a quick glance at the empathetic man. Now that her husband had finally arrived, was he still her savior? Of course, in terms of empathy or insight, she was still more capable than her husband, who didn't know what was really going on.

"But if you try to prevent me from knowing!" her little voice accused her.

She was trying to protect him. That was all. Or so she preferred to tell herself.

He looked back at the man who had ordered the cocktail.

"Tell him to come to the bar."

Gema frowned and wondered what the hell Pepe was up to. He had a strange expression. Was he going to scold the man for being so naughty as to order a cocktail with that name?

"Don't talk nonsense, what worse things he has allowed." Pepe, with the arrogance of someone who thinks he knows everything and with the temerity of someone who thinks he can get out of them all unscathed, only wanted to show off and make a demonstration of how that drink is prepared without the right ingredients.

Surprisingly, he looked calm, his arms crossed in front of his chest. The bottles glistened under the dim lights of the shelf. He tried to imagine how he would do it and visualized the clinking of the bottles as they collided as he lined them up on the bar for his boss to have at hand. But it would be useless. Judging by the recipe, it was a crazy challenge to try to prepare a good Orgasm, an authentic one, with so few ingredients. The once-thriving place had less and less to offer. The lack of maraschino cherry was understandable. Who would ask for that? But that it didn't have Amaretto, that was symptomatic of the decline of the place and its owner. However, the defiant smile of boss Pepe promised otherwise. He was curious about how he planned to get out of that and, once again, he tried to visualize it. With a theatrical gesture, Chief Pepe would throw the cubes into the shaker, which would clash loudly. Where was the shaker, in all shapes? Did he have one? Then, he would pour the vodka. And then... "Absurd!" With what he had, it would end up being a simple vodka on the rocks, to give it a pretentious air different from what it really is.

Expectantly, she turned to the man who had had the audacity to ask her for an orgasm.

"Eh... Excuse me. Pepe wants to serve it to you himself at the bar. Sir," she added politely. Her clitoris throbbed and, this time, it was not due to the action of the tabasco. It excited her to address this man, whose name she did not know and who had bitten her. Now that had been daring!

"What do you want to serve me?"

The man didn't seem to understand, or had already forgotten what he had asked for. Certainly, between one thing and another, it had made him wait too long.

"Orgasm wants to serve you."

The man laughed.

Then, he realized. He had fallen into his trap! He laughed with him.

"Well, come on! I'll go with you," he declared and stood up. Without any blush, he put his hand on her ass and pushed her towards the bar with him.

"Do you see how they treat me, Daniel? Like a brothel whore! This turns you on, huh? Are you going to continue to allow your wife to be treated that way, or are you going to be a man once and for all and do something about it?" Any other husband would have jumped in and knocked out the unfortunate man! Why couldn't Daniel be like any other husband?

"You've emasculated it and you're still complaining!"

He didn't intervene because it turned him on. That was what bothered him.

"And you, who let yourself do all that because it makes you?"

That did not relieve Daniel of his conjugal obligations as a man and husband!

"Have you asked for an Orgasm?" Pepe made sure.

Gemma stood behind the bar, ready to help her boss... and laugh at him as soon as he failed. Hopefully, the man would throw the contents of the glass in her face... and the container on her head. Even if he punished her later, the laughter was going to be worth it. She thought that maybe that would precipitate the empathetic gentleman to come to her aid... or Daniel to react.

The man nodded. He was smiling wide.

"I'm getting the bottles," she offered herself solicitously. It was going to be of no use to Pepe.

"It's fifty euros," he heard Pepe say to the man. No doubt he was trying to scare him away with such an abusive price, just so as not to be exposed! "So that's your plan, you cheater!" He put the bottles of Vodka and Baileys on the bar, clinking them on purpose so that they produced the jingle he had imagined. "In advance.

To her surprise, the man took the wallet out of his pocket and the orange bill from his wallet. She frowned, worried and surprised. Something didn't add up.

"She charges you," he heard him say.

The man nodded. He put the wallet in his pocket. The bill was still in his hand. Then the man walked to the opening of the bar and joined them.

"It's about there," Pepe told him.

Gemma looked at him alarmed.

"You know what you have to do.

She felt her husband's gaze riveting on her back. Was he watching carefully? Or was he wandering in his own world, oblivious to what was happening? "Daniel! Oh my God! He's prostituting me! Pepe is doing it, really!" Didn't she realize what Pepe was doing to her?! Did he still love her? Was there anything he really cared about? He had taken the news of her pregnancy too well. Certainly, she was extremely affectionate with her and had no right to complain. But a real man would have screamed to the heavens when he heard that someone else had impregnated his wife!

The man ran his hand through his slit.

"You're wet," he observed.

It was true, but more than an objective observation, more than flattery, it had sounded like an accusation. Why could he have her hard and she couldn't wet her panties?!

The panties... She didn't even remember the few steps from the bar to the office. Nor how she had come to lean over the table, her ass in pomp. Nor did she know how she had come to open her legs and pull her panties down to her knees. She did remember, however, that this was the posture Pepe had told her to adopt, when he sent her to the office. "The things he forces me to do!" Although, as for keeping her panties by her knees, Pepe may not have told her that. Or had he? Where did Pepe's vituperative desires end and where did the maelstrom of his own begin?

She gasped. The man had two fingers in her vagina, maybe three.

"The things Pepe forces me to do!" With her hands on her hips and her knuckles whitening, she clung to the fabric of her dress and kept her skirt above her coccyx, while the man continued to poke his hand inside her. "I don't even know his name!" Soon he would take out his fingers and put something else in it, in return. "All for a measly fifty euros!" All because he had seduced Pepe to please Alan. All because her husband never left her tips and she thought she was better than him.

"Ah! he exclaimed.

It was more of a scream than an exclamation. His ass was burning.

The man made a loud feint in the air, and she tensed up and her buttocks closed.

But fortunately, the man didn't attack her again. Instead, he walked around the table and looked her in the eye. Or so he tried, because she, embarrassed, kept her gaze down, unable to look up.

"Kiss her!" The man ordered and brought it to his mouth.

On top of that, he had to thank her! Her ass still hurt. A lone tear ran down her cheek, as she forced herself to kiss his instrument.

"Thank you," he whispered in a trembling voice, which showed that he was doing it out of obligation. He remembered his instruction well. Although, perhaps he trembled with excitement. The humiliation was mixed with a strange and embarrassing pleasure.

"Do you see how I give myself to other men, Daniel?" Of course, I didn't see it, but I would tell them! "Do you see what they do to your wife, sweetheart?"

The man left the stick on the table so that he would remember the blow he had given her, while he would fuck her. For fifty bucks and for being an acquaintance of Pepe's, he had earned that right, that of humiliating her, whipping her and fucking her.

"Ah!" she exclaimed, again, although this time it was pure joy. The man had nailed her thoroughly with a dry movement. Of course, to provide moisture there was already her waterlogged pussy. "Uh! Uh! Uh! She did, to the rhythm of her thrusts. "Uh! Uh! Ah! The bastard was massaging the area where he had whipped her! Soon, if he hadn't already, she would get an ugly and striking red welt, which would join the now duller ones that Pepe had done to her the night before. "Uh! Uh! Uh! She let herself be fucked, despite the fact that the man continued to rub her bruise, without stopping in his energetic swaying. Daniel could not ignore the evidence and would see it as soon as he bent over a table to open a few beers or soft drinks. "Do you see what Pepe does with your wife?! Why did you never leave him a tip?"

The man would soon cum inside her, if he continued to fuck her vigorously like this. Had she put on a condom? She hadn't noticed, and it was foolhardy to allow him to penetrate her without making sure. "For fifty euros he's going to cum inside me and I don't even know his name, love!"

Fifty lereles, which he hadn't given her yet! Did whores get paid sooner or later? It was better if she didn't pay him! That way, even if she was still a whore, at least she wouldn't be a prostitute. The man hadn't wasted time in foreplay, except for the blow he'd given her, and he'd nailed her quickly, wasting no time in warming her up—though by that time she already had the skin on her buttocks burning along a horizontal line—and without caring about her pleasure.

"Uhh! Uhh! Uhh!" She continued moaning. The man gave her no respite, and although he didn't take care of her clitoris, his member rubbed against the G-spot in her vagina. "G for asshole," she said to herself. How could she be so stupid? How could she have such low self-esteem and allow herself to fall so low? Videos or not, she should have denounced Pepe! Great body, big eyes and admirable mind or not, she should have given Alan a ticket, as soon as she had begun to feel forgotten by him! Lust, dark desires and perverse fantasies or not, of one or the other, she should never have feminized Daniel and much less pushed him to become the submissive lover of another man!

"Uhh! Uhh! Uhh! —he continued to do. The man was not looking for his own joy, but only his own. Only the friction with the asshole gave him some pleasure... that and the humiliation he experienced, and the feeling desired, and the expectation of telling Daniel in a direct and brutal way or perhaps gently and expectantly, in fascicles, leaving him intrigued and worried... If he didn't touch his clitoris, he wasn't going to be able to cum. He breathed heavily because the onslaught of Pepe's client... of his client... stole his breath. He continued with his hands where he was supposed to have them: on both sides of his hips, holding his dress.

The man growled and rammed at her hard. He was cumming inside her! She had the urge to pull one hand away and touch her clit frantically to cum with him, but she controlled herself. That was supposed to be the position she was supposed to maintain. Had Pepe told her that? Or was she self-suggesting? She was supposed to be a professional prostitute, not a joyful whore. She wasn't supposed to deserve the liberating orgasm... because after cumming she would think clearly again and send everything to hell!, especially Pepe, but also her husband, for being such an asshole to allow all that.

The man stepped out of her. He hadn't even bitten her or touched her breasts, she thought, almost disappointed. Or had he? Was he the one who had kissed her before, or had he been her tablemate? She was confused and couldn't tell them apart. But what did it matter?!

The customer walked around the table and, as before, stood in front of it. This time, however, instead of a thin, long, flexible stick, he had in his hand a fat, somewhat small but hard cock.

"Thank God, he's wearing a raincoat!" It was curious that she remembered the Almighty in those circumstances. Of course, if it hadn't been for her divine intervention or even for man's precaution, it hadn't been for her that she had put on a condom. "What does it matter if I catch something?!" she wondered, at the mercy of a wave of sadness that had suddenly rushed over her. Sometimes she suffered those ups and downs, in which she went from euphoria to fatalism bordering on depression. "Anyway, Daniel and I don't make love in a conventional way anymore. It's not that I could spread it." And it wasn't like she could get pregnant, she thought bitterly. Biel didn't even care anymore! Nobody really cared, except Daniel, who, very foolishly! And to her surprise, he was excited about her condition. If it sounded like a joke, it was!

Her hands left her hips and the skirt of the dress slid over her buttocks and covered her butt again, although in that position it did so only partially. She took the man's member in her hands and mechanically unrolled the condom and knotted it. Then, still absorbed in her negative thoughts, she took the man in her mouth to clean him. The remains of semen and, even worse, the taste of latex, flooded her taste buds, but she was hardly aware of it.

"How do you say it?"

The man's question partially took her out of her state of abstraction.

"Thank you," he muttered, still with his phallus in his mouth.

Satisfied, the man got out of it and replaced his cock with the damn fifty-euro note.

"Do you see how you did know how to prepare an orgasm?" She said ironically. "Pepe would like you to come out with the bill in your mouth," he warned her and moved away from her.

Gema remained motionless on the table, stunned. She had just been used, for money. No one cared about her feelings. The man – the customer – obviously didn't. Neither did Pepe. Nor did her husband, who didn't quite know what was really happening to her. Or if he did, he didn't take the necessary step to get her out of that downward spiral into which she had gotten herself and which threatened to swallow her like a whirlpool, a self-destructive maelstrom.

Still with the bill in her mouth, her made its way through her dullness. Instinctively, more than consciously, her hips began to pump against the table and her hand left the edge to which she was clinging to approach her little magic button.

Little by little, she approached, ready to rub the lamp from which the wish-granting genie would emerge. Although the wishes, made true for a few moments, always ended up vanishing, like mere mirages that they were, at least they managed to create an alternative reality during that time. The humiliation was not vilification, but joy. Extortion was not a criminal act, but an exchange of power freely agreed upon between both parties. The recordings were consensual, vivid memories for when she was completely old and no one would desire her anymore and she would desire no one sexually. The whippings were not cruel blows, but expressions of a sublime passion.

His fingers always knew how to caress her clit so well. It was even easier when they were wet and scurried through him. He couldn't deny that his pussy wasn't wet. The remains of tabasco stung when he masturbated, but his fluids began to dilute the hot sauce.

"Ah!" she exclaimed. And then, again, "Ah! Daniel had taken the rod and was whipping her, just as she deserved. She hadn't heard him come in! He was punishing her, putting her in line. "Ah! Yes, beat me!" she begged. "Ah!" "A new spanking and a new groan. Why had it taken so long? But at last, he was being the man she needed. "It's never too late if the happiness is good." Or if the picha. "Ah! Yes! Bring me to heel!" "If she didn't, she would be lost. She alone was unable to get out of where she had gotten herself into.

Abruptly, she forced herself to pull her hand away from her sex, though her hips continued to pump, hungry.

"NO! I don't deserve it!"

She didn't deserve that orgasm. Besides, it was all a lie. With or without an orgasm, she knew. But by staying aroused, at least the cruel reality was bearable. She hadn't hit rock bottom yet. She would let herself sink by Pepe, if necessary, to get all the way down and thus, hopefully, if she survived the fall, propel herself back to the surface. "Chief Pepe..."

He looked at the monitor. Had Pepe recorded everything, as he usually did? The screen was off and he didn't want to find out.

Panting, he forced himself to sit up. Then, he pulled up his panties. They would cover the mark that the customer had left on him. Daniel would not find out, which was fortunate and his condemnation at the same time.

The damn cap of the beer bottle lay limp on the floor, between her legs. She had to put it back on, so that it would bite her clitoris. That was what Chief Pepe wanted and expected of her. But she had no obligation to do that to herself! The sharp edges of the cap hurt her when she moved. Mesmerized, she looked at the simple but effective instrument of torture. "I don't have to do that. I don't have to fall so low. Not yet."

Finally, he managed to get out of his petrification and walked away from the office, leaving the damn plug on the filthy floor.

"Ah! You're here!" Pepe greeted her with a drooling smile. "Do you see how if he had all the ingredients to serve that customer an orgasm?" He stared at her, satisfied with himself, for a few moments. "I see he paid you," he said, then, and took the bill out of her mouth. "Hmm. Didn't he leave you a tip? Maybe you didn't deserve it?" He took some crumpled bills from the back pocket of his pants and put them through the neckline between his breasts. The fifty-euro bill, in exchange, he kept for him. "What? What are you looking at me?" He snapped. "Did you think everything was going to be for you? I'll set up the place!" He declared, pretending to be aggrieved. "If you need more money, earn it! Ale! Come on!" See if your husband wants another beer or something, because he's been there stooping, without consuming anything extra, and that can't be!" He turned her around and spanked her ass to get her to move away from the bar and get back to work.

Trying to recover, Gema followed Pepe's indication and approached her husband.

"Do you want to have something else?" he asked. The beer was half-finished and probably hot. He took it from him. "You have to order something else," he urged. "You can't occupy a table that long without asking for anything else." "It had sounded harsher than I had intended. "It drives me crazy! Why didn't you come into the office to see what was going on? Why didn't you take the stick and discipline me?" "Look at the place. It's full," he explained. "I'll give you another one."

She turned around, ready to walk away, but Daniel held her by the arm. She turned and looked at him with twinkling eyes. She had dared to—! Yes, she had dared at last! No wonder! She had just cheated on him with a stranger and let herself be paid!

"I... uh... I'm sorry," he apologized and let go.

"Me, too, Daniel. Me, too." The sparks went out in her eyes. Why couldn't he be the husband she needed him to be?

"Can you tell me what this is about?" She asked firmly and with a hint of anger, but not as much as she needed.

"What's this about? You're a wimp, Daniel! And I, a whore, a slut, a treacherous slut! That's what this is about, Daniel! I need you to force me out of the spiral I've gotten myself into."

"What do you mean?" He replied innocently.

"I've seen you with... uh... that..." She shook her head, not understanding or refusing to do so. "What are you doing here, dressed like that? What are you doing with... that...?"

Now he didn't mean the customer!

"With Pepe?" "It bothered him that I treated him with such haughtiness, as if he were better than him just because he earned more money by working less. Pepe was right: Daniel looked at him that way, even if he did it unconsciously. He bent down and leaned his hands on the table to look him in the face. "He's my boss. I work for him."

Daniel's gaze went down to her tits.

"That's not what you're looking at," a friendly little voice told him.

The money! The payment!

Although she tried to radiate self-confidence, she couldn't help but blush and turned around so she couldn't see his embarrassment. She took just a few steps away from him. Her heart was pounding. "I'm your whore, Daniel. And this is a brothel. Don't you see? It's happening right under your nose! Everyone knows it, except you." She turned her head toward him and, trying to crack a smile, told him she'd bring him a beer.

He returned with his boss behind the bar to get the third of beer from the fridge chest. He would rather have to bend down again to open the bottle and show him his cleavage to tempt him than to serve him a beer.

Pepe winked at him, satisfied. He had observed Daniel's expression. Yes, the conceited guy now could no longer harbor any doubt about what his wife was really doing. All that remained was to show him why he was doing it. Of course, he wouldn't tell him anything about the recordings. His wife did it because it was because she owed it to him. He fucked her. He gave her pleasure. And he made her sleep with others. In return, she produced money for him. Yes, his wife belonged to him and he was going to rub it in his face, more than once!

"See what this one wants!" He said to Gemma, and pointed his gaze to a point behind her.

Gema turned. It was the old man, who had snuck behind the bar! "I hope he doesn't want an orgasm!"

"Excuse me. You can't be here," he tried to indicate firmly, but gently. No doubt the old man was joking.

The man mumbled something he didn't understand. On top of that, he slobbered when he spoke!

"Shall I put another pacharan on it?" He offered and gently grabbed him by the arm to pull him out from behind the bar.

The old man stammered something unintelligible again. He seemed agitated... or perhaps excited?

"I think he wants your panties," Pepe explained. Without asking his opinion, he proposed the deal to the man. "Fifteen euros. For being you."

The old man nodded quickly, excitedly, and took out the money.

Pepe quickly snatched it from her hand.

"You have heard. Give them to him."

"What??? "But how dare he?! It was her underwear! That panty was his! She had bought it with her money and she liked it! And did he intend, on top of that, to keep the bills?

He quickly did the math. He had paid about eighty euros for the six panties, so on average they came out to thirteen euros, if only because three of them had been very cheap. And that particular panty, the one he liked the most, had cost noticeably more.

"Why do you waste your time on that? In any case, even if you have paid for the panties, Pepe is going to keep the money. What does it matter to you if he sells them expensive or cheap if, in any case, everything is going to be profit for him?"

"And for me, it's all ruin."

"Come on!" The unscrupulous businessman urged her. "We don't have all day and you have a lot of drinks to serve, today. You don't need to go to the office. You can take them off here.

Gema saw him lick his lips and followed his gaze to the spot where he had glanced furtively.

"Daniel!" She felt a tingle in her clitoris, hypersensitive from the bite of the stopper and the sting of the sauce. From the other side of the bar, no one would see her taking off her panties... But Daniel had a very vivid imagination...

"It's all right," she resigned. Whatever she did, Chief Pepe would always get away with it. It was better not to make him angry. Besides, although she had grown fond of the panties, she couldn't say that they were close friends, because they had been together for too little time for that. "But what adventures!"

She turned to the old man. Behind him, sitting at his table, Daniel watched. Discreetly, she slipped her hands under the skirt of her dress, grabbed the hem of the panty, and pulled it down. The panty slid down her legs and fell to the floor. Then, she put a hand on the man's shoulder to help with balance and stepped out of the panty. Then she bent down and offered it discreetly, with her hand under the bar so that no one would see what she was really doing.

He noticed that Daniel was watching, intrigued. But his satisfaction quickly turned to anger as he imagined what he must be deducing. Did he think he was going to fuck that old man?! "How can he...?!!"

"You fucked a much older one," her little voice reminded her, the one that always tried to put her in a bad place. But Gerardo's father had not been a decrepit old man, barely able to move on his own, but HER father! She had bathed him with affection. Then Gerardo had taken him and laid him on the bed. And she had straddled his pelvis and offered him the strap that hung from his necklace. Surprisingly, the normally vegetative nonagenarian had lit up his face and his eyes had suddenly shone vividly. He had grabbed the leash with unexpected strength and enthusiasm and, with her devoted help, had managed to lift the pole of his flag. He had penetrated her – or, rather, she had inserted into her pussy his sacred cock with which he had fathered Gerardo – and they had made love, while Gerardo watched contentedly through the door.

He shook himself out of his reverie.

The man had taken the garment from his hand and brought it to his nose to inhale, not so discreetly, its aroma.

"My essence!"

No, of course, she didn't suffer from gerontophilia. That old man didn't attract her at all, of course. But she did miss Gerardo. Alan... Her nephew had shown himself not to be up to the task. But what did she expect from someone so young, much younger than her? Alan... She missed him too.

She looked at Pepe. She deserved it... because he was the most she could aspire to.

The owner of the place pushed the old man out of the bar, while he continued to inhale his effluvia enthusiastically.

Gema looked up and met her husband's. For a moment, she thought she saw a glimmer of understanding from his eyes... or she wished she saw it. "You still don't understand what's going on and why I'm doing it," she dismissed, angry with him and with herself, when she saw that his gaze was tinged with an embarrassing desire. It was happening right under her nose and he still didn't understand anything! She didn't understand the seriousness of the matter! She was trapped and he didn't see it! The recordings that Pepe had were nothing more than an excuse to continue giving herself over to an addiction that consumed her inside. Pepe's extortion was nothing more than fictitious chains that allowed her to cling to an excuse. The real prison was her mind, captive by the need to feel dominated. She was addicted and, although the product was of increasingly poor quality, she needed to continue consuming it. And her husband, the one who was supposed to protect her, still didn't react!

"You don't let him do it!"

"A real man would prevail!" Gerardo had proved it. He hadn't messed around when she'd refused to drink the bowl of milk like a kitten. Precisely, like a mischievous feline, instead of drinking from the bowl, she'd poured the milk up her tits. But Gerardo hadn't been amused by rebellion—erotic but disobedient, after all—and, without a word, he'd put her in the car to teach her the lesson she deserved. He'd taken her to a park, in the cool of the night and practically naked, and there, he'd walked her like a dog, on all fours and without complaining. He'd even allowed the dog of a lonely, stunned walker to sniff her intrigued and put his cold muzzle into her parts! Afterwards, he had behind a bush, with her on the leash, and had her cleaned up after urinating. Gerardo had not bowed to her insubordination or allowed himself to be cajoled by her sensual way of disobeying him, but had reacted that it was due! Defiant kitten or faithful dog, she was not and should not be more than a little animal to him. He had made it clear to her.

"And Daniel got in the way!"

Yes, for once, she had. And how had she rewarded him? She had interposed herself between him and Gerardo to prevent them from coming to blows. Later, she had gone with him, with Gerardo.

"Daniel went away before and left me alone with him!"

"Is it any wonder that he did it, the way you behaved? You did not stand between them, but you sided with Gerard."

Yes, she had sided with her boss. And, not content with that, she had allowed herself to be led to the house of her friend, the notary, so that, at last, he could sign the contract: the commercial exploitation of her audiovisual rights – mainly erotic photographs – which was nothing more than a legal cover to be able to extort her, which, in turn, was nothing more than an additional way of tying her to him.

Although without a notarial contract in between, history repeated itself.

"You love to unload your responsibility on others! You are not a pervert, you are only a victim of the wicked..."

The contract that Alan had inherited after his uncle's death... And how had he taken advantage of it! Scarcely! Scarcely! Disappointingly!

"And that's why I'm with Pepe, because it's the most I deserve."

"Worm!" the horrible, obese girl Alan was with had insulted her. And she had been generous to her.

Why was she so angry with Daniel? What if he was nothing more than an addict like her?

"Because it is the man who must protect his wife and mark his territory! It is not the 'femme fatale' who must protect her husband."

Pepe took the old man out of the bar and returned to her. He noticed her look. Feeling unpunished, he put his hand between her legs, under her dress.

"Keep looking at him," he whispered, touching her clitoris. "Do you think he knows what I'm doing right now?" He asked. It was a rhetorical question, because he had eyes on his back, and when he didn't, he always had the cameras and the recordings they made. Oh, yes! He was going to review those moments, but now he needed her to tell him.

Gemma bit her lower lip. Daniel kept an eye on her, and although he couldn't see what was happening under the bar, he could imagine it. Surely, he did.

"No, you don't," she replied in a hoarse, excited voice. Not yet. "I knew he was touching her pussy." "Oh! she exclaimed almost mutely. Now I had put a finger inside her. Or two. She knew he was putting his hand on her, but she didn't know that he was blackmailing her and that, through extortion, he was renting her to customers.

"You're wet," Pepe observed. She wasn't surprised that the old man left so happy, with his panties in his cuff, under his nose. "What kind of whore are you?" She asked. "Your husband, sitting there, looking at you, and you letting me fuck you with my fingers. Doesn't his air of superiority go away, seeing how you owe yourself to me?"

Unable to answer, he merely made an unknowable gesture with his head, half shaking it and half nodding, at the same time.

"Did you tell him, that you're with me, that you belong to me?" He went deeper, while his fingers did it in her waterlogged pussy. "Did you tell him?" He insisted, and his fingers insisted at the same time.

"Yes," Gema exhaled. Her gaze was still fixed on Daniel and his on her. "Do you see what he does to me? Can you imagine what he makes me do? And what he will do to me!"

"And?"

"Are you going to allow it, as you always do? With someone like him, are you also going to consent?" What things did he have to do to finally make him react?

"He didn't believe it.

"No?"

His dirty fingers pierced his insides.

"You'd never believe I could be with someone like you, Chief Pepe," he teased, unwisely.

Her black nails made grooves in her vaginal mucous membranes.

—No, ¿eh?

This was not how the G-spot was stimulated!

"Why do you allow this, my love? Why don't you see what I really need? Why don't you give me what I really need?"

It hurt him!!

"Get me out of this spiraling free fall! Save me!" she implored him with her mind, but with her gaze she said otherwise. "If she knew me, if she really cared about me, she would know what was really behind my gaze," she justified herself. Despite his unquestionable love for her, she felt empty inside. It was a void that Daniel couldn't fill, because he wasn't the right man for it. If she had ever harbored any doubts – or hopes – about it, they had vanished the moment he had agreed to be butt-fucked by this Mauro. Of course, it was erotic that she allowed herself to be trained by him in order to better serve her and Alan. "Alan. Ha!" A major disappointment. Daniel's story had been erotic... and disappointing at the same time. The emptiness spread, and as she did, the need to feel it grew. Pepe was nobody. He never would be for her. But for the moment, he was the person who could deepen her misery, who could make her grow and distract her with his perversions. Reduced to the unhappy worm that she was, she could never hurt anyone, nor could anyone else hurt her.

"He would never believe that I could belong to someone like you, Chief Pepe," he continued with reckless provocation. He thought of all the dirty things he would make him do. "At most, he thinks it's a passing adventure and that you're just a toy to me." "She was and didn't rule well.

"Go away and pour him another beer," Pepe ordered and abruptly pulled his fingers out of his interior.

Had he been angry?

She followed his fascinated gaze and looked down, away from Daniel. Pepe's fingers were slightly bloody. He didn't think he was on his period, although it was coming more and more irregularly.

He looked at him hesitantly, as if he intended to apologize.

"Get down," he ordered, finally.

He obeyed. Would Daniel think he was about to give him a blowjob, right there behind the bar? Or would he conclude that he bent down to grab a drink from one of the refrigerated chests?

Instead of the turnip, Pepe abruptly put his fingers in her mouth and made them clean. They tasted of dirt and metal, the iron of her red blood cells.

"Great. Gerontophilic and now you can add hematophilia to your list of perversions," he said to himself bitterly. He was falling. The void was spreading.

"You put a beer in it and immediately come back here, without telling her anything," he instructed her.

Without standing up, she turned, opened the refrigerator chest and took out a bottle. He would open it there, on the table, bending over it to reach the lid with the opener that hung from her neck. He would show her generous cleavage as he did so. She wondered if her husband still remembered that those breasts had been put on by Gerardo. She did not forget. The old man had made the choice to his liking. He had modified it and had not done it only on the outside.

"Are you having fun?" He asked, despite the fact that Pepe had forbidden him to talk to him. He was turning his back on him and he would never know.

Daniel, although he knew her breasts well, had his eyes fixed on her cleavage, instead of her eyes. She liked that. "And Pepe is looking at my ass." "And not only him," a little voice told her, embarrassed. Fall, fall, fall. The emptiness, the emptiness, the emptiness. The whole place was watching her butt, and this time she wasn't wearing panties. They could see her pussy, at least those who were lucky enough to be sitting in the right places. People from the neighborhood, people who knew her, at least by sight. Falling, falling, falling. There was no turning back. "Worm. It's what you deserve." Would Pepe be able to see, from the bar, the mark that the customer had left with the rod? Would his neighbors see it and know what it meant?

She smiled between mockery and sensuality. Watching her husband's confusion amused and stimulated her, but it also depressed her. Why couldn't he act like a normal man?

"And you? Why don't you behave like a normal woman? Or, at least, like a normal slut."

She sat up, turned, and walked away from him. It was ironic that the whole neighborhood (she was exaggerating now) had seen her shiny pussy and the red mark of the rod, but not her husband.

"What did you tell him?" Pepe asked her when she returned to him.

Alarmed and surprised at the same time, her eyes widened. How did she know? She hadn't been able to see her move her lips or hear her. Nor had she been able to observe her through the multiple eyes of the camera system, since the monitor was in the office.

"I'm sorry, Chief Pepe," she apologized, realizing that his reaction had just given her away. He hadn't seen or heard it, but had guessed it. "That or he can see the cameras on his cell phone." "I asked him if he was having fun," she confessed.

"And?"

He didn't answer.

"So? Do you think he's having fun?" He asked, sullenly. He had no intention of them having fun, neither of them! Was that how they both saw it, a diversion?" He stared at her husband, as she left, and challenged him to a duel of glances. He smiled sarcastically. It wasn't a game, but even if the idiot thought so, he was throwing it at her. He was humiliating her. He was prostituting her. He was humiliating her, and through her, he was humiliating him, too. No, she couldn't think it was fun, when she was doing it in front of people who potentially knew them! When she was done with them, they would have to move out and find new friends. "I should make her eat my real shit. Maybe then he won't dare to hold my gaze, that conceited dull!" The idea disgusted him, which didn't mean it wasn't good. Those two boring bourgeois deserved to make an effort.

Without taking her eyes off him, she demonstratively picked up a small bottle of Tabasco. Finally, she looked away from him and followed her into the office. "I hope that idiot doesn't think I've lost the duel of glances. I'm going to put it all the way into his little wife, that slut!"

"Good," he said, seeing that she had adopted the posture he expected of her. She was bent over the table, holding the skirt of her minidress to expose her entire ass. She hardly needed to, for the dress was so short that much of her buttocks were exposed in every way when she leaned forward, but she liked the humiliation of pulling up the dress for him. "Good," she repeated, admiring the mark the customer had left on her with the rod. She skirted the table and turned on the monitor. The woman turned her head, no doubt to watch her husband through the cameras. "I really don't understand how you could have married such a pamphile.

"You don't understand anything!" Gema snapped at him silently. She had married him for love. What she didn't understand was how she could have fallen so far into the side of perversion. Why did Pepe need to mess with Daniel? Wasn't it enough for him to humiliate her and turn her world upside down? "But he's right. Not as to why I married him, but as to why I don't understand how he allows all this either. He's going to let me fuck me here, while he's sitting at a table!" Was he nervous? He looked anxious. Calm, he wasn't. I would have hated him to be. "Enjoy your horns, honey!"

Pepe caressed her ass. He scanned with his fingers the ugly red and slightly bulging mark because of the inflammation that the man had left from side to side on her buttocks. Was he proud of her? Was Daniel? Why did he need others to be proud of her?

Why couldn't she just be herself?

And what would he do, if he were?

"Ah! —he complained

"Does it hurt?"

"It stings me a little.

"I told you not to talk to him, did I?"

"Yes, boss Pepe." She looked at Daniel through the monitor. Without a doubt, she must have known that she was having sex with Pepe. She wondered what it felt like, knowing that your partner is fucking someone else. It wasn't the first time she had asked herself that question. She didn't understand that Daniel could be turned on by cheating. She needed it as much as she needed emptiness. Was it another form of emptiness? Was the love they had for each other so little filled them anymore? No, she didn't understand that it could turn him on. She, instead, would only feel jealousy! He had experienced it when he had perceived that Lidia had been too intimate with him. And he had experienced it again when he saw that Alan was with someone else. On top of that, she was a fat woman, young but much uglier than her. Couldn't she compete with someone like that anymore? "Worm." She kept falling and she had nothing to hold on to. To herself? There was nothing. To Daniel? If only he wasn't turned on by all that and, in return, gave a damn bang on the table! (And another one in Pepe's face).

"Ooooo!! It stings!"

"I warned you not to talk to him, did I?" He continued to smear the wound with the hot sauce.

He squirmed. It hurt so much!

"Yes, Chief Pepe. I'm sorry." A tear ran down his cheek. "Damn, damn, damn!" "Worm. It's what I deserve."

"That way she doesn't get infected. Heh, heh." "Really, the only thing I wanted, apart from torturing her, was to increase the inflammation and make the mark very red.

Finally, he left the bottle of tabasco on the table.

Pepe observed that she was still looking at her husband through the monitor. He was restless. But the idiot hadn't even had the guts to get up from the table to blow his face off. Nor to leave. "What kind of man is this?" he thought contemptuously. How could he have conquered such a female?

"Your husband is a fool. A pamphile. Say so.

Gemma shook her head. She wasn't going to say that.

"Say it!"

She shook her head taciturnly again. She had betrayed Daniel on many levels, but she never spoke ill of him behind his back. At most, she did it in front of him, to humiliate him. But in private, with a gorer or whatever, she was never going to say that. Not even if she thought about it sometimes. "Do you want to do something at once, Daniel?!" Twice she had come to blows with two lovers, once with the idiot Luis Alberto, whom she had momentarily knocked down with a punch, and once with Gerardo, whom, fortunately, she had not hit because she had intervened in time. Twice and, both times, she had taken the opposite side to his and gone with them. "Third time's the charm, Daniel! I promise. Do something, love!" she implored him.

"You cut his balls, emasculate him, push him into a dominant male lover, and still expect him to behave like a real man???

"Uh! she exclaimed. Pepe had stabbed her with a bang. "Ah! Ahhh!! What have you done?!? Burn!!

Pepe – a real man, he – was not impressed by his whining and began a vigorous sway.

"Ayyy!! It hurts!! No! No! She let go of her skirt and tried to push him away from her, but Pepe had her tightly held on to her hips and did not move away.

"Shut up, bitch! I didn't do anything." "She'd only put on a condom. Why was that bitch complaining about that? Maybe she'd unrolled it over her phallus with her hands a little stiff with tabasco, but she hadn't poured sauce on purpose. "Say it, bitch! Say it's a pamphide! I know you think so.

"Pepe, please, no! It's burning! Ayyy!" Oblivious to his complaints and pathetic attempts to get away from him, the man kept pumping. "Sorry, Chief Pepe. Sorry! Ayyy! "I'd scratched her vagina with my nails and now I'd poured tabasco into her! He was crazy! But how could it not sting him on her cock? "Damn Tabasco! Oh!" He wouldn't eat anything spicy in his life again! "Damn Pepe! Damn Daniel!" Deep down, he was to blame for everything! "Damn emptiness!" Damn. She was cursed. "I'm less of a fucking worm and someone crushes me with his boot."

"Say it!"

She shook her head, more in pain than to express her refusal. Why didn't she scorch his cock? Pepe was a horrible person! It was what he deserved!

"Say it! Don't you see how pampering he is? I'm fucking you and he's there!, drinking a beer." She looked at the screen incredulously. She wanted to humiliate him, but what good was it if it didn't provoke any visible reaction in him? She, at least, complained and moaned. She made a bad face, but then smiled again. "I'm going to have to shit on his face and let him see it!" Fortunately, she still didn't have to resort to such a drastic measure, because she still had less disgusting provocations for him. "Tell me, who fucks you better?!"

"You, boss Pepe. Oh! You. Always you." He had ignored her clitoris, but his cock rubbed against the G-spot, the same area he had scratched with his infected nails. "Oh! "Oh, Daniel. If you only knew what I'm going through..." He wasn't just referring to that moment. "It's tearing me apart. Soon you won't want to be my husband anymore and you'll be free." "You fuck me better, boss Pepe.

With a roar, Pepe came inside her. He had been fast and energetic. She hadn't managed to cum. It had been too brief a fornication and, although she was, the itching had prevented her from being able to concentrate on pleasure.

"Did you like it?" The man was interested.

"Yes, Chief Pepe." He was annoyed to admit that it was true. "A lot." "That was better. It was a lie or, at the very least, an exaggeration." "Thank you."

Why was she grateful to him? Because, unlike others, he was interested in her? Why had Daniel had to lie to her with Silvestre? Why had Gerardo had to die? Why did Alan have to be so young – or she so old – and finally become interested in someone else? Why couldn't he connect with Biel? Not that she felt she had a connection with Pepe, of course not! But he, at least, was there. Was she afraid of Biel and what he wanted to do with her? "Rei and President." Was she afraid of that path and not what Pepe intended to do with her?

"I don't have a choice with Pepe."

"You've always found it very comfortable to let yourself be blackmailed. So you're the innocent one and the guilty pervert is someone else."

Plas! Something slimy, which he immediately identified as disgusting, had just landed on his left cheek. The right was still resting on the table.

"You bastard! That's why his cock didn't sting!" Since when did he use condoms with her? "Since he threw tabasco."

"Kiss him, then."

He twisted his gesture to reach the used condom with his lips without moving his head and managed to touch it.

"Don't throw it away. Keep it," he said, not explaining why. He looked down at his belly. "Damn bitch! You scratched me! I'm going to have to cut off your paws."

"Fuck you!"

Slowly, he sat up and turned. Then he bent down and squatted down Yes, it was true that he had dug his nails into her. "You can use tabasco to disinfect."

"I'm sorry." He took his cock in his mouth and sucked it to wipe it off. It tasted like a condom. That was the worst. Although they were a necessary measure of prophylaxis, he didn't like them at all. "Still for him to say so! But you, you didn't even realize he put it on!"

"What a slut you're made." He laughed. He'd piss on her face. He could do that. But it wasn't the time. The place was full and, apart from degrading her, he needed to cash in. He pulled out of her mouth and, to his surprise, she seemed to look at him with annoyance. "What a slut," he murmured, more to himself than to insult her. He put his cock in his pants. "Put on... this panty." He held it out to her.

Gema's eyes lit up when she saw the model she had chosen. It was just the one she would have chosen. After the one she had had to sell the most, that was the second one that covered her buttocks the most, although Daniel, if he looked, would see the marks on the rod. I wish he did. When he bent down, he would have no choice but to realize, especially now, that the most recent brand had been inflamed by the hot sauce Pepe had smeared it with. "Do you see what he does to me, Daniel? Your wife belongs to her. She belongs to a guy you mock!" That wasn't true. He had never openly made fun of Pepe. "What are you going to do about it? Pepe doesn't like you. Are you going to let him? What are you going to do?"

She put on her panties. It fit like a glove, and the soft microfiber didn't even irritate her wound.

"Pick up the badge!" He indicated with his outstretched index finger where the bottle cap was. "I don't want garbage in my office.

"I'm sorry, Chief Pepe." He apologized again for something, probably for the umpteenth time.

She thought about squatting down again to pick up the plug from the floor, but decided to bend down from the waist instead, without bending her knees. "Let me admire my butt." Somewhat less, that was the view she would surely offer her husband. If the customers would allow it, she would do it first from a distant table, to offer only an intriguing glimpse of her wounds. Then she would do it from closer up.

Her pussy was still stinging, although the stinging was like the bubbles of a good tonic in a glass of gin. With all the vilification – or perhaps precisely because of it – she was still horny. Pepe had fucked her despite her protests. She liked that in him, not because she wanted to be raped, but because he gave her what she needed and treated her as what she was. He didn't mess around or allow her nonsense. Her husband, in return, behaved like a scary rabbit, when he told her to stop.

He made a threat of throwing the badge in the trash, but Pepe extended his hand to him to give it to him.

"How kind!" she thought, when she saw that he offered to get rid of the plug.

"First, you're going to serve the customers," he told her. He did so while pouring tabasco inside the cap.

"Oh, no!" Though his cheeks were flushed, he blanched as he understood what he meant.

"You're going to squeeze the corners of the tables, while you're doing it," he said. He lifted her dress, pulled the elastic band on her panties, and stuck the sharp edges of the metal plug against her clitoris.

"Ah!" His rictus twisted into a grimace of grief. His hands wanted to intervene, but in an effort of will, he kept them away. Still, he couldn't help but wave his arms like a dove.

"Do you understand me? I want him to see it. I want him to realize that you masturbate against corners. And when you've taken all the commands, you go and talk to him. And while you're talking, you're going to do the same thing. I want him to see how horny I make you. You're going to tell him the truth. You're going to explain to him what's on your clitoris. You're going to admit that it hurts, but you're going to make it clear that you're doing it anyway because that's the only way I'm going to agree to fuck you again." He pressed the badge against her pubis, while with two fingers he caressed her vaginal lips through the thin fabric of her panties. "Did you understand?"

She let herself be done and groaned in response, as she held up the skirt of her dress to make things easier for her.

"Does it hurt?" She nodded. She bit her lips, in pain or excitement. "To know with these!" "Does it sting you?" She nodded again.

The sharp edges of the veneer bit into her flesh and the tabasco made her clitoris throb. Despite the suffering, her nipples were hard.

"Why do I let myself do this because of this bastard!?" It hurt and turned her on. More than the pain, she was excited by his perversity and lack of empathy. "I'm doomed!"

"Well, ala! To serve clients!" He left his mount Venus and, in return, spanked her ass to encourage her to leave the office. "To make money for me," he said from behind.

Stunned with what was happening to her since the treacherous Pepe took the reins in her life, she went out to serve the thirsty customers. Her pussy stung in a way that made it impossible for her to ignore. She was horny and out of control. Surely, she had fantasized too much about being publicly exposed as the insatiable slut she had become and now it had come true, albeit in a very different way than she had imagined.

Gerardo had planted the seeds in her mind. He had painted a future for her where her erotic photographs were exhibited in a gallery, acclaimed by a select audience. They had imagined themselves together, receiving compliments, toasting with champagne, their glances revealing a deep complicity, he, dressed in an elegant tuxedo, and she, adorned in a dazzling sensual dress and a choker or necklace that would eloquently reveal about their relationship. He had painted an idyllic picture where his erotic photographs of her were more than images; they were a declaration of love. A love that her husband's cuckold would have had to contemplate, just as he would have had to witness the gazes of the guests, scrutinizing every square inch of his wife's bare skin in the static black-and-white images, and through the fluid movements beneath her translucent dress. If his boss hadn't died prematurely, maybe it would have happened that way, but fate had other plans.

Later, Alan had paved the ground, in his own way. His thing was not erotic photography, but pornographic videos. With his crudest and most commercial vision, he did not contemplate exhibitions in art galleries well located in central neighborhoods of Madrid or Barcelona, but adult content platforms. Art, transformed into merchandise, and eroticism into obscenity. Unlike her uncle, he had carried out his plans, although he had taken care to obfuscate her face. It was a partial exhibition, but, yes, with thousands of profane comments that, for some reason, made her,. But like her uncle, he too had died before exhibiting it completely. Or, at least, he had died for her.

And now, Pepe was making those fantasies come true, although in a very different way from what he dreamed of. They were not sensual photos in front of Gerardo's friends and acquaintances, but some passer-by with excess boredom and free time to get lost in a whimsical gallery of a wealthy photography enthusiast. Nor were they the shameless videos with pixelated faces in front of thousands of Internet users, whose comments are only written under the cover of anonymity, but the harsh reality of the live broadcast, in his own neighborhood!, in front of faces that, if they were not known, at least sounded something to him. "Be careful what you wish for; it can come true," Oscar Wilde or, if not him, some Chinese sage had supposedly said. Perhaps they both said it. "First, because it happens differently, and second, because one expects," the German poet Wilhelm Busch had said. How would they deal with the situation later? "Daniel, divorce me, if you're smart."

Fantasy or reality, all the scenarios had a common denominator: her husband observing, not only her, but the reactions of others. "Cuckold! This makes you horny, huh?"

"Do you want anything else?" She asked, in a sensual voice. She had gone first to the table of the two men who had groped her at first. One of them had paid her to have sex with her, although half of the money had gone into Pepe's pocket. She felt that she had confidence in them.

Excited, she leaned over the table. That table was on the other side of the room, but in front of her husband's. "Do you see my ass?" Of course I did! She had presbyopia, not myopia. "Do you see what he did to me?" No, it was impossible for her to distinguish the marks at that distance. With her thighs on either side of the corner of the table, she pressed her pubis against her. She gasped as the sharp edges of the tin plug bit into her delicate flesh around her clitoris. The plug injected hot sauce into her throbbing little button. It hurt and stinged, but, contradictory as it was, it also gave her pleasure. "Do you see what he makes me do, honey? I even do this for him! And you, who looked down on him! Look what he does to your little woman!"

"Of course, cutie," replied the one who had paid her. "How about a bite?" He indiscreetly shoved a bill into her neckline.

How much was it? Five? Or ten?

Fifty for a, five for a kiss. "Do you see what Pepe has turned me into?" Although, that ticket was going to be kept by her, as a well-deserved tip. She didn't plan to give Pepe his share, because he was already stealing enough of it.

"Of course I do," she replied, copying his words. "But first I'll bring you a beer. Don't you think?" Pepe was infecting her with his greed, but the truth was that the place couldn't sustain itself without enough income. "Make money for me," he thought, remembering his words. "And you?" He turned to the other, still rubbing against the corner of the table. "Another beer too?" Pepe's words echoed in his head. "And a... I bite?" She turned her torso towards him to offer him cleavage.

"How was the Orgasm?" He looked at her intensely and only at the end did he look away from his partner.

Gema looked at him, expectantly.

"Highly recommended," replied the man.

"How was the orgasm?" He asked again and this time he just looked at her.

She hadn't cummed, although that wasn't essential. It was liberating, so she wouldn't go on doing silly things, but not the fundamental thing to enjoy sex. In any case, it had been mostly a psychological experience. She worked in a clandestine brothel, hidden in broad daylight, from people who knew her, and this man had paid her right under her husband's nose for the service. And then, to degrade her – and through her, Daniel; even if she didn't know him, that detail mattered little – he had whipped her with the rod.

Unable to maintain control and her deliberately sensual attitude, she blushed and lowered her gaze. She was crazy! She was going too far! This couldn't go well. The blow had hurt her and marked her, but she was going to be scarred much worse, socially speaking.

And yet, I wanted it...

"I'll bring you a beer," he said, instead of answering the question and walked away from the table.

It couldn't go well and it wasn't going to go well, she thought as she bent down to get a bottle out of the chest. Still... She felt hot. It was absurd, it was dangerous!, but the humiliation excited her. But which part turned her on more, her own humiliation or Daniel's? How could she wish he would disown her and get rid of her?! She watched him furtively from behind the bar. There she was, looking at these two men, wondering what the hell was going on. "Hell, that's good," she acknowledged. She had a demon in her body; that's what was happening. She was possessed by the need to humiliate herself for sexual pleasure and to humiliate him. No, she didn't want him to be separated from her, but she wanted him to be happy at least. With the demon inside her, neither she nor anyone around her could be happy. "Run away, you fool! Run away, my love!"

"Here," he said, offering him the beer. He removed the plug with the opener, leaning over the table to show him her cleavage. "My tits, love. Everyone is looking at me. My tits that Gerardo put on me, the one I never got along with. Now they are at the service of Pepe, whom you despised until a few moments ago." He didn't really do it, but Pepe thought he did.

"Will you invite me?" Daniel asked, trying to show serenity.

"Not at all," Gema replied with a broad smile. All the invitations were charged by Pepe on the credit card he had stolen from her. Besides, wasn't it more humiliating to make him pay like everyone else?" She rubbed her sex against the corner of the table. "I'm going to invite those two," she declared, pointing her head to the table she had just served. She had no intention of doing so, but her husband didn't have to know that. "Do you see how I am? Aren't you going to do anything about it, cuckold?" —. Or do you need something stronger? A whiskey? She offered, in a clear allusion to Gerardo's favorite drink. Daniel didn't like the Scotch concoction and she had only liked it to please her boss. He had enjoyed it, taking sips from his glass, but had not tasted it again after his death.

Without giving her time to answer, she turned and approached a table to flirt with the patrons. "How strong does this seem to you, love?" Leaning over the table, offering the generous cleavage to the customers (that was free), she was showing her ass to her husband. She was sure that, this time, the distance and the sexy panties would allow her to glimpse the mark of the slams she had received, if not both, the recent one and the one from the day before from Pepe, at least the last one. "Are you going to continue to allow all this, you fucking cuckold!?" She pressed her pubis against the corner of the table. The sharp edges of the plug and the tabasco were driving her crazy, but worse was her need to cum.

She walked away from the table and went back to the bar to get the drinks. Then she poured them to the customers and leaned over again to give her husband a second chance to examine her butt. "yes, you weren't wrong before! He spanked me. Your wife gets beaten by Pepe and his customers, people who know you. And they'll do it again, if you don't do anything about it!" How much more did she need to provoke him to do something, to stop being passive and become active? "Something! Anything! Get angry and walk away! Slap me! Punch Pepe! Or, better yet, pin me on your lap and stab me in front of everyone! What's the worst that could happen? Do you think it would be worse than what's already happening? We're going to be a laughingstock in every way. I'm already lost, but you could at least look like a macho!"

Would she allow herself to be whipped in front of everyone by him? She would defend herself and try to humiliate him! She was just a half-faggot cuckold. But yes, she would allow herself to be whipped by him, if he would impose himself energetically enough and not back down at the slightest resistance from her. "You're so horny that you'd let yourself be whipped by anyone!"

He went back to the bar, grabbed two beers, and returned to the table of the two men, after serving the rest of the clientele.

"I thought you had forgotten about us," one of them complained.

"I want a bite too," said the other and took advantage of the fact that she was bent over, opening the beers, to put a bill in her neckline and, incidentally, touch her breast.

"Me first," objected the first. "I've paid him before." He got up, grabbed her by the waist, and pulled her to him, forcing her to sit on top of him.

"You've already paid for your orgasm," the second reminded her, "and she's already given it to you. Don't be greedy!" He warned her with his index finger up. He was furious and ready to settle the matter with blows. "Now it's my turn! Isn't it, cutie?"

In response, the other turned his head and buried his tongue inside his mouth.

"They're going to fight for me!" He hated violence. In fact, he was incapable of watching any moderately violent film, quite the opposite of Daniel, who liked action movies. Perhaps that's why, because he had an aversion to fights, he had intervened at the time when Daniel had knocked Luis Alberto down with a blow to the face. Then he had gone with the victim, LuisA's bully, instead of with her husband's saint. "You went with the strongest!" a little voice told him. "But the strongest was Daniel! He knocked him out with a single blow!" another little voice disagreed.

"Aren't you going to do anything, Daniel!?" she implored, while the man explored the corners of her mouth with his slimy tongue. He had been emasculating him for years and now he was demanding that he behave like a macho? "This time I'll go with you!" he assured him. "But only if you take off that ridiculous chastity device later, whip me and fuck me well fucked!" Why was he always so cautious? Why did he always treat her like a princess, while other men treated her like a whore? Once, to test him, she had offered him her ass. He had never had anal sex with her. Or, rather, he had never put her in the narrow hole, because she did penetrate him. She had tried to turn the tables, but he had backed down... never better said. He had given up being the male of the house. It was only natural that she should look for a male elsewhere! A man who knew how to treat her!

She had the man's hand between her legs, underneath her minidress, exploring her vulva through her panties and pressing the sharp plug against her clitoris.

"Like a whore!" She gasped inside the man's mouth. Pepe hired her out as a prostitute to make money. And the man treated her like the hustler she was. Brothel, the Salama, and she was the great attraction. "And Daniel the great spectator!" But it didn't have to be that way. Daniel could still change things. But could he? Was there still manhood left in him or had she been removed between her and Mauro? What was she complaining about?

"Hey! The other man protested, getting angrier and angrier.

It was normal for him to get irritated. His partner was making fun of him. He was putting his hand at him... He was putting his tongue in his mouth... And all this after he had put his dick in her pussy and kissed her ass with the stick. He had already done all that. Why did he want to make his colleague angry? "Why doesn't Daniel get angry in the same way? Doesn't he see what they're doing to me, in public? Doesn't he care?"

"He cares more about his excitement than your reputation. He cares more about his philia as a cuckold voyeur than you do!"

"HEY! he exclaimed again.

Gemma felt herself grabbed by the arm and jerked at her. She ended up standing in the arms of the angry man.

"They're going to fight for me!" she acknowledged. The idea, however, instead of scaring her away, excited her. So much had changed. Why couldn't she stand violent movies and now she almost ran away thinking that those two might end up fighting for her? Where was that Gem who was frightened by the slightest hint of violence?

His eyes were wide and his rictus twisted with expectation.

No, she didn't want those two to fight. Not for her. Or, perhaps, for her, yes. Not in there and have Pepe's restaurant destroyed like in the worst western movies. Or, maybe, yes. She couldn't say she didn't deserve it. "But I'd put the damage on my card," she acknowledged. Yes, Pepe was like that. He would. "How unworthy!" And how humiliating. But, even if he ended up charging him – even if it wasn't his fault – he would be very upset.

"You're just looking for excuses. What you really want is for them to fight for you."

Holding it against him with one arm, he took the bottle, put it in his mouth and emptied it in a long gulp. Then he belched gladly and stinky. Despite the hustle and bustle of the place, the noise attracted curious eyes, some disgusting, others amused, the others. And astonished, Daniel's.

"Are you still there, sitting, watching, my love?" Did you know what was going to happen next?

The man turned her towards him and kissed her. He had paid, with that five-euro note, and he was within his rights to bury his tongue in her mouth.

"He's kissing me in front of everyone, after the other one kissed me! Do you allow that, too? Does that also excite you more than what makes you soothing?" Did he love her? How could he love her and tolerate that? Sometimes he wondered if what he really loved wasn't that she cheated on him in the most undignified way. Was it love or a perverse dance of power, where he was the complacent spectator of his own humiliation? Was it love or an unhealthy addiction to humiliation, a need to test the limits of his own tolerance? "Is the latter for you or for our dear Daniel?" Was it love or a toxic perverse mixture of pleasure and pain, of desire and repulsion, a cocktail that attracted and disgusted him (or them) in equal measure?

"You're going to serve me an orgasm, now," the man declared and dragged her behind the bar, to Daniel's passivity.

Gema didn't dare to look him in the face. As much as she was turned on by certain things, they were still extremely embarrassing. That's why, perhaps, she liked them. But it was one thing to do them hidden from her husband, in Biel's flat or in a sadomaso club with Alan, and quite another for him to witness it. She was embarrassed even when she saw the preliminaries.

Or maybe she gave up looking at him so as not to humiliate him more than necessary. Surely, this had to be worse for him than for her. At the last moment, before disappearing behind the bar, she looked up and turned her head. "Do you realize how Pepe makes me? Do you see what they're going to do to your little wife?"

Embarrassed, Daniel was unable to hold her gaze and turned his head to avoid her.

Yes, without a doubt, it was worse for him than for her. That's why, surely, she had looked at him. That's why, no doubt, she let all that be done.

"Where do you think you're going?" Pepe stopped him. Determined, he crossed his arms and stood in his way.

"To take an orgasm."

"Ah!" Pepe's face lit up. "To have said it before!" He pulled away, but not before reminding him of the price of the drink.

The man wasted no time. He was too excited to entertain. He took the fifty-dollar note from his pocket and planted it with a loud slap on the desk. Then, with similar brutality, he made her lean over the table and stamped, a little less noisily, her face on the flat surface.

The monitor was on. There was Daniel, nervous, anguished... excited? The bill was under his chin.

She was a cheap whore, who didn't need to be respected. In any case, she didn't deserve any respect. Her daughter didn't respect her. Neither did Alan. And she didn't expect anything from Biel. As for Daniel, how could he respect her, if he allowed that? "Precisely because he respects you, he tolerates it." How could he respect himself? "Precisely because he doesn't, he accepts all this." "False! Precisely because he's not an insecure man," protested the little voice that always came to Daniel's defense, "he's capable of dealing with that situation and respecting his decision."

The man penetrated her roughly and fucked her unceremoniously. A slut is not asked if she likes it. And a worm, even less.

He hadn't even had time to get out of his panties. Instead, he'd ripped it off and had it by his ankles. The fact that it hadn't been torn to pieces spoke to the good quality and elasticity of the fabric.

The man was pumping frantically, nonstop.

At least the damn beer cap had fallen to the floor. Again. Was I having déjà vu?

The man didn't care about her pleasure, but his swollen found solace at the edge of the table.

He was panting. They were both panting.

"Daniel! Don't allow this!" she implored him through the monitor. "Don't listen to me and rebel, for your sake and mine AND our daughter's." The problem wasn't that she didn't like it, but that she was addicted to that way of having sex. The problem was that addiction was beginning to cause damage. They weren't physical—the wounds on her butt would heal—but, worse, social.

"Are you having a good time in my place?" Pepe asked Daniel. He couldn't hear him, but he could see it through the cameras and could imagine the conversation. He sat down in a chair next to him. "Your wife is getting it refloated," he said, openly admitting that the place was, or rather, had been, in a state of decline. He laughed dirty in Daniel's face. "It's the best signing I've made in years." He laughed dirty again, without the slightest dissimulation. "She's so dedicated... So fully involved in her work... Involved? Do you understand?" He continued laughing. She, at that moment, was not involved in work, but the work was in her, in her pussy. "She is dedicated body and soul to the cause. "And what was the cause of everything, more than him?—. Above all, in body, at this moment. Hadn't he told you?" "Sure that she wouldn't betray him or that he had her under control with his videos, and confident that her pusillanimous wimp husband wouldn't even raise his voice against him, he dared to mock him without disguise.

Red as a tomato, Daniel took a sip of beer to calm himself. His pulse trembled and it was difficult for him to put the mouthpiece to his lips.

"Do you know what an Orgasm is?" Pepe asked. "Oh, no, for God's sake! I don't mean that." He laughed and slapped his thigh. "It's a cocktail. Oh my God, Daniel! What were you thinking? It has vodka in it and I don't know what else. Although your wife serves it without vodka and the customers love it. At the moment, it's an insider's secret, but I think I'm going to add it to the menu. In fact, now that I think about it, I think it would be a good idea for my Salama to have a cocktail menu!" His eyes were shining excitedly. "Can you imagine Sex on the Beach?" Although I think you've already seen the French Kiss. Your wife also knows how to serve it very well. But I'm hesitant with the Slow Screw Against the Wall. You, as a husband, do you think she'd like to serve him? I don't know. Slowly, you know. I have my doubts, seeing how passionate she is. And it's not that I care much about her preferences, huh! After all, she only works for me. What do you say, Daniel?" He slapped his hand on his thigh again.

"Do you want to see what an Orgasm is like in the Salama?" He proposed, in a moment of inspiration. He had had a sudden revelation. Perhaps he would begin to understand how Daniel worked.

There he was! She had put the bait on her husband. Could she resist? Would she agree to lower herself and admit to Pepe her weakness, which was none other than seeing how others made his wife enjoy herself in a way that he couldn't? "That's where you're wrong: what makes him go is to see how they control you, since he's incapable of doing it himself."

Daniel could not refuse such an offer. He would accompany Pepe to the office and together they would see how she was raped.

The man held her neck with one hand so that she wouldn't get up – as if he were going to do it! – while with the other he grabbed her by the hip so that she wouldn't move – not even that she could do it, fitted between her body and the table! He drilled her pussy non-stop. Her damn cock rubbed with her G-spot and her blissful and injured clitoris tried to do the same with the edge of the table, but she couldn't come. Was she physically incapable or did she unconsciously want to prolong the scene, instead of reaching the liberating climax that would detoxify her from her elevated lividity, allowing her to think clearly... and regret everything?

Daniel would have to understand. She was being blackmailed and had no choice but to submit to Pepe.

"It's a hundred euros," the owner of the Salama warned him.

Daniel did not have so much money with him and made a threat to take out the card.

"No," Pepe refused. "Cocktails are paid in cash. Go home for the money, if you want. You're on time. Your wife still has a lot of work ahead of her. Or, if you prefer and she accepts, let her lend you the money. I think she's got enough bills on her." He smiled mischievously. "And if not, he must be close to reaching the figure."

The man kept going in and out of her and he did it at a good pace. Her pussy made an embarrassing chof-chof noise that gave away how wet she was. She didn't have much left before menopause, but, under certain circumstances, she had no problem lubricating. She liked to feel that way: used. No, she didn't like it; she needed it.

Daniel had a purple face. The image quality of Pepe's cameras was incredible, even through the small multi-camera visualizations on the monitor. He could perfectly distinguish his coloration and also the tiny nervous tic in his eyelids, which betrayed his discomfort. Or maybe the resolution wasn't so good and he was imagining it. In any case, you didn't have to be a lynx to realize her husband's emotional state. The dress itself was inappropriate, the postures he had adopted, unseemly, the biting with customers, profane... and the fact that he disappeared for the second time with a customer inside... Whatever Pepe told him, her husband didn't need any more clues to know what was happening. "But he doesn't know that it's not my fault and that Pepe is forcing me!" If he knew the full truth, how would Daniel react? With an erection? Hadn't it already gotten hard?

Chof, chof, chof, chof...

The man liked to have her under control and continued with one hand on his neck and the other on his hip. He must have been one of those insecure men who need to take it out on a woman, physically inferior in strength...

Chof, chof, chof, chof...

A woman forced to let herself be done... Blackmailed, extorted, vilified... What worse things would that horrible Pepe do she do?

Chof, chof, chof, chof...

What worse things would Daniel allow?

How was it possible that she didn't herd a good host from Pepe? Or that, at least, he peeked out to see what she was really doing. "What things are they doing to me!" "A good, that's what you needed him to give you!"

—¡¡Au!!

"Shut up, whore!

The man had taken his hand off her hip and in return had given her a good spank.

"If it were Daniel who spanked me from time to time, none of this would be happening!"

But what was Pepe telling her husband???

Their eyes met through the camera and monitor. Daniel was looking her straight in the eye!

"Your wife is watching you," Pepe told him, pointing again at the camera that was pointed in front of Daniel's desk. "Are you sure you don't prefer to run for the money and see her?"

Daniel shook his head slowly, not taking his eyes off the security camera. He wasn't going to stoop to that. Wasn't he going to stoop to paying to see her, but in return, he allowed himself to be demoted as a public cuckold???

But he wasn't rejecting Pepe's more than reasonable offer – how long had it been since he'd seen her fuck someone else and what was a hundred bucks compared to that privilege? – but he was shaking his head because he was reproaching her for his attitude!

Guilty, without palliatives. This time he had gone too far. The fact that he didn't want to peek showed that he didn't approve of what he was doing. She was a miserable and treacherous worm. But why didn't Daniel just leave? Why did he continue talking to Pepe? He didn't disown her or beat his dirty blackmailer!

"Oh!" The man had whipped her again. He loved to hurt her.

"Shut up, bitch!

He liked to hurt her physically and psychologically. All that was left was for him to shove it up her ass. Biel, instead, would not have hesitated to do so.

Why was I thinking about him now?

Not even her pregnancy had driven Daniel away from her.

In any case, it was better that he did not go to the office. Not for the money, of course, and not because of the pitiful and shameless show he was giving, but to avoid being recorded on camera. For the moment, Daniel could publicly plead not guilty. He was a cuckold because his wife was a slut. He was loyal, but it wasn't his fault. What's worse than that? A spoiling cuckold! One who enjoys watching his wife get butt-fucked.

Pepe was smarter than he looked. He would certainly have that scenario planned out. That way, he could blackmail them both. "Who knows what he would make us do?!" He had already gotten hold of his credit card and his car, as well as his body and his will. If he managed to blackmail Daniel directly...

"Don't come, darling, don't come."

He struggled between the desire to see his cuckolded joy and humiliation in his eyes and the shame and desolation at receiving his more than justified reproach. "If only he were enraged!" The silence was the worst.

¡Chof, chof, chof, CHOF!

With an animal growl, the man came inside her. Had he put on a condom or filled her with his cum?

He made a gesture of turning to check it. The sex session in exchange for money was over.

"Stand still there!" The man stopped her, however.

The blow did not take long to land on his flesh, leaving a third horizontal mark, two recent and one from the day before. A solitary tear escaped from his tear duct and ran down his cheek.

"Now you can turn around. How do you say it?" He snapped, as soon as he turned.

"Thank you, sir," she replied meekly.

Despite the vilification, she did not feel the logical impulse to rebel. What was happening to her? This was not a consensual session between Gerardo and her, two people with deep mutual trust. She did not even know the name of that person. She only knew that she had paid him and that Pepe would take half of the profits.

She knelt in front of him and took off his raincoat. She had filled it! Then she took his still hard member in her mouth and wiped it away. As always, the latex taste was worse than the semen.

"Thank you, sir," she murmured between sucks. She was partially in the subspace again. She didn't know the man, not even by sight. His face didn't ring a bell, other than from having seen him the night before, but he could be a neighbor of the neighborhood. She could cross paths with him on the street any day. She could meet him, holding Daniel's hand. And the man would smile at them, knowing that he had had his cock inside two of its three orifices. And Daniel would know. She would know that this man had fucked her in Pepe's office, while he had a beer and talked to the owner of the place. Daniel would know that this man knew he was a cuckold.

The man put his member in his pants and left without a word. Gema remained on her knees and dazed for a few seconds. What she was doing was going to have consequences. Would they move out of the neighborhood? Or would they put up with the stares, the smiles and the whispers? Would they put up with being stopped to rebuke her and demand sex, knowing how docile and easy she was?

"And Vicky?"

He sat up, pulled up his panties and left, although not before taking a look at the monitor again. Daniel was still there. He hadn't left... yet. And Pepe continued chatting with him. In reality, only he spoke and he did it boastfully.

She left the office, with the sharp and spicy badge again on her clitoris, under her panties.

How could Daniel allow Pepe to talk to him in such a condescending way?! Although Pepe was surely right that Daniel had always looked down on him a little – although she hadn't noticed it until Pepe had told her – her husband had never spoken to her in such a haughty way! Why did he allow her to treat him that way? Did he think Pepe was his new gorer and did he think he owed him submission, as the cuckold husband that he was? Pepe was not a gorer! He was a detestable scoundrel extortionist.

"Excuse me, boss." His face was flushed, angry, embarrassed, and from exercise. Although she hadn't moved and had just received, her pulse had quickened with the thrusts.

He offered him the fifty-euro note that the man had given him and Pepe, without any haste, took it. He put it in his pocket and, in exchange, took out two smaller bills. Without giving Daniel any explanation (had he already clarified it before???), he returned twenty-five euros.

"You have my clientele neglected," he said with treacherous irony.

"I'm sorry, boss," she apologized, docile, submissive, and surrendered.

Embarrassed, she was only able to meet her eyes with her husband for a brief moment before turning to continue pouring drinks... or whatever was asked. On the other side, on the opposite wall, the two men were chattering with each other, making obscene gestures without disguise.

She had waited only a couple of tables, when Pepe took her with him by the elbow. The old fetishist joined them instantly, behind the bar.

Pepe gestured to him. He didn't need to waste words to explain what he wanted. He smiled slyly. Business was going well. The old man gave him the money and waited agitatedly.

Resigned, Gema slipped her hands under her dress and pulled down her panties. The old man was beginning to have a real collection.

The panties slid down her soft legs to her ankles. The beer cap came off her clitoris and she fell to the floor. Although the bustle of the bar covered the sound of the badge crashing against the terrazzo floor, the old man – who for some things was not as blind and deaf as he seemed – noticed.

"And this, what is it?" He was interested. With rheumatoid difficulty, he managed to bend down and got hold of the plug. He sat up even more slowly and slightly, probably taking the opportunity to look between his legs from below. When he managed to stand up (not much, because the hump prevented him from doing so), he put the object to his nose. "And this?" He asked, puzzled. Judging by the color, it looked like blood, but the smell was not wrong: it was a hot sauce, although it was not Tabasco, not that brand.

"Don't worry about that," Pepe replied.

"It will smell like hot sauce," the old man protested and withdrew his arm and, with it, the money he had in his fist. The previous panties had already smelled that way and now he knew the reason.

Gema continued with her panties down to her ankles, listening helplessly to the conversation between the old green man and his boss. They talked about her – or, rather, her underwear – and they did it as if she had nothing to say about it.

"Maybe a little," Pepe conceded. "But thanks to that, it will smell even more female," he said. He wasn't going to let his little game with Tabasco ruin a sale.

"How is that?" The old man asked, skeptical. He wasn't interested in the smell of hot sauce. It distracted him. What he wanted was the essence of a woman. Unconvinced, he kept the money in his fist, away from Pepe.

"Didn't you notice before? She gets extremely with that," Pepe said. "Don't you see how soaked her panties are?"

The old man looked down, still hesitant. But yes, it was true that the color of the crotch implied that they were wet. He had already noticed with the previous panties that the woman secreted abundant fluids.

"But how?" He was reluctant to buy a second defective panty, with smells that distracted him from what interested him.

Pepe smiled. He was about to candy. All that remained was to give him the last push and he would pocket another fifteen bucks. That woman was a gold mine and the best of all was that, while he filled his pockets with her, he humiliated her, laughed in her husband's face and gave them both what they deserved.

"Try it yourself." He picked up a jar of tabasco from the bar. "Give me a finger."

Distrustful, the old man hid his hand with the money behind his back, but he started to extend his other arm.

Pepe put hot sauce on the tip of his index finger.

"Touch her clitoris," she said. "You know where it is, don't you?"

The old man nodded, thoughtful and dumbfounded. He licked his lips. Of course he knew the female anatomy. Of course he knew how to touch a woman. But like this?

Nervously, he put his hand under the dress.

"Ah!" Gema complained. "Oh!" She bit her lower lip. She squirmed and twirled her hips. "Uhh!" She bit her lip again. It hurt! It stung. It burned. But it did something else. Oh! Daniel was watching her, and even though he tried to hide it as much as he could and the bar hid what was happening from the waist down, he must have realized that something was going on. But he could never guess what, exactly. That, in fact, it was better if he didn't know. How could he explain it to him?"Uhhh!" He exclaimed again, trying to drown out his voice.

The old man rubbed her gently. Fortunately, she didn't squeeze, or else she would have died of pain. Unfortunately, she didn't rub hard. That way, so gently, despite the burn (or precisely because of it), she wouldn't be able to cum. Why hadn't she cummed before, with her second client? Why did she refuse to reach the liberating climax and prefer to continue and unhinged?

"Do you see how she gets wet? Touch her pussy with your hand," Pepe encouraged him. "Put your fingers in her, if you want."

"That's true," observed the old man, admiring.

He had put a finger in it, maybe his index finger. Or two or three fingers. Maybe the whole hand. With the stinging it was impossible to pinpoint.

"Okay! Take it out!"

Pepe's abrupt order made the old man withdraw his hand from his sex as if he had been stinged by a squid or as if he had been stung by a wasp.

— Its veined euros.

"You said fifteen!" The old man protested. She was spending a fortune on her panties and barely had enough with her pension. But she smelled so good...

"That's for the panties. Five is the supplement for touching her.

The old man licked his lips.

"And... and... will I be able to play it again... later... for... for... five euros?" he asked, nervously.

"Ten," Pepe replied, smelling (pun intended) business. Five was the promotional rate.

"With... with... that sauce?"

"With whatever you want." He held out his hand to him to pay.

Surrendering to Pepe's arguments, the old man took an additional five-dollar note from his wallet and gave him the twenty euros. Pepe took the bills quickly, before the man could repent. Then he was the one who regretted it, for not having taken more time to collect, so that the husband of that bitch would have suffered more with the degradation of his wife.

"Give him the panties," he told her, dryly. "And go inside and put on another one. And don't forget this," he added and offered him the little bottle of hot sauce. "Not even the stopper."

Gema came out of her paralysis. Then, she got out of her panties and bent down to pick them up. She did it without bending her knees, as she had learned to do with Silvestre. There are lessons that are never forgotten. She turned her back to Pepe so that he could see her sex – surely he was irritated, red hot – but also her ass, with the new mark that the last client had left on her. Without a doubt, the mark was as red as her vulva.

She wanted to cum. She needed to. But she wanted to do it with Pepe.

"Typical Stockholm syndrome!" a little voice warned him.

Pepe was vile and ruthless. In fact, he was a criminal. He was a bastard, a rat, and a cheater, with her and with his clients. And even so, she was attracted to him. More and more, if she was sincere. It had been a long time since she had thought about her savior, that nice man she had fantasized about would get her out of Pepe's clutches.

She shook. The little voice was right. She wasn't being rational. But it was so easy for her to bend and do what another man wanted... especially if it was about things she would never do herself... and if those things stirred up her husband...

He took the plug from the bar, where the old man had left it, and gave him the panties. Then he went back to the office. A new panty. The third one in the day. Would he also end up having to sell it to the old man? Or could he take it home?

"Home. Do I still have a home?"

She had to talk to Daniel. She put on a new panty. This covered her butt even less. Her husband, irremediably, would have to realize that she was being mistreated!

What had he talked about with Pepe? Why was he still there, at the table, watching, watching... without intervening!? Had the damn Mauro already managed to transform him into a complete sissy, so much so that, secretly, he wanted to be in his place? "You wouldn't last two newscasts!"

She applied tabasco to the plug, put it in her panties and put it on her injured and swollen clitoris. Her magic button was getting redder and fatter.

"Uhh! Shit!" "It hurt." But Pepe was right: the itching made her horny and made her secrete vaginal fluids as if she were trying to put out the fire that Tabasco caused in her genitals. She pinched a nipple with her fingers through her dress. Yes, that way it seemed that it hurt less down there.

She returned to the living room, ready to serve the customers, to rub herself in a not so discreet way with the corners of the tables, and to show her husband her new panties and, with it, the marks on her buttocks. Above all, she returned to show him her submission to another man, one who, moreover, Daniel did not exactly admire. The idea of belonging sexually to someone whom her husband disdained excited her. How she must annoy him! It was salt in her always open cuckolded wound. "And meanwhile, he, caged, without access to my body that others enjoy." Except for Sylvester, whom he had chosen, Daniel had not appreciated any of his lovers. Gerardo, despite his money, his culture and intelligence, he had despised because of his age and he had done it even more for that reason than because the old man wanted to steal her from him and make her his own – and only his – in body, soul and heart. Certainly, she had come to appreciate Alan – she had even come to do more than that, much more – but only after she had put many initial objections to him. She had rejected Luis Alberto, just as she had rejected Biel, and she could not dislike him, because it was more than understandable. But how stimulating to see the annoyance on her face when she gave her body to them! For that reason alone, it was worth ignoring the obvious deficiencies of these lovers.

She returned to her husband's table, after attending to the others.

"I don't..." Daniel stammered, seeing that I brought him a new beer. He wasn't a big drinker and alcohol affected him right away.

"Shut up and drink," she ordered. She needed to check in for Pepe. Or was she trying to get him drunk?—Is that all you have to tell me? He snapped. He had seen her enter Pepe's office with the men. He had watched her sell her panties to the old man. He had talked to his boss. He had to see the marks on her ass. And that was all he could tell her?! He hadn't gotten up from the table to talk to her, to yell at her or beg her or... something! Her parsimony was what bothered him the most. Instead, after all, he had stood still at the table, watching, watching how he flirted with customers, how he shamelessly showed his attributes, how he rubbed himself with the corners, stuck his cap and injected the hot sauce...! Look! He just watched. Look! That was all he knew how to do! "What am I to him?"

"No, I—" her husband stammered again, the same words, though in reverse order.

"You, no, what?" "Pepe blackmailed her, and that was all he knew how to say?"

Daniel got on her nerves! Yes, he liked to cheat on her. Betrayal increased his sexual enjoyment and his joy was greater the less he liked his lovers. Yes, he liked it that way, cuckold and voyeur. But always? But only like that, always bending to everything? To everything he asked of him. And to everything that was done to him! A little fury, a little nerve, even a little anger! Please! How could she accept that Pepe prostituted her and that his clients marked her ass with a stick?! Was it that he didn't love her? Had he become a complete sissy, without any trace of manhood? How could he protect her like that... especially from herself?

Was he being bipolar by oscillating between the two extremes? Or was he just incoherent, by demanding the one and the opposite at the same time?

"You're..." she was going to say sexy, but she realized that wasn't what she wanted to express, "with Pepe?" She ended up saying, in return.

He was squeaky that Pepe had been cast as a lover. It didn't fit him at all. He had nothing! He was neither handsome nor young (quite the opposite), neither cultured nor intelligent, nor rich. He couldn't believe it. And yet, he had seen it with his own eyes. Certainly, he hadn't seen her with him, but what additional evidence did he need, when he saw her dressed that way and acting like she was? And then there was what Pepe had hinted at her... They had been more than mere innuendos!

He shook his head. Why was he irritated now, right now, and not before, when he had seen her walk into the private part of the restaurant with a customer?

With Pepe! But that was not the point, but what it implied. In his beach bar! In his neighborhood! There was more than one familiar face among the clientele! How could he have done that to him? With Pepe! That was what he had tried to express! He had had to put up with the furtive, jocular and incredulous glances of those who knew that he was her husband. With Pepe, in his restaurant! In which, for years, until it had begun to decline, it had been his favorite beach bar. At times, he had doubted that it was a set-up, with people invited expressly for the purpose, but then he had noticed the familiar faces...

And yet, that wasn't all he'd tried to express. He hadn't had the breath for more, but it was impossible to condense all his myriad thoughts into just two words. Two words and two question marks, though exclamation points would have been more appropriate. Or three question marks on each side. With Pepe???

He was exhausted. And yet he had continued to contemplate his depraved chores. Paralyzed. Dismayed. Unable to move. And with his chick as hard as he could get into his cage.

But how had he allowed himself to be persuaded to do something like that?

No, it couldn't have been Pepe. That part was a lie! It must have been! Instead, it was Alan who was behind it all. "Damn!" HE had arranged it with Pepe for her to do that at his place. It had to be that. In any case, one way or another, he was dead, socially! They both were. How could he??!!

He was shocked! But why, in spite of this, did it excite him so much to see her give herself up to a man in that way? Why had he stayed to continue watching? Why did he continue to sit, enduring the gazes of familiar faces?

Why did he see her so beautiful? Of course, the dress was sexy, but it was her attitude that made her so attractive. She looked gorgeous even with those two ugly marks on her ass. Ugly and recent. She made a fist under the table. How could they have done that to her? She knew who they had been. It could only be them, those two men at the table across the wall. They had kissed her! and groped her right under her nose. And then, they had done to her... that... and more. They laughed. They even made fun of him. He had caught them looking at him. He didn't know them, but they must have known who he was. "A beaten, emasculated cuckold who lets them do that to his wife." You could see it on his face and now everyone would know! But he had sat there, watching.

He felt anger at those men for treating her like that. He felt admiration for his wife for letting herself be treated that way. He was disgusted with himself for allowing it and getting excited about it. He felt devotion to Alan, to get even that. Devotion... and the desire to be in her place. Mauro was training him well, although doing what she did, but that, in addition to devotion, one had to be beautiful. The dress looked really good on Gema. Would Alan do something similar? She was practically ready... And now that they were socially dead anyway, what did it matter if the whole truth was known?

She shook. That was Daniela who thought, or rather her most perverse side. A part of him wanted to be like Gema, but it was unnatural and impossible: it would be nothing more than an obscenity and he would never be able to do everything with such sensuality. People had looked at her at first in a scandalized way, but then they had accepted it as a joke. Daniela, no matter how much she stopped training, would never get the same reaction, except in very private circles. However, Gema could do anything.

But this time he had gone too far! How were they going to live from that moment on? "And Vicky? How could you not think of our daughter?"

What power did Alan have over her, over both of them, really, to get that, to get a mother to forget about her own daughter!

First, he'd gotten her to let Biel get pregnant. And now, he'd exposed them both to his neighborhood. They'd have to tell Vicky about it, because she was going to find out sooner or later. "He also got me born," Daniela told her. "Or if I wasn't born, then I was born." The things Mauro made her do! But no matter how depraved they were, Gema always managed to get over it.

"But it's gone too far! This has gotten out of hand!"

He felt indignation and anger. Shame and excitement. He wanted to run away. He wanted the earth to swallow him. And he needed to continue to look at and admire his wife.

"Is that all you have to tell me?" She threw in his face. She looked him in the eye, leaning over the table, her ass in pomp, pointing at her boss. "I fuck the clients he brings me, and all you can tell me is that?!" But she wasn't going to tell him that Pepe blackmailed her. That wasn't the protection she needed from him, but from herself. What had Pepe told her?

"Alan. How did you—"

"Alan!" Gema snorted suddenly, not letting him finish the sentence. "Alan's dead, you asshole!" She exploded. Why did it hurt her so much that she mentioned the young man? Because she had forgotten her? Because her husband didn't even realize how forgotten she was? Or because he had thought he heard Daniela talking? Annoyed, she turned abruptly and walked away from him. If her husband was no longer able to protect her, if he wasn't willing to fight for her, she would look for the protection she needed elsewhere. "You fucking faggot!" she muttered. They painted her face, even Pepe did it!, and he didn't flinch or get upset, beyond his ridiculous and futile attempt to get hard on her inside the chastity device.

"Hello," her savior greeted her. "I thought you had forgotten about me already.

"No. I—" she stammered. "I know...

The empathetic gentleman pushed the chair back, caught her by the waist, pulled her to him, and made her sit on his lap.

With two soft but firm fingers, he turned his face toward hers and looked deeply at her with his manly gaze.

—… Pepe has me..." she continued stammering. Pepe abused her and was not even manly. He was only a bully who took advantage of her, her carelessness and weakness, and the passive and pusillanimous complacency of her mannered and malleable husband.

"Do you accuse our husband of being malleable?"

She didn't finish the sentence because the man kissed her. She did it there, in front of everyone, in front of her husband... although the other two had already done that. Even so, their way of kissing was different. Their kiss was not only tongue and saliva, lasciviousness and lust. He could get her out of her predicament. She knew that Pepe was a parasite. He had noticed what was happening and had pointed it out to her, which showed that she cared. "Unlike Daniel, who only cares about me because he is excited by what I do. Or rather, what they do to me."

The tongue continued to explore the corners of her mouth. At the same time, his hand made its way between her legs, split her thighs, slid under the dress, and continued to rise.

Her tongue stumbled and stopped the dance with the man's, when the fingers of her saint savior met the hard and cold plate, instead of her fleshy and burning clitoris.

The empathetic gentleman, however, was not surprised, and if he did, it was not noticeable. His tongue continued to dance and his fingers did not retreat or stop. Instead, he pressed the plug against her clitoris. The sharp edges of the cap bit into his flesh and a new dose of Tabasco was injected into his swollen Aladdin's lamp.

It hurt and stung! She exhaled a pitiful cry in her mouth. But the empathetic gentleman grabbed her by the back of the neck and continued kissing her, and his fingers pressed the plug again as if it were a magic button. It was, but not like this! And yet...!

He let go of the back of her neck and continued to bite her. His hand, in turn, slipped into her cleavage and felt her breast. He explored her roundness, checked her firmness and assessed her weight. He was putting his hand on her in front of everyone! But what did it matter, if she was already lost in every way? She was doing it right under her husband's nose. "Daniel. Do you see how it's done?" That man was going to save her because he didn't dare or refused to do it. "Now I'm his whore and he has no blush to show you." Nor did her husband blush when with his passivity he showed her that what mattered to him about her was the show she gave him. Had he ever asked her if she was being forced by Pepe in any way? No, she hadn't. The empathetic man, in return, had at least realized that Pepe was a slug who was taking advantage of her in a vile way.

Her fingers found her erect nipple, they edged it, first, then they pinched it. Then, without ceasing to hold it, they pulled it, as if they were milking her. The nipple, that little pain in the nipple that she had learned to interpret as pleasure with Gerardo, that pain, that joy she knew. But not so that of her swollen and tortured clitoris. And yet... Again, she exhaled a moan in the mouth of her saint savior. He would save her from Pepe's slum clutches. He would give her what she needed. He would make her husband suffer and excite him at the same time, just as he was doing at that moment. "Do you see what he can do with me?" And Daniel didn't even know, yet, about the cap of the beer bottle on her clitoris, or about the hot sauce, or how the empathetic man pressed the cap against her clitoris to cause her pain? To provoke that taste?

"That's my husband," she confessed, after stifling a moan in her throat so as not to scandalize the patrons more than she was already doing, when the man stopped biting her. She pointed at him with a not-so-discreet look that Daniel would undoubtedly know how to interpret. "It's done. Now he knows." He had just crossed another red line. Now her neighbors not only knew that she was a shameless slut, but they also knew that her husband was a perverted voyeur, an obsessed cuckolding spoiler. Pepe already knew it. He must have sensed it and, no doubt, he had confirmed it in her talk with him, but she hadn't told him. He hadn't divulged that secret he had just aired. "Keep watching, cuckold! It has been in your hands to change course." Not even the announcement of her pregnancy, nor the abominable idea that she was carrying in her womb a child of the detestable Biel, had caused the storm that was expected: a roar of outraged virility! Was there not a shred of masculinity left in him?! Instead, far from being angry and against all odds, she had displayed with feminine understanding an unexpected tenderness. "And now, what? Are you also going to limit yourself to observing and jerking off mentally?" He laughed knowingly with his saint savior. "Let them see it," he said to himself. "Let him and Pepe see it."

As for her husband, she no longer harbored any hope of change. Clearly, he was hopelessly lost, consumed by his role as a cuckold, just as she had sunk into her own submission. The only chance of redemption for him was that he should abandon her, for his unhealthy dependence on her kept him bound to a slab that dragged him inexorably into the abyss. But what else could she do to force him to cut ties with her?! He had to take the step, partly because it is the addict who must take the first step, partly because she lacked the courage to separate herself from him. As for her, such a silver lining of self-escape did not exist. Although adultery, even the humiliation to which she subjected him, excited her, what condemned her was the abdication of her being into the hands of another. With and without him, her fate was sealed. There was no salvation for her – nor did she deserve it – and her only possible cure was to go all the way, to the deepest blackness of the cold abyss.

Every step she took brought her closer to her destination. However, she felt anything but cold. A fire ran through her. Her pussy burned, her clit throbbed intensely and her skin stood on end at the slightest touch: the man's hands, the fabric of her dress, the corners of the tables, even the looks of those present. Yes, especially the looks. They were a torrent of desire and judgment that inflamed and tormented her in equal parts: surprised, ashamed, lascivious and, above all, mocking. The censorship turned her on more than anything else. She was being bad, very bad: a bad wife; that was undeniable and now even the man knew it. A bad mother; that was beyond repair. A bad woman; she allowed herself to be touched by anyone and anywhere.

The man reached into his pocket and took out a wad of bills. He put them in his mouth and, in a thick voice, said:

"Now you're going to serve me an Orgasm."

Despite the heat that enveloped her, she felt her veins freeze when she heard his words. She knew well the special cocktail they served at the Salama and also its price! It was not her salvation, but one more accomplice of Pepe's!! With the wad of bills still clenched between her teeth, she turned her head sharply towards the bar. There was her boss, smiling sarcastically. In her left hand she held a filthy cloth with which she pretended to clean a mug of beer, pretending to be busy with something more than observing and controlling her.

The exempathic gentleman's hand continued to play for a few more moments with her clitoris through the lacerating plate; then, he abruptly withdrew it from between his legs: it was a clear warning that her only pleasure would come from serving him. She didn't control anything, and the worst thing was that neither did he: the owner and lord was Pepe's filthy rat. How could she have been so naïve?!

Humiliated to the core, she rose from his lap and, with the bills still clenched between her teeth, like a gag that sealed her lips and her hopes, and her soul shattered, she led him by the hand to behind the bar. He did not walk, he crawled. Aware of Daniel's inquisitive gaze fixed on his back, he tried to compose himself, but it only accentuated his misery. He was unable to move gracefully or to show any determination. He was only the shadow of what he had once been, no matter how hard he tried to make it up. "I am but a worm," he acknowledged to himself with a bitterness deeper than usual. There was nothing exciting about this recognition, but pure fatalism. "And you have allowed it, Daniel. Where were you to stand when there was still time?" But wasn't that what he longed for in the depths of his being? Wasn't that where redemption awaited her? Wasn't that the atonement her tormented soul sought? Wasn't that the price she had to pay for her sins? By what right, then, was she trying to choose her executioner? Pepe wasn't the most abject being she could imagine, though he didn't lack much. Wasn't that what he deserved? Uneducated, stingy, and petty. His ungraceful physique was the least of it. Still, with Alan... with Alan she had known paradise. But somehow, somehow, she had destroyed it with her bare hands, because she, in her deepest essence, was nothing more than a worm destined to crawl through the mire.

He took the bills out of his mouth and offered Pepe half. The taste of betrayal remained on his tongue.

"He asked for an Orgasm," she muttered to inform him, unnecessarily. The money and the situation said it all. Besides, her supposed savior was nothing more than a puppet of Pepe's. Hopefully, if anything, he was nothing more than a customer.

"And let me be degraded like that by this imbecile!" She narrowed her eyes and, in a momentary resurgence of her energy, glared at her husband. "And you allow it!" For a moment, she thought she saw the hint of an ironic smile at the corner of her husband's mouth. For a moment, she wondered who was whose puppet. Had Daniel conspired with Pepe, as he had once done with Sylvestre? How else could she explain his parsimony? Only of Gerardo could she be sure that her husband was not behind him. "Not even with Alan..." Daniel could perfectly well have contacted his nephew, in an attempt to get her out of the depression after the old man's death... She shook her head. No, that couldn't be! Alan didn't need that, much less did he need to let himself be hired for money. And Pepe...? The idea had been Alan's. But what if he had started it in agreement with Daniel to get out of the way, bored with her and the money her husband could pay him for her services? He shook his head again. The idea caused him more pain than the little plate, sharp and corrosive, and the rod put together. So, if Alan's had been orchestrated by Daniel... then so had he been forced to cross-dress and suck cocks! It was all a farce! He shook his head vehemently a third time.

"This must have hurt you," said the empathetic gentleman, moved. He caressed her buttocks tenderly, trying not to hurt her.

She was lying on the table in Pepe's office, with her dress down to her waist and her panties down to her knees. Her gaze was fixed on her husband, on the monitor. Daniel was calm. One could almost say pleased.

Was there something authentic in his life?

He thought of the creature in his womb that he was expecting from Biel.

Biel was authentic! Of that she was sure. He was friends with Alan, but he didn't dance to his music, and therefore not to Daniel's. Biel... "Do you see in him your new savior now? Ha! I'm snapping!" Biel... his dogs... he had his own plans for her.

A shiver ran down his spine with his thoughts. Or had he been the empathetic gentleman, with his caress? He had a good cocoa on his head. From demigod to Daniel's puppet. From slobber, to her husband's puppet. From saint savior to traitor, and again to empathetic lord?

Biel! Biel would know how to put an end to all that, although the price he would have to pay would be expensive! In the basement of his ruin, there was always room for one more floor.

He shook his head for the fourth time. She was wrong. She must have been! Daniel was not comfortable, quite the opposite. It showed. How could he have misinterpreted his countenance? How could she have believed that he would voluntarily expose himself to public ridicule from his neighbors? It didn't make sense! And, as for the empathetic gentleman, the fact that he knew the drink and the price, that didn't necessarily make him Pepe's buddy. They knew each other; that was clear. He enjoyed his trust; that was obvious too. But did that imply that he wasn't willing to betray him for her? It wasn't just about pulling her out of his clutches, but about getting the loot. Clearly, Biel hadn't resisted that temptation, even though he and Alan were close friends. Why would the empathetic gentleman?

"Shh-shhh," the man said in a sympathetic tone to calm her down. Clearly, he had noticed her agitated state. He affectionately stroked her spine through her dress... then her buttocks, very carefully, then the spine again, upwards, and finally the nape of her neck.

Gema purred like a kitten. The back of her neck was erogenous in her case. She loved to be petted there, like that, like that... How had that man guessed it? Only Daniel knew.

She tensed up again with the thought that all this was a perverse machination by Daniel. She had no objection to the story, if it were, but she was repelled by the idea of her husband controlling her, even indirectly. Maybe that's why she was looking for control from another man. Maybe that's why she'd caged and emasculated him. What if he'd been useless?

"Ah!" She complained of the man's abruptness, who had just stabbed her all the way in.

"Now I'm going to fuck you," the man announced, uselessly and too late. He was already doing it.

His hand remained on the back of his neck and Gema wished that his caresses would become an iron immobilization.

Somehow, the man guessed her desires and grabbed her tightly by the neck.

"Ah! He exclaimed again, when he rammed her again. "Fuck me! Please, fuck me!" Later, she would interrogate Daniel, take the words out of his mouth, however sparing he usually was, and squeeze the truth out of him. But for now, she needed to be fucked, like that, like that. "Damn Daniel! You're going to shit!" The man was empathetic, but he couldn't be that empathetic. He couldn't be a telepath, either. "Ah! Ah!" she moaned with each thrust.

"Ask me!"

"What?" Was it a telepath?

"Ask me to fuck you! Ask me!"

"Please fuck me, sir. Fuck me! Ah! Ah! Like this! Fuck me! Ah!

"Beg me!"

But how could she know? She looked at her husband through the monitor.

"Please fuck me, sir," he repeated. "This bitch needs to be fucked. I beg you, please, don't stop!" I was going to settle accounts with Daniel later. "This bitch needs it hard! I beg you!"

Mr. Puppet did not hesitate to satisfy her and fucked her hard and thoroughly. She lasted longer than the other two and, of course, longer than Pepe.

"I'm cumming!" He gasped. "I'm cumming!" he repeated, as if he had to ask her permission to have an orgasm. Yes, Daniel was going to regret having engineered such a perversion. What the hell had he thought of, showing her off like that in front of his neighbors and showing them what a bitch she was?! "I'm cumming!" he repeated. He was going to do it with or without her permission. He needed the climax that he had been postponing all day. The time had come. "Ah! Ah! Oh my God! she exclaimed. A violent orgasm ran through her body and she hadn't touched her clitoris. The man had done it by rubbing the G-spot with his glorious tool. She collapsed and her knees gave way. Convulsing, he managed to hold on with one hand to the front edge of the table to avoid falling to the floor. Finally, his strength gave way and he ended up sliding down.

It took her a while to turn around, and when she did, the first thing she caught a glimpse of was her husband's fabulous puppet tool. She was beautiful, even in that annoying fluted condom. The man had cummed too, generously, and filled the reservoir to overflowing.

"Clean it up, bitch!" The man snapped, in a disrespectful way.

She had cummed, she had reached the liberating orgasm, and now that simple action that, with her libido skyrocketing, was natural to her, no longer felt like it before. She didn't like his tone either. The permanent excitement had kept her in a state of euphoria with desire running rampant, reasoning impaired and sense of decorum nullified. Now, with the climax, the euphoria had vanished like a soap bubble. Something had exploded in her head (and also in her pussy), first like blinding fireworks, then leaving a void in its place. The weight of the world had suddenly returned and crushed her to the ground, literally and figuratively. She was exhausted, physically and mentally exhausted. Nature hates emptiness, and an intense headache began to take the place of euphoria, which had suddenly (and by the blow of shame). What had she done??? And what had Daniel done to do it?!!

"Clean it up, bitch!" The man repeated, impatiently.

At another time, his words would have turned her on again, but she had used up all the gas in that orgasm.

Even so, she sat up on her knees, removed the condom and wiped it with her mouth. She was used to it, but with her libido at rock bottom, she felt disgusted.

"I'm just a worm." She'd repeated it to herself before, but now the words had a different timbre, which sounded like depression. What had she done??? In her neighborhood!

"Get on the table, as before!" The man ordered, mercilessly and oblivious to his mood.

Nevertheless he obeyed, though he moved like an automaton.

But what had she and Daniel done??? The question did not leave her mind and kept her mentally paralyzed.

"I'm sorry for all this," the man assured her, again in a sympathetic voice. He caressed her back tenderly. "I know Pepe makes you do it."

Did you know???

He continued to caress her and speak to her sweetly.

"He's a slobber. But he's dangerous. We must be careful.

Should they??

"I could help you," he said.

Help her? To get out of Pepe's clutches? But all that was orchestrated by Daniel!

"But it's not going to be easy and it may take a while. What does he have against you? Does that pig extort you with an intimate video?"

He groaned and tears began to well.

"Yes, I imagined it. He's a pervert. I realized back in the day that so many cameras couldn't be justified by improving security. Did he record you here?"

But how did she know? Was what Pepe was doing so obvious? And if it was, how could she not have noticed? "Stupid!" But wasn't all that nothing more than a careful staging of a script written by her husband???

"And you've been very slutty, huh?" Her tone of voice mutated. "I bet it wasn't normal sex. That doesn't shock anyone anymore. What dirty things did you do, bitch?" She had her skirt down her back and the man took the opportunity to give her a loud spanking. "I'm sorry," she apologized quickly. "I got carried away." His words said he was sorry, but his voice wasn't. "I could help you," he assured her again, and again, in an empathetic tone. "But for now, we must continue to play by his rules, don't you think? It's better that he doesn't suspect anything until he can no longer avoid what is going to come his way. Don't you agree?"

Confused, she nodded. Yes, she wanted to get rid of Pepe! But wasn't it Daniel who...? Yes, she wanted to see in that man her savior. But wasn't it Daniel who pulled the strings?

Something caressed her buttocks and it wasn't her hand. It was...

"You must not suspect anything," the man insisted.

Again, she nodded. She bit her lower lip, not because she was, but to prepare for the intense pain that would follow.

He waited... but nothing happened. He kept waiting... How many seconds had passed? Twenty? Ten? Two?

Was he gone? Was he still there?

She was about to turn to check it when the rod landed terribly on her buttocks, marking her for the third time in the day.

He curled in pain and a shriek welled up in his throat, cutting through the air like the stick he had just received. It was not a word, not even a recognizable sound, but a guttural explosion of pure tearing.

The man pushed her back down and forced her to put her chest back on the table. With her hand still on her back, she put the other on her hip and contemplated the result of her action. The mark was quickly turning a very intense and ugly red.

"Yes, I think it will," he remarked, pleased. "That way he wouldn't suspect," he explained. "We don't want him to think that you and I have a special relationship and that I'm looking for a way to free you from him. That's a rat, dirty but cunning and very suspicious. Don't underestimate him. This will show him that you're just a whore to me. You and I know it's not true, though. Don't we?" The hand left his back, gently running down his spine, and stood on the back of his neck. He stroked her tenderly. "Isn't it?" He repeated the question.

Gema tried to swallow hard. She had a lump in her throat.

"Yes," he finally confirmed. "Thank you."

"Oh, by the way!" He retraced his steps, when he had almost left the door. "Pepe wants you to wear another panty. You know. And this one, I'm sure he'll want to sell to that guy."

Fortunately, he didn't say anything about putting the bottle cap back on.

"And thank you for inviting me to orgasm." He showed him the money he had taken from him and with which he had paid him before. "Why do you look at me like that? You said that you and I have something special. Pepe won't find out that you don't charge me your share. Besides, you begged me to fuck you. Don't you remember?"

Gemma stood paralyzed on the table. Then, when her legs failed, she dropped to the floor. That's where she was in the mood. She cried. She didn't understand anything. She just understood that she was miserable.

When she pulled herself together, she threw the used condom in the trash can and put on a new panty. Then she put the used panty on top. She knew Pepe would want to sell it, and she sensed that the old man was willing to buy that garment from him, too, but only if he could prove that he had worn it. She would have to take off her panties in front of him. Fortunately, the man—she wasn't sure whether to call him a traitor or a savior—hadn't said anything about her putting the beer bottle cap back on, so he didn't. She didn't have the pussy for such things, not after she cummed. Anyway, her clitoris was still stinging, but now it was doing so in a way that she could only describe as fully painful. She picked up the damn torture instrument from the floor and threw it in the trash can.

She left the office and saw that Pepe was looking at her expectantly and with sarcasm, but she decided to ignore him premeditatedly. He was not for her jokes. He still had power over her, so he had to continue complying, but he would not do anything more than the minimum necessary and without any joy or illusion. How had he been excited by that game? Now it seemed inconceivable to him, in the same way that he did not understand that, at times, he had seen it as a game.

She looked up and saw her husband looking at her. He always looked at her. It was the only thing he did. Had he choreographed it? Surely he had. It was the most plausible explanation, or at least the easiest to accept. The had gone too far this time! He had let himself be carried too far by his low impulses and his perversion. Of course, since he couldn't cum, he only accumulated and accumulated libido, and that made him think wildly. Hadn't she acted irrationally moments ago, before she cummed, and she had only had an orgasm for a day? She tried to be understanding with him, although what he had done was unforgivable. "And you, who told him that you are pregnant with Biel?" Her little voice continually making things ugly at her! That was the one who always took her husband's side. What was he implying? Was it Daniel's revenge? A lesson? Had he found out that...?

"I've got something for you," he said to the old man, aborting his own thoughts. Thinking was painful and he didn't want to do it. The man came out of his rapture and his eyes lit up. "If you want... another one," he offered. "You know, about my... underwear," he added. Now he blushed for saying panties?

The man licked his lips and nodded. Greedy, he went with her to behind the bar. The woman was finishing her pension, but she smelled so good! She was a female breed that gave off sex pheromones everywhere. Anxious, he paid for the desired garment to Pepe with his last money. He would go hungry for a couple of days, if necessary, but he would do it with that perfume in his nostrils. He would store the panties in airtight bags to delay the loss of the aroma.

Gema watched the exchange of money dejectedly. She bought the panties with her money, she took the firewood, but it was Pepe who collected and kept all the profits.

Resigned, between the customer and the owner of the place, she leaned forward and bent down without bending her knees. She pulled down her panties in front of the buyer and showed her ass to her boss. Yes, she had put on another panty. Yes, that man was not her friend. He had hit her harder than the other two and the new panties did not hide the ugly red mark, neither that nor the previous ones.

The man wrapped the garment in his fist, put it to his nose and inhaled excitedly. He looked like a solvent addict and like them, each inhalation seemed to get him a little higher.

Happy and snorting her panties, the man walked away. Gema followed him. She had to continue serving customers, serving drinks and... "You're going to pay me for this, Daniel!"

"Quiet!

Pepe had grabbed her elbow, but she stirred and got rid of him. They had nothing to talk about!

How long would his day last? How long would his torment last?

She took note of the drinks she was asked for and poured them out. She refused to rub herself against the corners of the tables, as she had done before. There was no oven for buns. She couldn't help but show the customers her generous cleavage, however, because the opener was still hanging from her neck on a short string and to open the bottles she needed to bend over the table. The men looked at her thirsty, paying more attention to her breasts than to her drinks.

She also didn't want to prevent Daniel from seeing her ass. Because of her she had taken those three blows that were so clearly visible on her delicate skin! Four, including Pepe's the day before. Did she know that? Had she asked for that? Because of her it was possible that she would have left marks! Was that what she wanted?!

"You bastard! You're going to pay me back!" The how, he still didn't know. The obvious thing would be to punish him in the same way, with a rod or even with that same rod. "Right there, in the office, in the same posture." And that Pepe's cameras would capture him. That way he would have a nice recording as a souvenir, in case there were no marks left on his ass. If he recklessly allowed Pepe to record her, he wouldn't be able to complain about the imprudence of him being filmed too! If he was in cahoots with Pepe, he would have everything under control. And if Pepe wasn't to be trusted... they'd both be in the same boat that was taking on water.

The problem is that disciplining him didn't really sting her. Sometimes she got excited by punishing him, but it wasn't the general rule. He wasn't a sadist, like those men, or like Gerardo or Alan. Or like Biel. She felt her pussy get wet again at the thought of him, but a shiver, fortunately, scared away those sensations. He was a sadist... and a pervert... with very, very eccentric fantasies. The problem is that she was submissive by nature and had to make an effort to put herself in a dominant mood. Biel, on the other hand, was a natural sadist. Did that make her a masochist? But there were worse things than being a masochist. A new chill that ran down her spine chased away the thoughts that came to her when she thought about him. A dog had barked, but it had been outside. He didn't want to get lost on that path.

Would she be able to take the reins with Daniel herself, in the way the situation required? The blows had been strong and had hurt her horrors. If she were with Alan, the young man could take matters into her own hands. Surely he would know how to strike without mercy but with the necessary moderation so as not to cause real damage. She would probably like to do it, even with Daniel. Hadn't she hired Mauro for that, to train him for him, to feminize him so that she could treat him like a woman, like herself? But why had she done it, if in the end she had left them stranded? Had she gotten bored of them? Both Daniel and she had done everything possible to keep him interested! There was no point in thinking about it. It was like that, period.

But that left her alone, facing a harsh punishment that Daniel's machinations required as a response. In the end, she was not the hot wife her husband had dreamed of; she was just a woman who had discovered a strong desire to be dominated. What was so hot about her was that she did not tolerate her husband being the dominant. "That's as far as we could go! Ha!"

What if she asked Mauro for help? The problem was that she didn't like to see Daniel submissive and feminized with another man. She didn't want a gay husband. The thing with Mauro had gone too far, especially now. Alan was no longer there and it made no sense. That he, as her lover, her master, punished, humiliated and feminized her husband, that fits. Not only did he fit, but it even turned her on. Her husband, at the feet of his lover... yes, that fit. But Mauro's submissive? Who was Mauro for her? No one, really.

"I should ask Pepe, if he feels like it...", she brooded, abstracted. Wouldn't her boss have gay friends who interested him...? She shook her head. She wasn't thinking logically. Pepe was nothing more than Daniel's machination. If he were in charge, if he was really her boss and not just a puppet of her husband, then yes, things could be interesting for her. Daniel and she, waiters at the Salama, she serving the men and Daniel serving the gay men... But Pepe, greedy as he was, would also have him serve women with sadistic inclinations, and she didn't like that at all! She could agree to share it with other men, as long as it was at the initiative of her lover, but share it with women? No, not that!

A wave of jealousy invaded her and that despite the fact that her thoughts were totally derailed. Pepe was at Daniel's service, not vice versa. In the event that she staged a scene like this, with sadistic homosexual men, she would lose any attraction that the situation might have, because it would be something desired by her husband. She twisted the rictus in a gesture of disgust.

"I'll have to do it myself."

Why did it have to be so difficult? Why was it so hard for her, to behave like a real hot wife, libertine – that she was already being – devoted to her lovers – that was also so, although perhaps too much – and implacable with her husband, to the point of even being somewhat sadistic with him? That, at that last point, was where she failed.

"Why isn't it enough punishment for me to see the marks that have been left on my ass because of him?"

And if it wasn't his fault, he had done it for himself. Why wasn't that enough?

"You mean you do all this because you think it's his fantasy? Ha!"

"You're enjoying the evening, darling?" Gema asked, finally. She put on a serious face. "And the views?" "Don't see how much it hurts!" She'd never been whipped so hard, not with a blunt object. "I'll bring you another beer." She leaned over the table and opened the bottle. "You're a pig!" She insulted him. She took aim and dropped saliva into the bottle. Then she offered it to him. It was still a small punishment, compared to what was making her suffer.

Daniel blushed, embarrassed. That confirmed the suspicion that the script was written by him! He had discovered it and now he was ashamed. But did he also regret it?

Hesitantly, Daniel drank from the bottle. He didn't care about the obscenity his wife had just perpetrated. It was nothing more than his saliva, the same as when they kissed. But a spit wasn't the same... What the hell was going on? He didn't understand anything. In situations like that, it was better to remain quiet, with your mouth shut, and say nothing.

"Pig!" She insulted him again. She turned and walked away from him. How could she stir him up, at least a little? She couldn't handle his parsimony! She was tired of that attitude!

"What are you doing?" Pepe was interested.

"And you, what do you care?!"

"What you see.

Pepe frowned. He didn't like the new attitude he was adopting at all. The last client had informed him that he had cummed like a bitch. He wondered if her orgasm had anything to do with her irascibility. In any case, it should have been the other way around. He had allowed her to cum. Was that how he paid her?

Although, in reality, he hadn't allowed her anything. It was the client who had managed to bring her to climax, without asking or offering. But she didn't have to know that. He had to take matters into his own hands and make her see that, if she had cummed, it was because he had wanted to be generous with her.

"Hey..." He set out to twist the truth, but he was speechless and stopped. He looked at the hamburger he was making. How long had that meat been in the freezer? He tried to remember futilely. He liked to throw tabasco on things precisely for that reason, to hide possible bad tastes. He saw that the woman had thought of that and that she had a jar on hand. But it wasn't the only spice she had prepared. "With... that... mayonnaise?" He managed to ask, dumbfounded. "Is it for... Daniel?" He tried to guess. He hoped it would. He didn't want to risk poisoning any other customer. He couldn't afford it. The woman, visibly angry, didn't answer him and continued preparing the dish. "You read my thoughts," he congratulated her on the initiative. You've beaten me to it." He nodded, admiring.

"Get out of the way!" She snapped furiously and slipped away from his attempt to hug her from behind.

Pepe obeyed, as when in the military the captain barked orders at him. I sensed that, at that moment, it was better not to get in his way. He forced himself to smile to recover from the anger emanating from the woman. Apparently, the orgasm had been terrible for him. Or had it triggered him to lower his period? Women were intractable in that state.

He followed her from the kitchen to the bar and, sheltered behind her, stood watching.

"Here, honey," Gema offered Daniel, with all the false sweetness she was capable of. "It's... the Tres Salsas Special hamburger." "If they had given that cocktail a name, why wouldn't she be able to baptize that dish?" "Stupid, Silly and Profane." "Eat," she urged. "Eat!"

"Uh... okay," Daniel agreed. Certainly, with so much beer, she had gotten hungry, although he hadn't ordered anything and they hadn't eaten at the Salama for a long time. But if she had made it, it must have been edible. How could she refuse him? But why so much interest in him eating? Had she spat on the hamburger, just as she had done in the beer? "Three sauces. The spicy one, the mayonnaise, and his saliva." He wasn't disgusted by her saliva. He cut off a piece and put it in his mouth. He noticed that she was looking at him carefully. It wasn't bad. Why was she looking at him like that? What did he expect, that he would congratulate her? "Thank you," he said, his mouth full. "It's good," he added, even though the only thing it really tasted like was Tabasco. Fortunately, he loved spicy food. He had a jar in the fridge and used it to season a multitude of dishes: sausages, chips, omelette...

"With your hands," he urged. "Catch it with your hands, pig." She looked at him expectantly.

"Uh... okay, honey," Daniel agreed. He didn't understand why she was looking at him with such intensity. In any case, she had been weird all day. Had she gotten up on the wrong foot? Worse, she had really been strange for several days: very irritable and incoherent. She bit a good chunk. The sauce spread on both sides when she crushed the hamburger with both hands so that she could put it in her mouth. There was a lack of ketchup and mustard.

—Rica, ¿eh?

Pepe watched incredulously from the bar. The woman had had a great idea, so much so that it could have been hers. The pity was that she hadn't recorded the preparation of the dish. For security reasons, so as not to provide evidence of possible complaints from capricious customers who were dissatisfied with the food, she hadn't installed any camera in the kitchen. "Incredible! She's feeding her the cum from those three!" The woman had retrieved the condoms from the trash can and...

It was vomitive! The idea of making her eat her shit at some point was already costing her. It was disgusting, although humiliating her in that way could be enough motivation to overcome her disgust. She hadn't stopped thinking all day about that possibility. When would she start doing it?

But for one man to eat someone else's lefa — that was even worse! Certainly, humiliating that conceited guy... It was an excellent idea, one that had almost occurred to him. "I'm going to have to charge extra for this premium burger!"

He wondered if the man knew what he was eating. Did he like it? The thought didn't comfort him at all. Was he doing it because she forced him to? What a beast!" Would he be able to tame her? It had seemed to him that yes, he had looked like he had it under control, but now he wasn't so sure. Or did he not know what he was putting in his mouth? Would he tell him about it at some point? When? How much she must hate him to do that to him! Not only had she slept with him—she recognized that he wasn't the most attractive man in the place—not only had she been fucked by those other three men, but now—that!

He had only started to taste her milk once, out of curiosity, and it had tasted like lightning! He hadn't done it again. "Yuck!" It was clear that women had a different palate. To them it was nectar from the gods.

"She's hot, isn't she? Eat! Eat it all!" "Yes, that was revenge worthy of her. They had fucked her (because of her), they had cummed inside her (they hadn't, because they had used condoms) and now it was his turn to pay his share of the toll. Years ago, she had forced him to eat Gerardo's cumshots. Tied to the guest bed, on his back, he had not been able to refuse. He had eaten her freshly used pussy, knowing what would be inside. At first, he had resisted. Then he didn't. He wasn't doing anything different.

She was trying to return to that situation, to emulate her, if returning was not possible. Gerardo had been her boss because she had chosen him, much to Daniel's chagrin. Now, her boss was Pepe...

She gritted her teeth and the muscles of her jaw were marked. No, it wasn't the same situation. She hadn't chosen Pepe. If it were only that Pepe had chosen her as a victim, the situation would be bearable, barely. The blackmail she sometimes fantasized about, come true. Although there were things that were better left in the world of imagination; fiction always beats reality. But it wasn't like that. It was insufferable that Daniel, years later, had once again set up a great theater, with puppets and straw men, all to turn her into his puppet. He wasn't going to tolerate that!

"If so, he knows what he's eating," a little voice whispered. "He's prepared everything for you to serve him this burger. What did you call it? Three Sauces Special?" suggested another. "He's capable. He's foresighted. It's clear what motivates him and what kind of hot wife he wants you to be: his doll. He dominates you through other men because he's too cowardly to do it directly." "And that kind of domination doesn't work for you," murmured another.

"You fucking faggot!" He exploded. Deep down, he wanted her as a hot wife just to have the excuse to be close to other men's cocks and eat their cumshots. He wasn't submissive or voyeur, but faggot. Tears welled up and, in a fit of rage, he turned and left. That's what he should have done from the beginning: send it all to hell and get out.


Chapter LXXVI – He Would Be His Uncle

"It takes two years to learn to speak and a lifetime to learn to be silent"

– Ernest Hemingway

When Daniel returned home, he did not find his wife. Worried, in a useless exercise, he went back to look for her in all the rooms, as if she were a kitten capable of hiding in the smallest corner or even in plain sight. Vicky was not there either, but that was normal. He was spending more and more time outside, with that friend of his, named Laila. After how Gema had shocked the poor girl, with her shameless slutty guise to travel with her by train to the rock concert, I couldn't blame her for wanting to avoid her mother and spending less and less time at home. How had it occurred to him to act with such impudence in front of his daughter?!

She behaved in a weirder and weirder way, but that must have been due to the hormonal imbalance caused by her pregnancy. He was going to be a father, for the second time, and, although the child was not biologically hers, he would not cease to be a father to her. The news had shocked him, obviously, and had made him stumble, figuratively and really. He hadn't been able to sleep for several nights in a row and still had difficulty falling asleep, though that wasn't just because of his worry, or even his indignation, but because the idea of being a cuckold father excited him. The cuckoo had laid its eggs in its nest and he would raise someone else's creature as if it were his own!

Of course, he was worse than a linnet. These poor birds, at least, are unaware that their eggs have been replaced by those of the cuckoo. But in his case, he knew that Gemma had voluntarily spread her legs to receive the superior sperm of another man and that he would impregnate her. Why, instead of getting angry, did he get excited about it?

On top of that, to make matters worse, the baby was Biel's! Couldn't she have let herself be impregnated by Alan? That really humped him... and excited at the same time. Every time he thought about it, it caused strange, contradictory sensations in his stomach. Of the people he knew, his wife couldn't have chosen worse! Fortunately, I barely knew Biel and had no intention of doing so. That boy was not going to paint anything in the life of his baby, his and his wife! He was nothing more than a donor of biological material... although he had not asked for that. It hadn't been an accident either. "Damn it!" Gemma had allowed herself to be impregnated conscientiously! Why with him?

But things could always get worse. Wouldn't it have been worse if, on purpose or unintentionally, she had become pregnant with Pepe? Of course!

He didn't understand what she was doing with him... except hitting it in the nose. What had he done to make her treat him that way? He had been ultra-affectionate with her, even though he had committed the highest possible treason! He had shown himself willing to be a father to this poor creature, who was totally innocent! What else did she expect from him?

He had spoken with Pepe. The waiter (a waiter, please!) had bragged that Gemma now belonged to him. He had boasted that he treated her like a whore and that the worse he treated her, the more predisposed and affectionate she was with him. He had claimed that he meant it literally and that he was renting it to customers! At first, I hadn't believed him. She had thought that it was all a joke in bad taste of hers and that she had colluded with Pepe to tease him. How could he have told him that this made him, precisely the most gossipy person in the world?! But then he had seen it with his own eyes. Man after man had disappeared with her in the private part of the establishment and, as proof that it had not been for chatting, she had appeared with marks on her ass!

Initially, he hadn't wanted to believe his eyes. The first time, he hadn't had them all with him if he had seen what he had seen. But then, the second time, with those scantier panties of fabric... and Gema showing him her ass from a nearby table... Showing his ass and everyone! In public! Not in a distant place, like Barcelona, but in your neighborhood! He knew people by sight, and those people must have been familiar with their faces, too.

How had Pepe – precisely Pepe! – achieved that? Were hormones playing such tricks on her with her pregnancy? What had he done wrong, if all he did was support her without fissures?!

He had even given in with Mauro! What husband, more than one who is completely in love with his wife and devoted to her, does such a thing?

After hearing the news of her adulterous pregnancy, she had had conflicting thoughts about continuing her training with the Moor (and his Russian friend). On the one hand, I had felt the need to put that life aside to focus on being a father. The innocent creature needed a father figure, not chaos and perversion. On the other hand... On the other hand, Mauro had been able to value the softness and delivery capacity that he was achieving with his feminization. Adrenaline and, above all, testosterone no longer dominated him. He no longer felt the need to be virile and beat his chest with his hands, like an angry gorilla, even in stressful situations. Now she resolved conflicts in a different way, in the feminine way. To be sure, those qualities were also very valuable, even necessary, for raising a baby.

They were even more so if it was considered that the father figure would fall on Alan, even if he was not the biological father either. What had changed with his wife's pregnancy? Nothing, really, even if the creature was from Biel. Alan would assume command of the family, as they had agreed (or, rather, fantasized). He would help both of them, his wife and Alan, and serve them. In fact, with a baby in between, what they needed was not another male at home, but another mother figure. Even if he couldn't produce milk, he could give him the bottle. He could take care of him, when Alan and Gema went out to party... or when they were busy, fucking wildly... or both at the same time, because one does not exclude the other, but one leads to the other. Perhaps in these cases a part of the action would be lost, but he would feel fulfilled in another way.

Yes, Mauro had been able to value the femininity that he was bringing out in him. She had even comforted him for the treacherous pregnancy and the even more disloyal biological father she had allowed. From a feminine point of view, the situation was bearable, when the masculinity that she had left – and that Mauro still had to eradicate – screamed at her to put an end to it or take matters into her own hands in some way.

He had been on the verge of breaking with everything, including with Mauro – above all, with him – but the former guerrilla had maneuvered well and had won the battle. He was grateful to her for this and admired her wisdom, her strong hand, when she needed it, her soft hand, when she deserved it... and his cock is always hard and ready to drill him to the P point and to make him experience what his wife felt when she swallowed a good cock down her throat.

Yes, like Daniela, everything was much easier to get along than like Daniel. Everything, except for one thing: where had Alan gone? After all, he had vanished. Was that what had Gema upset? It was understandable. Perhaps, despite the fact that it was his idea, had he backed out of his commitment to their relationship with them, because the child was his friend's and not his?

He couldn't believe it! I didn't want to do it! With all that had changed and prepared for it! How willing – crazy with love – his wife was! Even though her heart bled, he loved to see her like this. Again, his amplified femininity made him bearable, but whether it was Daniela or Daniel, he would still be a spoiling cuckold who gets aroused not only by watching his wife with other men, but also by experiencing the dread of the possibility of losing her at the hands of a superior male.

So where was Alan? But most of all, where the hell had Gema gone?

Why didn't I answer the phone?

Finally, he found the note on the mirror in the master bathroom. How could I not have noticed the little paper before? Why had he written her a note? Why had he left her there? It was almost as if he had intended that it would take him a while to find her. His heart threatened to jump out of his chest... or to give him a heart attack... or both at the same time, if that was possible.

"You're a faggot; now I see that you have always been: you have eaten the bullfight of Pepe's three customers; that was what you intended. I'll leave you. Don't look for me; is the best thing for you. I'm so sorry."

The last sentence was written vertically, on one side of the note, as if he had added it later. Obviously, in any case, it was the last thing he had written, but it seemed that he had regretted leaving the note (and him) in that way and had returned to scribble that apology.

It was difficult for him to digest the message. What he was saying hurt him, and he had the feeling that this time he meant it and not as part of a game of humiliation. He felt nauseous. He was having a hard time digesting the hamburger. What had he meant by eating the three bullfights??? The answer was obvious, as much as I preferred it not to be. I hadn't noticed any weird taste in the burger... But had he become too accustomed to knowing about semen that he didn't even notice it anymore? The hamburger had been normal, as far as he could judge, but not his wife's attitude. Had he really thrown the semen of those three customers whom he had taken to the reserved part of the premises??! And on top of that, she blamed him, when he had no idea what it contained!

What was happening?

He called her on her cell phone again, but, again, Gema did not pick up. He felt himself suffocating. As he dialed again, he went downstairs to check the key fob. There was one key to his car, as expected, but the other one was not. The car was not there either, so he must have taken it. But where? His house keys were not there and that was a relief to him. If he had taken them, that meant he intended to return. But there was one thing that threw him off: on top of the keychain box he found the house key that they had hidden in a part of the garden, in case they forgot the keys inside and so that they could enter without having to call a locksmith. If that key was there, it is because she had used it. But why would he, if he had his own? Or had he forgotten them at home, before going to serve glasses and blow bagpipes in the Salama? He couldn't be one hundred percent sure, but he didn't remember seeing his keys there before, when he'd taken his to go to the place. Again, what the hell was going on?

The explanation must have been in the Salama. He decided to return to interrogate Pepe. Was she with him? I couldn't imagine it. Pepe's clown was not the young Alan and, honestly, he did not even reach the height of the bitumen to Gerardo. I would never abandon him for someone like that.

And for one of the clients??

When he arrived, the Salama was closed. He looked out of the windows, but there was no sign of activity or light. He looked outside, but Gema's car wasn't there either. However, there was a lone rickety car. Intuition told him that it belonged to Pepe. It was not the first time I had seen him there and the Salama was in a relatively isolated area, enough so that it was not a neighbor of a nearby apartment. Or, perhaps, yes. Who knows! But no, instinct told him that that car belonged to Pepe. So, if she wasn't there and that car was, where was Pepe? Had they both left in her car? It didn't make sense; Gema had left the Salama terrified. Why return and why return with Pepe?

He took note of the car's license plate. He did not know how he could use that information, but if he had to make a complaint, it might be necessary. Besides, Gema had not disappeared, but had left. That was what any agent would tell him, as soon as he told him about the note he had left him. He could hire a private detective who had illegal means of accessing the police database. But for what? To discover Pepe's address? Yes, that was a good idea. He must have known something. He had done something!

Subconsciously, he clenched his fists until his knuckles turned white. He realized that he had something in his hand. He opened it. Yes, that was the note. Now it was completely wrinkled, in a ball. He opened it and reread it.

"I'm not pregnant, you idiot. You didn't even notice. Forgive me."

How could he not have taken to looking at the back of the paper until that moment? What do you mean I wasn't pregnant???

His world fell apart. I didn't understand anything, absolutely nothing. She had illusions about the baby. Yes, that's how foolish – or stupid – he was, who had illusions about another man's son. Of another man or of him, it would have been in any case the son of Gemma!

Had she suffered a miscarriage? Was he having a psychological crisis because of that? It was a feasible explanation. Did she call him an idiot because he hadn't noticed her emotional state and that she had had an abortion? It would not be for less.

But the note did not say that. She said she wasn't pregnant, not that she wasn't pregnant anymore, let alone that she had miscarried.

Had she aborted, consciously? Was that it? Did he ask for forgiveness for that reason?

She's not pregnant, he thought, remembering the phrase. "No, 'I'm not pregnant anymore.'" The brief words did not allow for any certainty. Everything was possible.

But what did Pepe have to do with all that? I had the feeling that I was involved in some way. Had she been mistreated in such a way that she had unintentionally had an abortion? And he hadn't noticed!

But no, the phrase didn't say that. "The phrase doesn't say shit!"

Alan! If she wasn't pregnant, if she had never been, he should know.

He dialed his number. He didn't take it either! Was it that everyone was unaware of it?

He thought about calling Mauro. The Moor could do little or know, but... He dialed Alan's number again, but his luck was the same. Agitated, he left an incoherent message on the answering machine.

Mauro. He was a former guerrilla, a person experienced in dealing with complicated situations, even life or death. He had become rich from arms trafficking and, although it was assumed that he was already retired from that business (was he?), perhaps he knew people who could help him.

The police. I had to call the police! To them!

But for what? For them to tell him that forty-eight hours had not passed since the disappearance? So that they would tell him that he had not disappeared, but that he had left because he could not stand it? So that they interrogated him and turned him into a potential aggressor, instead of recognizing him as the victim he was? If something had happened to her, he, like her husband who loved her, should also be considered a victim, even if it was in the second degree. To explain her complicated and unconventional sex life?

Mauro. He needed the Moor.

He called.

"What's the matter, Daniel?" It looks like there's a fire! Alan told him, complaining about his insistence.

At least, he had taken the call, finally! Third time, the charm. He explained what had happened.

"I don't know anything about that," Alan assured.

He sounded worried. Was he telling the truth or was he the voice of the culprit?

"I don't think you need to worry. Surely it is nothing more than a one-off emotional outburst that will pass quickly.

He tried to reassure him, although he himself did not sound calm.

"As for the pregnancy..." you will see... ahem... I wish you had found out differently. I would prefer to talk about it face to face.

He seemed to be hesitant.

"This... I know that it has gotten a little out of hand.

A little bit???

"The idea was... Well, you know how you like to stress about these things... My friend has not made him a child. Of course not. Although I do think that Gema would like to be a mother again. Although not of his son, of course.

But what the hell was he implying?! Was he telling you that Gemma wanted to have a child by him??? Such a suggestion was offensive and outrageous!, almost as much as the lie he had lived that he was expecting a son from Biel. He clenched his fists. He experienced tightness in his heart and emptiness in his stomach. And, at all that, his caged chick throbbed. A child, at that point in life! A son, when he could not be a father, because of the vasectomy he had done years ago! Did Gemma want to be a mother so badly?

"It was for fun, Daniel..." To see how you reacted... Don't tell me you haven't had erotic dreams about this... Your wife, spreading her legs, begging my friend to inseminate her... Crossing my legs behind my friend's ass to pull him to her and get him to cum deep inside her... In fact, that's how Daniel happened. She begged him to impregnate her, even though she doesn't like my friend. But you know how she gets into the roles... You know her. You know he gets to feel what he says... But getting pregnant for real has been nothing more than a fantasy. You can rest assured: she is still on the pill. For now," she had to hear him add. It got out of hand," he heard him recognize. Telling you the truth has gone on for too long. I'm sorry. I don't think Gema dared to tell you before because she saw you were very excited...

Those ellipses! What was he implying again?!

And why did he feel like I was trying to distract him?

The false pregnancy should have left him shocked on the spot and he would, without a doubt, although a little later. It is not that it did not affect him, quite the contrary, but that he had delayed effects. "She's not pregnant with Biel!" He did not know whether to rejoice and burst into jubilation or whether to be angry at the fraud and betrayal. In any case, that was not what worried him at the time. First things first. Gema had left home, without giving him any explanation, beyond the brief and insulting note she had left him, the objective of which, despite the apologies, could not be other than to hurt her. He had left and that was serious business. She wasn't functioning well in mind and, now that she knew she wasn't pregnant, she couldn't explain herself with the hormonal change due to pregnancy. Something serious was happening. Is it that Alan didn't see it or didn't want to see it? ¡

Was it that I was trying to mislead him because I knew more than he admitted?!

"Alan, I didn't call you for that. Gema has left and that is not normal. He's been acting weird. I thought it was because of the pregnancy. We'll talk about that later! he warned him. Let's focus on the fact that he is gone. What do you know about that? Didn't he call you?

"No, Daniel. I have nothing, no wasaps or calls from her. I only have your missed calls. Wait, I'll look at it again. Don't hang up. "Daniel was right. That behavior was not typical of her. He wondered if Biel knew anything about it. He turned on the speaker and looked for WhatsApp messages and missed calls. So do SMS. "I have nothing, Daniel," he confirmed. Only your call from a few minutes ago. He read the call log. The one a couple of minutes before. And the one you made me another couple of minutes before that. And another one you made to me... from the landline at home.

"What do you mean from the landline?" I only called you from my cell phone!

"Ah... well... Here's a call from an hour ago from home. Wasn't it you? So...

"Gem!" They both concluded at the same time.

"Why didn't you take his call?!" he was about to throw in his face. If I had talked to her, they would know what was going on. He would even have had a chance to reassure her. "Shit, Gema! Why didn't you call me?" But the real question he had to ask himself was why his wife had made that call from the landline they never used. Why?

"I'm going to see if you left me a message." Now I'll call you back, Daniel.

Why? Had your battery run out? It was enough to put the mobile phone on charge for a couple of minutes to solve it. Was she in such a hurry? Did your phone run out of battery and therefore not answer calls now? It couldn't be that because it gave a signal. "I don't understand it. I don't understand it." Anguished, he pulled his hair out.

What pieces did he have? He had used the key buried in the garden. He had made a call from the landline at home. He was gone. He had left her a note. The note was hurtful, so much so that it seemed intentional. "Why would he want to hurt me?" He reread the message: "Don't look for me; it's the best thing for you." "The best thing for me? The best thing for ME??" What else did he have? The implausible affair with Pepe and his clients. The physical damage that had been done to him. Had they gone too far? Her car was missing, but there was the one she thought was Pepe's.

"Pepe!" I was with him. There was no other explanation. Although, that didn't explain anything. There would only be more questions.

"Has she become pregnant with him?" If she wanted to be a mother again... Had she gone with him to raise the baby together, the two biological parents? "Pepe!" he thought with disgust.

The phone rang and, anxiously, he picked it up at the first try.

"Daniel." It's all under control! He heard Alan assure him, to his greatest relief. I have a message from you on my answering machine. It is from the call from the landline. He says he's on his way to Barcelona. Hey... I don't know what you've done to him, but don't worry, we'll figure it out. The important thing is that now we know where it is. I have to leave you, I have to prepare things. I'll keep you posted.

Daniel breathed a sigh of relief. Gema was not lost and she was not with Pepe, which was the same thing. I was going to see Alan.

But why had she said goodbye to him like that? Was she planning to stay and live with him? Had he lost it, definitively? It excited him to see her in love with another and given to another, but had he gone too far and lost her?

And why, had he left in a hurry, had he taken the time to throw all the little bottles of Tabasco – the one in the fridge and the other two that they kept in the pantry – in the trash? Until then, in the garbage, I had searched for an answer to her disappearance and, although that no longer mattered, it was still meaningless.
***


"What's this thing about not being pregnant?" Vicky was interested.

"Well, that's it, darling, you're not going to have a little brother." "For now."

"Did you tell my father that I was pregnant?" You are sadists! "You shouldn't joke with those things.

"Don't worry, Vicky. It was just a joke. They put those things on your father.

"And you knew that?" He looked at Lidia. Her friend, fortunately, shook her head. On top of that, pregnant with your friend! I'm going to do the same," he threatened. Let's see if you think it's just as funny too. She wasn't amused at all when her father was laughed at, though honestly she didn't know what to think of him anymore. I'm going to sleep with Biel and I'm going to let him get me pregnant. What do you think? Would you also accept him as if he were your child? And you?

Lidia shrugged.

"You're not going to do any of that!" Alan warned him, with a stern face.

"Aha!" So you can get my mother pregnant for Biel, but not me! "Why did this injustice irritate you?" Didn't that show that Alan didn't feel the same way about his mother as he did about her?

"Don't be obsessed, Vicky. I only give everyone what they need.

"Impregnate my mother?" Is that what she needed?

I had no time for discussion that they were going nowhere. Gemma was on her way. He looked at his watch. He looked at his watch again. Overwhelmed, he scratched his head, in an attempt to relieve the pressure. He looked at his watch for the third time in a few seconds. The minute hand had not even changed.

He walked toward his girlfriend and drove her backwards toward the wall. All that about Gema's pregnancy had made him horny. He had it hard. I was also in a hurry... But first he needed to be relieved.

"How about I press you?" He said and kissed her before she could answer. He brought his arms to the top of his head and pinned his wrists with one hand. With his other hand, he felt her sex under her skirt. I wasn't wearing panties..."How about I arrest you both?" Vicky was wet.

Lidia twisted her smirk.

"Don't you want a little brother?" Alan asked, excited.

"No," Vicky replied, panting. Alan held her thigh high with one hand and he was already inside her. He had penetrated her with ease.

"Our son would have a little cousin his age to play with. He kissed her as he penetrated her. That was one of his fantasies. But it was more than that. It could even be a plan, to get his girlfriend and her mother pregnant at the same time. But time was running out, not with Vicky, but with Gema. The biological clock had already begun the countdown.

"It would be his uncle, not his cousin," Vicky corrected him, visibly excited. Standing on one leg, she put the twin around her boyfriend's ass and pulled him to her.

Lidia looked the other way. She felt excluded and, small as the apartment was, she had nowhere to take refuge.


Chapter LXXVII – Escape

"A woman's strength isn't just about how much she can endure before she breaks. It's also about how much she must endure after she's broken." – Tony Gaskins (attributed)

The miles and miles passed at a dizzying speed that quickly took her away from Daniel. It was done. She had taken the necessary but painful step and there was no turning back. She had only bought the one-way ticket. She was not going back, not even for Vicky. It was the best thing for both of us.

He knew that he had become a destructive force and he was aware of his mental volatility. It was not right, but acknowledging it did not change anything; in any case, it cemented his decision. It was not good for Daniel or his daughter to have her around.

The first rule of how to handle an extortion attempt was not to give an inch. Each concession is lost ground that increases the strength of the blackmailer. And what had she done? She had willingly bowed to Pepe's pretensions! He had given her more ammunition to use against her... and also against her husband and daughter!

He had gotten excited, yes. It was a wet fantasy, but the reality was something else... He would have preferred not to realize it and continue living the fantasy.

Would Pepe settle for her? No, he wouldn't. To continue with him, to continue allowing him to have that power over her, what it would produce would be to put his family within her reach. Daniel was already engaged, but Vicky was still safe.

But was she really fleeing for that, to protect her daughter and minimize the harm to Daniel? "Minimize her harm?" she heard a voice in her mind reproaching her for the way she said goodbye to him. She was furious. Or, perhaps, she was mocking her. She couldn't tell. She didn't know anything! She pressed her hands against her head, as if she could remove those voices. Anger and jokes, mockery and rage, indignation and resignation. Fatalism. She didn't want to listen to them again! Why were they torturing her? She had written that note not to insult him, but precisely to minimize her suffering. Again the voices in her head! Why didn't they shut up? Why couldn't they see that it was better to go purple once than a hundred red? She had done what she had to do! Just that! If she had given Daniel hope, if she had not denigrated him, she would only have gotten him to run after her. But she did not suit him! Not anymore. The train knew it and that is why it was moving her away from him at a forced pace. The screen indicated that she was now traveling at three hundred kilometers per hour.

Would Alan wait for her on the platform? No, that movie romance was not possible, not with the AVE. Would he receive her at the station? She had fled home with a shotgun to avoid meeting Daniel and not regret it. Alan had not picked up the phone and had only been able to leave him a brief message on the answering machine. She had no way to communicate with him now, because she had left her mobile phone in the Salama. It was something else that she had lost at Pepe's hands: first, her dignity, the little she had left, then her social image, hers and Daniel's. The car, the credit card and the cell phone... but that was the least of it. Fortunately, at home she had some money and there was also what she had earned in Salama... what the clients had paid her to prostitute herself... half of that, really, because the other half had been kept by Pepe's bastard.

She had wanted to think that Mr. Empath was her savior, since Daniel was not willing to take that step. But she had been wrong. He was empathetic, yes, and sibylline, like a snake. It had taken her a while to realize that she had done nothing more than the role of a good cop. How could she have been so naïve? Her libido and the desire to submit had played tricks on her. Between bad cop and good cop, they would have made her do unspeakable things, which, in her case, was already saying. That had been Pepe's plan, to push her one way and the other. The empathetic man was there to betray her. She didn't care in the least. That had hurt her.

And Daniel? Was he really behind Pepe? Had he organized that? How could such a film have been made? Now, on the train, he realized that imagining that implausible story had been nothing more than a desperate attempt to escape mentally from Pepe's cruel real blackmail. No, it didn't make sense that her husband had orchestrated that. Daniel would have done everything but expose himself publicly and to people who knew them. That would have been unbecoming of him. And even so, he had chosen to believe it.

Nor did she believe that Alan had staged that. She had had her doubts, because he had been the one who had encouraged her to sleep with Pepe, probably to test her devotion to him, also because she knew how it must excite Daniel – when he discovered it – that he had slept with someone from his usual social environment and who, having slept with her, had continued to serve her drinks, laughing behind her back. It had been a reckless suggestion, but had someone forced her to do it? She had been carried away by her constant need to prove something to Alan... and because, indeed, the proposal had been highly erotic to her.

But it had also been highly explosive. Alan couldn't have wanted that. Or had he? Was it just another test? Had he passed or failed?

Would he wait for her on the platform? He had been losing interest in her, but that too might be just another piece of evidence. He hadn't even picked up the phone, but he would hear the message and, no doubt, at her call for help, he would come to comfort her, even, if possible, to help her.

Daniel, it was clear, wouldn't rescue her. That thought didn't leave her mind. Even in a situation like that, she'd just watched the scene! She'd swallowed the cum of those three guys, though he didn't know that and it wasn't her fault. Yet he'd eaten it! Hadn't she noticed the taste in the hamburger! It wasn't a man's. It was a cuckold's. But she needed a man right now.

And was Alan? Those voices in his head again! Alan, really, was just a child. Didn't he notice? A master, love. But had he ever loved her? Daniel did, even though he loved to contemplate.

Anyway, she had nowhere else to turn. Alan owed her one! And if she didn't want it, she was doomed. In that case, it was better to finish.

But it was only a test. It had to be.

She couldn't go on with Daniel. He was a sun, and so she couldn't go on with him. She'd drag him into her dark world, more than she'd already done. That didn't suit her. She didn't need that. In fact, she didn't need anyone to drag him along, because he was just as lost as she was, in his own way. But hopefully, he was a little less lost than she was. Luckily, there was still hope for him... though not by his side. As for her, he was beyond the point of no return. How she'd reacted to Pepe's extortion proved it. She needed that, though not from someone so ruthless, but from someone who appreciated her, at least a little. Someone like Alan.

She couldn't stay at home. She would push Daniel even further into her world of dark desires and end up dragging Vicky somehow with her.

Under those circumstances, taking the train to Barcelona was the best decision I could have made. But, if it was, why didn't those little voices shut up?!
***


She looked for Alan, but she couldn't find him. The train had been delayed (even that didn't work out well!) and it was past midnight. There were hardly any people at Sants station at that time. It was impossible not to see him, if he was there, or for him to see her.

Hadn't she heard the message? Was it completely beyond her, so much so that, even in a desperate situation like that, she didn't pay any attention to it? She felt a terrible bitterness wash over her.

She had run away from home and with just enough. It had been stupid. Now she was in the middle of nowhere, stranded, with hardly any money and no credit card. She didn't have her ID either, because it was in her wallet and it was in her purse, which had been left in the Salama, when she had also fled from there. Fortunately, to travel by train it was enough to have the ticket and it was not necessary to identify yourself at the controls.

It had really been a huge stupidity. How could she have believed that someone like Alan would give a damn about a worm like her?

What if she had simply not heard the message? What if she had heard it, but it was impossible for her to receive it? Hope is the last thing to be lost, and she had already lost so much that she was not sure she had any hope at all.

Now she was stranded, in the middle of what seemed like nothing. She had fond memories of the city, to which she had always traveled by high-speed train. But alone, it was not the same. Even when she had gone to see Mr. Ripoll, on his monthly visit to which she had committed herself to convince him to sign a succulent contract with Gerardo's company, she had not felt alone. She had had her boss as an anchor and, at that time, also Daniel. Now, however, the abandoned Los Santos station seemed threatening to her. There were only thugs. But what was she, more than another thug?

Could he stay in a hotel, with what little money he had on him? Without a credit card, would he be allowed to rent a room?

"You can always dedicate yourself... you know... to make money. You're good at it."

She was beginning to attract stares, even though there were hardly any people, looks that made her uncomfortable. Was that how she would end up, wandering, homeless, half-drugged—like that deranged man who screamed by himself and gesticulated senselessly—and prostituting himself on any street corner for a few grams of heroin? Like a worm, he would have no trouble finding leftover food in dumpsters—like that other one, who was rummaging through a dumpster at the moment, with his head and half of his chest inside. It was cold. He had gone out into the street hoping that Alan was there.

She had been and still was very stupid.

But what was she complaining about? Wasn't that what she wanted? Of course, she had asked for it on her own. She was hooked on humiliation. What greater humiliation than that was there? Why did she reject her, then? Why had she rejected Pepe? Just because he was a real criminal scoundrel without scruples? And Daniel? Just to save him?

She felt hands on her body. Someone was kidnapping her! No, someone was hugging her from behind! "Alan! Finally!" Despite her fatalistic state of mind, she was immediately passionate when she felt his hands on her skin through the sparse fabric of her clothes. One hand landed on her lower belly, the other felt her chest. Hot lips kissed her neck. A hard cock pressed against her ass. She was in glory! She had made the right decision! She knew she cared and that she would not fail her!

"Oh, Alan!" She murmured, excited. She closed her eyes. How much she had missed him! Alan, if he had known, would never have allowed a vileness like Pepe's. "Alan," she purred, fired up. Her hands were everywhere. She turned her head to kiss him and their mouths merged into one. "Alan!" she exclaimed mentally, unable to do it with her mouth, and sure that her master would listen to her anyway.

But something was wrong, terribly wrong! That tongue, which kept avidly exploring the corners of his mouth, did not dance in the same way he remembered. Nor did it taste the same. Nor were his lips as full. Nor was his face as soft as his beard. It itched. He did it because he didn't have a hipster beard, but a three-day beard!

She opened her eyes in alarm and tried to move away from the individual who, clearly – now, yes – was not Alan, but his hands held her. With one, she clung to her chest. The other, she had in her pussy, who knows how many fingers and how filthy they were! Hope is terrible and it had blinded her.

"Take it away!" She shouted and instinctively slapped her in the face to get rid of that evildoer who must have taken her for a whore or a drug addict, or both.

The assailant's eyes flashed maliciously and swore vengeance. Then a mocking smile flashed on his face.

"Have you only brought this?" He asked, mockery and concern in his voice at the same time. "You're going to be cold.

She hadn't taken anything. She had run away from Pepe, from home, from Daniel, also from Vicky... from everyone, except Alan. She had fled forward, but it was a step backwards. She was wearing nothing but her very light waitress dress. In her agitation and haste, she hadn't even changed her clothes, perhaps for fear that Daniel would return home in time to intercept her, perhaps for fear of regretting it, if she postponed the action.

"Regret it, you're going to regret it anyway." He was already doing it.

"Damn it! Biel! What a fright you have given me! What are you doing here?"

"Were you expecting your prince charming?" He asked, with that damned cretin smile. "He couldn't come to pick you up. He told me.

"Are you his errand boy?!" He snapped, half question, half assertion. That was disappointing. But at least he hadn't been shipwrecked with nothing and in the middle of solitude. Although Biel... Unconsciously, he sighed and made a contemptuous face.

"So we have those, huh?" He looked at her in an unfriendly way. It was she who wasn't making friends, with that attitude towards him. He wasn't anyone's second-in-command and he hadn't finished training that dog yet.

"Where were you? Why did you keep me waiting? Are you going to take me to his house?"

"I love you too," Biel muttered. "I've called you several times, but you wouldn't pick up my phone." "I had, though not to locate her. He'd seen her and decided to hide and watch her. Somehow, he'd anticipated that she'd react exactly that way. She only had eyes for Alan and looked down on him. She'd reveled in watching her despair, thinking that no one would pick her up. She'd also been enthralled, again, by her beauty, despite (or, perhaps, precisely because of) her age. In that minidress of... what?... stewardess?... she was amazing. But where did she come from, disguised like that?

His friend had called him urgently and had urged him to pick her up at the station. He hadn't been able to explain the reasons well. He'd only told her that Gema was on her way, that he'd just heard the message she'd left him and that he couldn't reach her. Remembering the conversation, he thought that at least it wasn't just him who didn't pick up the phone. And that he was away, in Madrid, precisely, with his girlfriend. "What a bastard you are! You're in Madrid and you don't tell her that you're there, fucking her daughter! And then the bad guy in the movie is always me."

He had told her that he didn't have time to intercept her, not at the train station in Madrid, much less in Barcelona. "You had no choice but to come to me, you bastard." But he wasn't going to do him that favor for free. He was thinking of collecting something, though not money, of course, not from his friend. Money, no, but something else, yes.

She had urged him not to tell her husband, who should not know that he was in Madrid. She should not be alarmed that no one would pick her up in Barcelona. "I am nobody, but I know what you mean." She knew that her husband did not like her. What she did not understand was why she had not been shy about making him see that he had made her pregnant and now she did not want to shock him with comparatively trivial news. His friend did many things that he did not understand. He did not want to tell him that he was in Madrid his daughter and passing his wife...

He had warned her that he thought she wasn't right... The message he'd left him had worried him. Of course, that woman wasn't right in the pot... although otherwise she was more than fine, especially from one pot to another, the pussy. It was very good looking and it was a three-pair of balls outing, with which you could do anything. Supposedly, he had even gotten her pregnant and that's what she told her husband. She didn't understand anything, but what did it matter, if he could throw one wild fuck after another and do things with her that no other girl – not even paid whores – would let themselves do? He had put his fingers in her pussy, in the middle of the street, and had almost burned them.

"No... I don't have my cell phone," she explained, almost stuttering. "Pepe has it, fuck!" "Are you going to take me with HIM?" He insisted.

"To his house, yes. Not with him." Biel replied, tersely. "He's not in Barcelona," he was forced to add, observing her expression. "He'll be back tomorrow. Well, what? Are you coming with me or what?" He snapped, seeing that she had stopped. "If you don't want to come with me, go fuck yourself. Fix it yourself."

"But let's go to your house, don't we?" He asked suspiciously.

"Yes, yes," he reassured her. "To his house. Will you go up or not?" The motorcycle indicated. "You're going to be cold like this." "Should he offer her his leather jacket?" That was what a gentleman would do, but he wasn't a gentleman. He wasn't, and she wouldn't see him that way, even if he offered her the leather pants and stayed in his underpants for her. What was his fault that she had the habit of traveling so light?

"Fuck you!" He replied angrily.

Biel laughed and offered him the helmet.

"Let's go to the farmhouse. Not to Barça's," he explained, although he doubted that she liked football, "but to the house he has in the mountains. We're going to take a while, although at this time there's no traffic.

He had a copy of the keys, and Alan had asked him to take it there. He hadn't explained why. "She's going to be right in the end. I'm just the errand boy." He started the bike and made it roar. If it had been up to him, he would have taken it to his apartment. He had the dogs there; there he could make one of his fantasies come true. He had made a lot of with the memories she had left him on his visit. And he thought he knew that President and Rei missed her. If he had a car, he would have taken the dogs to his friend's farmhouse, but with the motorcycle it was not possible. Still, he planned to charge for the service. His friend owed him one.

She put on her helmet and Biel did the same. He got on the motorcycle, folded his kickstand and tore it off. He accelerated it to make it roar as he liked. He sensed that the woman did not appreciate that noise, but he liked to intimidate her a little. Besides, although she looked a little frightened, he was sure that, in fact, she was excited by motorcycles. She was the kind of girl who wanted nothing to do with the bad guys but who was hopelessly attracted to them. What she had allowed herself to do on her last visit had no other explanation.

As he had predicted, she had made a very good impression at the party to which he had taken her. It was likely that she would need his services for a matter of vital importance to hers, something that transcended individual interests and that Alan did not suspect. If it came to the case and it was essential to do so, he would be sorry to do it, but he would do it. However, he had a business to finish with her before and there was not much time left. The unexpected visit came in handy.

"Take off your panties," he snapped, when she was about to get on the motorcycle. "I want to see your ass." "She loved that she rode a motorcycle without panties and that she exposed herself to stares. She knew that it also warmed her up and, honestly, with the cold that was going to happen, it was going to be good for her if the radiator between her legs worked at full throttle." Let's go! What are you waiting for!" She grew impatient and moved the bike a couple of meters, threatening to leave. "If you prefer, manage by yourself."

She had no one left, only Biel. Biel, who was now no longer the father of her baby. He had never given importance to that, but she did. Although it was a lie – and no one knew it better than she did – she had gotten into the idea of being in the state of good hope and being a mother again. Although the deception had been for Daniel's benefit (or rather his detriment), she had also paid its emotional toll, perhaps more than others. Biel, of course, had not been affected in the least and had completely passed the subject.

I had nothing. No money or documentation.

She looked both ways. It wasn't the first time she'd done something like that. The first time she'd ridden a motorcycle with Biel – just like now, he had gone to pick her up to take her to Alan – she had traveled that way. The panties, in any case, were not exactly generous made of fabric. With or without it, they would see her ass as well, courtesy of her minidress and having to hold on to Biel to keep from falling. Of course, although they would see her buttocks anyway, without panties, she would also show her anus and pussy.

But she was wearing a helmet and no one would see her face.

In any case, everyone already knew that she was a slut. That was why she had run away from home. Without leaking the compromising videos to the Internet, Pepe had managed on his second day to expose her to his neighborhood.

There, in Barcelona, at least they did not know her.

She turned and looked to the sides and, finally, pulled down her panties, which slid down her legs to her ankles. She got out of them. She hesitated whether to leave them there, on the floor, because it had been Pepe who had made her buy them, but they were part of the few belongings she had left. She quickly bent down and picked them up. Of course, unlike what she used to do – Silvestre's lessons had taken root in her – she did it by bending her knees. She had already put on enough of a show for that day – really for her whole life – and she didn't want to give more, unless she had no choice, such as getting on the bike like this with Biel, so as not to be left alone.

With her arm inside her panties, she grabbed the young man and put herself at his mercy to take her wherever he plotted to lead her. It wasn't in her hands. She could only pray that he kept his word to end up taking her to Alan.

"I'm cold," Gema complained weakly when they arrived at what was supposed to be Alan's second home. It was freezing. Biel had warned her, but he hadn't done anything to prevent it, either. They had driven on intricate, curved and sloping roads. In the cold that had passed, he hadn't even felt the heat of the headlights of the cars overtaking him in his ass. He was shivering.

Biel pulled her to him and hugged her to keep her warm. The woman was not exaggerating: she looked like an iceberg, and that was unusual for her.

"Come. Take a hot shower. It's this way," he indicated and accompanied her to the master bedroom.

The woman did not react. She was only shivering terribly. Her lips were purple.

"I'm going to... make you an infusion," he offered and felt awkward as he did so. The woman still didn't move from the spot. Was she suffering from hypothermia? Or had something else happened to make her like this, in shock? Why had she come like that, without warning, without any luggage and in that guise?

He turned on the shower faucet to let the cold water come out and shorten the time until it came out hot. Then, he quickly undressed. His friend lived well and had a magnificent rectangular and spacious shower tray, with a glass screen. The water came out of an oversized sprinkler embedded in the ceiling. It had integrated lighting. The LED lighting turned red, indicating that hot water was already coming out. It was an unnecessary luxury, when you could also check it with your hand. He didn't trust the color and put his arm under the jet. Yes, it was perfect that way. He undressed her and got under the shower with her. He pressed her against him, instinctively sensing that the heat of the water was not going to be enough to shake her out of her lethargy. What had happened to her?

He remained with her like this, hugging her, for several minutes, without saying anything. The water fell abundantly from the sprinkler. It was an ecological waste that Catalonia could not afford, but it was a necessity. That woman did not know it yet, but she would probably end up sacrificing herself for the nation. He pressed her tighter and she ended up hugging him.

They went on like this, in silence, for long minutes. Only the warm roar of the water could be heard.

The warmth wasn't just in her skin. Naked, pressed against each other... but in a non-sexual way, which was atypical for both of them... Was he beginning to feel anything for her? No, it couldn't be. He shouldn't. He couldn't afford it. Yet, feeling her so vulnerable, so dependent on him... It wasn't the same kind of vulnerability that when he'd had her in his apartment, tied her up and whipped her...

He let go of her. He poured soap on a sponge and began to soap her. With all the inevitable flaws of age, the woman was hot, even in that apathetic state. Still, he couldn't think of her lewdly at the moment. She worried about that in him. He didn't have and didn't want to have any aspirations of getting a girlfriend. He had other priorities in life. Besides, women, what they were good for, was that: to fuck them. And certainly, if he wanted to have a partner, that woman wasn't his prototype. What would his acquaintances think if he introduced them to an older woman as his girlfriend? But still, a woman who had been seen doing real dirty things.

But what if he accidentally got her pregnant? She'd joked about it, although, supposedly, the unfunny idea had been his friend's. He didn't understand. Would he be able to be a good father? A little creature suited him even less at that time than a girlfriend. And again, she would certainly be a terrible choice as a mother. Still, what would happen if he accidentally got her pregnant? Could he treat her the way he planned to?

"What's this?" he muttered, more to himself than to ask her at the moment. The woman had three—no, four... Ugly marks on her ass, from side to side, across both buttocks.

Who had done that to him!? He thought he was sure that he had not been her friend. Or had he? He had not said anything to her and, supposedly, his training was still delegated to him. If he had gone to visit her, he would have told her. But he had only told her that he would visit his girlfriend.

Who else could have made those marks on her? It hadn't been him and not Alan. Who, then? It was impossible for her pusillanimous husband to have done it. Or could she? She clenched her fists. The marks were clearly signs of punishment. Her shy husband had no right to do that to her... although he had a thousand reasons. But right, none! Only he and Alan could mark her like that! The marks were worthy of admiration, but who had done it without her permission?! Had she come to Barcelona urgently for that? Who could have marked her like that, physically and emotionally?!

It could only be her husband's timorous! Who, if not him?! His knuckles turned white. Had he had enough of his fox? Had he disciplined her? Had he beaten her?? He didn't understand how the relationship between a hot wife and a cuckold worked. His friend had tried to explain it to him, but honestly, he didn't give a damn. He, what he wanted from the woman, was what he wanted. As long as he got it... But the husband had no right to lay his hand on her! That could be done by him, or Alan, or whoever they authorized.

She didn't have the right to slut like that with others, either! She didn't care if she slept with other men. She wasn't going to wear herself out because of that, any more than she already was. But that kind of lust, so intimate, letting her pussy, her tits or her ass be spanked, as he had done to her... If she wanted to do that with someone else, she had to ask his permission! For that, she was supposed to be, he was her handler. And he wouldn't give it to her! They hadn't talked about it, but surely she, who thought she was very smart, must have sensed that it was so.

No, surely she hadn't betrayed him. Something had happened and the culprit could only be the coward of her husband, Daniel!

She did not want to inquire about the matter. Although she must have warmed up by now, she still felt shocked. She continued to wash her with care and affection. Implausibly, she was capable of that, when she set her mind to it. But it was not out of her mind that her husband had raised his hand against her! That cried out for an answer from her! The husband had climbed on the vine and he was not going to allow it. It would make her regret that. That territory was forbidden to her because it belonged to him! Not only had he overreached, but he had left her in a deplorable emotional state, so much so that even he had noticed!

Little by little, she was coming out of her daze. The cold she had been through had been horrible, but she knew that it had not been only that.

She knelt on the shower tray and took Biel's limp cock in her mouth. She felt grateful and wanted to make up for it. The boy was being good to her, just him, of all... Strange for him, he hadn't tried to have sex with her. It wasn't that he had stopped her, but she was surprised he hadn't tried. Instead, he treated her as if he cared, even though he hadn't shown that when he'd picked her up at Sants station. Then, he'd behaved like the Biel he knew.

The young man put his hands on his head, to guide his movements.

"No!" he exclaimed, however, to his surprise, and turned away from her.

Gemma looked at him confused. What had he done wrong? Was it that he didn't like it?

She felt rejected. But why was she surprised? After all, she was nothing more than a miserable worm. If she was no longer good enough to suckle her...

"Come. It's hot," she said, offering her the open bathrobe. He had put it on the towel radiator and turned it on in advance before getting into the shower with her.

Distrustful or confused, or both, she sat up. She did not understand why he had just rejected her, and why, nevertheless, he behaved so attentively to her. Nevertheless, he stepped forward, turned, and let him put her in his bathrobe. It was true that he was warm.

He was still naked.

He fell to his knees again and took his cock in his mouth again. It wasn't that she wanted sex. In fact, she wasn't sure she did. She'd had enough sex during the day, though not the good kind. Or she had. She didn't know. She didn't know anything. The only thing she was sure of was that she wanted to thank him, but she couldn't say what, either.

"No," he resisted. "Gema—" "I didn't want that from her. Not now, not right now. It was weird. "Please..." He almost begged her. It was even stranger to hear him talk like that.

The woman clung to him, her lips around his phallus, her hands on her calves.

His cock had no pangs of conscience and quickly turned black pudding, and then completely hard.

"No, Gema," he murmured. He didn't want to pump with his hips in his mouth, but they didn't obey him. He sent his cock. What was wrong with that? When had he never resisted his base impulses? The woman was still stuck to him like a limpet and sucked, sucked, slurped and licked. Although, above all, she sucked.

If she wasn't even good for that... She continued with the fellatio, which was getting more and more intense. Biel was still trying to resist. Why? Was she no longer attractive to him? Didn't he like her anymore?

Fortunately, her protests were getting weaker and her movements more violent. That was the Biel she knew, one who wanted to impale her with his cock! Her urethra was beginning to ring her bell. Or was it her head that was moving? Her hands were in her hair again.

Yes, she wasn't a worm! She knew how to suckle it. She didn't want to be rejected. She would make it spill into her mouth. That, she knew how to do it. That's what she was good for. She was grateful.

Biel grunted. It was a cry of pleasure and rage. With a violent push with his hips, he stuck it all the way in and came in his mouth. With his fingers he felt how his balls contracted to propel the semen.

He ejaculated three or four times forcefully. Then, fatigued, he tried to pull away from her, but she continued to cling to him. His cock was still throbbing and continued to ejaculate. The young man was not done yet.

She was draining him! She had drained him. Exhausted, he finally managed to get away from her. Confused, a little embarrassed, though he didn't know why and there was no reason to be, he looked at her. Why had she done that? He hadn't asked her, he hadn't demanded it. Vice? But in her eyes he detected not lust, but sadness, and now, perhaps, a hint of comfort.

"Thank you," he heard her say, after swallowing his cum. He sounded absent. Then, he watched her sit up, saw how she closed the brim and left the bathroom. She had left him exhausted and troubled. With his back against the wall, and strange in him, he tried to reflect on what was happening to him.

Biel was slow to get out of the bathroom. She hadn't come to any conclusions, really, except that it wasn't her problem what happened to her. He wasn't her husband and he wasn't her lover, not the main one, no matter how hard she tried. Both she and her friend made that clear to him with every gesture and every word, without having to be explicit. She only thought about Alan and was only with him because his friend had ordered her to. As for him, he allowed him to be with her because it suited him for his plans and because he didn't have time for her. Otherwise, she kept thinking that he was in charge, which reduced him to a mere delegate.

No, it was definitely not for him to worry about her emotional state. Besides, it was better not to get attached to her. One way or another, he would have to leave her sooner rather than later. Until that moment, the best thing he could do was to take advantage of the situation. He still had many fantasies to fulfill, things that did not interest his friend and that, under normal circumstances, he would not allow him to realize. But as long as he was still, at least, the delegate, he could do whatever he wanted. Or, at least, he could try.

"Have you had dinner?" He was interested. The woman was in bed, face down and on the duvet, still in her bathrobe. Was she sleeping?

"I just had dinner," she finally answered, belatedly.

"Ah," Biel said, not really understanding. It took him a while to process the answer. When had he had dinner? On the train? But that couldn't be recent, since it had taken almost an hour from the station to his friend's mansion. Finally, it dawned on him: he was making fun of him! He was referring to the milk he'd just served him. "Very funny!" If he was in the mood for jokes, it couldn't be as bad as he'd thought. "Okay. I'm going to order a pizza, then. For me," he specified. "If you're hungry, you know where the dispenser is," he added mockingly and pointed to the now limp cock, even though the woman's head was turned the other way. His friend had a second bathrobe hanging in the bathroom, but he hadn't bothered to put it on. He was not ashamed and even less so at that point with her. Nor had she dried up, because she liked the drops of water on her skin.

Was he exposing himself to her? If she didn't even look at him! Was he trying to seduce her? What need did he have, if he could fuck her unceremoniously? Wasn't that what he had always wanted: a girl to fuck with, without the slightest emotional commitment. So why did he imagine how the water pearls made his skin shine?

He took his cell phone, left the bedroom and called the pizzeria. It was not the first time he had done it from his friend's house, so he had the number saved on his mobile and did not need to look for the nearest pizzeria.

The drawback, however, of living so far from civilization – the few village houses that made up a disjointed village were not worthy of the name – was that they would take time to serve them. She might not have been hungry, having eaten her hearty cumshot, but he felt drained and needed to refuel. Another drawback was that they charged a peak to hand them out, but that didn't worry him: Alan would make up for it, if he told him... though he preferred not to and scratch his pockets.

While waiting in the living room, he remembered that he hadn't made the infusion he had promised. In fact, she hadn't even confirmed that she wanted it. Still, he decided to make it. He just had to find out where his friend kept the chamomile or linden, if he had any of that at home. To tell the truth, he had never had any of that at home. Cold beers, yes, galore, and the occasional drink, too. But hot drinks, only coffee and only in the mornings, to uselessly get rid of the hangover. But his friend had everything. I'm sure he would have that too, if not for him, for his delicate girlfriend. Vicky's sardine looked like she was one of those who liked aromatic infusions. Surely she was even vegan!

He definitely didn't like it for his friend.

Although, maybe he was just jealous. Did he feel displaced by her? Since he had kicked her out as a girlfriend, his friend had practically given up partying with him. It was a shame, because the thing about Gema's whore – the mother of that sardin, he remembered – had looked very good from the beginning. With her – and without her – they could have gone out of control. They wouldn't have had to give up their lifestyle. But so, with Vicky, Alan had almost no time for him anymore and he didn't accompany him to the motorcycle club either.

"I'm going to have to drink the lime tree myself," he acknowledged. He was being very negative and he had started the day with his usual overflowing energy. What had that asshole come for? To ruin his day? It had been to land herself, unexpectedly, and fuck her pig. What had she come for, expecting to meet Alan and drawing her disappointment on her face when she saw him in return?

He didn't like the way things were going at all. Politics were not going well either and there was also a fuss in the motorcycle club.

"Alan thinking about his Vicky and Gema thinking about her Alan," he said to himself, bitterly. "And me, who am I thinking about?" What he had to do was think more about himself. Think about himself and take advantage of the situation.

He brought the linden tree to the bedroom and left it on the table. The woman was still listless, face down. But he had come up to the other side of the bed and seen her with his eyes open. No, he wasn't sleeping. She was just passing him.

Or was something wrong with him?

He got dressed and went back to the living room. He turned on the TV to be distracted by something, anything, not because at that time they were playing any interesting program.

Finally, they called the intercom. Nothing else, but he was hungry. As for the thirst, the two beers he had drunk – there were still many left in the fridge – had alleviated it, for the moment.

"It's the pizza!" He shouted from the sofa to the woman. The house was big, and he wasn't sure she heard him. If she had finally fallen asleep, she wouldn't hear him. "Go and open the door!" He shouted, however. "Naked!" He was sure she wouldn't. Either because she hadn't heard him, or because she would pretend to be deaf. "Did you hear me?" He bellowed, in spite of that. He wasn't in a good mood, and shouting, at least, would help calm him down a little.

The delivery man called a second time.

Biel sighed and got up. He must not risk her getting impatient and leaving without delivering the food.

His eyes widened as he saw the woman stamping down the hallway toward the door. She had put on her heels and was otherwise naked. She had obeyed him!

Yes, she had, but only because she knew that was what the invaluable Alan expected of her. "What are you going to do when you find out that your little girl is brushed?" Was that going to work out well for his friend, too?

He didn't take his eye off her. The sight of the woman, naked, in her heels, walking hurriedly and her Sundays wobbling, was worth remembering. Her plastic tits were firmer than natural ones—which was good—but mobile enough to bounce at every step. The plastic surgeon had definitely done an excellent job. He must have been one of the expensive ones. But, of course, the bourgeoisie could afford such things.

What was he complaining about? Thanks to that, he benefited from those beautiful breasts.

He managed to look up and was able to briefly look at his face before he turned his back to open the door. Had he used the time to put on makeup again? If so, had he done it for himself?

"Who else is it for, you idiot!" she said to herself. She didn't understand why she was so negative since he'd gone to pick her up. Then it dawned on her. She hadn't put on makeup for him, but for Alan! Blinded as she was, she expected Alan, instead of the pizza delivery man, to show up at the door. She was wrong.

The woman pressed the button on the video intercom and invited the delivery man – or her beloved Alan, according to her – to enter.

The gate opened and the delivery man appeared. The boy – was he a boy? With the dim light and at that distance he couldn't make him out, but he hoped it was – he climbed the little path, package with pizza in hand and somewhat distracted. Finally, he looked up and realized that a naked woman was waiting for him in the background. He stumbled.

She, however, did not react. That was strange. She was still at the door, one hand resting on the edge of the leaf, the other in a fist, her arm dangling.

She had a beautiful ass, worthy of being spanked and then violated. The phrase was repeated. It was strange: he couldn't get the morbid thing to do it. Whipping her until she turned red, listening to her moans, taking her anally, hearing her moans... he had done that, that had excited him greatly. Generally, he put it on. But why didn't he do it in those moments?

What she had to do was offer the boy a tip to her, for delivering the pizza coming from so far away! He had done it and she had obeyed him and had humiliatingly fucked a stranger.

She had to. That was what she deserved. It didn't matter if the boy looked good or not. That one in particular looked a little chubby. Did she eat the pizzas, instead of delivering them to her home? It was better if he wasn't good: that would make it more humiliating for her.

"How much is it?" He heard her ask.

The delivery man could not get over his amazement, although he managed to keep his composure and had managed to ascend the path to the door of the mansion.

Without waiting for the answer, there would be the hand he had held in his fist and he gave him a bill.

Why had he taken money, if he expected to see his beloved Alan?

"Hey, I'm sorry," the boy stammered, blushing. He didn't know where to put his eyes, although he looked anywhere but her eyes. "What's more. There are missing... fourteen and fifty.

Gemma was surprised. What was the pizza made of? Gold? Real truffle? She had hardly any money left. In fact, she only had one more twenty-euro bill, but she had left it in the bedroom, convinced that what she had taken was enough. She had underestimated the price. She had no obligation to pay for Biel's food, but she was still doing it. Why? What was she trying to compensate for? That in Alan's absence, he would take care of her? The kindness, even tenderness, unusual that he had shown her before? Just the fact that he was there, so that she was not alone?

"Wait. I'll be back now," he told her and turned to go get the rest of the money.

Biel watched as the boy followed her with his gaze. His eyes were irretrievably fixed on her butt.

"Spanking and raping. Wouldn't you like that, boy? I'm sure you won't get an opportunity like this again." What were fourteen bucks compared to that possibility? No doubt the boy would agree to put the money that was missing from his pocket, in exchange for being able to fornicate with her. Although he had tried to disguise it, he had devoured her with his eyes, with nervous looks and a troubled but clearly desirous face. Yes, she would have the boy spank her and take her anally, to show him that anyone, even a stranger, a beardless chubby boy, could do that to her, if and whenever he wanted. "You're nobody to me, Gema. No one. Don't think I have the slightest affection for you. I'm only with you to make my fantasies come true. And as soon as I get it, I'll give you a ticket."

"Get out!" he snorted. In a fit of rage, he put a twenty-dollar bill in his hand, picked up the pizza, and slammed the door in his face.

Biel froze behind the door, pizza box in hand. What was happening to him? Why had he just put unnecessary money on his side and given up on witnessing a sight worth seeing? The boy would surely behave pathetically, but wouldn't that add to her humiliation? Why had he just refused to exert control over her? Did he want her to himself alone and prefer to be alone with her? Was that it? Or was he sorry for her because he felt something was happening to him?

But why the hell would she feel sorry for her, when she was only thinking about Alan?!! What good was it for her to give her everything, if there was going to be only one person in the world for her? What he had to do was to take advantage of her as much as he could, period. Period.

The foot-tapping brought him out of his reverie. The woman, naked, stopped when she saw him with the pizza in his hand and the door closed.

"Yes, I paid the delivery man. Yes, I even left him a tip out of his pocket, instead of making you pay him in kind. Yes, it was idiotic that I plan to charge. You're going to pay me. You're going to make it worth it."

"Are you hungry?" He snapped, or at least tried to, but his words came out of his mouth more kindly than he would have preferred.

She cocked her head and made a slight gesture with her shoulders.

Of course he was hungry! But why didn't he say it? Was he afraid that he was going to do some dirty thing to his pizza? He hadn't protested the previous time in his apartment with what he had done to her. Did he think he only had dirty things on his head?

"And that's right. Just. You'll see!" He could ejaculate on a piece of pizza and make her eat it, but he didn't feel like cumming at that moment. He could give her a drink... What could he give her to drink? An evil smile began to appear on his face. Pizza with orange Fanta, special to the house... He wanted to try that with a woman, see how she drank her pee without complaining and thanked her later. And if, instead of doing it without resisting anything, she choked, complained and objected a little, even better! In the end, she had done well to get the delivery man out.

"Come with me."

The woman, obedient, always willing, the poor thing, followed him.

"This is a big house and we're alone. There's so many things I can do with it."

Biel sat down on the sofa and the woman, without saying anything, knelt on the floor next to him, tilted her head and rested her cheek on his leg. For a moment, seeing that he was kneeling, he had feared that she wanted to give him another blowjob. But why was he afraid that he would suck it again? She knew how to do it very well and he had no shortage of milk to discharge, even though he had recently drained her balls!

He put his hand on his head and caressed it. He would come up with some evil thing to do to him, later. He opened the box and offered him a slice of pizza.

"Instead of pizza, what I should do is offer him my picha to eat!" Why didn't he do it? What was stopping him?

She wasn't combative. That was it! She didn't provoke him with her resistance and her air of being, deep down, superior to him. She was completely devoted, although not necessarily to him (she knew who she was constantly thinking about!) and not in an ardent way, but discouraged and resigned, in some way she didn't understand. He heard her sigh. It was as if she were desperate for a minimum of affection. But affection from him? Precisely from him?? How could she think that he would be able to give her that??? That woman, she was either an imbecile or something was wrong with her. She continued to caress the back of his neck.

Her attitude annoyed him. How was he going to bring out his bad side—the one he was best at—with her in that way? He was a scoundrel when it came to women. He recognized it without blushing. But he wasn't completely heartless, although on more than one occasion he had regretted having a little heart. It turned him on to fight with her, to resist and to oppose her, only to end up bending her in every way. He loved that she gave him reasons to whip her, humiliate her, and do perrerias. Speaking of perrerias... he missed his dogs. But he was a biker and hated cars, even if he would have had one to carry them. He licked his lips. It was starting to get hard, thinking about what he would let President and Rei do. Yes, that was better! If with his docile attitude he denied her to get excited by denying him combat, his dogs would delight him. Although, for the moment, he would have to limit himself to fantasy. Tomorrow was going to be something else. Alan couldn't deny her that! In any case, if he managed to get horny enough now, in that way, maybe he would regain the desire to humiliate her that, for some reason, had vanished. He forced himself to think about the devotion she had for his friend, after all, and the little appreciation she had for him, in spite of everything, to finish stimulating herself.

He just had to take the piece of pizza out of her hands and throw it into a corner, on the floor. He would crawl like a dog towards her and make her eat her off the floor like the pig she was. Then he would just have to make her crawl back to him and impale her by the mouth with his turnip. He would stick it all the way in, and if she vomited the pizza because of that, he would make her eat the vomit on the floor. He would make her wipe the vomit from his cock with his mouth and make her thank him for it. And if she resisted (I wish he did!), he could always slap her. She liked that.

As long as he sucked her in the way, he would warn her of everything he would allow his dogs to do with her. He would torture her mentally. He knew that she got very excited about dogs. He was sure that at home, in Madrid, she had jerked off more than once thinking about President and Rei. Of course she would never admit it. Probably those desires embarrassed her so much that she refused to admit them to herself... but there they were, nonetheless.

Oh yes, there they were! The idea was making him very horny. He had spliced without even touching each other. President and Rei – in that order – fucking her. What a delight it was going to be to witness that!

Why didn't she see – or appreciate – that he was the one – the only one – to make her dreams come true?

She wasn't going to mince words about it. Time was running out. He would whip her, if necessary, until she was docile and bent down to make her own fantasy come alive. That damned Madrid bourgeois was going to be the servant of his dogs. Could she fall lower? Of course, she could think of things.

He felt a prick in his heart at the thought of that. He didn't want to have to do it, not that. He still wasn't sure if that sacrifice was necessary, even though it looked like it was going to be.

"I'm softening again!" Suddenly, the muscles of his hand tensed, the softness threatened to disappear and the caress became the shadow of a brutal grip. For an instant, it seemed that he was going to sink his fingers into her skin, to grab it tightly towards his cock and put it behind the bell.

His heart had calmed down and he tried to calm down. Like an innocent and ignorant little lamb in the slaughterhouse, the woman was still there, with her head resting on her leg, slowly chewing the slice of pizza she had given her, almost apathetic, or melancholy. What if he was really her only hope?

He went back to the world of his imagination. His energy threatened to dissipate, and he didn't want that with her. He didn't want a romantic date in a nice mansion, with candles or light bulbs, as was the case. Not with her. No, if he had to end up doing that.

Before filling his hungry mouth with cum, he would withdraw from it. Unlike her, he wasn't tormented by his zoophilic fantasy, but he was still going to need to be horny to carry it out. He wouldn't cum, not yet, not before he made it happen.

To begin with, he would order her to kiss with her two dogs. Kisses with tongue, with her mouth wide open, predisposed, demonstrating desire or, better yet, submission. She had seen that in videos and it never ceased to fascinate her. Most actresses didn't even know how to kiss – which showed that they didn't like what they were doing – but some, oh, some! She had seen Gema. Yes, she was one of those who knew, or so what she had seen promised. She just lacked some practice.

President and Rei wouldn't mind the mixture of flavors in his mouth, her saliva, her cum, the pizza, and the vomit. On the contrary, they'd love to sink their tongues in there. Worse things were eaten sometimes. He was very disgusted when they ate feces. Mostly, they seemed to have a predilection for human poop that some heartless person had deposited in the wasteland. "If I catch that pig one day, I'll kill it!" His face soured, disgusted. He always pushed them away when they got into that plan, but often too late. Fortunately, it seemed that this was puppy behavior, and his dogs were out of that phase, or so he hoped.

After letting her get horny enough with the snouts, he would order her on all fours and have President mount her from behind. Previously, he would lubricate her ass, in case the dog preferred that hole. He was not going to hinder her. Nor would he stop him from licking her pussy or ass, if that was what he wanted, before fucking her. That would make her even hornier. Surely animal instinct would dictate the best way to proceed.

Her dogs would deflower with her. And for her, it would also be the first time zoophilia with her dogs. All novices, all virgins, but where instinct was not enough, there would be her lust and, if not, her desire to witness that scene and that would impose on the three of them.

Once penetrated and panting, with her mouth wide open, moaning gladly, with her eyes down, embarrassed, unable to look him in the face, she would make him laugh at the same time with Rei.

"Forget Alan! Don't you see that I'm the one who is going to make this happen for you?" Unfortunately, Alan was going to be present. She needed him to bring the dogs from home. And she, she would think of him, even though he had done nothing for her, other than act as a taxi driver for the two dogs.

Then, when President had finished the job and filled her pussy with his cum (how long did dogs put up with it and how long would theirs do? Would they make him ashamed of it or make him proud to be their owner?), it would be Rei's turn.

He would make them change their position. Just as he was fascinated by the biting between hot women and dogs, so did missionary-style penetrations, with the woman willingly spreading her legs, offering them her sanctuary to be sullied. While Rei would penetrate her like this, he would have her clean the turnip with her mouth to President. Wasn't that what she did anyway, wipe it after sex? Why would it be any different with her dogs?

But how would she get the right position? In the fantasy everything was very easy. And in the videos those... they didn't show the outtakes. It all seemed very natural. How to get Rei to fuck her in missionary pose and at the same time suck President? On the couch, perhaps, with her ass on the edge and leaning back? Rei with her hindquarters on the floor and her forequarters around her hip? And President on the couch, maybe on top of the armrest, to get his cock into her mouth? Would he allow that? "Collons! M'ho deu!" Yes, I owed it to him.

Hopefully, President would be able to cum again, this time in her mouth. He wondered how dog semen tasted. He had no intention of finding out himself, of course! But he was intrigued as to how she would perceive it, compared to human sperm. If, after that, he continued his relationship with her, he would have her tell him, not once but several times, knowing that he would torment her by forcing her to tell him. He had no idea how it tasted, but for some reason he imagined it with a touch of vividness, a delicate spicy note. What he did know, because he had seen it in the videos, was that canine semen was less viscous than human semen. Would she end up addicted to the runs of her two dogs?

To finish, he would fuck her mouth vigorously again with his own cock. He would cum on her, so that she could compare the two recent flavors. Then, he would slap her and ask her which cumshot she prefers. There would be no right answer. Whatever he said, he was going to tell her that it was the wrong answer and that, as punishment, he would piss in her mouth. He would make an effort to urinate spliced, but he would wash her palate with his champagne. He would urinate in her mouth and make her swallow his hot golden nectar, and he would piss on her face and tits as well. He would make her hold her tits and offer them to him to water with his pee. Then, he would piss on her mouth and face again and soak her hair too. He was going to make her never forget him, ever. Finally, he would urge her to thank him. And she would. She would make him open his mouth, again, and stick his tongue out slightly, and spit inside him. And now, finally, he would say goodbye to her with one last slap.

All that would do to her and it would not even be his greatest misdeed against her. The probable betrayal would come later. But he would do what he had to do.

He continued to stroke the head of that defeated and innocent little lamb who clung to him with unusual gratitude. What was wrong with him? And what was wrong with him, that he didn't violate his mouth with his hard cock and piss inside him? He didn't need his dogs for that! Why didn't he start doing it, even though he was horny?

"Vols més pizza?" He asked, in return. "What I should ask you is if you want picha! It's not that I care what you want. Why don't I?" He didn't usually communicate with her in Catalan, except when he trained her, especially in dog commands and tricks. He was as nationalistic as anyone, but he wasn't an idiot fundamentalist, like others. "Idiots and useless. And cheeky." If he had spoken to her in Catalan now, it was because it was a strange way of being hard on her, the way he was capable of at that time.

She nodded, listless, and he offered her another portion.

"Why don't I offer him something to drink to take the bites?"

He put another piece in his mouth.

"Vols algo cosa per beure?" He finally started to ask her. He didn't wait for her answer. He knew she would be thirsty. He did. He pretended to get up, but she went ahead of him and sat up slavishly. "In... the fridge," he told her. "In the kitchen." "Of course. Where else was the fridge going to be?! I look like an idiot!"

He saw her walk away, erect but without energy, without that defiant spark in her eyes that characterized her, without that bourgeois pride, without a hint of rebellion against him. Simply kind and servile; too much. Broken?

After a while, he returned with only a third of beer. He took a drink before him.

The amber liquid of the brand with the same name flowed down his throat. He would have preferred a Damm, a Catalan product, but in that Alan and he had different points of view.

He offered him the bottle, and Biel took a drink. The silence was irritating. Why hadn't he put on music? His friend had an excellent hi-fi chain.

The woman bent down and unbuttoned his pants. But what was he doing?! Was he insatiable? He didn't want that, not at that moment! But why didn't he want it, if it was spliced?!

She must have seen the bulge under his pants. Had she been hopelessly horny at the sight of it? Was she so attracted to his cock... or cocks in general? Was she a maniacal nymphomaniac? Why did she worry about that? When had he ever complained about a girl having an excessive sexual appetite? In any case, he used to complain about the opposite.

Or was she doing it just to relieve him, out of submission or some strange feeling of gratitude that, honestly, he didn't deserve? Nor did his friend, of course. In any case, if anyone could claim any consideration, it was him, not Alan.

He took her phallus in her mouth and sucked it. This woman had devilish lips and tongue, impossible to resist! Her technique was exquisite, but even better was her attitude. Still, she sensed that her eyes lacked their characteristic brightness, this time.

He took her by the shoulders, ready to push her away. He didn't want to do it like that. Why not? He didn't know! His misgivings worried him. He wasn't like that and it wasn't good for him to be that way. But he didn't want her to feel compelled to do anything. Not that way. If she was rebellious, if she had that fire in her eyes, if she showed off her pride, of thinking she was better because she was more cultured and intelligent and wealthy... then he would gladly force her. He would push her to do things she wasn't willing to do. But with that dull look she had...

The woman pulled away from his cock and stood up, but only to sit on top of him. Her moist, warm vaginal walls hugged his turnip. He hadn't meant that, but she must have understood that this was what he wanted, when he had grabbed her by the shoulders.

In any case, it was too late. It is inside her.

The woman closed her eyes, fortunately. That way he didn't have to contemplate the spark she was missing. That empty look made him very uncomfortable. He looked at her face. She had dark circles, which was not normal for her. Even so, he found her beautiful. Those lips invited kissing them, even though moments before they had been around her cock.

The woman rode him slowly, almost as if she were making love to him. That wasn't normal for her, or rather, it wasn't usual for them. Soft, cheesy sex didn't attract him, and even less so with her. Even so, he couldn't say that he wasn't liking her at that moment. What was she doing with him?

He noticed her breasts, large and firm and with perky nipples. He forced himself to slap her tits and pinch and twist her nipples. But it all remained a thought that he felt unable to put into practice at that moment.

Instead, he leaned forward, took the nipple in his mouth, and sucked it gently.

The woman made a little noise, like a moan (of gratitude?), almost pitiful, and continued to ride him slowly. Biel felt her vibrate (or tremble?) under his cuddles. He had to bite her nipple to make her scream! That was what he had to do! But he didn't, but continued to kiss her breast with unusual tenderness.

He couldn't go on like this. It didn't suit him to get attached to her. He was interested in using her to make his sexual fantasies come true and for something else. He was being weak with her and that wasn't going to get him anywhere! He needed to hurt her. He had to. But he felt incapable in those moments. He couldn't go on like this, making love to her (even though she was the one who was making love to him), instead of fucking her. If he was so embarrassed that it inhibited his sadistic instincts, he needed to do something else, something... slutty? Anything, except penetrate her with a tenderness that would only weaken him more!

He took her wrist and put his hand to her mouth so that she would bite into a piece of pizza. The woman took a bite. Then, she guided her hand to her own mouth and bit off a piece as well. He chewed heartily to produce plenty of saliva. Finally, he kissed her. The food chewed in their mouths mixed up and passed from one mouth to the other. It was a, one that had just occurred to him, not a particular sexual fantasy of his. Anything was better than continuing to make love like a normal couple in love.

The woman did not protest and let herself be guided. Their tongues, in a row, exchanged caresses, saliva and chewed pizza alike, until the food overflowed from the corners of her mouth.

Biel, excited, bit another piece and offered her what was left of the portion to do the same.

Were his eyes beginning to light up, or did he imagine it?

He did not wait to explore her gaze, perhaps for fear of getting lost in it, and he began to bite it again in a lascivious way. Again, the pasta that the pizza chewed and half digested by the enzymes of his saliva changed its mouth several times and overflowed, this time smearing its chins.

Biel left his nose and sucked her chin. Then he licked her face. Now she seemed to imitate her dogs who, on the previous visit, had licked and even bitten her in a similar way. The vision ignited him. He had to make his dream come true at all costs. He wanted to see President and Rei sink their long, slimy tongues into her mouth again, and he wanted to see her impaled with their red turnips.

The extravagant seemed to enliven her. Or did she think she saw that because that was what she wanted to see? She was no longer as apathetic as she had been at the beginning, and she was beginning to be fiery, again. Something was wrong with her, but what if the cure for her ills was her dogs?

What if he ended up traumatizing her? But was that his problem? She was already an adult woman – too old for his liking, really. She knew what she was getting into or should know. He was neither her father nor her nanny. At most, he was her trainer and as such, he would train her in whatever he wanted. Of course, he was not her partner either. How could her husband allow her to get together with someone like him? He was not a lover, but a sexual predator and as such he had to continue to act.

Little by little, she was managing to regain her determination that, in some mysterious way, she had managed to undermine. Now she just needed to do something that would really get her out of her mind: slap her, spank her, remove his cock from her hot pussy and make her crawl and beg him to put it back in... piss on her face... He didn't have much time left with her; he had to take advantage of it!

She took another slice of pizza and offered it to him to bite into a good bite. He bit another piece. Then he drank from the bottle, but he didn't swallow the liquid. He kept the beer in his mouth to help his saliva soften the bite of pizza. Meanwhile, the rest of the triangle was rubbed on her breasts, first one tittle, then the other. Threads of melted cheese stuck to her areolas and elongated like chewing gum.

The woman let herself be done. Did her eyes shine or not? His, no doubt, did. It was a big slut what he was doing, something he had never done with any girl and had never fantasized about doing either. He had improvised and only now did he realize how horny it made him. Besides, it was just the prelude to bigger sluts he would do with her.

He made her drink from the bottle and the bitter liquid flooded her mouth and mixed with the pizza that she, imitating him, had not yet swallowed.

Knowing the golden color of the liquid, she wondered what satisfaction she would feel when he urinated in her mouth and made her swallow his champagne. Of course, he would not kiss her later, but he imagined—or wanted to—that the joy of seeing her submission, which would go so far as to let himself in her mouth, would be sublime. How could he give that up, just because it had somehow struck a chord with him?

He buried his tongue in her mouth. It wasn't pee, but beer, so he could kiss her without problems. It was pizza, beer, saliva and lust. Also the desire to share with her?

Pasty bits of food changed mouths several times, and the remains smeared their faces. Biel kissed and licked her greedily. At every piggy job, she seemed to move away from her mysterious apathy. But was she thinking about him, or was she thinking about her beloved Alan?

And why did she care? All he had to do was take advantage of her and make his fantasies come true. What did it matter if she thought of Alan? No doubt President and Rei didn't give a damn about that. They would just want to fuck her. Why, then, did it bother him?

They shared another slice of pizza and several shots of beer that, for the most part, ended up on their skins and on the floor or on the sofa, instead of in their stomachs. They were putting everything lost, but the experience turned him on more than he could have imagined. He was having a hard time repressing the orgasm to prolong intercourse and she was limiting herself to making only small movements on him, as if she also wanted to prolong their union.

"How's our baby?" He asked, excited, and put his smeared hand on her belly. He was surprised to hear those words come out of her mouth. He had no idea why he had asked that. He knew very well that there was no baby and that it had all been a lie, incomprehensible, of course, to excite or annoy her husband's faggot in some way.

"I have had an abortion," the woman replied, with surprising coldness.

Even though it was all a farce, Biel looked at her in dismay. His surprise – or was it disgust? – didn't last long, just a few moments. The woman moved and her pussy closed and grabbed his cock tightly. The stimulus was too much and took him beyond the point of no return.

Still moved that she had aborted her child, although none of that was true and despite the fact that she had not wanted to enter into that absurd game, she came. Instinctively, she raised her pelvis, with her on top of her, to bury himself as deep as possible inside her and reach her fertile uterus. He moaned with pleasure, perhaps also with emotional pain, and drowned her tear by taking a breast in her mouth and filling it with his smooth flesh, half breast tissue, half silicone.

It spilled into her, just like the time he had fictitiously impregnated her, just as he had done on other occasions.

Stunned by the orgasm and confused by her attitude, he wondered if it might not have been a lie. Alan had told her that it was all to stimulate her husband, as well as to make him more docile, but could he take her word for it? She had known him since childhood, but lately she had not recognized him more often. She had said that she had had an abortion. Why would she have chosen those words, if nothing was true? Was she kidding her? Or had she really done it? Didn't that explain the strange attitude with which she had gotten off the train?

What if this time he had really gotten her pregnant?

The woman stood up. Her hearty cum oozed between her labia and dripped to the floor.

"I should have him wipe all this up, with his tongue!" he said, angrily. How could he have told her in that way that she had aborted her child? Even if it was a lie, how dare he tell her that way?! Semen, chewed pizza and unchewed pieces, and beer on the floor. He had to make her clean it with her tongue. And then she would pick everything up and clean the sofa.

Had she had a premeditated abortion? Had it been her fault, for never having taken an interest in her pregnancy? Or had she suffered a miscarriage?

He shook his head. No! It was nothing but a farce! What was the matter with him, that he was now worried about it, when he had never shown the slightest interest? But wouldn't a real pregnancy and abortion explain his attitude?

No. That must have had to do with the marks that some beast had left on her beautiful ass. It was clear. Why then couldn't she stop thinking about her pregnancy, how her belly would grow... and her breasts... and how milk would flow from them...?

How could he think for a moment about having a child with her, with that old woman?! They weren't a couple! They couldn't and shouldn't be. His friends would laugh at him! It was one thing to have a dog in his charge and fuck her as he pleased and do all kinds of sadistic and obscene perreas to her, and another to fall in love with her or that, on purpose or accidentally, she was the mother of his child. He could proudly show her off as his dog. After all, despite her age, she was hot. He had done it on his last visit. The party he had prepared at Alan's request had filled it with friends of his from the motorcycle club. He had received his admiration and congratulations for being the owner of such an obedient, willing and good-natured dog. Of course, he had not confessed that the owner, in fact, was his friend. Some had asked him, jokingly, if she was his girlfriend, which he, of course, had flatly denied. He an old woman, yes, and in what ways!, but she was not his girlfriend.

Now that he had come, he was thinking clearly again.

"I'm going to bed," he said. "Clean that up!" His words came out softer than intended. Why didn't he tell him to do it with his tongue, in front of him? He had just cummed and he didn't feel like such perversions anymore. That must have been the reason. It had to be. "You'd better sleep in one of the guest bedrooms. That way you'll be calmer. Find one. There are several.

He got up and left.

Why was she looking at him like that? She was certainly doing it. She could feel his eyes on the back of her neck. Did she expect her to kiss him goodnight? She could sit back now! He wasn't like that and never would be. Not with someone like her, in any way. That wasn't what he was looking for in women, let alone in her.

He left without looking back.

Exhausted as he was after orgasm, he soon fell asleep, fortunately. However, his sleep was light and full of erotic images that stimulated and tormented him at the same time. The marks he had seen on her ass and the vacant look with which he had found her could not leave his mind, not even in his dreams. Under normal conditions, the marks would have simply aroused him, and his look would not have mattered to him. Who had done that to him? Who had been so bold as to sully his property?! He owned her and could do with her whatever he wanted! Not even Alan could change that. After all, he was not her henchman!

Agitated, he tossed and turned on the bed. She dreamed that he marked her immaculate and appetizing ass in that way. He hit her with a stick, which produced a deep impact and left beautiful red marks on her pristine skin. With each blow, he showed her that he was in charge. He, not Alan! Not his friend or anyone else.

Upset, he turned around. Who had dared to do what he hadn't dared, yet?! Who had beaten him to it? And why did he care? Her owner? He wasn't that, nor did he aspire to be. Being her owner came with uncomfortable responsibilities that he didn't want. What did he care about how she felt, as long as he got what he wanted from her?

A new blow with the shovel drew a pitiful scream from her and left another beautiful mark on her no longer so impeccable butt. Would those marks last? Would it leave her marked forever, inside and out?

Forever?

"More! I'm yours, Biel. Only yours. Mark me more!" He heard her implore him. I'll be yours forever.

But she was just an old furcia who would soon begin to show signs of wear. Forever? Where was he going to go with her? In a couple of years he would age at an accelerated rate, and even if he had her only as a slave, he would be the laughingstock of his friends and acquaintances. He could still show off his female with her, but soon he could no longer breastfeed with her. Not even his always smooth breasts would prevent him.

But for his dogs, that didn't matter.

He gestured to President, who rushed to relieve his pain with soothing licks of his buttocks. The stick had made his blood gush out, and to the giant Doberman it tasted as interesting as it was exciting. His phallus, furiously reddish, began to grow. He loved to fuck her and showed no preference for the hole. By the pussy or ass, even by the mouth, he was obsessed with burying himself inside her and spilling into her body. He tried to ride her at all hours, so much so that she often had to separate him from her and lock him up. Then he would cry pitifully, so much so that it became unbearable. It was better to take him outside, to the garden. Fortunately, he lived in a luxurious farmhouse, far from cosmopolitan and decadent Barcelona, in a typically Catalan town.

But even then, even though the estate was large and President had something to distract himself with, he used to bark incessantly, demanding the presence of his female.

Rei was no different. He also showed a fixation on impaling her with his veiny turnip, for any hole he had available. He loved to sink inside her, until he completely buried her knot. Then, after cumming, he would get stuck. Through the mouth, it wasn't possible, or it hadn't happened yet. But through the pussy and ass... Above all, through the anus, when, satisfied, he came out of her with a pop... At the same time that her ass emitted that little noise, she exhaled another one through her mouth, as open as her anus when the bulb made its way out. That is, if she didn't have President's lock in her mouth at that moment, which she liked to suck with greedy delight, so much so that it seemed that she preferred dog semen to human semen... Or her long, slimy tongue. Her dog had caught the habit of sticking his tongue up to her tonsils and she had taken it in and gladly kissed him.

At first, she had been fascinated by the scenes of her dogs riding her. It must have been extremely degrading for her to be used in that way. In the hierarchy of the house, she occupied the lowest step. Even the dogs knew it and, on occasion, they had taken the opportunity to mark her, not with their teeth, but with their urine. But that did not seem to bother her. On the contrary, she gave herself with amazing passion to the dogs... so much so, that it took the fun out of the matter. The woman had adapted well to her new life, too well.

It even seemed that he had to compete with his dogs for her attention. And if he separated them from her, they would bark and cry annoyingly.

And, although he had fewer and fewer opportunities to play with, with habit boredom had arrived. What else could he do with her that he hadn't already done? Fuck her! Done, maybe too many times. Whip her? Done! He could only turn up the intensity and leave marks on her. That's why he had bought the stick. Pee in her mouth and make her swallow her champagne? Done! She didn't even gag anymore. Degrade her in front of her friends from the motorcycle club? Done! She was no longer bothered by being seen naked or by touching her private parts at will. Nor did she care anymore that she occasionally rewarded those who had deserved it with a night with her.

He obeyed, he folded, he adapted, and he ended up doing it more than submissively with pleasure. It began to feel boring. And either because they had had their fill of it, or because his old age was inexorably advancing, it was no longer even a reward for his friends worth striving for. What good was it to him, then?

It was better to get rid of it as soon as possible. But why didn't he do it?

Restless, he turned to the other side. It was an intense erotic dream, and if it hadn't turned into a wet one yet, it was because he'd cummed before. Besides, as raunchy and exciting as he was, he was so worried about himself, even while he was dreaming. It was half erotic dream, half nightmare.

He couldn't get her out of his head! And even now it seemed that, more than dreaming, he really had her by his side. He felt her breath on the back of his neck, her hard nipples piercing his bare back, and his hand clinging to his bar.

He came out of his sleep and opened his eyes suddenly. The darkness of the room did not reveal anything new to him, but his sleeplessness did.

"Gem!" What are you up to?! she exclaimed, in a hoarse voice. Why had she gone to bed with him, when he had told him that she preferred to sleep alone? Was she an insatiable nymphomaniac?

"Fuck me," the woman begged. She kissed his neck. "Fuck me," he begged again, muttering, "I know you want it." As if to emphasize his words, he squeezed his cock tightly and shook it vigorously. "You need it. Use me," he offered.

She couldn't sleep alone. Her husband, Gerardo, Alan... or even Biel... She was used to sleeping with a man in bed. And, although she no longer had sex in a conventional way with Daniel, she had a hard time alone when he spent the night with Mauro. It was of little use to her on those occasions to make a video call with Alan or Biel, if she had to sleep alone next.

Unable to fall asleep, he had finally risen and gone to the master bedroom, where he had found Biel sleeping, though not peacefully, but restlessly. She had her own demons. Which ones tormented the young man?

He had watched as he tossed and turned in bed. The noise and dim light of the television pilot had been enough to realize his uneasiness.

Finally, she had slipped into bed with him, her voluptuous naked body next to the young man's trained body. She had not intended anything concrete with that gesture, other than to keep him company in her suffering and, above all, not to feel alone in hers. She needed affection, if not love, and in the absence of both, sex or, at least, company. She could not avoid the recurring thought that everyone ended up abandoning her, for which, without a doubt, she herself was entirely to blame. Sylvester's fraud, despite her promises, had gone with the love of her life, whom she had abandoned years ago in a delicate situation. Gerardo had died prematurely and she, instead of urging him to give up tobacco and alcohol, had accompanied him in his vices and had precipitated cancer. Alan had been almost completely disinterested in her. Not even Biel really loved her. Otherwise, why would he have preferred to sleep alone? That he did not love her, he had a pass. She didn't want him either. Far from it! But that he didn't want her? He had behaved very strangely with her, in a very atypical way for him. Did he not like her anymore?

What was left, if not Pepe, then?

"Fuck me, please! Use me!" She insisted. To cheer him up, she tried to lower her mouth to his cock, but Biel, incomprehensibly, stopped her.

He was having an erotic dream and it was hard for him. Why was he rejecting her? She was willing to relieve him. Why didn't he use her? Gladly, even though she didn't feel like fucking again, she would spread her legs for him, if it meant she wouldn't have to spend the night alone. She didn't know how to be alone. She didn't want to be. And even less so on that night. It was easy and any other man, in a similar situation, would have no qualms about using her. He didn't ask for anything in return, except company and a little human warmth.

"No, Gema, no!" Biel resisted. "If she was so horny, it was better for him to put up with it and not fuck her, so that she would remain warm for his dogs." Alan, although suspicious, had agreed to drive to her house to take them away. "Not like that." His resistance was useless. The woman had already hugged his cock with her full lips and swallowed it in her wet mouth. He gasped. The woman knew what she was doing. Would she do the same to Rei? Would the same technique work with the dog? He felt the orgasm come to him and, with an effort, he pushed her away from him.

Gema stared at him in amazement through the darkness. What had he done wrong? Why did he rather put up with it than relieve himself with her? If even Biel rejected her, truly, only Pepe remained. It was what she deserved, someone like him, unscrupulous, willing to use her not only to satisfy his sexual needs, but to make money from her. She had run away from him, although in reality she had tried to escape from herself. But it was useless: no one escapes their fate and hers was well deserved. She had disgraced Daniel and had ended up completely alienating his daughter.

But what was her fault that her husband no longer made her? Certainly, she had contributed to it, pushing him in the wrong direction, but wasn't that the direction he gladly wanted to go? Why did he continue to look for excuses, when he had already admitted that it was his fault?

She deserved to be rejected by someone like Biel and caught by someone like Pepe! Why, as soon as she had the opportunity, did she try to exculpate herself?

"I'm sorry. I—" he stammered.

"Oh, Gemma," Biel murmured. He felt sorry for her, and she didn't know why. "It's I who feel sorry for her!" she said to herself. "Who saw me, and who will see me!" He spread her legs and buried himself inside her. "Oh, Gemma!" he repeated.


Chapter LXXVIII – A Day of Dogs

"Every man can be a sculptor of his own brain. If he sets his mind to it."

– Ramón y Cajal

"We suffer more in imagination than in reality." – Seneca

The AVE flew and even so it seemed to Daniel that it was doing so at a snail's pace. He was on the bullet train, which was like the website, where he had searched for the first and fastest train, calling those who only took two and a half hours to make the journey. To tell the truth, two hours and three-quarters was practically the same and even three and a half hours were not really much more, but for him the minutes were precious and so he traveled in an Iryo, which was the first to leave Atocha and the fastest too. Something serious was happening with Gema! Why had he left it and why had he done it in such a cowardly way, with a brief note?

To make matters worse, Alan had refused to explain himself. Did you know anything you didn't want to share with him? Or, worse still, did he also ignore what was happening inside his wife's little head?

With the fright and disgust still in his body, the least important thing was his performance at Pepe's beach bar. "Right there, in front of everyone!" he lamented, however. But what did it matter that he was dishonoured and that he had been portrayed to his neighbours as a cuckolded husband, when the serious thing was that he had left him? "But why, if I have done everything you have asked of me!"

Nervously, he looked up and read the luminous marker. Why was the supposed bullet train going so slowly? Why was he going only two hundred and fifty miles an hour now?

But what was he going to do when he arrived in Barcelona? It didn't even have Alan's address. But I would call him and tell him. He had not wanted to postpone the trip until he had found out the address first. I would figure it out on the fly. Uneasy, he looked at his cell phone. It was still early. I didn't want to call him and wake them up. Gema needed rest and nothing would advance by getting the address at that moment. It didn't matter if I phoned him from Sants station, just before taking a taxi.

He imagined them naked in bed, barely covered with a sheet, hugging each other, sleeping or dozing off after a night of intense sex. Even under those circumstances, he was aroused by that scene. Gemma had left him and gone with her young lover. They were in love... He felt the incipient erection in his pants that the cage contained. He had really left it and, despite the seriousness, he was horny!

He felt ashamed. Didn't he love her?! What kind of man was he?!

But he couldn't fight his instincts. If that turned him on, he did it, period! Most men get the body of a pretty naked woman. To him, too. Many men were turned on by provocative lingerie. Obviously, he did it too. No one had a choice in that. It was an instinctive reaction. His philia, in that sense, was not very different.

"Oh, no? Look what has happened to you!" No woman left her husband to undress in front of him or show off in sexy underwear. No, his philia was not like the others and he had every reason in the world – even every obligation! – to be ashamed.

"What are you complaining about? Now you can dedicate yourself body and soul to Mauro!"

The Moor had taught him many things, ways of enjoying shameful and of which he preferred not to speak, even to think about them. But without Gema, the relationship with him was meaningless. What he had learned from him was meant to be a better companion to his wife... and her lover, Alan. Without it...

"Without her, it makes even more sense for you to dedicate yourself to Mauro. You're a faggot. Don't you see that you are not made for women? Who do you want to fool?"

Mauro had those creams and medicines... I had already repeatedly suggested that she apply the cream to her breast to grow boobs and that she take the pills to complete her transformation... not in a woman or in a transsexual, but in a submissive girl... He had refused, logically... But without it...

Without it, didn't he deserve to destroy his life, after having fucked it up like that? He wasn't going to commit suicide, not that. But what was the point of trying to rebuild his life without her? Wasn't that a punishment worthy of his enormous stupidity? He had had the most beautiful woman in the world—inwardly and outwardly—and had let her escape because of his damned perversions. No, he hadn't let her escape, but had pushed her! What woman would want to be with someone like him? No, he had no right to be angry with her. If anyone deserved his anger, it was himself.

Evil thoughts assailed him. If he gave in to his self-destructive impulses, Mauro would only take advantage of him and leave him lying when he got bored. Apparently, he had already done that with others. Or should I say others? Others? She would leave him tirad@ like a broken doll and that was what he would be: a babe, a sex doll, with a useless and caged appendage – not because it was of much use, but as a sign of submission – with tits and with the brain reduced to the minimum expression necessary to think only of giving pleasure with her mouth or with her narrow pussy. Transformad@, rot@ and brain dead. Used, squeezed and discarded. Kicked out of work, on the street and obligad@ to do it.

The idea was terrifying. But wasn't that the punishment he deserved for pushing a woman like Gemma away from him?

The erection had not decreased. On the contrary, he had grown to the maximum that his chastity device allowed.

"Look at what an idiot and fool you are! Not even in these circumstances have you been able to take it from you!" The least important thing was that he did not have the key to the padlock. If he wanted to, he could break the device.

Why didn't he do it? Because, deep down, she wanted Mauro to do that to her? Or because she expected to find Gemma calmer, in her lover's arms, kissing his face, looking him in the eye, clearly in love with HIM, but already calm and ready to accept him again if not as a husband, as a companion or, at least, as a servant of both?

But what if, instead of meeting Alan, he found her with Biel?

Pepe's thing had already been strong enough. He did not need Biel to join the disaster. But now that she was no longer pregnant with him, why would she want to see him?

Surely it was no longer his dark thoughts that were playing tricks on him. But no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't think positively. Not even imagining her at Alan's house, in his bed, with him, could scare away his demons.

What if he had really lost it? Alan, Biel, Pepe... what did it matter who? If he had left him for good, what good was it to think that he had done it for someone like Alan?

What made him think he would get her back? "What makes you think that you are going to recover it like this, with that trap on the chick? What kind of man are you?"

Slowly, he got up from his seat. The train was speeding horizontally, but it seemed to be speeding vertically: it weighed four times its normal weight, as in the Saturn V bound for the moon. Even so, he managed to get on board. Staggering, despite the fact that the train was barely shaking, he managed to get into the toilet.
***


The dogs barked when they felt him at the door. They did not need his extraordinary senses; The sound of his mobile phone had given him away. Alan cursed Daniel for his gift of opportunity. However, it was better for them to know that he was at the door than to startle them. It would have been a terrible idea to surprise them. In any case, now they did not stop barking and were making a nice fuss.

"Yes. That's it. It's me," Alan tried to placate them. Daniel insisted and the cell phone did not stop ringing. Gemma's husband could sometimes be irritatingly insistent. Not even Mauro had managed to re-educate him in that aspect. He considered not taking the call. I didn't have time for that right now. Calm down, nois. "Soc jo, l'Alan," he tried to appease them in Catalan. The vostre amic. L'amic del vostre amo. Socjo, Rei. Sóc jo, President. I'm Alan. You remember me, damn it! "What if they took him for an intruder and rushed at him as soon as he opened the door?" Those giant dogs, though still young, could easily tear a person apart! He regretted having yielded to Biel and having agreed to pick them up himself.

"Fuck, Daniel! Now is not a good time! What a stupid guy! he exclaimed to himself. Finally, he decided to take the call.

"Yes, tell me! He replied, irritated. He tried to cover the microphone with his hand to muffle the barking of the dogs. It was useless. He went down the stairs to the next landing. What do you mean you're at Sants station??? "Worried about her mother, she had had a hard time convincing Vicky not to fly with him to Barcelona, and now Daniel was standing almost at her door!" I told you I'd keep you posted. But do you know what time it is? "Actually, it wasn't that early, but why wouldn't I be in bed with Gema at that time?" "And how do I explain the barking? Damn Biel with his embolados!" "No, we didn't say anything about you coming." Yes, of course it is fine. "He had phoned his friend. It had woken him up, of course. Still, he'd had the guts to remind him that he'd promised to pick up his dogs at his apartment. Why wouldn't it be? Nothing! That was a minor tantrum. You know, the hormone thing," he elaborated. In fact, he still did not know what had happened to him. His friend didn't know either, but he wasn't the best person to find out anyway. Biel was good at many things, but he lacked sensitivity.

"What do you mean you want to see it?? "Of course he wanted to see his wife. He hadn't made the trip in the early morning for sightseeing. What do you mean you're on your way home? Oh, you don't know the address! He breathed a sigh of relief. Well, now you can't. No, you're not coming right now. Indeed, I am not going to give you my address at this time. What do you mean? "But what has Mauro taught you?! Nothing!" Of course, he understood that he was agitated, but his uneasiness did not suit him at that moment!

"Because your wife is busy right now. He's about to... satisfy my herd," it occurred to him to say. For an instant, he decided to allow his friend's sexual fantasy to come true just to annoy Daniel, for pressuring him.

"Distract yourself by walking around. Barcelona is beautiful. Do you remember my first meeting with her? Do you remember what he wrote? Next to the station you have the España Industrial Park. Why don't you chase his clues there and remember his story? And then I'll give you the address of the industrial estate where we recorded the video. Oh, yes, it's true, you already have that one. "Of course I did. He had given it to her to show the man where he should go to fuck his own wife. He smiled. That had been a good adventure! Daniel undoubtedly kept the address like gold and had probably visited the place several times from Google Maps, eggs in hand, in the absence of being able to touch his cock, which was rendered useless by the chastity device. There, he and his gang had handcuffed her in the middle of the street to a lamppost and had done everything with her. It had been a good start, the one necessary to convince them both that he could offer them the morbidity they needed.

"Yes, I'll let you know as soon as my boys are done with it, and then I'll give you my home address so you can come and pick it up.

He hung up the phone so as not to give him a chance to reply. Then he went up to the floor of his friend's apartment and addressing the dogs, said to them through the door:

"Yes, guys. It's me, Alan. You know me well. "He didn't quite have them with him, but he put the key in the lock. That they had the keys to their house for each other in case of any unforeseen event was in principle a good idea, or had been, until Biel had thought of getting those two little monsters. Wouldn't more normal dogs have been enough?—. I'm going to take you to Biel... and with someone you surely remember. Yes. Biel. Gem. That seemed to reassure them.
***


Resigned, Daniel wandered through the famous Industrial Spain Park. The park was famous... for him. Surely the millions of tourists who visited Barcelona did not have that unique space, adjacent to the train station, on their radars. Daniel, however, knew every corner, as he had visited and revisited it on multiple occasions, although only virtually. That was the first time he had lost himself in it. However, getting lost was only a way of speaking, since he had his wife's story as a guide and, although he had not brought his book, he did not need it, either, since he knew that passage by heart.

He was beginning to get angry with Alan for refusing to go see his wife in circumstances like that. "What a hide-!" he muttered, however, to himself, more admired than offended by his attitude. He was being the dominant male. I had nothing to reproach him for; quite the opposite. He had simply put it in its place. He was the husband, but he was the beta... or the omega, the last one... Alan had said that he and his gang were giving his wife a hard time. A cuckold had to respect that. Not only should I respect it, but I should applaud and facilitate it. He felt a tingle in his crotch and a tingling in his stomach. He imagined his wife being satisfied by multiple cocks, hard, tireless and beautiful. Alan made her enjoy. He gave her what she needed. Of his band, he only knew Biel. I only knew the others from that video, in which they wore masks. Daniel wondered if it was the same people who now, together with Alan, would drill his wife's holes. He acknowledged that Biel would also be present, of course. That did not excite him, but if there were several males, his presence would be diluted.

"He's about to satisfy my pack," Alan had said. Yes, that meant there were several people. "How many?" he wondered, trying to visualize the scene. Yes, the young man had set up a good gangbang for his wife. "She'll let me know when 'her boys' break up with her," she told herself, remembering her words. I couldn't wait to meet her again and find her satisfied and radiant, though surely a little tired too! The important thing was that he was happy. Would he find her naked, with any of them in bed? He only hoped that he would not meet Biel. Or would Alan's pack have left by the time he arrived? In that case, I wish Biel had also left by the time he arrived or, better yet, that he had not even been present. Eyes that do not see, heart that does not feel.

He definitely preferred not to meet Biel, but what about the rest of the pack?

Maybe Alan's boys were shy and that's why, in that video, they wore those grotesque masks that made them look more like beasts than people. Would he find his wife on the sofa – naked, of course – hugging one of those sexual animals? Surely they must have been well-endowed and have good endurance, if Alan had chosen them.

The thought of meeting one of them, if not the whole pack, excited him. It would be very embarrassing if they saw him, the cuckold who spoiled and was beaten, the beta, not to say omega, the last one...

Even if he was late to witness the action – he could see it clearly now: Alan's boys were shy and refused to let him be present – just seeing them in his flat, just seeing one of them would be enough to give wings to his fantasies for the next few months. I needed that little proof that the gangbang had happened! Not that I doubted Alan's word or his wife's stories, but if only I could see a little, even if it was just a little photo or a short video, maybe a sequence of images in GIF format, like the ones I sometimes sent him! To meet at least one of them, to blush and bow his head at his contemptuous gaze and boastful smile... "Useless cuckold," the boy would say with his attitude, "we have fucked your wife. We have made her enjoy herself like the dog she is!"

His heart was racing, but his excitement plummeted as he realized that probably the only fornicator in Alan's pack brave enough to stand up to him must be... Biel.

He forced himself to take his thoughts off that scene and tried to refocus on the park. It had been built on the land formerly occupied by a large textile factory called La España Industrial. Also known as Vapor Nou, it had been one of the most important in Catalonia between the nineteenth and twentieth centuries. By the 1980s, the grounds had been converted into a recreational public space. The nine lighthouse towers stood imposingly like proud yards. And there was the statue of Venus. Dressed in only a trench coat, with nothing underneath, Gema had adopted the same posture at her feet, following the instructions that Alan sent her on her mobile. According to his account, he had thought of Lidia at that moment.

Lidia! What was it about? He had lost contact with her. Mauro... absorbed it, and besides, he feared that Gemma would find out that they were in communication! Any excuse was good to soften the fact that the Moor consumed it. I did things with him that... He thought of Gemma again. She would be very angry with him if he found out that he kept in touch with Lidia! In Gerardo's time, he had already had problems with her for that very reason. She was terribly jealous. Why, then, according to what he had written, had he thought of her at that moment? Seeing her with a woman, that also turned him on, although, to tell the truth, he did it more if it was within the context of her male lover convincing her to have a threesome than if it was a lesbian affair on her own initiative. That was something that Alan, unlike his uncle, had not yet achieved. "At least that I know of. He doesn't always tell me everything..."

There, between the station and the park, was the iron dragon. It was Alan, who devoured them, just as he gobbled up the children who entered him to throw themselves down the slide. They entered through one mouth and left through another. "The kids at least get out." Mauro pressured him to take the final step and take hormones.

He shook his head. Logically, he was adamantly opposed to such barbarity. She had become strong in Gema's pregnancy. A baby, whoever the biological father was, needed a real father. That had helped him to refuse. But now that I knew I wasn't pregnant... He had lost the parapet behind which to shield himself and with which to excuse himself. He did not want to give in to his pretensions, but a part of him wanted it... Daniela took every opportunity to whisper temptingly to him. No, she did not want to become a woman nor did she wish to do so. That, moreover, was impossible. But to give in to Mauro even that part of his masculinity... let it be snatched from him... or, better yet, offer it to them... She was enraptured when she became Daniela, the little girl... Not in a woman, but in a sissy completely submissive and made with the sole purpose of serving and giving pleasure... If Gemma really left him, as she had announced in her insultingly terse note... Between depression and Mauro...

He shook his head again to chase away the negative thoughts that were assailing him again. I had not traveled to Barcelona with that perspective, but quite the opposite. In addition, things seemed to look good. He tried to convince himself of that. The that Alan had set up for her, and in which she, apparently, was happy to participate, could only mean something positive. Things were going to get back on track.

He turned his head and forced himself to think of the statue of Neptune, which dominated from the middle of the lake. There, on the edge of the lake, Gemma had knelt submissively, with her hands on her knees and a blindfold. There he had certified his delivery to Alan. The young man had captivated them, both of them, showing off his dominance, culture and fantasy. Without underwear, dressed only in that trench coat... with the collar and the leash and the butt plug with a foxtail...

And who had gone to pick her up?

Again, he broke down at the thought of him. What the hell was wrong with Biel that made him extremely uncomfortable thinking about him? He was the typical uneducated bully at school... But he, fortunately, had not suffered any kind of abuse. He had reached puberty faster than his peers and had developed muscles before them. No, I hadn't been a victim of anything or anyone, although I hadn't come to feel fully integrated either. He had had his group of good friends, but outside of his small circle, unlike the others, he had had a hard time making friends. For some reason, Biel made him extremely uncomfortable. Guys like him did it. Biel was a Luis Alberto: Alan's friend, the one, Silvestre's friend, the other. And Luis Alberto had screwed up with Gema. "Although the biggest shit was Silvestre's. That is, mine," he acknowledged.

Gema had gone with him on a motorcycle, blindfolded, practically naked, with her trench coat in the air and showing her ass and, with it, her slutty tail. He had gone with Biel, although he had only served as a taxi driver for Alan. Was his function limited to that? Biel had given it to Alan, in the industrial estate. If he had time, he thought of going to the place where she had been handcuffed to a lamppost... Had he done that, handed her over to him? Until recently, he had been convinced that he was the biological father of the –false– creature that Gemma carried in his womb. What did it mean? If we were to lie to him, why hadn't Alan been the father? Why Biel?

He felt short of breath again. Biel... it was still there. Mauro..., too. And Gema... was she still there, for him? Could he, at least, kneel between her legs and bring her tongue to an orgasm, even if it meant eating from her divine pussy the multiple cumshots of her lovers, the boys of Alan, her pack?
***


"Don't you think she has gone too far, making my father believe that she was pregnant with someone else?!" He was indignant again with his mother.

"Shh!" Lidia silenced her and directed her friend's head again towards her crotch. Vicky's tongue contacted her clitoris again. She had become an expert pussy eater. Lidia wondered why Vicky was bringing up the subject of her parents at that very moment. You know the idea was Alan's, right? He asked, rhetorically. Vicky's mouth worked wonders with her vulva. They put those things on your father," he explained.

"It's a perverse, soulless viper!" Vicky complained, turning her mouth away from her friend's sex for a few moments.

"Shh!" Lidia silenced her again and pressed her head down with one hand. "It is," he conceded. But we all have our own demons. Maybe you could take advantage of the situation to punish her as she deserves," he suggested. He had taken note of the inclement manner with which Vicky had lashed out at her mother at that party in Barcelona. Maybe you'd like to repeat...

She, too, wished to punish Gemma for the harm she had done to her. But next, I would want someone to discipline them both together. He wanted to make her suffer and then suffer with her. Alan had taken an important step in his plans, but he still had to keep his promise to her. He had not yet given her the opportunity to appear before her. He had just had the chance, but instead of inviting her to travel with him, he had preferred to fly alone to Barcelona, to meet Gema! He hadn't even wanted to be accompanied by Vicky. At least, in that sense, he treated them both equally. Although, yes, Vicky had already had the opportunity to take it out on her mother, at least initially...

"We should meet Ciriaco and Doroteo!" he proposed.

"No," Vicky objected, though her voice was little more than a purr. She continued to eat her friend's pussy. It was sweet, as always, and it was starting to taste a little spicy to him.

"Then with Amancio," he insisted. I think he'd like to give you a good spanking. "Yes, certainly," he muttered. As soon as you tell him how you treated your own mother, he's going to give you a good punishment, Vicky. He's going to make your ass red like a tomato," he warned. And then, he's going to fuck you. yes, I think I'm going to call it. He reached out his arm and reached for the cell phone. He wanted to contradict Alan and make him a cuckold. He had not taken her with him to Barcelona to punish Gema... she would take her revenge that way..." "Besides, I need money. And you could use a little pronouncement either, eh, bitch?

"Slut!" Vicky insulted her, but before she could add other expletives, Lidia pushed her head down, towards her pussy. Definitely, now it tasted like Tabasco.

"Amancio?" It's me. I was wondering if you could help me with a little thing... You see..." She looked at her friend, who continued to eat her pussy deliciously. Vicky has something to confess to you...
***


Daniel placed his finger on the video intercom button, but hesitated to call. The taxi had been expensive for him. He had never imagined that Alan would live in such a mansion, away from civilization, lost in the mountains, rustic but stately. She had always imagined Alan living in a luxurious, modern apartment in bustling Barcelona.

For a moment, he was afraid and wondered if he was doing the right thing, pushing his wife into the boy's arms. The young man had it all: he was handsome and rich, cultured and intelligent, and he lived in a dream house. Could I compete with him? What would hold his wife back and prevent her from leaving him in favor of the boy? But hadn't he done just that? With old Gerardo, at least, he had seen himself capable of competing in age and appearance.

But what could he offer her that the young man could not match? To equal and surpass, by far. He could offer her love and loyalty, but how could he believe that she could care about his love, considering the man he had allowed himself to become? "More than a man, a creature," he acknowledged. He was caged, practically permanently, and, although he kept his testicles, he could not say that he had eggs. In effect, he was a eunuch. Worse than that—for the eunuchs had been royal servants, highly respected—he was being transformed into a child. But wasn't that what she wanted? If Alan couldn't tolerate him being a man and if she loved Alan, hadn't she done the right thing, as a cuckold, by removing her manhood so they could be together? Wasn't that the ultimate demonstration of his love and loyalty for and to her? Was he not doing this to fully support her in her relationship with the young man?

"But he left me," he reminded himself, frightened and dejected. One step away from reuniting with her and getting her back, doubts assailed him. He had left him because he hated him. He had nothing to offer him by the young man's side; that was an indisputable objective fact. How could he have thought that his escape was only a passing outburst, and how could he have believed that by going to the boy's house he would get her back?

But Alan had assured her that everything was under control. Had he lied to him to ridicule him and make him suffer? Against all odds, given the age difference, did he intend to stay with her and end up expelling him from her life?

The boy had made his priorities clear: first, to fuck her, and then to let his gang fuck her. He had left it hanging and had refused to give it the address until his priorities were fully satisfied. In any circumstance, that was an affront, but in that particular one he was experiencing, it was also a demonstration of selfishness and cruelty.

Even so, after the initial anger, she could not get angry with him. "Baby. That's who I am." Wasn't that how a dominant gorer should behave? That expression was a redundancy, a pleonasm like white snow. The verbal slap he had given him with his refusal to tell him at that moment where his wife was and to make him wait until everyone had finished having fun, had ended up arousing him and only the cage had prevented him from splicing.

Why would he fight against his own nature? It was proven that he was a spoiling cuckold and a submissive girl who enjoyed humiliation and that he became horny when he saw his wife enraptured by another. It was a sexual choice as valid as any other. "Except it's not," he acknowledged, dejected.

He plucked up the courage and pressed the button. He only hoped that he would not meet all of Alan's troop, his pack, as he had called it, although at the same time he wanted to see one of his friends briefly... as long as it wasn't Biel, of course. It was the umpteenth contradiction in which he lived.

No one answered him. Impatient, he waited, nervously shifting his weight from one foot to the other. They still didn't respond. Was Alan and his pack still busy with his wife? Had it come too quickly? Evidently, he had gotten into the first taxi as soon as he received the coordinates. Had you estimated that it would take longer? Or had they been in the mood for a second (or third?) round? Gemma was still very desirable, and ever since she had started out as a hot wife, she had learned tricks from the devil that would take any man to heaven. In that case, would he find the entire troop in the middle of the task?

"What a shame! He muttered to himself.

In part he wanted it. I wanted to witness the action. He could imagine her on all fours, in the position of the dog, with a burly boy hitting her from behind, while taking someone else's powerful cock in the mouth. Didn't Alan call her "his dog"? Yes, without a doubt that must have been one of the positions in which they would have it. And they, his boys, like dogs, would give him a good shot, which he was unable to offer her, now, of course, but never really.

In part, he knew that, in front of everyone, he would only want the earth to swallow him. Unless they didn't pay attention to him, of course, and were focused on his wife, which, now that he thought about it, seemed most likely.

But not Biel. He would look away from her and look at him with contempt with his sly smile. Did she know that he had come to believe that he had gotten her pregnant, and that even that, extreme cuckold that he was, had come to accept it? How would you look at it? I could only look at him from superiority and contempt! Wasn't that how cuckoos mock the naïve birds that raise their chicks, with a mocking smile and the pleasure of knowing that they are superior?

Had Gemma told Biel that she had deceived him like an idiot with the false pregnancy?: "I told him that you have impregnated me. I have confessed to him that it was not an accident, but that I wanted your powerful semen inside me, fertilizing me with your superior male genes. You should have seen his face, ha, ha, ha! It's in dust! And you know what's the most ridiculous? That he has accepted it! Dejected, but he has done it. Oh, don't put on that smile! Yes, he also knows that you are the superior male! Fuck me again, like that day! I need it!" The worst thing was knowing that Gema didn't like that boy either... and that, even so, she gladly spread her legs for him, to the point of begging him to make a bass drum for her. How macho must he be, to yearn for that, even though deep down he despised it? And how, with that in mind, would Biel look at him?

"And how does she look at me?" he murmured. He had put it to the test and failed. That's why he had left. He had found that there was not a shred of manliness in him. "But extreme loyalty and unconditional love!"

Or had she deceived him too? Had he lied to her and made Biel believe that he had impregnated her? Had he been a two-sided scourge, at the expense of Biel and himself, while only Alan knew the truth? It wasn't in his nature, but, to tell the truth, he was getting cruelter, at least to him. Why shouldn't she also be with that boy, whom, in every way, she didn't appreciate (beyond the hardness of his cock)?

And did Alan's pack know that story? Would they laugh at him? "Look, this time we're going to get her pregnant for real! We don't know who the lucky one is going to be, but one of us is going to get her pregnant. She has already carried three cumshots from each of us in her uterus." And Alan would turn to him and look at him intensely and say, "Don't you, bitch, like to fuck so much that you even want to get pregnant? Tell her, little dog, tell her!" And then, his wife would take her cock out of her mouth and, blushing and a little crestfallen but at the same time assertive, would confirm his words: "I'm sorry, honey. My master has told me that, if I want to fuck, I must agree to get pregnant. He has not given me an alternative. You see that none of them have a condom. And I've stopped taking the pill. I need this and since you can't give it to me..." He couldn't give her any of that, not those sexual experiences or even a second child, vasectomized as he was. The only thing he could do was support her in everything she decided, even if it meant raising someone else's child.

He didn't want to be impertinent, but they still didn't answer and he was going to have no choice but to ring the bell again. Maybe they just hadn't heard it. Involved as they would be with his wife, between moans and grunts, they would not have noticed.

Or was it possible that Alan had played tricks on her? Had she purposely given him the wrong direction to waste his time and humiliate him?

But no! I thought I could trust him. Certainly, almost forcing him to be trained as a child by someone was extreme. Hadn't he gone there too far? Hadn't he done it to completely discredit him in the eyes of his wife? And what about the false pregnancy? Hadn't it been all to stay with her? She did not want him as a husband or as a maid. I didn't want it, period. And neither does his wife! He had made it clear. So what had he expected to find? How could he have been so naïve to rebuild his hopes, even after Alan refused to tell him where they were and made him wander aimlessly through the city?!

Oscillating between dejection, hope, and anger, he plucked up the courage again and rang the bell a second time.

What if he preferred that no one open the door for him? What if he feared what he would find inside?

"And why should you fear anything?" asked Daniela, who had remained suspiciously silent until then. He did so with an ironic tone.

Yes, what was he afraid of? He swallowed hard, despite the lump in his throat and the fact that his mouth was dry. Contradictions...

He heard the buzz of the door closing relay, unlocking it. Not a "who is it?" or a "come in!" or anything through the intercom. He swallowed hard again, with difficulty, and pushed the gate. No one came out to greet him, but the cobblestone path was clear. He advanced through it—toward what? What kind of spectacle awaited him? What kind of joke? What mockery? What defeat? What deep and irremediable disgust? Would Gema have calmed down? Would she return to him? Would she return that same day with him to Madrid, to the home, to the place where he belonged?

He climbed the path and climbed the steps to the front door of the house. It opened, just as he stepped on the last step, as if he had been watched through the peephole... laughing at him.

"Follow me," he said and turned around without further ado. She looked angry, as if her arrival had interrupted her in something.

Daniel stood petrified on the doorstep. Who was he? He noticed her huge ass, which was moving away from him with unsensual wobbles. The girl had received him completely naked. A girl? Had Alan staged an for Gema including a girl? Now I knew it had really happened. Or that it was happening, at that very moment... He had fantasized about briefly seeing one of Alan's boys, as proof of his wife's umpteenth infidelity, bare-chested, if possible, and what he had found was a girl, with her upper body naked... and the lower one as well.

"What tits!" exclaimed Daniel to himself. The girl had quickly turned around, not out of modesty, but because she didn't intend to pay too much attention to her, but she had the image engraved. They were huge and drooping. Daniel twisted his rictus, disgusted. Had Gema had sex with that element that looked like the Michelin doll in a female version? Of course, that girl had nothing to do with the beautiful and refreshing Lydia!

He continued to twist the rictus. Had Alan forced his wife to sleep with her, to eat her lips and pussy, and to suck those flabby tits? "What an aberration!" How unglamorous and how unerotic! Was his power over her so great that he even managed to make her lend himself to it?

But why did he doubt that possibility? Hadn't Gerardo been repugnant to him, but not to her? Hadn't Gerardo managed to get Gema to make love to his decrepit father? She had done it and, incomprehensibly, if what she had written was true, she had managed to enjoy it. Why was he surprised now, at the sight of that pachyderm?

The idea repelled him, but at the same time it provoked an excitement in him that he regretted and preferred to suppress: the gorer had his wife so captivated that he even got her to do it for him.

Was this a common type of meeting? Or was it something exceptional, with which Alan was trying to send her a message?

"If you make me come down, it's to close the door in front of your nose," the young woman snapped dryly from the stairs, without showing her the slightest respect or courtesy.

Her tits were really big and ugly, with huge areolas, not at all suggestive. Had Alan made Gemma suck them, though? So young and already with a rubble body, he thought. Although it didn't seem like it, he preferred a woman's body a thousand times to a man's. She wasn't a faggot, even though she sucked Boris and allowed herself to be butt-fucked by Mauro. He was a cuckold in the service of his wife and his gorer; he was a submissive and servile child. But he preferred the trained bodies of the Russian and the Moor ten times over that of that fat woman. Even he, like Sissy, had a better type and was more erotic than that girl. "And yet, Alan has made Gemma kiss her and eat that animal's sex!"

"I'm going," he murmured and took a step inside. Then he closed the door behind him and followed her.

"Don't stop," he blurted out, just as dryly as before.

Through the door, from a room on the ground floor, came some suspicious noises and he had stayed in the middle of the stairs to listen to them. The size of the door – a double door – and the fact that it was on the ground floor invited one to think that it was the living room. Was that where the was taking place? If so, where was the fat woman leading him? He wanted to see his wife! He wanted to see what they did to him... and what she did! But if they were all there, he preferred to sneak away rather than face their gaze.

"What are you really afraid of?" Daniela playfully intruded into her reflections.

"And now, this girl!" Daniel forced himself to continue with his line of thought. I hadn't counted on that. He was especially uncomfortable that she knew of his condition. A woman, if that aberration could be called that, how would she perceive it? With Lidia he had had the same fears, although they had quickly vanished because she had been completely understanding.

"Either you go up or you leave," the girl threatened, impatiently.

I was being very disrespectful to him! She hadn't even greeted him or introduced herself!

Didn't that answer your question?

And, besides, what hurry was he in? Did he want to get back into action as soon as possible so that his wife could finish eating his pussy?

"I'm going," he muttered and continued his ascent to the first floor, despite the tempting noises that continued to come from the living room. Gemma moaned as rarely, if ever, had I heard her moan. I was sure it was her. Or was there another girl?

"Oh, yes! Fuck me, my king! He heard her unmistakably exclaim. I'm your bitch! Fuck me!

"Your king!" Alan was giving him a good beating.

The fat woman grew impatient, went down some steps, took him by the hand, pulled him up the stairs and led him to one of the bedrooms.

His wife's moans reached, although attenuated, as far as that. Now it seemed that he was howling. And now, was he barking? Alan liked to degrade her in that way, making her behave like a real dog in heat. "But in front of the others?! In front of his boys, his pack?" The extreme of degradation made him uncomfortable. Alan was bragging in front of his friends about how needy his wife was and how obedient she was to him. He was a well-trained domestic animal. The sight made him uncomfortable... although, at the same time, it excited him. "I'm your bitch. Fuck me, my king!" he had shouted. Had she done it mad with pleasure? Or consciously, for their benefit, to provoke it? Was there anyone else but Alan with her in the living room or was it all a mere theater to spur his imagination and deceive him as with the false pregnancy? But no, it wasn't all theater: the moans were of genuine lust.

The girl's examining gaze brought out his rapture. How long had I been looking at him like that?

"Don't you have a belt?" She asked disappointed.

Daniel shook his head. The pants were stretchy and I didn't need them.

But why had he looked at her crotch? And why had he taken it up to the bedroom? And why did she continue naked?

He didn't feel like sleeping with her at all, if that was what he intended. Fortunately, the chastity device protected him.

"Look, I—" he stammered. How could I tell him that he had his wily caged? Or that before having sex with her, he preferred to cut her off. What's your name? He asked, in return.

"Your name is worm," she declared, with fire in her eyes. And you call me you. What did you think, disgusting worm? You can call me... my princess. Got it?

Daniel's eyes widened, but he finally nodded.

"Undress! He barked at him.

But what had he believed?! He had not gone there for that, to let himself be dominated by that morbidly obese woman, but to get his wife back!

"Undress right now, worm!"

He didn't want to do it, not now, not with the shame of his caged wily and what it meant, not with his pubic hair trimmed trapezoidally above his chick, emulating a woman's hairstyle – and what it revealed about him – not in front of a stranger, in front of a girl and not in front of her.

"Yes, my princess," he confirmed, however. The blunt order triggered certain automatisms in him, even with someone like her. Between his wife and Mauro, they had trained him well, although, to tell the truth, as Gema had been paying less and less attention to him, the credit was more Mauro's.

He stripped naked and, for lack of a better place, left his clothes folded on the bed. His face was red as a tomato and he tried to distract himself with the order of his clothes.

"You're wearing panties," the girl said, not missing a hair.

Yes, I wore them and they were pink. I hadn't worn underpants for a long time.

Daniel nodded. Then he replied with a shy "yes."

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, my princess," Daniel corrected quickly. He knew that game and, even so, he had given rise to it.

"Yes, my princess, what?" She insisted, sadistically. "I love this," he told himself. First, he had been able to humiliate that woman again, the mother of Alan's hateful little princess. He was humped, and very much so, that he had had to leave the room prematurely, just when the most interesting thing was in full swing. But he was thinking of getting even with that mannered panphile. "Panties!" What Alan had told her was true. And now I longed to see what lay underneath. "My princess," she emulated the man's voice to herself. Who would be more annoyed if he called her that way, the woman or Vicky?

"Yes, my princess. I'm wearing panties.

"Are you a faggot?"

"No!" Daniel exclaimed, convinced. It wasn't. He was one hundred percent hetero. The only thing that happened to him was that he was a pampering, submissive cuckold who, deep down, liked to be beaten, figuratively (and, sometimes, physically). At most, he was bicurious, or whatever he was called. Under the right scenario...

"No, what?"

"No, my princess. I'm not a faggot," he added quickly. And then—: My princess. —"She's fat and 'my princess'! I'd rather be a faggot than be with someone like her!"

"Well, I think so.

"Do you think your wife is a tortilla maker?"

"No!" Daniel denied, although, on that occasion, it was not an exclamation that came from his soul. It was clear that she wasn't. And whether he was bisexual or not had little relevance to him, as long as he liked men. When he dated Lidia, he had not felt the same jealousy as when he dated Gerardo. He couldn't imagine a female gorer. That didn't make sense, at least to him. No, my princess.

"Well, I did," the girl observed. It was clear that this was not a gratuitous comment, and that he knew what he was talking about. She knows how to eat pussies," she emphasized, unnecessarily. Maybe you'd like to see that? he asked. Or was it a proposal? Without leaving him time to answer, fortunately, he insisted, "Are you sure she's not a tortilla maker?"

"I'm sure, my princess. "How could I doubt that?" Everything I did, was for Alan. Unless the boy had been transformed overnight into a girl... "Like you?" asked Daniela.

"Then what is it?" He likes women, that's clear. She likes men. What I can't imagine is how he can like you.

"Blas spoke!" Daniel exploded inside, although he tried not to be noticed. What was unthinkable was that someone like her could like her even remotely to his wife. If they had had sex, as he claimed, it had been solely because of Alan.

—How would you define it? The girl went on, undaunted. It was irritatingly annoying. What did he think he was? Pansexual?

"Pansexual, I suppose," he replied without thinking much, mostly to end the absurd interrogation and because it was the last thing he had said, "My princess." "On second thought, the choice was not so far from reality. His wife, duly stimulated, had slept with men of all conditions and also with the beautiful Lydia. And, apparently, also with the Michelin princess.

"You don't know well, worm," the fat woman agreed with a mysterious smile. Take off your panties! He snapped at him again sharply. Or are you embarrassed?

"Hey, no... My princess. "Yes?" But the one who should be ashamed of her appearance was her, not him! "Timid, he took off the last piece of cloth.

The girl looked down at his parts and studied it curiously. Uncomfortable, Daniel didn't know where to put his hands.

"I knew you were a faggot," the girl concluded, after endless scrutiny.

He was fascinated by the chastity device. He had managed to put it on Jaume, although only intermittently, although he was managing to increase the times. Vicky's father, however, if what Alan told him was true, had been caged for more than two years and had no penetrative sex with his wife (at least he penetrated her) since then. He began to think that all men, except a select few, should be subject in this way. And only she, and a select few, were to have the keys. Of course she didn't plan to give up penetrative sex with Jaume, but she did intend to control him more and restrict him even more so that he would always be horny, thinking of her, and willing to provide him with males who would fuck her well fucked. Jaume had come a long way and tolerated (and got excited) with his best friend, Alan, fucking her, although she still had a long way to go, until she reached the level of that man. But did I want to take it to that extreme? Jaume deserved a better fate than that. He had been the only one to notice her, not for an emergency, at four in the morning, when there were no alternatives left in the disco, but for real.

He reached out and touched his pubic hair. He had it very coquettishly cut out, like an aunt's. The man gave a small start, trying to avoid contact.

Quickly, he grabbed him by the balls and squeezed them painfully.

"Are you making me look like a cobra, worm?"

"Oh! No! Sorry! No, my princess! Alas!

The little man stirred in pain, but he didn't make a gesture to pull his hand away. He had better!

"Do you see how you're a faggot?" He let go and continued to squeeze his testicles. He knew where it hurt, not only physically, which was obvious, but in his heart. Alan had advised her about it. With all that he did and allowed himself to be done, this creature was worried that people would think of him as nothing more than a faggot. It wasn't something she was worried about, but using it against her was working.

"Oh! No, my princess! Sorry! He whimpered.

"Pathetic! If your wife saw you, she would be ashamed. "And when Vicky sees you..."

A great opportunity had opened up for him with Alan. First, because she had managed to win back the love of her life, although only partially. Between her and him Vicky's sardin, his princess, continued to intrude. But he had already assumed that and would be on the lookout, in case the opportunity arose. It wasn't that I wanted to leave good old Jaume, but I didn't see why one thing should take away the other. Second, because thanks to Alan she was exploring an unknown side of her sexuality. She had never imagined dominant, but it was a role in which she felt better and better... except with him. With Alan she didn't mind taking on the role of submissive, as long as it was only with him.

Alan had given her free rein with Vicky's father. Humiliating him, a man who might be his own father but who was his rival's, was most exhilarating. With that, I could overlook the fact that I could not see the end of what the devoted mother of the sardinette was doing. In any case, I would see it later, as Jaume was in charge of documenting it. Her boyfriend had not objected to his friend's surprise request to go the next day with her to the farmhouse he had in the mountains, for a meeting with Gema, but once there he had been extremely reluctant to record that scene. Partly it was due to Biel's unexpected presence, partly to the nature of the scene, the conclusion of which was being lost because of that faggot...

He squeezed his useless eggs again.

After enduring his laughable wails for a few seconds, he let go. Tired of his moans, she collapsed on the bed. The poor bed creaked and complained in its own way. His butt landed on the shirt, neatly folded and placed. With disdain, he kicked a shoe and flew it across the room.

"Bring it to me, worm!"

Horrified, Daniel looked at his prized shirt, which lay dead under his huge ass. A naked and disgusting ass, with an equally unappetizing pussy.

"Wake up!

Again, his tone triggered certain automatisms in him and, instead of rebelling, he obeyed. Although he had Mauro, in reality, he missed the heavy hand of a woman, his wife, Gema. In truth, Mauro didn't treat him that way either... fortunately, because it was not the same to allow a man to behave like this with him as it was for a woman to do it. But could he consider that fat woman a woman? Biologically it was, obviously, but with respect to what interested him? Such a domination was not his dream. His dream was Gema, obviously. But a hard-to-look domina, like that girl, didn't fit into his fantasies at all, even potential fantasies. And yet, I was obeying him.

"Not like that!" The girl reproached him and, angrily, threw the shoe into the opposite corner. Is it that you don't even know how to do that well? On all fours! With your mouth! Like the dog you are! Your wife's bitch knows how to do that well. Again, he smiled enigmatically.

Daniel bent down and crawled to the shoe. Not without repugnance, despite the fact that it was his, he took it in his mouth and carried it on all fours.

"Come up!" He ordered and patted his thigh with one hand.

What did he want??

Then, he understood. Resigned, he obeyed and lay face down on his thighs. His caged wily pressed against her leg.

"Do you know how to count, worm?"

"Yes, my princess. "He knew what he was up to, and he wasn't amused by it at all. On one occasion, many years ago, Gema had taken him to a professional dominatrix. It would have been his dream, except that the woman was not as good looking as he would have preferred. Fortunately, those sessions had not been prolonged and she had learned some tricks from the professional, especially in terms of attitude and not having so much qualms about physical punishment.

"Do you know how to bark, dog?"

"Yes, my princess," he confirmed. "Bark?"

"Well, bark, dog!" Without warning, he unloaded the shoe on his bare bottom.

"Ouch! He complained of the pain. Unintentionally, it was almost a howl, which, perhaps, had saved him. Wow! He barked quickly. Should I add "my princess" or was I supposed to be unable to speak, as a dog?

Again, the cow whipped him with her shoe. He did so without moderating his strength.

Daniel suppressed his groan and barked, twice on that occasion. Was that what she wanted? Up to what number would he make him bark?

The hippo whipped him a third time and Daniel barked the same number of times. His ass was burning.

He had to bark until number ten. He was exhausted and his buttocks were devastated.

"Thank you, my princess," he forced himself to say, however, in a trembling voice, just in case. The last thing I wanted was to give him reason to prolong the punishment.

But why did he accept it? Why did she accept it even from someone like her? "Truly, I am a worm," he acknowledged. The girl was not drinkable, but she was not a fool at all. He had caught on well.

"Get up."

His knees were like custards; I had done him so much damage.

"Thank you," he stammered again, not knowing why.

I didn't even know his name or who he really was. Had Alan hired her just to entertain him while he broke up with his wife? Had she done it to humiliate him? Were they really in that house or had they sent him to that mansion, in the middle of nowhere, where a professional was waiting for him, to get rid of him? The girl had said that she had been with his wife, but that could be a lie. And the noises he had heard could well have come from a recording.

The girl got up and grabbed him by the ear. He pulled it and carried it to the dresser.

"You should have come properly dressed," he said. But you're lucky that Alan is far-sighted and has left you a gift. Put that on. Put it on, worm!

Intrigued, Daniel opened the drawer. Incredulous, he looked at her.

"Put it on!" She urged him, in the face of his doubts. He laughed vilely. Come on," she urged, suddenly in a honeyed voice. I want to see you. I want to see what you're really like. He stroked his testicles with the same hand he'd used to torture them before. I'm sure you'll be very handsome. Or should I say beautiful? What a faggot you're done!" He laughed again, but continued to caress his eggs. I swear I won't laugh. He made an effort not to laugh. Do you think Alan or that bitch of your wife want to see you differently?

Slowly, he shook his head. As fat as she was, so great was the truth of her statement. She had been training for that, to be a baby for her and for HIM. And, although Gema knew his appearance as Daniela, Alan had not yet seen him in person dressed as a girl.

She took the wig from the drawer and stroked the soft hair.

"The boys want to see your true self, too," he warned. "Boys don't care about how you look."

Daniel dropped the wig back into the drawer. No... I could... that...

"What are you afraid of?" asked Daniela. "You've been training for just that. Now it's my turn."

Inadvertently, his fingers ran over the fine hair of the wig. It was of quality, copper-colored, which gave an air to his wife's, although she now wore it more reddish than before, to Alan's liking. Then, they felt the delicate lingerie. In the drawer there was also what appeared to be a makeup case. Alan had thought of everything. How had he done it, on such short notice? Had you been preparing it for a long time, waiting for the occasion? "She really wants to see you that way, from me," Daniela whispered temptingly, "like a submissive, desirous and willing girl." There was also a tube of lubricant and an anal plug with a faceted cap that shone like a diamond.

But what about the boys?

He didn't need Daniela to answer him. He was prepared for them, too. Boris and Mauro had taken care of that... and his friends. She had gained confidence and now she no longer saw herself as a monster when she transformed, but as a desirable and very appetizing girl. Mauro had helped her sculpt her body: less muscle where she didn't touch, more where she did (the buttocks), a flat stomach, perfect hair removal and masterful makeup. The rest was a matter of clothes, ornaments and attitude.

"And the shoes?" he objected. I can't go like this. "The glamour was in the heels. If they were important to a woman, they were even more so to a girl. And it was the perfect excuse to back out.

The girl's face lit up when she recognized that, finally, she had agreed to cross-dress for the reunion with his wife's slut. The hand that had once lashed her buttocks harshly, now caressed them tenderly.

"They're there, in that other drawer," he replied and pointed to the large drawer below.

Bewitched, Daniel nodded. Or was it already Daniela? He bent down and opened the drawer. There were beautiful heels, perfect for a girl. He inspected them. They were his size! It was now clear that this was Alan's house and that he hadn't sent him to a professional's address, since she wouldn't have had enough time to prepare proper shoes, even if Alan had told him the number.

"I told you. This is where it all ends."

"And this?" He asked, however, in a desperate attempt to postpone the inevitable. He pointed his finger at one of the two padlocks in the drawer next to his shoes.

The girl shrugged. Then, he gently tapped the lock on his chastity device.

"What do you think?" he said, for lack of a better answer. I guess it goes to match.

"Where's the bathroom?"

"What for?" To change yourself? The girl guessed. Not at all! You change here in front of me! I'm curious to see how you do it.

She turned away from him and lay down on the bed, ready to watch him transform into Daniela for his wife and his goring, for his Goddess and her Master. The bed protested the weight.

Without shame, he spread his legs and began to slowly rub his clam.

Daniel turned and focused on the drawers of the dresser. He preferred not to witness this pitiful and disgusting spectacle. And Daniela, that was something that didn't interest her at all. In addition, coinciding with Daniel, he could not understand – nor did he believe it – that his admired Gema, whom he took as an example to follow, had had any kind of sexual interaction with that whale.

Trying to ignore the girl, despite the fact that with the slightest movement he made the bed creak, Daniel began to transform into Daniela. "Everything ends here," he reminded himself, before passing control to his alter ego. He had allowed himself to be trained for that, to stop being a macho and, in exchange, serve Gema and Alan. The was the last thing she put on. Although it was of considerable size, it entered without problems.

"How am I?" "I didn't have to ask him for his opinion, but he did it anyway. Maybe she wasn't so sure of herself and she was a little nervous.

Àngels looked him up and down while still touching his chirri.

"I can't believe you wore that too!" He said without a filter, referring to the. I make a mental note to propose something like this to Jaume.

She would gladly keep her archenemy's father as a servant. The costume was perfect: the shoes with twelve centimeters of heel and the padlocks at the ankles to remind her of her status; white stockings like those of a bride on her wedding day; the black corset, which incorporated the garter belt, with its white ribbons as an ornament; a choker of white lace fabric, with a black satin ribbon running down the middle; the white maid's diadem, also made of white lace fabric, matching the bows of the corset; the white gauntlets; and the long hair of the wig. In a woman, the whole would have delighted any man.

Vicky's father had even put on surprisingly good makeup. Not only was it sexy, but it was also quite convincing. "All that remains is for that to have batteries and serve for something really useful," he thought maliciously, "for example, as a flashlight."

Yes, she could imagine humiliating him and using him every day, next to Alan. She would not be a princess, but a queen. And Vicky simply wouldn't be there. As a souvenir, he would have his father and, why not, his mother too, although he was beginning to tire of her. What he had seen – and he hadn't been able to see everything, because of the premature arrival of that creature in front of him – had been interesting, but, frankly, also disgusting. Yes, he was beginning to disgust this woman, although the degradation she had suffered, to her greatest joy, had been magnificent. I had the recording to watch when I had the courage again and to dream that, one day, I could do the same to Vicky's sardines. Yes, if she managed to do that," she signed up to talk to Biel to see the way, "it would be impossible for Alan to continue loving her and so she would have free rein with him.

A bad conscience did not sting her for an instant. Alan had shown that he didn't mind romantically sharing his female with another. There were Vicky's parents, with Gema, their dog, and Daniel, his... what? As far as she knew, Daniel still didn't have a nickname. Would you let her choose one? In any case, the only thing Alan demanded was exclusive sexual access. It was seemingly contradictory, but it may have been just an act of dominance, that he didn't mind sharing his female with others, as long as he was in control. There were the dog and Daniel who, supposedly, had not made love for an eternity. "Doesn't he even allow it on Valentine's Day?" he wondered. In that sense, Jaume would have his place in his dream relationship with Alan. In addition, they were friends since childhood. Jaume had already agreed to let him cheat on him with his friend, although he was still light years away from the level of that half-man in front of him.

Of course, she was also at a sidereal distance from that woman and hoped to continue to be so, especially in the light of what she had just witnessed. He shook his head. No, she wasn't like that bitch. "Why do you call her a dog, if she's really a bitch?" No, she could be submissive to Alan, but only to him and never to that level. What made her submit was not to submit, but, on the contrary, to humiliate others. Above all, if they were rivals of his, like Vicky's parents, because they were her parents, or like Vicky herself. If you can move her, wouldn't it be convenient for you to keep her and train her as a dog? "Now that would be fun!" That way, he could make up for all the damage he had done to him and continued to do so. Vicky would pay for her own spanking and that of all the pretty girls who had seduced Alan and kept him away from her.

Dreaming is free... and very comforting, when one touches one's.

Returning from utopia to reality, I had that half-faggot father of the sardine in the room and below was Jaume. Although her boyfriend did not wear, at the moment, the chastity device permanently, he did make her wear it for meetings with Alan and, on this occasion, it had been no different. I hadn't had a chance to be intimate with Alan yet, because the focus had been elsewhere, on that dog and on... Biel. If she had undressed, it had been for two reasons: one, to humiliate Vicky's mother and make her eat her pussy as a warm-up for what would come later. And, two, to put her boyfriend to the test. Although they were both friends with Alan, Jaume did not like Biel at all. It was understandable to him, because they were very different, fortunately. What girl would want to have Biel as a boyfriend? "Ugh!" she said, frightened, at the prospect. Jaume had become deliciously stressed every time she approached Biel naked. Just to see how he would react – and for that reason alone – he had felt like throwing it at him. But he hadn't. She was neither an asshole nor blind and she had noticed the expression that Biel put on every time she made the threat of approaching him. He was definitely an idiot. Fortunately, neither Jaume nor Alan were like that.

He had also noticed the expression of Vicky's father. That someone like him would judge her and do so for something as trivial as her body! He was just a worm, like his wife! Of course I would make him pay for that and as much for being the father of the scrawny little princess!

What if he took the opportunity to expand Jaume's limits? At what point of his submission to her was he really? Would he get him to pull down his pants in front of everyone to proudly show, like that half-man, his caged cock? He knew he was terrified to do it, especially in front of Biel. But with the father of the sardine as an extreme comparison, could I convince him that showing off his chastity device wasn't such a big deal?

Would she manage to push him towards something more, something that, incidentally, would whet Alan's appetite, always so in need of domination? Would she get Alan to consider a greater commitment in their relationship – and to put aside or degrade the little princess – if she showed him how well her Jaume and Daniel got along?

Of course, she did it with Gema: she loved to humiliate her and the dog folded without too much resistance. He had noticed the sparkle in Alan's eyes as he did so.

Could she get her boyfriend and the dog's husband to put on a lesbian show? A kiss, at least, or something more than a little bite. Jaume could think, if that made things easier for him, that Daniel was a woman. She looked at him again without disguise and continued masturbating. Of course, cross-dressing in that way, he would look good, if it weren't for the fact that he was wearing that flap wrapped in pink plastic outdoors. Jaume could decide to think what he wanted, but everyone, including him, would know that it would be a kiss between two females. Or what had Alan called it? Sissy? A kiss between two sissys, her Jaume and the princess's father! A kiss of obedience, but also of desire.

Would he ever manage to take Jaume to that extreme? Why not, if deep down he wanted it? Why, if not, did he get excited watching her or knowing her with Alan? Why, if not for that reason, did he agree to put on the chastity device, even if it was only for certain moments? No doubt he must have known the path that the dog's husband had traveled. Although he focused on documenting her transformation, he could not ignore his, because for that they were both too linked.

"Jaume, Jaume, Jaume, darling. Do you see how the three of us can be happy, together?" She wanted him by her side and always would love him. And Alan didn't care that he was with her, as long as he behaved in a certain way. "You would make a better woman than that," he observed, which, in view of the result of the transformation, was already saying. "What would we call you? Jaimita? You'd only have to suck your friend's cock once in a while." In a show of confidence, which she appreciated, Alan had confessed to her that this was something he put on her. I didn't consider him gay, but a matter of dominance. "Alan, admit it! He is a bit gay." But I understood. She also did not consider herself lesbian or bisexual, although she enjoyed humiliating Vicky and her mother, when she had the chance. And he did not limit himself to verbally degrading them... Yes, I understood. In general, they understood each other very well.

"Jaume, darling. You just need to prove to your friend that you're good at it. Maybe then I'll leave Vicky or, at least, lower her stripes. If you love me, wouldn't you do that for me? Jaimita, do it, please..."

She was getting very with the future prospects in front of her.

Unfortunately, his plans had a major flaw that he preferred to ignore: Alan tolerated this man because Gemma was not his girlfriend, but only a sex toy at the service of his perversions. In that sense, she was not very different from the woman; at most, instead of a toy, it was a tool.

"Come here!" He ordered, suddenly.

"Enough of dreaming!"

Daniela was not trained to obey the orders of someone like that girl, but Daniel's instinct reacted and he approached her. Perhaps this indicated that, even at that time, there was still a lot of Daniel and that it was not only Daniela at all.

Daniel noticed, but late. The girl had already grabbed him by the hair and, although when he pulled down he had kept the wig in his hand, he had quickly let go of it and had grabbed it by his natural hair – Daniel's – towards her.

"You'd better make me cum!" He warned, pushing his head down.

Still worried because he was still Daniel for the most part, his nose crashed against the girl's sex. Like Daniela, one hundred percent, he would know how to deal with whatever was waiting for him downstairs, in the living room, when the girl finally took him to his wife. Daniela would know how to handle the situation with Alan's pack, without being excessively embarrassed. But he, in return...

The girl's pussy was soaked and that was something neither he nor Daniela were prepared for. Had he – that is, Daniela – made her? Or was she still wet from the licks that Gema had given her, supposedly, probably, surely? How could he, with someone like that! Alan achieved everything he set out to do. And yet, there they were, Daniel and Daniela, doing the same thing and without Alan having said anything to them.

It was disgusting. The pussy didn't taste the same, though, truth be told, he wasn't a pussy expert. He realized, at that moment, for the first time, that he had sucked more cocks than he had eaten clams. A terrible embarrassment came over him, although he continued to lick the girl. He made a mental account.

The first part was easy and quick: he had only beaten, in that order, his wife; the Redhead (who for a time had been a friend of Gema, until she betrayed her by reconquering Sylvester) and Lydia. There had been no more women in his life and no pussies in his mouth. Except for the fact that Gema – always extremely jealous despite her own infidelities – had considered Lidia's affair a betrayal (orchestrated by Gerardo to separate them), his lack of promiscuity was synonymous with loyalty to her. He could boast, at least, of having tasted only extraordinarily beautiful women. "And now this cow..."

The second half was more difficult for him, so much so that he was unable to specify the number:

Their first cock had been Sylvester's, in that session of female domination to which the Redhead had seduced them. Disoriented – probably both – because Gema had left after a fight with Luis Alberto (in which he had knocked him down, at least momentarily, with a punch), he had allowed himself to be seduced by her along with Silvestre. Sylvester had probably wanted to atone for his sins against her (he had abandoned her after accidentally getting her pregnant) and had wanted to take advantage of the opportunity to reconcile with her, accepting a change in their relationship: he, the apparently perfect gore (so it had seemed to him when he had contacted him to seduce his wife), would assume the role of submissive and she, once shy and insecure, she would have the leading voice. It had been a highly explosive night: first, the fight and subsequent fight with Luis Alberto, then the evening with the Redhead and Silvestre. Previously, the closest he had been to a cock, apart from his own, of course, had been once, when he had licked his wife's clitoris, while Sylvester drilled her.

Gerardo's turnip, fortunately, had not tasted it. Both had refused that. On something, at least, they had agreed. Although, that had not prevented him from having to swallow his semen, recently deposited in his wife's vagina. But if it came from his body, hers, it could not be considered a.

The second cock had been Alan's. He had had her in his mouth a couple of times, always in a kind of threesome with his wife. He wasn't gay, if she was present and actively involved... It was the normal evolution of a cuckold. It was what was expected of him and that did not make him a faggot, but a cuckold, period!

Then, after letting himself be pushed by Gema and Alan, Mauro's cock had come. At that moment, the tie between pussies and cocks had occurred. Definitely, it could not yet be said that he was a faggot. Nor bisexual. For example, she was not capable of harboring any romantic feelings towards any man. Nor were they attractive or handsome, which happened to him with women. It was the perversion of humiliation and submission that stimulated him.

"Are you sure it's just that?" Daniela asked annoyingly.

With Mauro his friend, Boris, had appeared. By that time, the cock count had already surpassed that of pussies.

"I told you so."

Although, he had always given himself to them thinking about how happy he would make his wife and Alan.

"Yes, of course."

And how happy the three of them could be together, Gema, Alan and him (not Mauro, Boris and him!).

"That is more in line with the truth. But is it everything?"

In the sauna of the gym where I went with Mauro and Boris, between the fumes, I had sucked cocks that I didn't know which faces they belonged to and that, frankly, I didn't want to know either. To whom who greeted him in the corridor with a little smile had given pleasure with his mouth without knowing it? How many different colleagues from Mauro and Boris had he made enjoy? I preferred not to know, but, clearly, the scales were tilted strongly towards the side of the cocks, instead of the pussies. To their shame, they should have won by a landslide. Some, probably – "rather surely" – were not even friends of Mauro or Boris and were not even members of the gym. The Moor rented his mouth when he felt like it or when he needed extra money. The only thing customers had to do was get a ticket to the gym at the reception for a couple of hours and pay the Moor the fee for his services. To humiliate him, Mauro then gave him his share. It would have been easy for him to put the money away and recount it to find out how many services he had done, but he preferred not to. It was part of his instruction as a baby, the training that Gema and Alan had prescribed for him. But had they considered that detail or was it entirely the work of the former Saharawi guerrilla?

It was humiliating. But it was more than that. When she managed to fully immerse herself in the role of Daniela and completely cede control to her, she became a-hungry babe. She delighted in the eager looks that made her feel beautiful, instead of like the monster she had recognized in the mirror at first. He liked to suck those cocks, even feel the strength of those males drilling her pussy (i.e. anus). She was enraptured by the taste of the sweet honey of her triumph, when they came in her mouth. And, sometimes, if the moment was right and the angle was also right, he even came to cum, despite the chastity device, although Mauro only managed that, when he took it from behind. The prostate orgasms were different from those he had had in his previous life: instead of giving him the downturn, after cumming, he was still tremendously aroused.

Mauro could be proud of what he had achieved, although he continued to demand more... And he could be proud of his alter ego, Daniela, an almost perfect girl, attractive, desired and desirous... not unlike Gema, his reference.

"You're hooked on Mauro."

"No!" He wasn't. No more than a person submissive to his dominant. It is normal for certain links to be created that can even be confused with...

«¿… love?"

"No!! You have not let me finish what I was going to say."

What was he saying? Oh, yes, they would soon make both of them enjoy Alan together. That is what he had been preparing for. Gemma would see how much she had learned.

"As long as Biel is not there, right?" said Daniela, disappointed.

"Even if it is!" replied Daniel from wounded pride. Biel was enough of it! He had come for his wife... and off to Alan!

The hippopotamus had finally cummed (and he had done so wetly). He had managed to weather the unpleasant storm by losing himself in thought. Anything was better than thinking that he had that fat girl's pussy in his mouth.

Would he have said the same thing years ago? Would she have opined that a cock was better than an ugly pussy? Of course not. He recalled that, as a result of the film An Indecent Proposal, he had assured that not even for a million euros would he let himself be butt-fucked. The film had nothing to do with that, as it was only about a heterosexual infidelity consensual in exchange for money. He had also assured – and that was indeed related to the script – that he would not give up his wife for one night or for that million euros.

Those were the times when his cuckolded desires had not yet surfaced. Apparently, they were not the only ones who had not made their way to the surface. He had evolved and changed his mind. At first, out of pure pragmatism, theoretical, of course: to allow his wife to sleep with another man for a million or to let himself be butt-fucked only once in exchange for being a millionaire and not having to go back to work? Where did you have to sign? Later, pragmatism had been transformed into perversion: the humiliation that that indelible antlers would entail! And that of the memory of having allowed himself to be sodomized by a domineering and depraved rich man! Delicious humiliation!

"No touching up your makeup!" Àngels snapped at him and took the case from him. We don't have time and you're fine like this. Or aren't you eager to see your wife the dog? "I want him to know, as soon as I see you, that you've had your face in my pussy."

The girl gave that enigmatic smile again, as if her words had a double meaning that she did not quite understand.

"Put on your wig and that's it," he urged. "She waited just long enough for the white servant's diadem to be colored as well. Then he took him by the hand and went down the stairs with him. He was not going to give him any doubt that he had possessed it. If she felt anything for him, it would hurt.
***


Àngels opened the door and together, holding hands, they entered the living room.

Two huge dogs rose from the ground like springs and rushed towards them. They looked like two cars about to run over them... or worse. The receding lips revealed pink gums and a dangerous row of sharp teeth, ready to tear, with long and curved canines, which shone with a terrifying whiteness and contrasted with the no less menacing blackness of their short fur.

Something was not right and the girl also perceived it. Frightened, she squeezed his hand. Terrified, Daniela jumped back.

The dogs, fortunately, stopped short halfway through. But far from calming down, they began to bark furiously at them. Daniela recognized the breed: they were Dobermans, the dogs that in movies always played the bad guys. Wasn't that a dangerous race? Those two copies, of course, were! And the size they were!! They were huge!! They looked like mutants taken from the laboratory of the evil one on duty. Were Dobermans usually this big? More than Dobermans they looked like Great Danes, although, unlike those quiet fools, those two were out of their minds.

They were the ones who were out of place and the dogs were letting them know. They were not welcome.

Far from calming down, they continued to bark angrily, staring at her. Daniela considered running, but, luckily, the terror kept her paralyzed. Running was not a good idea. That would only stir up their hunting instincts. The only chance he had was to get to a door before them and get it closed in front of their noses. The front door of the house was nearby! But would he manage to arrive on time? Although gigantic, those two had shown an implausible speed. But if she stayed still, she would end up in pieces. The intensity of the barking was increasing.

"And what am I going to do, naked, outside the house?" asked Daniel. "Is that what you're worried about now????" Daniela asked, incredulous.

The girl let go of his hand and pulled away from him. Despite the barking, he laughed. Was it a nervous laugh?

"Rei!" President! someone shouted, at last. Quiets! Seieu!

Relieved, Daniel observed that the dogs obeyed and, although they did not move away, they stopped barking and settled their hindquarters.

Distrustful, Daniel did not dare to take his eyes off them. The dogs didn't take their eyes off him either. Now they seemed to smile sadistically, as if they had enjoyed the fright they had given him. Or was there something more to their smiles?

The girl continued to laugh. That could no longer be caused by a hypothetical nervous laughter. At last Daniel dared to take his eyes off the dogs and looked at her. The girl was laughing at him! There was no doubt: he pointed at him with his index finger and laughed out loud.

"Don't worry, big guys," someone said.

That voice was familiar to him. Daniel looked away from the girl and avoided looking at the dogs so as not to provoke them. It was Biel! "Damn it!"

"They just want to welcome you in their own way," he explained. They're more cuddly than ferocious, aren't they, Gema?

The happy boy gave a smile similar to that of dogs. Were they his? It seemed so. He had been the one who had given them the orders.

Daniel's eyes finally found his wife. Stunned as the dogs had left him, he had not seen her, even though she was there, right under his nose. Or rather, next to Biel. Why wasn't she with Alan?

To be more precise, it was underneath him. The young man was naked from the waist down, but he kept his shirt. It was nonsense. What his wife was doing down there made less sense. "Oh, no, Gemma! Not that! Not with him!" It hurt her soul to see that.

Biel had his impressive turnip in his hand. He was sitting on top of his face and, behind his hairy scrotum, his nose emerged, every time the guy pulled his cock up.

Gemma had one hand under the young man's thigh, as if trying to push him away or trying to avoid being crushed by him.

"Pig! You bastard!" Anger surfaced in Daniel. I couldn't allow that! I shouldn't! He had already tolerated too much. In that whirlwind of emotions, Daniela vanished. It couldn't be her; Not like that. He tensed up and clenched his fist. The dogs noticed and gave him a growl as a warning.

"They don't like you," the boy said.

"You don't either. Asshole!" What hurt him most was that he knew that his wife didn't like Biel either. She had told him so and, besides, from what she knew about him, she knew it had to be true. The boy was a troglodyte; he was very different from Alan. He had no culture and you couldn't even say he was handsome.

"But he has a good cock," Daniela pointed out, weakly.

The growl of the dogs was transformed into the noise of licking.

"Oh, no, Gemma!" he repeated his laments. The dogs' mouths were closed and their tongues were still. The noise was not coming from them, but from his wife. Between Biel's legs you could see his head moving and between what could be seen of his buttocks you could sense that he was moving his jaw. I was eating her disgusting ass! "Don't do that, please! Don't stoop to that!"

What he was asking of her was somewhat unfair, considering that Daniela had done the same with Mauro and Boris, although not in such a degrading position. Biel could not be compared to Mauro either, although, to be honest, Boris was something else.

As for Daniel, he would eat his wife's ass without hesitation, when he had the opportunity to give her that pleasure. But it was the cute ass of Gemma, his goddess, not that idiot's hairy ass! It was not the same to practice annilingus with a woman, and even more so when it was his wife, than to do it to a man and specifically to someone he despised. Why, then, did he do it??!!

Biel stood up a little. For a moment, Daniel could see his wife's tongue between Biel's buttocks. Quickly, it disappeared back into its mouth (which is where it should have remained and not there, in that other hole!!) and took a breath.

The boy moved and rubbed his ass, perineum and scrotum through his poor wife's mouth and nose. Instead of trying to escape the vilification, now that she was less imprisoned by his weight, she shook her head agitatedly, and her mouth noises increased. Depending on Biel's posture, his wife's tongue poked back between his buttocks.

The young man came back to rest with all his weight on his face. You could no longer see the tongue, fortunately, and the sounds were so muffled that you could rather intuit them.

Biel gave him a piercing look, triumph in his eyes, sarcasm on his face. For some reason, she seemed to derive more joy from humiliating him through her than from the pleasure she gave him.

His body vibrated and it seemed that he was the one who moved, but, to his chagrin, Daniel realized that it was not so. It was his wife who caused the oscillations. Lying on her back on the couch, her body lay along the short side. It had its head on the edge and Biel used it as a seat with special massage built in. His legs did not fit and he had them raised at right angles, following the backrest, open in a V and with his heels leaning against the wall. Alan didn't seem to mind that I soiled his wall. With her free hand, hidden behind Biel's back, his wife masturbated frantically.

Daniel watched paralyzed, in a mixture of dejection, dishonor, rage, and fascination. The unexpected sight before him had made him quite forget how ridiculous he was in that guise.

"Someone likes dirty sex," Àngels observed.

The words partially roused Daniel from his paralysis, and although he was still unable to move his legs, he turned his head back and looked at her.

The girl laughed.

"She's good at it," he observed and smiled as if she knew something he didn't.

Daniel heard Biel get up, but he continued with his eyes fixed on the fat woman, trying to guess what he had meant to insinuate.

The sound of a spit made Daniel refocus his attention on his wife.

"Stop! Biel slapped him. Then he spat into her mouth. What a paris!

The girl laughed vilely.

Gema made a plaintive sound of protest and effort, but eventually stopped masturbating.

"Gemma," Alan interjected, "don't you want to say hello to your husband?"

Daniel turned his head. He had not seen him before, so absorbed or traumatized had he been with the scene that had unfolded in front of him.

Next to him, there was a young man he did not know. Was he one of Alan's boys, one of the members of his pack? He was dressed and in his hand he had a small camera. I was recording everything! "That must be the one who makes the videos," Daniel acknowledged, despite his deep embarrassment.

He had come to get his wife back, to reconcile with her. She was his wife, his goddess, she was... it was... It wasn't that! It wasn't... a... A what?

There was no glamour in that. Everything was so, so... dirty?

He realized that he had just used the same word that the girl had used.

"Be good and go and say hello," Alan urged her. It has come expressly for you.

It was amazing that he had to encourage her to say hello! If I had to, all was lost. How could he have dreamed of an easy reunion, full of love and tears, mutual apologies and promises? He made no gesture of being glad to see him or to regret anything. Truly, he was gone.

Gemma got up from the sofa. Except for her shoes, she was completely naked. Without hardly deigning a glance, he swallowed hard and, turning to Alan, asked in a surly tone:

"What is he doing here?"

I was definitely not happy to see him. She didn't appreciate it in the least, and that after all he had done for her!

"Be good," Alan scolded her, as if she were a child. He's your husband. Our sissy. Give him a kiss.

At least Alan was trying to put the situation back together. But, if that was his intention, why had he allowed Biel to do that to him?

"Give him a kiss," he insisted.

At last, with his arms akimbo, with far more dignity and arrogance than he had shown before with Biel, he turned to him and approached him. The heels tapped with every step and her beautiful curves undulated.

The dogs sniffed her interestedly, but let her pass.

A meter away from him and for a second, his gait became hesitant, a momentary pause in his confident walk and his eyes sizzled dangerously.

"It smells like a walrus," he said aloud, a few inches from Daniel's face. He glanced sideways at Àngels. Of all the humiliations he had subjected her to, that was the only one he would not forgive her.

"How did you say," the girl lit up, "disgusting worm?"

Alan stopped her with the wave of a hand.

"Give your husband a kiss." To our sissy.

Gema made a contemptuous noise that made it clear that she didn't feel like it at all. However, she bowed to Alan's wish, took Daniel's face between her two hands, and kissed him on the mouth. It was not a peak, but a morreo.

Alan watched this pseudo-biblical scene excitedly. Daniel – or Daniela, as she called herself when she transformed – was quite passable as a female. Although, of course, she was missing boobs... but the corset she wore concealed this defect well enough. He congratulated himself on the choice of Mauro, who was doing an excellent job with him. He laughed to himself as he remembered that Daniel thought that the choice of his trainer had been made by him. There were few things he left to chance or to the choice of others and that was not one of them.

It wasn't that I wanted to turn Daniel into a woman. Neither of them, neither Mauro nor he, wanted that. They both agreed that creating a sissy, rather than a transsexual, from a straight husband was much more interesting. He did not want another woman; that part of his sexual appetite was already fulfilled with Gema and Vicky, mother and daughter. Oh, and there was also Lidia. And Àngels. Now he couldn't make an ugly look at his friend and interrupt his antlers. In addition, Àngels continued to be very useful to him. Nor did he wish to take Daniel's place. She did not wish to replace him as husband. Being Vicky's partner was enough for him. His relationship with Gemma and with him was necessarily of a different kind.

She wanted exactly what she was starting to have in front of her: a husband so cuckolded that he dreamed of imitating his wife, while at the same time he was still one hundred percent straight – if it made sense to say that – despite the fact that his cocks drove him crazy. There was little time left for that. For the moment, he only encouraged himself when, in some way, he felt obliged. But it was only a matter of time before she couldn't think of anything else, even more extreme than the vast majority of women, including Gem herself.

The funny thing was that, at the same time that he would feel that way, he would be ashamed of having those sexual appetites. That was one of the big differences between a transsexual – operated on or not – and a sissy.

Inevitably, Gema would stop seeing him as a man and there the challenge was that she would continue to love him as a husband; that is, as a life partner. It was clear that there was a crisis – foreseeable and expected – because she was beginning to see it differently and doubts about their relationship assailed her. But he was confident that he could solve it. The question was not to avoid the crisis – that was impossible – but to emerge stronger towards the next phase.

Enraptured, Alan observed the murrel between his beautiful slave – his dog – and his attractive sissy. It was getting hard.

What did Gemma think who she was kissing? Her husband? A man? A woman? An aberration? It was necessary for her to understand four things: first, that she kissed her husband, whether his name was Daniel or Daniela. Second, that his sexual condition was neither homo nor bisexual, nor hetero, but sissy, simply and complexly that. Third, that the transformation was her work, just like hers into a definitive dog; It mattered little or nothing that he used others as tools to achieve his purposes. Not even Biel realized that he was doing exactly what he intended. Although he often expressed his disagreement with her, he only did so to allow him the illusion of having his own agenda with her. And fourth, that she wanted them exactly like that and not otherwise: it was a sine qua non requirement that they continue together and that she be a dog and he, sissy.

Despite the fact that Gema covered his ears with her hands, Daniel heard Biel and Àngels laughing. He didn't need to be a genius to guess why. His wife had just had her tongue in Biel's ass and, as if that were not enough, he had spat in her mouth. "And who knows what else they have done before I arrived!" The dogs protested, one whimpering, the other with a restrained growl, as if they were not amused by his kiss. Even so, his wife's kiss tasted sweet as always. He loved her! He loved her, after all. A warm wave began to expand through his body.

"Happy?" Daniel heard him snap at Alan.

Gemma had suddenly stopped kissing him and turned sharply. He walked away from him and toward Alan, with the sound of his footwork.

The wave of warmth faded.

"Better for him to go to Alan than to Biel," he consoled himself.

Daniel watched her distance himself from him. Inevitably, he noticed her butt. He had some ugly marks that someone had made with an implement similar to a rod. That had happened in the Salama. And he had allowed it! It had happened right under their noses! And that's why she had left. Could he reproach him? But what was that else? Were they scratches? His ass was scratched, but also his back. Had it also happened in the Salama? But no, they seemed recent.

Gemma sat down next to her Master on the sofa and put her head on his lap. Her nakedness contrasted with Alan's clothing. The young man dressed, as always, impeccably. He was wearing long navy blue pants and a dark gray shirt with a collar and a sporty design on the sleeves. Daniel noticed that his well-groomed hipster beard contrasted with Daniela's shaved and feminine body. In his transformation, he had lost muscle, while Alan was still beaten as always and that was noticeable, despite the fact that he had not yet taken off his shirt.

The boy stroked his wife's head with one hand and her arm and back with the other. Gemma seemed so happy by his side...

"Little dog," Alan murmured, satisfied.

Àngels had sat with Biel on the other sofa and they both smiled knowingly. That idiot husband didn't know the true meaning of the word.

"I like your haircut," Alan praised him and pointed his index finger at his pubic hair.

Daniel suddenly realized how ridiculous he was. The same shock he had suffered at seeing his wife do just that to Biel had kept him from becoming aware of his own situation. The bad thing is that this shock had also scared Daniela. She would have had hardly any qualms about showing herself naked. Daniela was full of self-confidence, like her idol, Gema, and she knew she was attractive and desired. But he wasn't like that. He... "Come back, Daniela. Please. I need you," he begged. He knew that his appearance was grotesque and completely improper. It was even worse than what he had seen his wife do before.

"Does that haircut have a name?" He was interested. Put your hands behind your back! He snapped suddenly. Daniel, ashamed, had tried to cover his parts. Let me see you.

"Chu-chupito," Daniel stammered, the translation of the English term hot shot. Her intimate hairstyle resembled the silhouette of the glasses in which shots are typically served.

Biel and the fat woman laughed out loud. Daniel tried to ignore them, but it wasn't easy. I felt like my cheeks were hot. Nervous, for he was in the middle of the room and he was the center of attention, he swung his weight from one foot to the other, and behind his back he unconsciously dug a stepfather into his thumb with the nail of his forefinger.

Alan took a good look at his sissy's genitals.

"Yes, I see why it's called that," he said. Doesn't it look good on you, Gema? Tell her, dog.

"It looks good on you," she observed lazily, and made a bored face.

I definitely didn't want to talk to him.

"I'm not a man. How can he love me?" He was neither male nor female, neither Daniel nor Daniela. She didn't feel like a babe at the time, either. He was nothing more than Daniel's failure. He had already lost his dignity a long time ago and now he had also lost his wife. That path led to the abyss of depression and I would soon lose everything.

"Tell him that we like him that way and that we want him to always wear it that way." Tell him.

Gemma told him, with the same lack of interest as before. To alleviate his boredom, he began to play with Alan's crotch through his pants. It was clear that this interested him much more than the effort he had made by going on the very first train to Barcelona to recover it and also more than the sacrifices he had been making to please them. And now, that her transformation was almost complete and Alan liked what was in front of him, she didn't want to know anything about him!

Crestfallen, he looked at the tips of his shoes so as not to look at her and to avoid also crossing the gazes of the girl and Biel.

"What do you think?" How should Gemma wear pubic hair?

Daniel raised his eyes, interested. Was she asking him? Incredulous, he questioned him with his eyes. Alan was not expected to ask his opinion about how his wife should dress or comb her hair. I had never done it before. Why at that moment, which was nothing more than a ruin of a man?

"Sit down and spread your legs, dog." Let's talk about this. I am interested in your opinion.

With a face of annoyance – she was not excited to show herself like that for her husband's benefit – Gema obeyed, sat up and sat down on the edge of the sofa. He spread his legs so that everyone could see the slit. No doubt they had seen it before, and they had done more than just see it. Still, Daniel was shocked by the ease with which he displayed himself at the slightest command from Alan.

The dogs stirred and, agitated, emitted annoying whimpers.

Daniel couldn't help but look at his wife between her legs. Her vulva was swollen and her groin and thighs were shiny.

"I don't know," Alan said. He put his arm behind her waist and placed her on his crotch. Then, he separated her index and middle fingers into a V and opened her vaginal lips. They were red inside and shone with the light as much or more than their thighs.

To all that, his wife remained undaunted, despite the fact that everyone was looking at her pussy, including the boy with the camera.

With his other hand, Alan touched her breast and turned her head toward him. Without showing any qualms, despite where she had had her mouth before, he kissed her, first affectionately, then more deeply, finally lasciviously, all in front of him, while she stood with her legs apart and her vaginal lips open, and while he, in corset, stockings and heels, watched a handful of meters away.

How could he think of getting it back, if it really belonged to HIM? But as long as it was HIS, instead of belonging to Biel or Pepe – or belonging to no one – everything was fine and he would settle for a little bit of both. She and Alan were a very good couple; I could not help but recognize that. In fact, she was a better match with the young man than with him.

Alan continued kissing her in front of her nose and everyone. It pained him to see so much passion – not only lust, but, above all, feelings – between them, while at the same time filling him with happiness. If their sacrifice helped the unequal couple to consolidate, it would have been worth it. At the same time that he kissed her, he continued to show his pussy to everyone.

The significant silence weighed like a stone, or would have weighed heavily, had it not been for the annoying whimpering of the dogs that, for some reason, were upset, as if an earthquake or some other catastrophe were about to happen.

Alan's fingers moved up her vulva and focused on her clitoris. Keeping them in a V-shape, with the clitoris in the middle, he gently massaged the area. When he pulled upwards, the foreskin contracted and the shiny head of his wife's most sensitive point appeared. Mesmerized, he silently watched the spectacle, ignoring the wails of the dogs. His mouth watered and he swallowed hard. As he masturbated her, the foreskin fell further and further back and the clitoris swelled and proudly peeked out. He swallowed again. Now the foreskin no longer hid the rosy button at any time, which seemed to continue to grow.

It increased in size for her and for him it decreased. Not at that precise moment, of course (quite the opposite was the case), but as a general tendency.

"Everyone is seeing this!" he said to himself, between admiration for the mastery of the young man, who knew how to handle his wife so well, and the indignation of a cuckolded husband. And that boy, who had changed position to record from a better angle, did not miss any detail with his camera. Soon, a stripped-down version of that would be on the internet. But why should he worry about that, when his wife had just exposed herself (and, consequently, exposed him) at Pepe's beach bar. Everyone would know how passionate his wife was... and how cuckold he was.

"Do you want to cum again, dog?" Alan asked uselessly.

His wife bit her lower lip for a moment. Then, she nodded and tried to merge her lips with HIS again.

Alan, however, made the cobra, although he continued with his hand on his crotch.

Gemma begged him with her eyes and tried to kiss him, but Alan dodged her again.

"Didn't you cum enough this morning, dog?" He asked in a mischievous tone.

She bit her lower lip again. On this occasion, thoughtful, she prolonged that gesture so typical of her. Then, she shook her head in conviction and tried to kiss him.

Alan eluded her.

"I know who hasn't had enough either..." doggy.

One of the Dobermans interrupted him with a bark.

"Maybe you want to fuck him?" Alan went on, undisturbed by the dog. You know it can make you cum...

His wife's face suddenly turned a dark red. He begged him again with his eyes, although this time shaking his head.

It was clear that they were talking about him. He must have been the only one at the party who had not yet run. The others had surely done it multiple times.

But what about the guy on camera? Daniel looked at him suspiciously. Did you also participate or did you just document? He shook his head. No, they weren't talking about that boy, they were talking about him.

Of course he could make his wife cum. He had done it often and continued to do so, although less often than he had wished. Of course, for a long time he had only done it with his tongue. "He said 'fuck,'" a little voice reminded him. She didn't look like Daniela's, but who else was talking to her inside her head?

Did he intend, as a reward for having come this far – to distant Barcelona, in the literal sense and up to that point of his transformation, in the figurative sense – to uncage him so that he could make love to his wife? Alan had one of the two keys... Did you plan for them to reconcile that way? Clearly, Alan was on his side and the one he didn't want was his wife.

"You know it can make you cum," Daniel reproduced the words in his mind. The damn dog kept making noise. Couldn't they send them out?! He loved dogs, but not in intimate moments like that. He tried to focus again on Alan's phase. How long had it been since he had made love to her, how long had he not made him cum through his? An eternity!

"How am I going to make love to her in front of everyone??" Doubts assailed him. What if, with shame, he did not get up? What if, after so long in a cage, it didn't get hard and it was only black pudding? "What if I cum as soon as I penetrate her?"

Was it a trap to humiliate him? "You know it can make you cum." The dog did not stop and his head began to hurt with so much barking and whining. What did they want? Why didn't anyone take them out? I was starting to sweat. What did Alan want? Was she testing her commitment to being a girl?

Or was he trying to show everyone that his wife no longer wanted to be intimate with him? "How can I reproach him, seeing what I have become?" In return, she was still a woman one hundred percent and that was not changed by the fact that he called her a dog, as if she were a pet, or that the fat woman called her a worm, as if she were a bug.

Alan had stopped masturbating her, though his hand remained in the position. Now it was she who moved her pelvis to stimulate herself with her hand. She did it slightly, as if she was afraid of angering him, if he moved as he needed to and as his body asked him to.

"We'd all like to see it... "Dog," Alan whispered warmly. Everyone. She turned her head and looked at him again.

Daniel recognized that he was definitely referring to him, and fear came over him. The annoying chastity device had long since gone from being a cage to a parapet behind which to shield oneself. "In front of everyone..." I wasn't prepared for that. Daniela, on the other hand, was much better endowed. He didn't have a cock, but a caged clitoris and he didn't have to – and shouldn't – do anything with it. He didn't have to worry that it would get hard (or, rather, that it wouldn't); quite the opposite. He didn't have to be afraid of cumming the first time, precociously. And, even if she were to cum – which was not easy – the prostate orgasm would leave her without relief, wanting more, without a refractory period.

Alan was setting a trap for her, in front of everyone.

"He doesn't need to fuck you to make you cum," Alan whispered to Gema, though not so quietly that the others couldn't hear him. You can do this with your mouth. Huh, what do you think?

Gema was still red-faced and shook her head at her Master's new proposal. The dogs continued to be agitated, making noise.

"Yes, I can do that," Daniel accepted, relieved. Although he didn't take the opportunity to penetrate her again, after so long, Alan's new suggestion seemed much more correct. "Oh, my God! What a baby I am!" he was indignant with himself, but he couldn't help but think that way.

"Why not?" Alan insisted.

Her hand remained still and Gema continued to move her pelvis slowly to stimulate herself. He needed to cum. I needed it very much.

"Look at him. He has had to show us as he is, as we want him. Why don't you show yourself too... Little dog?

"No, please," Gemma begged him with her words, at the same time begging him with her eyes. No, Master, please, that, no.

Had they drifted so far away from each other that his wife now didn't even want to cunnilingus from him? Gema's reaction hurt her soul.

"Look at him. It's just the way we want it. Love it...

The ellipsis sounded like a threat. Did he warn her that if she didn't deign to be intimate with him, she would forbid him to have an orgasm? The lover, trying to convince the wife to have sex with her husband again! Was he so disgusted?

"Not in front of him. "Not that, please," Gemma said in his ear, so that only Alan could hear her. I'll do whatever you ask me to do, but don't make me do that. I beg you.

"Are you going to stop getting angry with the world because I delegated your education to my friend Biel and I don't always have time for you?" He put his fingers together and squeezed her slightly to stimulate her.

Gemma nodded.

"Are you going to continue to obey him as your trainer?"

Daniel saw his wife nod again, this time heated. "What the hell are they whispering????" I had the feeling that I was missing something important, but I was unable to understand anything. He did not listen, nor did he read lips because they spoke in each other's ears.

Alan increased the pressure on her clitoris and began to move it.

"In everything I tell you, dog?"

"In everything, Master. "It was delicious what his masterful fingers were doing down there, and he hardly moved them!"

"Be careful what you promise," he warned. I have agreed not to force you to show your true nature in front of your husband. But Biel could have other plans, dog... I trust him and, although I don't always agree with what he does with you, I won't be like a babysitter behind you either. I'm sure you can handle whatever I order. You want me to be proud of you, right?

"Yes, Master.

"I'm proud of you," he confirmed. As expected, in a reflex act, the woman shook her hips, like a dog happily wagging its tail. Except for how you behave with our sissy. The poor thing deserves better. Don't you think?

"Yes," Gema admitted. I'm sorry, Master. It's just that...

"There are no esques," she said sharply and withdrew her hand from her sex. She turned her head to Daniel and resumed, as if nothing had happened, the previous conversation: "Then how should my girl wear her pubic hair?" From female to female, what would you suggest?

Daniel, who had been paying attention to the gestures, in an attempt to decipher the conversation they had had between them, put his eyes back on his wife's sex. The lips were moist and a droplet was about to fall off one. Was it vaginal fluid? Or semen mixed with vaginal fluid? Had Biel cummed inside her? He was the one who was naked. Or had it been Alan? "Please let it be Alan." At least the dogs had calmed down again.

"I... I think..." Daniel stammered. "He said between female and female." Where was she, Daniela, when I needed her?!

"I was thinking," Alan interrupted, not giving him a chance to express his opinion, "of an inverted triangle. The apex up, you know?

The boy drew with his finger the line on his wife's pubis, which was still there, being exhibited by him to everyone, with her legs wide open. They had seen her fuck. They had fucked her. But that he kept her in that position, as if she were an object, drove him crazy.

He continued to draw lines with his index finger over his intimate hair. He wore it trimmed, like a strip, and dyed the same color as his hair, to HIS liking. Why did he want to change things now?

"But A-shaped," he went on. Can you guess why? "No," he said, before Daniel could answer, "it's not because of that. "I know what you're thinking, but it's not the A in anal," he joked. Although, it could be... Right, honey?

"Honey!"

"Have you already had today," Alan continued, "a hard, big, fiery tail in your anus?"

The flush on his wife's face had faded, but the mention of the boy immediately made her cheeks red-hot again. Biel and the girl kept giggling. "Why don't you go fuck each other somewhere?!!" I had the feeling that Alan was constantly making allusions that he did not understand. Everyone knew something, except him.

Visibly embarrassed, Gemma looked down, but Alan forced her to look straight ahead at him. Even so, his wife avoided their eyes from crossing.

"Tell our sissy. Have you had it? Look, he's dying of envy! He commented when Gemma nodded.

Biel and the fofy woman laughed again. "Don't you have anything else to do?!! Alan could sometimes behave maliciously. It was up to him to do so. It could even be argued that it was their obligation. But he wasn't evil. Biel and the girl, in return, did seem like bad people to him. They didn't humiliate him as part of the game, but they really mocked him.

"And have you had another one in your mouth?"

The color of his wife's face was getting darker and darker. Still, he nodded again.

"At the same time, dog?" He listened and saw Alan pretend to be surprised, as if he hadn't witnessed it and as if it hadn't been his one of those hard and fiery tails. Or had it been one of his other boys in his pack, someone who had left before he arrived or before the evil girl led him into the room? For some reason, I hadn't seen the guy on camera participate in these tasks. Somehow, his attitude reminded him of someone. Perhaps himself, enjoying his sight more than his penis?— One in the ass and the other in the mouth? Tell him so he will believe you.

"This morning I had a tail... hard, big and... fiery —it was difficult for him to use his Master's words— in the ass and... another in the mouth.

One was Alan and the other Biel. Was it the first time she had been penetrated twice or why did she blush like that now? He hadn't been ashamed in the same way when he had annilingus on Biel.

Daniel twisted his rictus when he remembered the image. He couldn't bear to see his Goddess degraded in such a way.

"Don't touch yourself, you dirty bitch!" Alan snapped, and took his hand away from her crotch. And tell him looking into his eyes. Besides, it's not an ass, but an anus. We are talking about the letter A.

Gemma shuddered. You could tell that he was waging an inner struggle. Finally, she forced herself to look up and looked him in the eye. His pupils twinkled for an instant, as if shame had given way to rage.

"This morning I had a hard, big, fiery tail in my mouth and another in my anus, at the same time," he said this time without hesitation, though somewhat forced.

Why did I feel like I was blaming him?

The cow and the troglodyte laughed again.

"Did you cum with those two tails inside you?" Alan asked.

Gema turned her head towards him and looked at him, begging him not to insist on that route.

"Ah, ah," said the young man. Answer the question. Then, in a conciliatory tone: "It's okay. We're just giving you a few glimpses of what you did. You know how that turns him on and how it turns him on to know that he doesn't know everything. But if you don't want to tell him, maybe Jaume wants to show us on TV what he has recorded..." With a gesture, he gave his friend an indication.

"Stop! Gema pleaded.

Daniel was increasingly intrigued.

His wife looked him in the eye again, and again hers sparkled dangerously.

"I came with both tails inside me," he admitted and held his gaze proudly. But you could tell he was forcing himself to do it.

"One in the mouth and one in the anus. And you came," Alan said. How so? Without touching your pussy? Did it turn you on that much?

"Without touching my pussy," Daniel heard his wife confirm. He observed that he bit his lower lip and that his gaze automatically fell to the ground. Was he doing it in an embarrassed way or because he was remembering the scene? He looked up again. Yes, it turned me on so much.

He understood perfectly well that this excited him.

"I... I've cummed like that too," he confessed. Mauro and Boris liked to work as a team and take it at the same time. Curiously, they never did anything between them, they didn't even kiss.

The laughter of the hippopotamus and the Cro-Magnon immediately made him regret his words. Why had he said that? "Daniela?" he asked. Had she been proud? Or had he admitted it to show solidarity with his wife so that she would not be so ashamed? The look he received from her made him regret it even more. However, what had that gesture been? Gemma had then tilted her head, and her eyes had grown soft, if only for a moment.

"Did they cum inside you?"

Who was Alan asking now? To him or her?

"It is... they ran inside me," Gema confirmed. I was embarrassed again.

"In your mouth, dog?" Alan feigned amazement. Did it cum in your mouth? Did he fill it with his sperm?

Again, Gema had a hard time answering, but she ended up admitting the fact.

"Did you like the taste?" Hmm,? You can touch yourself a little. Come on, touch yourself," he commanded her.

Fighting against her own desire, on the one hand, and the fear of where her Master's order was going to end up taking her, on the other hand, Gemma put a hand to her crotch. He gasped. He had the magic button very sensitive and desirous. Unconsciously, he put his other hand to one chest.

For some reason, the damn dogs got upset again. They broke all the magic of the hypnotic scene! Why didn't Alan take them out into the garden at once? No doubt they were his, for his was the house. But wait a minute! Had they not obeyed Biel's orders at first, so much so that he had come to the conclusion that they were his? And if they were theirs, what were they doing there? Hadn't he been able to leave them with someone or just lock them up?

Alan let her touch herself.

"Put two fingers in." Like this. Further inside.

Gemma groaned.

It was incomprehensible that he should have been embarrassed before by a terse account of a risqué scene – but quite normal – and yet should not have any blush now to touch himself in front of everyone!

Mesmerized, Daniel watched her give herself pleasure. "She's definitely a Goddess of Sex," he admired. The dogs were still fighting (not to say in the ass, but we better not say it so as not to confuse the reader), but Biel and the girl watched spellbound. His wife's lasciviousness was contagious and the fat woman, who had already shown herself to be shameless, began to touch herself too. The same thing was done by Biel, who had his handlebars in his hand.

"Put them in your mouth now."

Summoned, Gemma obeyed. She pulled the fingers out of her pussy, wet and sticky, and put them in her mouth. The hand that had caressed her and pinched her nipples now went down to her crotch. He sucked them.

"Did you like the taste?" Alan asked again.

Gemma groaned in reply. He was getting very excited.

Were you aware that you had an audience and that's why you got excited? Or was she lost in her memories, reliving that double anal-oral penetration?

"Do you love the taste?"

Gemma moaned again.

"Do you love it?" Say it!

"I love it!" he declared, half moaning, half purring. He kept licking his fingers.

"Did you cum when he ejaculated in your mouth?"

"Did he ejaculate?" Alan had expressed it in the third person, which meant that it had been Biel who had filled his mouth with cum. "Damn it!"

"Did that bring you to climax, the cum in your mouth and its taste?"

"Yes, yes!" Gema exclaimed, beside himself. If he wasn't cumming, he was about to.

"Slowly, little dog." Don't cum yet," he warned. He put a hand on his mulso to calm her.

But... no! Instead, he pinched her hard and twisted her skin!

Gemma let out a groan.

"Thank you, Master. I'm sorry," he muttered, still panting.

—¿Te has corrido?

"Almost. I'm sorry.

Did he apologize for almost cumming? Did he apologize, instead of reproaching him for hurting him???

"We're not done yet," he warned. He stroked her leg where he had hurt her. We were talking about the A in year. Did the other one cum in your ass and fill your guts with cum?

"Yes, Master.

"The other one?" Then, there had been another boy. At what point had he left? Before he arrived or while the fat woman entertained him in the bedroom? He still had the intuition that the boy in the camera – Jaume, he had called him – was just a voyeur like him. "So, Alan didn't penetrate her," he concluded, disappointed. "At least not at that time."

—¿Violently?

"Yes, Master.

"How... a beast?

"Yes.

It was more of a whine than a word.

"Did you like being taken like this, bestially, by the anus?"

The embarrassment, embarrassment and blush—the three of them together—had returned to her.

"Yes, Master," he admitted.

"Good, little dog, good. That's your natural state, just as hers is to be a sissy. Look at it. Look at your husband. Look him in the eye. It's a sissy. Our sissy. That is their natural state. Don't you see how happy he can be with us? And you, don't you see that one of your natural states is this? Don't you see that we can be a happy family like that? Everyone gets what they need. I take care of that. Do you see?

"Yes, Master," he confirmed.

Did he really see it?

"Look at it then. Say what is in front of you.

"Our sissy, Master," said Gema, without hesitation, though at the same time sorrowful.

"Do you want to be fucked like this again?" He offered.

Did he offer it to her or, simply, would he do whatever he wanted with it? And had his boys been so beastly? What had they done with her, other than to drill her hard, as he could never do, and cum in her mouth and guts? Mauro and Boris also fucked him hard, when they felt like that.

—Nnn.... I don't know, Master.

"You're right to doubt, little dog. This is one of your natural states, but you have more than one. And from what I've seen, I'm afraid you might get addicted to it, right?

To his amazement, Daniel saw his wife nod.

"But that's not in your hands, is it?" Nor in mine. Do you remember what we agreed on?

What do you mean it wasn't in his hands??? So in whose hands was it?? And what was it that they had agreed upon???

"Yes, Master.

"Good little dog," Alan congratulated her, patting her head, and in response, she shook her hips. I don't think it's necessary to end that story. Our sissy has already deduced that they fucked you in the pussy too and that they came inside it. Isn't it?

Gemma nodded.

"Imagine being left pregnant," Alan joked, and the girl and Biel laughed at his supposed funny. I don't know if it's possible..." He cleared his throat. So, the A could be for anus. But it could also be... Daniela. She stared at him. Excuse me for not introducing you. In any case, I think you already know each other. Right? He stroked his beard around the corners of his mouth.

Gema noticed the gesture and lightning bolts flew from her eyes.

"Angels. Has my sissy made you cum?

The boy with the camera, Jaume, stirred, uncomfortable.

"Yes, he did, Alan. He has a wonderful mouth. Although, I'm afraid it's the only thing that can be used in it.

"He... She... What do you want us to call you, hm?

"I, uh..." Everyone waited, even the dogs. Why didn't they bark when they were needed?! "Eh..." "Daniela?" Why wasn't she there when she needed to?" "She," he ventured, "I guess.

"Do you suppose?" This is interesting. Do you know what you suppose and where you are wrong, sissy? You still think that your alter ego is Daniela, when, in reality, it's the other way around! You're not a man. Alan said without a hint of mercy. That's why you disappoint, because your expectations are wrong. And that's why you also disappoint my dog, here. She wants to see in you the man you once were, perhaps, but are no more. You are deceiving her and deceiving yourself.

Daniel groaned in pain. There is no worse truth than the one that is not told. Alan was right: he had been deceiving himself for some time. But the false pregnancy, that unborn baby crying out for a father, had not simplified things for him!

"Daniel is your other self, your costume to go out to work. Your true self is Daniela. Look at you! You look splendid! That way you should always walk around the house, instead of cross-dressing just for the occasion. You don't get dressed as Daniela, but as Daniel. Stop cheating on you and stop cheating on my dog! Look how you got it for me! She has come crying here. "And I was with Vicky in Madrid, instead of being here for her," he reproached himself. But that had been fortuitous. Not everything was controllable and an uncontrolled factor had infiltrated him that he had yet to eradicate. Look her in the eye and tell her what you really feel you are! Nothing happens. Things change and people evolve. Your wife has done it too. You've seen it... And you haven't seen anything yet. Tell him what you feel you are. Tell him!

"I'm... I am—" He looked at his wife, but she had her eyes on the ground. I didn't want to hear it. His heart threatened to break. At last, however, she looked up. Love... I am... I'm a... Sissy. Your sissy. Your baby. That's what I want to be, for you, for HIM.

What if I turned it down?

In that instant, she realized that she had somehow fallen in love with Alan. He had made all the sacrifice thinking of her, but also of HIM. In both. She loved him in a way she couldn't explain and that went beyond the admiration a cuckold feels for his gorer or the devotion a submissive professes to his dominant. Now, suddenly, he saw it clearly, as if a blindfold had fallen from his eyes. It was romantic feelings that she had in her heart for Alan, and she had never thought she could feel that way about a man. How had he not noticed before? The dread of losing Gemma had not only been that, but it also included the fear of losing HIM. She needed both HIM and HER in her life. "I'm a girl. I am your sissy. I love you. I need you."

Alan's always relentless and demanding but conciliatory attitude, both facets of him resonated in his soul in a particular way. He had fallen in love with and subjugated his wife, to the point of exhibiting her on the Internet, although always with a pixelated face, but with the threat of withdrawing the obfuscation at any time. Both of these things, being exhibited and the possibility of being exhibited, resonated with her dark desires and also with her own. What greater humiliation could there be for a cuckold than a goreller who did that? There was only one degree of intensification: that she accept him and actively collaborate out of love for the goring. And that was the case.

Afterwards, he had apparently disinterested in her, only to produce an emptiness that would make him see how much he wanted and needed it. He had drugged her and, once hooked and addicted, he had withdrawn the drug so that she would suffer in every fiber of her body what it was like to be without it. It was normal for Gemma to be highly irritable. Alan had done the same with him, although in a more subtle way, indirectly through her. In this way, he had deepened their addiction to him.

His wife's false pregnancy had been the storm that broke everything down and messed everything up. After the chaos emerged the fertile calm and a new order.

Still, it had pushed him to unsuspected limits... and surpass them, all to please and win him back, to get a pinch of his attention. If it hadn't been that way, he would never have been involved with Mauro. He had made her believe that she needed to be able to transform into Daniela, but now she saw that what she wanted was to be her. And it was. Definitely, it was. And just like that, everything would be fine.

But if he had been transformed into Daniela, what transformation had he wrought with his wife? He had done something with her that he did not know.

Daniel protested, frightened. He wanted to remain a husband, a cuckold, yes, but a husband and a man, after all. She wanted to cross-dress, but only for the occasion, to live sexual adventures that were out of the ordinary, humiliating, extreme, embarrassing but highly stimulating. But not continuously, not ceasing to be him. Gemma was his; it was his wife. That he encouraged her to be unfaithful to him, that you fantasize about his sexual adventures, real, imagined and what could be in between, that he recognized the sexual superiority of his lovers and that, consequently, he was submissive to his gorer did not change the fact that she was his wife and he was his man. That is how they had fallen in love, that is how they had pronounced their conjugal vows, and that is how they were still married. He didn't want to bury that part; in fact, he intended that, in the end, it would continue to be the prevalent one.


"It's too late," Daniela said. "You've gone too deep into me. But don't worry, I'll always keep you in a corner of my heart."

"And I will always be on your conscience, so that it will not be so easy for you to be you," warned a Daniel who was fading away, but who refused to do so completely. He clung wherever he could, to any crack, to any protrusion.

"I love them. I love them a dos.

"Don't think I'm going to make it easy for you," Alan replied mercilessly. It would be boring if it were simple. Besides, I still have to see with my own eyes that you are really prepared. With my dog," he stroked her head, "I already checked it this morning. I know you're impatient, but I'm not done with the letter A yet. Haven't you thought it could be the A for Àngels?

Daniela turned and saw Miss Michelin's face light up. It was clear that what Alan had just said was a surprise to her. "And should that reassure us or worry us?" asked Daniel, from a corner of his conscience. Alan's surprises could be dangerous.

Alan caressed Gema's pubis so that her state of excitement would not wane. His wife groaned at the touch and moved her pelvis in search of more.

"What he can do in that state of excitement!" admitted Daniel and Daniela, both admired and alarmed. "And HE knows it," Daniela added. The butt plug filled her ass and she was aware of her considerable weight. She, too, now that Daniel had handed over control to her, was.

"I see it that way," Alan continued. I could give this dog to my dear Àngels. It would continue to belong to me, but I would let Àngels do with it what he wanted. The A would make more sense that way, don't you think?

Biel stirred on the sofa. He did not like this prospect at all, which, moreover, he considered very unfair to him, after all he had done with Gemma for his friend. He had seen his dream come to fruition, but why not repeat? Why not dig deeper? There were still things she hadn't done that he could teach her. And she would do it much better than that ugly girlfriend of the faint-hearted Jaume.

"What do you imagine I would do with it?" I warn you that Àngels has a grudge against him and that, in addition, he has his good reasons for it. Hm? What do you think Àngels would do with your wife, because she is still one, even if you are our sissy, if I gave her carte blanche with her, not only occasionally, like today, but continuously? Hm?

The mention that Gemma was still his wife, instead of comforting him, stirred him. It was much easier to simply be Daniela, without any responsibility for her, beyond friendship, than to continue being her husband, who, theoretically, was supposed to protect her. "Damn you, Alan!" Daniel imprecated him from a corner. But what was he complaining about? He had already warned him that he would not make it easy for him. "Damn!" he repeated.

But why did Angel feel animosity towards Gema? What had he done to her? And how long had you known each other??

"And you, what do you think, dog?" Do you like Àngels?

Gemma avoided looking at her and just shook her head.

"Did you know he hates you?"

This time, Gemma nodded.

"Yes?" Alan pretended to be surprised again. You've noticed, huh? Smart girl.

Although surely that had not been his intention, his praise had the usual effect on Gemma. I was conditioned to respond unconsciously like this to his little praises.

"And do you also sense why he hates you?" No, huh? That's it. But I do know. He kissed her head affectionately. We all know that. Right, Jaume?

For once, the focus was not on the camera, but on him. Visibly uncomfortable with being in the spotlight (or with the reason for his girlfriend's hatred for Gema??), he preferred to weather the storm by staying still and not saying anything.

"Angels doesn't appreciate you at all, dog." Still, would you accept that I gave you in to her and do whatever she told you? As a sign of your unconditional dedication, would you wear the A for Àngels in your pubic hair?

Gema needed to think about the answer for several seconds. She did not want her Master to give her up, either to Biel or to Àngels, either temporarily or permanently. What I wanted was to be with HIM. But, for some reason, he preferred to delegate his education to someone. He did it to humiliate her even more! I knew it. It was his way of showing her his appreciation, giving her what she was looking for and what she, in part, needed: to give herself unconditionally and give up complete control. What better way to achieve this than by giving it to someone else? Rationally, I understood it, but emotionally it hurt all the same. Her soul was torn apart when her Master entrusted another with her.

"Only if it's also Alan's A, Master."

"Ha, ha, ha, ha!" Putting conditions on your master, huh? That's how I like it, don't give up so easily! But I have a better idea. What if I give your husband to Àngels? That A that I am going to put on you would symbolize his dedication to it. Every time you look in the mirror, you'll know that your husband has been with her. He has already been with her this morning. You realized it right away, huh? And Àngels has been able to prove that he is capable of bringing her to orgasm. Not with that pathetic pilila, of course. But who knows? Maybe, just to hump you, he will take away the chastity device. I don't like the idea, of course. It's not appropriate for a sissy, but I'm not in the habit of getting into the little details. You've already seen it with Biel, right? If you were to give your husband to Àngels, he would also give her the key so that she could do what she saw fit. How would you see that, dog? Your husband in the hands of Àngels, who will do anything he can think of to annoy you. And the A on your pubis to remind you of it every day.

"I would be very upset, Master," Gemma replied reliably. Sissy or not, to think that his husband is with another woman, horrified him. Even with Mauro she had to control her jealousy and he was only a man.

"Ho, ho, ho, ho! For that reason alone, I am considering it. I really like that jealousy of yours. Do you have them with me, too?

"Yes, master!" He replied without hesitation. Although... you are my Master and I... I understand that...

"What do I throw at others?" That I love others? Yes, dog. I love you, I love you and our sissy and we're going to be together. May you never forget it. But I also love another.

Gemma looked at him dejected and fought so that the tears did not flow from her. He had delegated her to Biel because he had no time for her because he loved someone else. Surely, she was a young and beautiful girl. I couldn't blame him. The age difference between them was too great, although he had given everything and continued to do so so that it would matter as little as possible. "How can he love me, after what he saw me do this morning?" Fortunately, Daniel had not witnessed it and preferred that he continue not knowing what he had done.

Daniel and Daniela had their hearts in their fists. Of course, none of them expected Alan to love them. Although, I could see that Gemma did aspire to that. And it was understandable that she, who gave her all and who was still tremendously attractive, much more than many young women, sought her love.

Was that other one aware of Alan's extraordinary activities? What would happen to them, if he found out or if he stopped consenting to them?

"Can we turn back?" the three wondered. But it was impossible, after all the road they had traveled and that had transformed and marked them for life.

"We're all going to be together," Alan said. I'm preparing you for that. And you, Daniela? How would you feel if I assigned you to Àngels? Think before you answer! I think she also has a grudge against you and I know why. I wouldn't make it easy for you. In fact, it would make it doubly difficult for you, one, because of the hatred she has for you and, two, to annoy Gema. But wouldn't you like to be with her, a girl, instead of with Mauro and his friend?

It was a trick question! Again, Alan appealed to his masculine side and he did so just when he had managed to fully immerse himself in the role of Daniela.

"Do you still think I'm just a role?"

Inside Daniel his two instincts were fought, that of giving way to sweet submission and letting others decide, and that of holding the arduous reins to impose and protect himself. Shouldn't he behave, at least a little, like a man? Shouldn't he protect his wife? Shouldn't he protect himself? Shouldn't it be more feminine? Shouldn't he just go with the flow? Shouldn't she just be a babe at the service of both of them and be happy that way?

That he thought again, even if only for a moment, of Daniela as a mere role, showed that Alan's strategy of eroding his conviction was paying off. Why, instead of making things easier for them, did he complicate them for them?

If it was a man, he had to choose the girl, even if she was obese and unattractive. If she was a girl, she should, without hesitation, choose Mauro.

If he wanted to be a good husband, he had to choose Daniela. He wanted to support his wife and he could do that better as a sissy.

He wanted to be with Gema and, to do so, he needed her to see him as a man, at least a little. She wanted to be with Alan, to feel him and to be guided by him, just as she did with her wife.

"If I choose Àngels, Gema is going to explode in jealousy. If I choose Mauro, he will lose what little respect he has for me."

"I—" was starting well; he began doubtfully— I prefer to... Mauro. I think," he said barely perceptibly.

"I knew he was a fucking faggot!" Àngels exploded. I don't know why you insist that it is not.

"Wow, what a surprise! Thank goodness I know you and I know that you are very intelligent and you play at distraction. You wanted to make me see that you prefer Mauro because you know that I am going to make you do the opposite of what you want. Actually, you prefer Àngels, eh, rascal? And I thought you were finally a real sissy. Even Gema has believed it. Confess it!

"I... eh... no..." "I didn't know where to get out. Anything he said could only make the situation worse. But he had to defend himself against the accusation! But what accusation? That she wasn't queer enough? Is that what he wanted to defend himself against? "No! I prefer Mauro so as not to make Gema jealous and to better prepare myself as a babe for them! For them! It has nothing to do with sexual orientation. My inclination is them!" Àngels would be taking a step backwards that would allege it from both of them, from his wife, on the one hand, and from Alan, on the other. I... I really prefer Mauro.

"Well, well. Now I don't know whether to believe it. You believe it,?

Gemma shook her head. Was that his answer? Or was it a gesture that indicated that he did not know what to think?

"I imagined it. How can we check if he is telling the truth? He muttered and remained thoughtful, as if he were really looking for an answer.

"I want you to suck it," Gema said, unexpectedly. He nodded to the side. I want to see how you do it. To Biel. Suck it to Biel.

"What??? Daniel exclaimed in amazement. Biel? Not Biel! Not with him! Why with him and not with Alan!? Gema knew that Biel did not like her. Why did he do that to her? He had earned that flattened nose because he had been a boxer and his brain must have been just as crushed. She herself hated it! "You do this because you get jealous if I suck Alan!"

"Ho, ho, ho, ho! What a good idea your wife had!

"Hey! Biel protested, fortunately. Don't count on me! "There could only be one thing worse than that: to make it with Jaume's girlfriend's fat woman.

"You shut up," Alan snapped. You owe me this. He looked over at the corner where the dogs were. Yes, that's a good idea. Maybe I should shave Gemma's A-shaped pubic hair and you B-shaped, eh, Daniel?

Why did she insist on calling him by his male name, when she was now Daniela?!

"Are you sure that's what you want, dog?" You know I can make it happen.

"I want to see it," Gema confirmed.

What motivated her? Did I want to punish him for something? Or was Biel who he wanted to punish for what he had made him do before?

"Okay. But that's going to cost you something.

With the Roigs, it was always the same: nothing was free with them and they took advantage of any opportunity to put a price on the smallest thing. It had already happened with Gerardo, Alan's uncle.

"I want to see it," he persisted, however.

"A haircut is temporary. "I want something permanent," he warned. I'll mark you with two tattoos. One, here. He put his hand under her collarbone. And another, here. He touched her buttock. Do you agree with that?

Gemma bit her lower lip. He hadn't counted on that and had believed that he would simply ask him for some sexual favor, with him, with Biel, with Àngels, with whoever. Even with her husband. But the tattoo thing hadn't fallen. Like Alan's, his skin was pristine, which was rare for this day and age, and Alan had never hinted at anything even.

"Two?" he asked. Wasn't one enough?— Why not one? He tried to negotiate. One seems fairer.

"Don't believe me. One would do you insufficient justice. You've already earned that one today and you know I'm proud of you. And the other, you almost earned it a couple of months ago, although you are not yet aware of it. Two," he said. You take it or leave it. He saw her hesitate, and added, "Think of Biel." It would be unfair to ask him to do that in exchange for a single tattoo.

"And what are you going to put in?" "Unintentionally, I had addressed him. Was he going to mark it with an A? Or was he going to put a B on it, or worse, the full name?

"You're going to have to trust me, dog." He overlooked the first name. In any case, when they spoke more intimately, they addressed each other. Without trust, our relationship is meaningless. You have to decide now. Do you accept that I mark you with two tattoos of my choice?

Gema bit her lip again. I was asking a lot of him. They were two permanent marks, one of them in a visible place with normal clothes. But the videos I had recorded of her, weren't they also permanent? At any time, he could unpixelate his face. In fact, he could blackmail her with that, and that way he didn't even have to ask her permission for tattoos. That he had that power over her, excited her. And with how she already was at the time, thinking about that wasn't a good idea. But I had asked him for his opinion.

He kept biting his lip.

Two tattoos for the price of one. It was not a fair deal, but with Gerardo I had already been a bad negotiator. I had gotten things from him, but always paying a disproportionate price. Breast augmentation had been one of those tolls she had had to pay. In exchange for a master's degree, a promotion and an ironclad contract in his company, she had committed to a breast augmentation – paid for by him, of course – but with the peculiarity that the choice of implants would be at her sole and exclusive discretion. Not being able to decide about your own body... That had also caused her a serious problem with Daniel, who had died of rage and jealousy.

Again, a Roig wanted to make changes to her body without her being able to decide about the extent of the change. Tattoos could be discreet or huge, in good or bad taste, discreet or flashy... such as implants. In the end, Gerardo had settled on one that wasn't completely anatomical. Thankfully, though, she'd wished everyone who saw her knew she was a slut. I could see it in the looks: that was what they thought of her, when she dressed up and let part of her breasts show. Holding his hand, they would have thought she would be a vase woman... And in a way, it was true, except that she had truly loved him.

And now, another Roig intended to modify her body without even informing her of what the change would be like!

"Two is too many," he resisted. Gerardo had been an old fox and a shrewd businessman, skilled in the art of negotiation. But his nephew, clever as he was, was an inexperienced yogurt. If you want to mark me with a second tattoo, I want you to give it up the ass. "Literally," she said, pointing her index finger at her husband. And you also put a tattoo on him. On the shoulder blade. Of my design.

"Oh! You're tough! Okay. Let's see what your husband thinks. What do you think about my wife marking you? One or two tattoos, that's the least of it. He has already agreed to put at least one on it. I'll choose the motif, and neither she nor you will know until I've tattooed it. You could be—" he gestured, as if to indicate that he was not yet sure, "anything." Has she ever allowed you to make such a decision for her?

Daniel shook his head. It was sad, but no. Even when I bought clothes from him, I ended up finding some fault. If it wasn't the size, it was the color scheme.

"And how do you feel, cuckold, that she should give me that way?"

Why did she continue to call him Daniel and cuckold, when she had already told them that she was their sissy, Daniela?! Like Daniela, she would have no problem with her wife tattooing whatever her lover wanted, unless it was inappropriate for a Goddess like her. Even for Daniela that was her. But like Daniel, jealousy gnawed at him, though in that special way in which cuckolds are affected.

"I... I would be honored if I marked my wife, Lord.

Àngels laughed. That man was pathetic! He looked at Jaume. Would he end up becoming someone like that? She was not a pathetic submissive like the little princess's mother, but would Jaume accept that Alan marked her, assuming that she agreed?

"And what would you say if the tattoo artist is on his way?" Home visit. That way she will have the opportunity to pay him in kind. Although, who knows, maybe he prefers you.

Daniel swallowed. I hadn't thought it would happen so soon, almost immediately. It is possible that he even believed that Alan had only hesitated to see how they reacted. As much as Daniela was, she couldn't help but still be Daniel, the husband, and that boy wanted to mark his wife, as if she were a piece of cattle! And yet, she couldn't help but be proud of her, for having gotten HIM to notice her, to the point of wanting to mark her as his property.

Biel remained silent, visibly unhappy. The concession his friend had made to Gemma did not please him at all. Getting a blowjob done by a man?! For God's sake! What did they think, that she was a faggot? Was that worth it to have seen his dream come true? The woman, however, had been fantastic. A natural talent! And to think that Alan hadn't been amused by the idea at first, and that he'd been lounging around until the last moment! I had only given him what he needed. And now, what had Alan said? That this was one of their natural states? Ha! It had been thanks to him that I had discovered that! To him and his dirty fantasies... But among which was not that a fool sucked his cock!

"Then we are all in agreement. I will mark my dog with two tattoos of my choice and she will mark you.

Alan was not easy to influence, but Àngels made a mental note of trying to suggest a tattoo that was especially degrading to the woman. Revealing text on the collarbone, for example, would be an excellent idea. "And then, Vicky," he proposed.

"Let's get to work, then." Or mouth to turnip. Sissy, show us what you've learned!

"Hey, hey! Wait a minute! Turn off the camera! Yes, you, Jaume, turn it off! I have no intention of letting myself be recorded.

"Are you shy now, Biel?" Don't worry, we do as usual with the faces. Except yours. In any case, between the wig and the makeup, he is not recognized. Record, Jaume! And action!

Hesitant, Jaume looked at his girlfriend, but she urged him to record. That video of Vicky's father was going to be very useful to him.

What had he learned? To suck cocks? To take a liking to having a good cock in your hand? To do everything that Gemma did? To degrade himself in front of her? Would he despise it even more? But she had been the one who had sued him! Or would she be proud of her new friend, named Daniela?

"Come on, Sissy Daniela!" Alan told him.

Sissy Daniela was not the same as simply Daniela. She was not a woman. He would always remember that he was a transformed man. He visualized the vignettes of the Xavier Duvet comics that Mauro had commissioned him to read in order to acquire the right attitude. It had been a long time since he had needed to do that exercise with him, because it came naturally to him as soon as he arrived at his apartment, but with his wife watching... and with the ugly and furious turnip of Biel in front of him...

He plucked up the courage and approached him. Yes, it was a repellent and furious cock. He tried to walk gracefully, like a woman, but tense as he was, he couldn't. He knelt in front of him. The hard ground dug into his knees, but he was already used to that. He took his cock in one hand. Biel involuntarily recoiled a few centimeters with the contact. Her lack of desire wasn't making it any easier, quite the opposite. It would be easier if I forced it, if I exerted a minimum of physical force.

The fat woman was sitting next to her, watching, her cellulite overflowing. She had forced him to eat her sex. Hadn't that been a worse dish than the cock he was now holding in his hand? Biel had a good, fibrous body, although with his flattened nose he was not very graceful. "Gema has eaten his ass," he recalled. It was certainly the most degrading thing I could do and had done that morning. Wouldn't he be able to suck her cock?

With Mauro everything was easier. Even with him and Boris, or with both of them and their friends or clients, inside the darkness of the Turkish sauna. With them, he simply released the handbrake and let himself go. But here he was being examined by everyone. Ten pairs of eyes staring at him intensely, fourteen with the dogs, who also kept their eyes off him.

Biel kept looking at Alan, begging him with his eyes. Definitely, this was not how his man should behave towards him.

But he wasn't doing it for himself, he was doing it for his wife and Alan. I wanted to be with them. I needed to pass that exam and prove that I was ready. I had assured them that I was, however...

He took her sex in his mouth. His cock was only black pudding. In that state, cocks are ugly, almost as ugly as when they are flaccid. But Gema would not have masturbated him to make it hard either, but would also do it only with her mouth. She liked to feel them growing in her mouth, filling it little by little, more and more excited and hard.

He wondered what the dogs thought of his master (if it was him and not Alan; that was something he was not yet sure). Would they believe he was gay? Would they lose respect for him? The thought encouraged him to keep sucking it. It was a small consolation, a kind of revenge.

Biel did not take long to splice together. He couldn't deny that he liked it. "Suck this one (never better said)! Who is the shy, faggot now?"

The taste of presemen flooded his mouth. He tasted worse than with Mauro, more throwing Boris. Biel was definitely not a vegetarian. He ate too much meat and not enough fruit. But he liked it. Even if it was his, he did. She loved that he had his hard cock in his mouth and that he was starting to moan. Yes, his pleasure was his, a good reward. A baby is all she needs.

He sucked her as well as Gema. Or better! He knew the secrets of the male anatomy better than she did, and although he hadn't been able to revisit certain parts of his body in a long time, he still remembered. She also knew better than she did how men thought. Yes, the phallus, from top to bottom and from bottom to top, inside the mouth, and then with the tongue and lips on the outside. Down, on the outside, again. And now, further down, to the eggs. They were furry, but a real girl doesn't care about that.

And a little further down. But not so much! Not with him. Not there, in front of everyone. Although... Gemma had done it. And he knew how to do it too.

He was beginning to be in his element. Knowing that I was making him enjoy, made him enjoy too. He, she... It was still confusing. He was twice as satisfying as his friends and the dogs! they thought of Biel differently now. She was enjoying the beauty of her baby's mouth. Man... Woman... sissy! Did they see her that way? Did Biel do it now? If they did, it was a triumph. If they continued to see him merely as a transvestite cuckold idiot, then at least they would laugh at Biel's cheat sheet for letting himself be given a blowjob by a man. In both cases, he won. "Look how he likes to be tickled with his tongue behind the balls, on the perineum!"

He felt hands on his tailbone. Then, they caressed her buttocks. Daniela didn't need to look back to know it was Alan. I had been waiting for that for a long time! "Alan, my love, take me!" If she had come closer, if she caressed him, it was because, for the moment, she was passing the test, a test of devotion, vice and femininity. Vice alone would not have served him and Daniel, without devotion, would not have been able to give himself up to vice. I was finally going to know what it was like to have HIM inside. Finally, he was going to know why Gemma dreamed day and night about HIM.

One hand returned to his tailbone, the other pulled and uncorked him. It felt empty for a moment, but he knew it was going to be filled soon and with something better than the cold chrome metal of the stopper. She was ready for him, for his real cock. Gema made love to him with the silicone reproduction of the cock he had given her. He knew how he would fill it, but an inert phallus was not the same as one of raw, hard, hot flesh.

He felt the tip of his cock at his back entrance, his only entrance. She envied Gemma for that, for being able to offer her lovers one more hole and for being able to be taken by two males at the same time. Had she done that with Alan and Biel, one in the ass and the other in the pussy? Daniela, in return, could only offer Biel her mouth. She could suckle it, but it was not the same as being possessed by two men at the same time. The sensation must have been sublime. Recalling old times, when Silvestre and Luis Alberto had been her lovers, Gema had told her that she had felt overwhelmed, in a positive sense, by the feeling of total fulfillment. Those two had deflowered her, as far as that sexual experience is concerned. She did not know whether, in the two in Switzerland to which old Gerard had taken her, she had repeated the experience. Gema still refused to tell him more details. And Alan and Biel? Had she been filled, perhaps that very morning?

In the absence of being able to offer a second hole, his only orifice was anus and pussy at the same time. In return, he had a clitoris so large that it allowed him to equip a beautiful accessory that his wife could not wear. He had become accustomed to the chastity device, which was already part of him. It robbed her clitoris of sensitivity, but it also prevented her from cumming precociously. Inside the cage, her clitoris got just the right stimulation to always be eager for more. And with prostate orgasms, which only Mauro managed to give her, she didn't need a conventional orgasm either.

The chastity device was a symbol that continually reminded him of his place. But, in addition, it was a nice accessory, which I could flirtatiously change for another of a different design. I was starting to have a small collection, so it could be put together better. Of course, to change it he needed Gema to open the padlock, which he did in a reluctant and suspicious way.

The change of accessory that adorned her crotch to match optimally for Mauro offered her greater control. That way, she controlled when she made her training visit to Mauro and could see how beautiful she made for him... and how beautiful she was learning to wear for when the time came with Alan. Unfortunately, however, Gemma didn't seem to want to appreciate the control it offered her. He opened the padlock for him to wash and change the cage, and he saw to it that he did not do foolish things during his moments of freedom, that would make him regress in his education, but he did it without showing too much interest, without enough vileness, without wanting to be vicious, but, on the contrary, with a certain air of repulsion.

Why, if he did it for her and her lover? Or, rather, for her and her Master. Why couldn't he be just another slave of Alan's? Or a slave... or whatever he wanted it to be. Why didn't she want him by his side, in the way Alan had decided?

But the culminating moment had arrived. Alan, at last, was already inside him, definitively taking possession of him, like his sissy. A cuckolded husband, so cuckolded that he accepted the superior male as the natural Master of his wife and of him; so amazed at his cock, that he desired it not only for his wife, but also for him, although never completely without shame and eternally tormented by doubts about his sexuality; so submissive to both, that his desire was to serve them, whatever the cost; and so fascinated by her, that he dreamed of being able to imitate her.

If he passed the test, Alan would claim his wife with a mark and she would mark him, hopefully, with the same coat of arms – or a variation – as the mark that Alan would impose on his wife's virgin canvas. Was there any doubt that his footprint was not only superficial?

"I want this," he said to himself, excited. "I want to be the biggest cuckold in Spain." Wasn't it already? "I want to belong to both of them. I want to be like her. I want her to belong to him."

His cock was much better than Mauro's... And that already meant something. He went in and out of her pussy, as he had done on so many occasions (never enough!) with his wife's. Would he also be able to extract a prostate orgasm from him? His wife, with the harness-, did not succeed and neither did Mauro always succeed. Reaching him had to do with the angle, the length of the cock and, as I suspected, also with his mood. The Moor knew how to bring him to that mental point he needed. Would Alan know how to do it?

Who was being examined, really?

"Don't even think about running yet, my friend!"

For a moment, Daniel thought Alan was referring to him, but then he realized that he was talking to Biel. His cock was about to start pulsing in his mouth. Biel had grabbed him by the head and impaled him mercilessly with force. It was nothing I hadn't already experienced with Mauro and Boris, although Biel was much rougher. She liked to see him like this, hyperexcited. That attitude – although it tended to be overheated and vigorous – was preferable to the hesitant manner he had shown at the beginning. It made him feel desired and accepted. Biel had no refinement; he was only a primitive force, but he was beginning to understand why Gemma put up with him. And he did and had done more than that...

Biel grunted in reply. He withdrew the cock from his mouth and struck him with it on the cheeks.

"Fuck!" How good this is! Alan exclaimed with glee. He looked at his dog. It's my first time, but how good it is!

I was deflowering him! Daniela was deflowering the young Amo! "I'm his first," ecstatic. The only thing that dampened her happiness was that it hadn't been Alan who had deflowered her. Mauro had taken care of that and he had done it very well. But wouldn't it have been better if it had been the young Master who had taken her virginity? I would gladly have given it to him.

"We weren't prepared," she observed. Mauro had worked hard to achieve his femininity. Michelangelo had said that he only removed the excess marble and that the statue was already inside the block of stone. Mauro had been in charge of removing what was left over from Daniel to bring Daniela to light. Neither physically nor mentally would she have been prepared for him, had it not been for the former Saharawi guerrilla. Alan didn't just want a bicurious cuckold; He wanted a girl, a sissy, and that was what the Moor had masterfully transformed him into.

Daniela groaned. Biel kept hitting his cheeks with his turnip and Alan's powerful cock began to hit his P-spot in a similar way to how Mauro did. "I'm a rampant slut!" He was so in a similar way to Gema.

"Look at your wife, Daniel!" He heard Alan tell him.

The dogs were nervous again and were making a wild noise that even drowned out Biel's growls. In addition, an intense ringing had settled in his ears, the roar of his own blood, from his unbridled pulse. One of the dogs had sat between the open legs of his wife, who was still motionless, sitting on the edge of the sofa, in the same position in which Alan had left her, and was looking at her with imploring eyes. His head prevented him from looking at his wife between her legs. The damned dog (why didn't someone take them out at once?!) tried to put his cold truffle between his groin, but Gema's hand, which furiously masturbated her vulva, served as a shield and managed to push her away again and again, either on purpose or unintentionally. The other animal, meanwhile, showed even more impudence and had climbed on the sofa. With his long tongue he licked him wet in the face, demanding that he listen to him. What did they want from their wife?! What did they intend with it?? In any case, his wife did not let herself be distracted by them and stared at the action in front of her. It turned her on to see him with Alan or Alan with him. Or with Daniela?

It made her see her Master with her sissy!, Daniel acknowledged, overflowing with happiness. His sacrifice had not been in vain, but, as a child, he could serve them both. All he had ever wanted was to see her happy with another man, to look at her up close, to share that experience with her, and to get into her emotions. Now I was going to be able to be very close, vibrate in unison and merge with her, and experience what she felt.

That his wife had stood by, hesitant, sometimes even reluctant, instead of directing him decisively, had made it extremely difficult for her to submit to a man and allow herself to be feminized by him, but it had been worth sacrificing herself until she overcame her natural inhibitions. He had allowed himself to be stripped of his masculinity – what little he had left of it – but Gema's fiery gaze showed, finally and definitively, that he had made the right decision. He had done well to succumb to Alan's ultimatum.

Gema always submitted to all their demands. She always did her part, at least with regard to HIM. Now, the young Master had no reason not to devote more attention to her... and him. Both.

"Look at your wife, Daniel!" She heard him exclaim again through the infernal noise. My whore," he heard him specify. My bitch. Look closely.

What?? What was he supposed to look for? In his fiery gaze and in his ecstasy at seeing how his master finally took possession of him and degraded him definitively and irrevocably to the role of a baby? She could never, ever think of him as a man, but could she still consider him her husband or was that not even possible?

Did she want him to watch her masturbate hard, hypnotized by her master butt-him, and oblivious to the annoying dogs and their insistent licking?

Was he trying to get me to look at her soft, shiny skin, drooled and marked by dogs on his thighs, on his left cheek, and on his chest?

Was she looking for her to notice that, far from bothering her, the long, wet tongues of the dogs excited her as much or more than what was happening in front of her eyes? Was he trying to make her believe that what excited her was not his humiliation, his initiation as a sissy, but... that other???

"Someone take them, please!! Now!!"

And why did she continue to call him by his male name? He was no longer a man, he was no longer her husband, he was not her husband... I didn't even have to worry about that anymore. Why did I keep calling him Daniel, when he was nothing more than a sissy?!

"Look what you're doing,!"

At least she had just addressed him in the feminine way. But what did he mean? "Oh, shit! I'm cumming!"

He was ejaculating, although they were nothing more than sterile rounds of prostate fluid. Ejaculation could be longer and heavier than a normal, male orgasm, but it also tended to be less intense. The prostatic climax, instead of a peak, was a plateau. Captivated by his wife's gaze (or dumbfounded by that... other?), nor had he noticed that he was running.

"I'm making this bitch cum!" Alan exclaimed proudly.

Again, she referred to him as a babe again and that, more than adding to his humiliation, made things easier for him. "He's making me cum!" said Daniela, happily. Alan achieved at first what Mauro did not always achieve and what Gema had never achieved with him! "I'm his slut. I am your sissy!"

"I love you!" She groaned without thinking, ecstatic. The statement came from his soul. You...!

He could not finish the sentence, as Biel stuck the turnip in his gulfs.

"Now, Biel!" Cum with me! Let's give this bitch what she needs! Oh, I'm cumming! I cum inside her!

Alan's warm semen flooded her insides. It flooded her. Her intestines would absorb her sperm and a part of Alan would forever become part of her. Now she would experience those subtle changes in her body that Gemma had already experienced.

Biel's bitter semen spilled into his mouth and flooded his taste pupils. "I'm a girl. I like this," Daniel repeated over and over again to himself to avoid gagging. There was something about Biel that, even in that state, drove him crazy. Or, rather, it took him out of his sissy mode. "You still think of me merely as a mode! That's why you fail."

Alan gave him a hard spanking and got out of it. Biel threaded the same.

"You made me cum, bitch. Be proud.

Who told him, Alan or Biel? He was dizzy and couldn't tell who the voice came from. By the end, her prostate orgasm had been more intense than usual. That was the most plausible explanation. That or that something had exploded in his head. They had cummed together, the three of them. "No, not all three," he observed. He couldn't focus well, but he recognized that Gema had also cummed. The room was spinning and the girl's amorphous body passed through his field of vision. She had also cummed. The four of them had cummed together, but the fat woman didn't count. The room continued to turn and he saw his wife. The four of them, that was her. The room didn't want to sit still and continued to spin. One lap later he managed to see his wife again. He had run with them. I remembered that. Now she lay exhausted. One arm hung inert. One foot on the floor, the other leg extended on the sofa. I was about to throw up. Not her, but him. She must have been passed out. The dogs were on top of her, feasting.

—Daniel. ¡Daniela!

Someone was slapping him in the face to get his attention. That or wake it up.

It worked, although the room was still crazy.

"What's this, sissy?"

It was Alan.

—¿Semen o squirt?

How??

He could only see his wife for a couple of seconds. The merry-go-round continued mercilessly. I couldn't get him to stop. There was Biel, with his black cock in his hand. No, it was better not to stop there.

"Squirt," he managed to reply, half-absent. "I'm a sissy. I don't have to worry about anything or take care of anyone."

There it was... No, that was Miss Obesity. Better not to stop there either.

"That's what I imagined. Good sissy! He heard Alan congratulate him. What did he want? To shake her ass like a little dog?—Come on. Clean it up. With the mouth. Clean up your cumshot, sissy.

Alan pushed her head to the ground.

Obediently, he stuck out his tongue. There it was! Stop! "The dogs. Oh, no!" Gema was unconscious. It must have been. And the dogs...

"Take the dogs out!"

"I'll pass. I'm going to take a shower.

Biel got up. A few drops of cum fell from his cock to the floor.

"Wipe it all with your mouth, sissy. Good sissy! He congratulated him again.

Alan continued to direct it.

The fat woman's feet. Where was the fast-forward key?

There it was... they were... Too fast! He would have to wait another lap.

"I'm very dizzy," he managed to stammer. I was about to throw up. This time, for real. He didn't mind licking the bullfights off the ground. Or, perhaps, yes. It definitely didn't help either. As if with a huge drunkenness, everything revolved around him.

"You need some fresh air. "That's all," Alan acknowledged. Come on, take the dogs out of the way. Do something useful. Or what did you think your life as a sissy was going to be? You can't just be fucking all day. I want to be alone with my dog. I'm going to make love to her, now.

Alan was a stallion. He had just cummed and still had energy for another time.

"He's going to make love to my wife!"

The thoughts rushed in cascade, one after another.

Alan helped him to his feet.

"Are you okay?" Can you walk? Sure?

He was still dizzy, but the room was no longer a merry-go-round.

"He's going to make love to my wife!"

And I wasn't going to let him witness it!

"And you, do them too!"

"He wants intimacy with her!" It wasn't just about fucking.

"You can stay, if you want."

He was referring to the guy on camera. He didn't mind that I documented those intimate moments.

"Get the dogs off him!" he bellowed, impatiently.

Master Alan wanted to be intimate with his wife. He would penetrate her sweetly but deeply. I would kiss her... in spite of everything. Their mouths would melt and he would kiss her as he penetrated her. The image was painfully erotic to him.

"Hands behind your back, sissy!"

In a reflex act, he obeyed the fat woman's order.

"Even someone like her laughs at me!" Even she was superior to him.

The girl, somehow, tied his hands with the leash of one of the dogs. At the other end of the leash, the huge dog pulled impatiently. He was trying to get back to his wife, and he didn't show any desire to go out into the garden, if the stupid animal had understood a word, which was unlikely to him.

"Not so stupid..."

«¡Oh, no!»

The other leash, the evil girl, had somehow tied it to the chastity device, to the little guys, or to both. That stupid dog also pulled and only wanted to return to his wife. I was doing terrible damage to her eggs!

Gemma lay on the sofa, her eyes glazed over, visibly excited. He managed to break his wife's spell and took his eyes off her. He looked down. The fat woman had slipped the handle of the strap around her genitals with cold precision and deliberate cruelty and threaded it behind her testicles and the ring of her chastity device. Not content with that, she had adjusted the bow to the thickness of the base of his penis... and a little less than that. Now they were trying to make her hard – which was a useless exercise, inside the cage – but it was not because of excitement, but because the leash caused a bottleneck of blood flow in that area.

He looked up again. His wife breathed heavily. Her whole body pulsed and she avoided touching herself, surely thanks to considerable willpower. Her skin shone where the dogs had slobbered her.

Alan was going to fuck her now. "No, not to fuck her. He's going to make love to her." He was going to give him his reward for having behaved well.

The two Dobermans kept pulling him and threatened to split him in two. It was like the medieval punishment of quartering with horses, one tied at each end! Although, before he was dismembered, the dog he had tied to his scrotum was going to tear his genitals apart. "God! How it hurts!" Separating him from his member, that was also a way of dismembering. The dogs, stubborn, only thought of returning to her. No doubt they smelled his lust; they had been impregnated with it. Not even those animals were able to escape his spell.

Alan did not escape either. He might think he was in charge and that he was the one who had her captivated. That was certainly true as well. However, wasn't she the one who, in reality, had him spellbound? Why, if not, someone so young and handsome, as well as wealthy, would be with her? Without a doubt, Gema was beautiful and was still very good looking. She took great care of herself – even more so since the young man had appeared in her life – and she enjoyed great genetics. But someone like Alan would have pretty girls in spades. No, his wife's magic wasn't her beauty, but something else. Nor were they the pheromones that he gave off and that the dogs perceived with their thin noses. "Goddess of Sex!" His Goddess was going to make love to the young Master. They would kiss. They would hug each other. Her pussy would hug her cock. She would invite him to kiss her cervix with her glans. And HE would cum inside her.

He was going to miss it because he had to take the dogs outside. I had to take them outside, if I wanted that to happen. That is, if they didn't break him in two first or if they didn't rip off his güevos and he bled to death.

The dogs were dragging him towards her. It attracted them magnetically. One dog pulling his foreparts, the other his hands behind his back, were forcing him to walk sideways, which was difficult for him in those heels.

He also wanted to be close to her. She didn't want to have to take them out into the garden and miss the amorous encounter with Alan. But he had to obey, if he wanted it to happen.

"I'm such a cuckold!" Not even hugging his alter ego as he had never done before could he stop thinking that way: his wife and the young man, together, fucking, making love, kissing, she, penetrating him in his soul and him, penetrating her body and soul, filling her with his cum... "Impregnating her!"

"Get these dogs out of here at once!"

The fat woman laughed. She was amused by his suffering, that they tried to dismember him, while he tried to hold them back. Not only was it at stake that SHE and HE would make love, but he also had to preserve her from those two dogs obsessed with her.

There he was again: he was still thinking like a husband.

"Let me help you, sissy," she offered, however, and grabbed the straps.

Between the two of them, they managed to get the dogs away from her and out of the living room. Desperate, they barked and howled as the door closed right under their noses, but at least they didn't become aggressive and tore him to pieces with their dangerous jaws.

The girl opened the door of the house.

"Have fun with them, sissy," he said jokingly. Your wife has already done it.

The door closed behind him and left him alone, with his two companions, in the garden.
***


"I'm proud of you," he assured her, in a deep voice and calculated pride.

Gema was still lying naked on the leather of the sofa, one leg elevated, her foot resting on the backrest, while the other foot rested on the floor, her knee bent practically orthogonal, her legs spread, offering her wet pussy and her swollen lips. Her skin, taut and pink, shone with feverish humidity, and her breathing, ragged, filled the silence of the room. His eyes, glazed and fixed on an invisible point, reflected a palpable, contained excitement. She squirmed slightly, searching in the air for a caress she dared not give herself, a prisoner of the submission that consumed her. He was afraid of cumming if he touched himself, even if it was only a little. Surely she would cum with the first caress of her lover, but she preferred it to be that way than with her own hand. She had cummed before, watching her Master humiliate her husband, but that, far from satiating her, had only increased her appetite for Him.

Gema's eyes lost some of their glassiness and stared hungrily at the statuesque body of her young lover. She was proud of herself, too. That was a sin that should be allowed to a surrendered slave like her. She had the best lover in the world, and finally, after a long drought, which had been only a test, one that she had overcome, she was rededicating herself to her.

The domineering presence of his Master intoxicated him. She had just humiliated her husband and had definitively stripped him of any hint of authority. That made one part of her being resonate, while another writhed in disappointment. But the first prevailed. The demonstration of power she had just witnessed fueled her desire to be possessed by him and gave wings to her submission.

The young man continued to take off his clothes in front of her.

"You've made your husband what I want," he praised, even though the praise was undeserved.

It had not been precisely on her merits that Daniel had folded and undergone the necessary transformation. Fortunately, his lack of enthusiasm had been enough, perhaps because he had been able to compensate for it with complete obedience. She had maintained the lie of her pregnancy, and that had undoubtedly given Daniel the push he needed to give himself completely to his conversion. He was hardly a man anymore, although he planned to continue humiliating him. He would remind her that he was an emasculated cuckolded husband and that, although he still had a wife, his wife belonged to him. That was what Daniel needed and he gladly gave it to him.

There was another thing he would give them both: a son, a son of his. Gemma had shown signs that she wanted to be a mother again, and Daniel had shown that he could stand such antlers. But she had to hurry, because she must have been close to menopause. He just needed to get Vicky to accept such adultery on his part as well.

"You have done very well," he continued to congratulate her. He needed her to feel not only part of her husband's transformation, but even a protagonist. I know it hasn't been easy for you. But we have all done what is necessary to achieve it. And now," she extended an arm, palm up, and pointed in the direction where she had sodomized her husband, "we have our sissy. The three of us are going to have a lot of fun. He will no longer be able to control you, directly or indirectly," he told her, knowing what bothered her most about Daniel, "or manipulate you. The only thing he will want to do is serve us and, at most, emulate you. There's nothing stopping you anymore," he assured her. He still had a lot to explore with her.

"He put one knee on the sofa next to his face and bent down to put his eggs on his lips. Ah! He groaned with pleasure as he felt his tongue in his scrotum and, soon after, in his perineum. You know what I want, dog! Or should I start calling you my little pig? Like this. Ah! Like this! He pushed his pelvis forward until he felt his tongue between his buttocks. Like that, piggy. How well you do it! "I had managed to transform her into a real bitch in heat. He was sure he'd make her a real pig, too. There are no limits to you," he assured her, excited, "and nothing to hold you back.

His depravity and skillful tongue brought him back together. He threw his pelvis back and pushed his hard cock down into his mouth.

"It's just our sweet sissy's ass," he tried to quiet her, observing her crooked rictus. The sweet ass of our sweet sissy. You won't expect me to put it in your clam like that, do you? Clean it up. Clean it well. She was used to sucking her after anal sex, but this time, the cock came from a different ass than hers. "The sweet ass of our sweet sissy," he repeated. Clean it well. Sweet, huh, pig? Suck it! Suck it! Like this! He groaned with joy. It was more his docility than his mouth that made him put. Suck it so I can put it in your clam. You like it, huh, pig? You like it to be put in your clam. Suck it well, then," he continued to encourage her. Like this. You do it very well, little pig. There's nothing to hold you back. And you saw it before. You've turned him into our sissy and I've turned him into my whore. But I still prefer you," he assured her. He withdrew from his mouth, sat up, and stood between his open, willing legs.

He turned and looked at his friend to make sure he was still recording. Jaume's face was flushed and Alan realized that he was surely thinking about whether his girlfriend would follow the same path as Gema. Evidently, the prospect made him uncomfortable. That, precisely, was one of the reasons why he wanted me to witness it all. He gave everyone what they needed. He was not going to get Jaume out of his fears.

In any case, Àngels was very different from Gema. In fact, it was a pity that Gemma didn't have a little sadistic leanings. If only he would get out of it do what Angels had done with Daniel! How I had humiliated him!

Unfortunately, that didn't come naturally to Gema. It was an effort for her to behave in a dominant way with him and, when she did, it was because she forced herself, which did not prevent her, at times, from enjoying it. However, these moments did not last long and the dominant energy that he managed to create through will soon evaporated. Yes, he was very different from Àngels, although in one thing they were both similar: neither of them felt any inclination to submit to Daniel or someone like him. Fortunately, that was also the case in Gema's case. No matter how submissive she was, she was allergic to him trying to dominate her in any way. From what I had learned, unconsciously, it always had been. It was lucky because she would not want her dog to submit to her husband at all. In fact, he was looking for the opposite, but he couldn't quite visualize how to awaken his sadistic side. He was going to have no choice but to be the energy behind Daniel's humiliation himself... although that did not mean that he could not delegate to others. He was already delegating his training to Mauro... and Àngels had shown a clear interest in giving free rein to his sadism with him. After what had happened, would he also be able to interest Biel?

"Do you love me?" He asked, knowing that Jaume was recording.

"Yes," Gemma replied without hesitation, and nodded her head.

"You'd do anything for me. Right, dog? Right, pig?

Gemma nodded. The tip of his cock had already split his vaginal lips, although it had not yet buried itself inside it. I wanted it so badly! He had fucked Biel. There was—" he blushed—" with those two... She had brought Àngels to orgasm with her mouth. But Alan hadn't made love to her yet. And when she had been about to do so—or so she had thought—her husband had appeared. And in the end, instead of penetrating her, her Master had penetrated him!

"That jealousy, Gema! It's nothing more than a pathetic sissy. There's nothing to worry about."

"Right, little pig?" Alan insisted. You'd do anything for me. Say it.

"I'd do anything for you, Master!"

Alan moved his cock between the vaginal lips, without making any gesture to penetrate it.

"You're already my dog." Would you do anything, like be my little pig, too?

Gemma didn't know exactly what he meant, though... something could be imagined. In any case, what she needed in those moments was to feel it inside her!

"Yes, Master. Fuck me! Make me yours!

"You're mine now," Alan reminded her. And I'm not going to fuck you.

Gemma looked at him disappointed. What had he done wrong again? Subconsciously, she pushed her hips forward a little, to at least feel her tip inside her.

"I'm not going to fuck you because I'm going to make love to you."

Gemma's eyes lit up.

"Ah! he exclaimed, suddenly. Alan had put it all the way in one blow and without warning. Fortunately, her pussy dilated and well lubricated with the cum of... he received it with little resistance. Ah! She exclaimed again, this time full of happiness at having him entirely inside her.

"I love you too," he assured her, looking deeply into her eyes, "little dog. "I wasn't lying to you. He meant it, completely convinced. He had enough love for everyone. All that remained was to take the final step of integrating Vicky completely and they would be a great and happy family. Happier than his own, in which he had grown up. He pumped slowly, still looking into her eyes. Do you love our sweet little sissy?

Gemma looked at him doubtfully. He loved Daniel. He kept doing it, somehow, even after all. She had run away from him because he deserved better. At least in part that had been the reason. One of the reasons. But now it was HE in charge. Now HE would be with her, with him... with them. He had seen everything very black, but now he saw the light. It was in his Master's eyes. His penetrating gaze filled her with his warmth.

"I need you to love her," Alan insisted. To our sweet little sissy. He's going to need our love. Also that you guide her and that you be an example for her. And of our iron fist. Yours, he stressed, and mine. Do you love our sweet little sissy Daniela?

"I love her," Gema declared, though not fully convinced. She still loved Daniel, yes, though not in the same romantic and passionate way they had professed to each other when they were married. Now, his passion was Alan. In reality, before Alan his passion had been Gerardo. Still, she had continued to love Daniel. But their paths, rather than uniting, had continued to separate. But Alan had just changed that. She had lost her man, although that, in fact, had happened a long time ago. But she still had Daniel, her life partner. Somehow, although it was difficult for her to recognize him, Daniel was still there, inside Daniela. Or had it really always been her and Daniel had only been a deceptive façade? "I love her," she repeated, still full of doubts, though a little more convinced.

"If you don't want it," he stopped moving inside her, "I can give it to Àngels," he warned her. You've seen how well they get along.

His words had the desired effect. Sparks flew in her eyes.

"No!" he exclaimed instantly. "No," he repeated, more gently. I love her. I love our little sissy. I... I like it in what I like it... the... you have converted. "He disliked it. For some reason, she kept waiting for her husband to awaken the man he had once been. Had it been? But I was tired of waiting. Daniel wasn't going to do what a normal husband would do, what a man was supposed to do. I definitely wouldn't. He had just seen it with his own eyes. Why did I still think I should bang my fist on the table? Not only had she allowed herself to be butt-fucked by Alan (she could understand that), but she had also given Biel a blowjob! To Biel! Biel, whom he detested and despised! "And you, hypocrite? Don't you hate him too, and haven't you done worse things with him?" "I like what you've done with—" "She," she heard herself say. After all, having a sissy at home must have its advantages. Alan was right: nothing was stopping her anymore. Not even Vicky, with whom the weak ties that united them had been broken. Now he could give free rein to his dark desires. Her Master would guide her. She was not yet an old woman; I was still in time to experience things. And she could do it with Daniel by her side, although a different Daniel from the one she had known. "It's a sissy. He's worse than me."

His reward was that his Master resumed the slow movements. I was inside her. And her pelvis pressed deliciously against her clitoris. He closed his legs around his ass so that he wouldn't escape.

"It needs a firm hand," Alan insisted. Also on your part. Above all, on your part," he emphasized. Can you give him that? Just as he expected, he saw the doubt in his eyes. If you can't or don't want to, I can give it to Àngels," he repeated the threat and stood up again.

Sparks appeared again in his eyes.

"No!" I do love her. She's our sweet little sissy. Put that way, if he forgot that he had been the man he had fallen in love with, it didn't sound so bad. I can try to have a strong hand with her.

"Trying isn't enough for me, dog." She deserves better than that.

He still refused to move inside it.

"I'm going to have a hard hand with her!" He assured her, practically begging. I was already failing him again! I didn't want her to think she wasn't ready yet and leave her unattended again. Because Biel... or Pepe... no one could replace him! They were nothing more than unsatisfactory patches.

Alan pumped his hips a little, but stood up again.

"That's not enough, dog." I need you to be cruel to her. She needs it. You saw how happy I was with Àngels... She's cruel.

Again, his eyes flashed. Then, he bit his lower lip.

"I can do that. "Alan was right: that girl was cruel. He had eaten her pussy, brought her to orgasm, and she had done nothing but laugh and insult her. He did not like to submit to it. But she didn't care either, if that was what he demanded of her. After all, what was she, other than her devoted slave? But Daniel! "More like Daniela." After all, he was still her husband. "Rather your sissy." I'm going to do it! He corrected.

Alan was still still.

"And what else are you going to do?" He asked, after a few long seconds. He did not move, although the pressure of his pubis increased against hers.

Gemma bit her lower lip, again. Her face felt hot again. Besides, Jaume was there, recording everything.

"I'm going to be," he finally started to say, "your little pig." He dispensed with the usual slopping, and calling him Master. When they spoke especially intimately, they addressed each other. I promise," he added.

Alan looked deeply into her eyes. Had you ever stopped doing it? Again, the seconds became eternal.

"You will be," he heard him answer, completely sure.

Then her Master kissed her. His tongue penetrated her without any qualms and made its way to the depths of her soul. At the same time that he moved his tongue, his hips moved, gently, deeply...

The minutes were too short. Alan stopped kissing her, although he continued to move his hips. His eyes... those eyes that meant so much to her... They were the same eyes as those of his uncle, Gerardo.

"Maybe in any way I will lend our sissy to Àngels," he said, completely serious. I'm sure you'll want to try a thing or two with it. Does that make you uncomfortable?

His words shocked her.

"Yes, Master," she acknowledged, after a few seconds.

Alan kept moving inside her. And he continued to stir it.

"Good," he heard him cheer, to his surprise. Are you jealous?

Gema looked at him without knowing what to answer. He felt something—the tip of a dagger—in his heart. "It's just a sissy." But it was something else. Alan wasn't going to like her to be jealous. But how could I lie to him?

"Yes, Master. A little. She looked at him begging, her rictus a mixture of fear and pain.

"Perfect," he heard him say, satisfied. He didn't understand. That's what I want. I'm sure Àngels will come up with some ideas. You should demand more from our sissy and be creative. You could copy some things from it. He paused for a moment. No, copy, no. That's cheap. But you could be inspired by it. He paused again for a few seconds. Oh, come on! Don't look at me like that! Would you rather have her present while you do sows and perrerías? Or would you rather me babysit our sissy? It is not yet ready for all that. There are things that we adults must hide from it, don't you think?

Gemma nodded, thoughtfully. Alan had filled her head again with a whirlwind of things and emotions and she didn't even know where to start processing them. "Our sweet little sissy." Daniel –Daniela– was out there, naked, with the dogs. Like a child, Alan had sent her out to play, so that the adults could talk quietly. And Àngels had been so cruel to do it that way.

"I love you," was all he could think of to say at that moment.

"I'm proud of you, Gema. I love you too. Never forget.
***


Big and strong as they were, the dogs carried him as they pleased from one side of the garden to the other. They sniffed here and urinated there, and generally pretended he didn't exist—they didn't even perceive him as an annoying burden—except when they occasionally turned and looked at him with a worrisome sardonic smile. Were they mocking him, or was it their imagination that subconsciously attributed to them a human quality that it was impossible for them to possess? Dogs certainly don't have the ability to smile, really. And yet, it seemed to him that he was being mocked.

Was it because of the looks it had? Could dogs judge what was ridiculous and inappropriate for a human? Would they react the same if, instead of having a useless appendage between their legs, it was a woman? No one laughs at a beautiful woman in lingerie.

Or was it because of what they had seen him do? He had given pleasure to two males and had cummed doing it. Would they make fun of a woman anyway? Gemma had probably done something even before, but she hadn't seen them smile at her in the same way. No, they had looked at her that way, but...

Biel had exploded in his mouth! He preferred to think of the nasty young man than of the dogs. And he had swallowed his semen. "He fucks my wife and then forces me to suck her!" It wasn't true that I had forced him to do anything, but he preferred to think of it that way. Daniela had regressed and was mostly Daniel again. Definitely, being Daniela was easier than being Daniel. Daniela didn't need to worry about anything, nothing more than being sexy and giving pleasure. But Daniel was haunted by torments and they were always the same: he was not macho enough for her – although, at least, he was man enough to recognize it and not hinder her in the satisfaction of her needs – and he did not like her lovers, if not for one reason, for another. In Biel's case, it was because he was a conceited brainless man who believed himself to be more macho than he really was and, instead of understanding the dynamic between hot wife and cuckold husband, he laughed at him with disdain and contempt. "Not content with fucking her, bringing her to orgasm over and over again, and leaving her almost pregnant (or is it 'almost getting her pregnant'?), he has forced me to give him a blowjob, all to humiliate me and show me how superior he is!" It was extremely outrageous! They had laughed at him! They didn't understand why he did it!

Alan was the exception. You could tell it was almost perfect. He only had two drawbacks: one was those videos he had – and that he was still shooting! – and the constant threat of publishing them without any obfuscation. "As if uploading them to the pixelated porn platform wasn't enough!"

The dogs turned their gigantic heads towards him and looked at him in a peculiar way, as if reading his thoughts. "I'm going crazy! Dogs don't have that power. No one does." However, they seemed to understand more than they should.

He made an effort not to pursue that line of thought and resumed the thread of his lucubrations. Why did Alan need to blackmail them?!

"He has it all recorded."

Again, he forced himself not to go down that path and, instead, to continue to be distracted. What had he just asked himself? Oh yes. That. He knew the answer: Alan didn't need it. Both he and Gemma were totally devoted to him. But she liked to feel that HE had that power over her. "And me?" The other downside was their long absences. You could almost tell it was a long-distance cuckold relationship, although, surprisingly, in combination with his wife's escapades, that made it more interesting. The psychological factor and imagination prevailed over the physical factor and reality. Although, that was not entirely so, because what they did when they were together was worth ten meetings. I had just seen it... or, rather, he had missed the strong part, but he had seen enough to imagine it.

"It's cummed in my mouth!"

He did not like to think of Biel, but, Alan's way exhausted, it was better to think about that than anything else. He did not want to add fuel to the fire of his imagination regarding dogs. But they had covered it with licks, even in private areas!

Were those Dobermans Biel's or Alan's? Was that why I couldn't stop thinking about Biel?

"There they are, smiling at me again like that!" They looked at him as if they knew something he didn't. They looked at him believing themselves superior. "Like Biel. Because he fucks my wife and because I'm a cuckold, he thinks he's superior to me." But... that... it wasn't... possible.

"No, no, no! Too much psychology, too much imagination!" They looked at him like that, simply because he was tied to them and was forced to follow them. "But first, when I entered the room, they smiled at me in the same way, too!" I was seeing ghosts. They didn't smile, period! Besides, they hadn't licked her face or tits yet or tucked their cold snouts into her armpits and between her legs!

And she, hypnotized by Alan, had let herself be done because she hadn't even made a mental note of it. Yes, that must have happened. No, it shouldn't, but it should have happened. It was the only feasible explanation. They had had a beautiful Shiba Inu and she had always shied away from his affectionate licks; she had turned her face away, disgusted, and scolded the poor animal.

"They can't be from Biel. They must not be!" There was no point in them being his, if they were at Alan's house. "He fucks my wife, gets her pregnant, makes me lick her ass and his per..."

How did it improve the situation that the dogs were Alan's? Wasn't it getting worse?

"But they have the same sarcastic and disdainful smile as he does!" Didn't it used to be said that masters look like their dogs? Or was it the other way around? Did the order of things matter?

That was worse, much worse than what Mauro and his Russian friend were doing to him! "They look at me as if..." A shiver ran through his body and he had to shake himself to scare away the ghost.

Deeply troubled, he untied his hands. It hadn't been that hard either. Why had he allowed himself to be dragged back and forth like this by those two dogs? They were nothing more than stupid animals. They were below him, in every way.

One of the dogs noticed and, instead of being happy to get rid of such a burden, turned to him with his upper lip raised and barked aggressively. Terrified, Daniel saw the menacing row of white teeth, sharp as knives. Those dogs were wild, they were dangerous, and they were untamed! Naked as he was, with his parts dangling in the air, he felt especially vulnerable, although, in the face of such a beast, it would have been of little use to him to be dressed.

Instinctively, he backed down. Or, rather, he tried to do so, because the step back became an obligatory step forward. The other dog, the one he had tied to his parts, continued to sniff impassively the trunk of a tree, oblivious to his companion's anger. Focused on the smells, he had decided to sniff the back of the tree as well and dragged it with him. Now he had the other's jaws extremely close to his useless noble parts. In fact, the tension of the strap put the güevitos on a tray. One bite and you'd run out of them. He would become a eunuch and there would no longer even be room to hold the chastity device.

It was the tight ring, behind his testicles, that prevented him from removing it. Not that he wanted to take it away: caged, he was not tempted to disappoint his wife. She'd seen enough to know that penetrative sex wasn't her strong suit, not him her, anyway, nor, of course, anyone else. Still, I missed feeling it and sometimes even owning it. She envied Alan and also Biel for that, because they penetrated her, because they possessed her, because they cummed inside her.

The peaceful dog turned and looked at him that way, mouth open, tongue long out, and lips curled that seemed to smile. Had he, too...? Meanwhile, his partner continued to bark in an increasingly aggressive way.

Daniela disagreed, but he couldn't help but remember the penile orgasms, intense, liberating, although furtive. "To cum inside her..." With his emasculation he had lost the first part of the word, but he had the second left. Anal orgasms were different: prolonged, repeatable, but rarely soothing; After cumming in that way, the arousal continued and, with it, the frustration of not being able to free himself through a conventional orgasm from his penis. He was always frustrated, always excited, never relaxed. Thus, apart from being a slut, willing and servile, Daniela was.

The barking dog was not relaxed either. Not like the other one...

Without a chastity device and like the eunuchs who served in the Arab harems, could Daniela continue to exist? Without his little guys, would he lose his libido?

"One bite and it's all over. Neither Daniel nor Daniela." He would be neither a man nor a girl, but an asexual being. That is, if he did not bleed to death.

"Me, here, about to die, in the most ridiculous way possible, and Alan, making love to my wife inside. Inside it... with his cock inside her vagina and his tongue in her mouth, dancing with his... and his will, within it also."

Suddenly, the dog calmed down and stopped threatening him. Instead of barking at him, he smiled wryly, as if his anger had been nothing more than a joke to grieve him. Ignoring him completely, fortunately, he turned around, turned his back (or rather his butt), raised a paw, and urinated on the tree. Then he dug instinctively into the dirt a couple of times with his hind legs, and trotted just to his business. "It has made it clear to me who is in charge here," he acknowledged. It had not been he who held the handle of the leash, but the dog. And it had not been he who had taken the dog for a walk, but the Doberman had taken him.

How could that happen to him? He had a good hand with animals and with his Shiba he had shown it.

He had both hands free, but he did not dare to untie the strap of his useless but precious testicles. He feared that the other dog would suddenly change as his companion from peaceful to aggressive and, even if he did it only to make the hierarchy clear, he still had the fright in his body. Daniela, in fact, had fled in terror and could not find her inside him. He had hidden himself in some corner of his being. She was not a baby, a sissy, but simply a cuckolded and beaten husband. Even the dogs knew it.

But what else did they know? She was afraid to find a video on the channel that Alan had of Gema on that porn platform at any time. "But they don't allow that kind of thing there." Uncertainty was eating away at him. What if he intended to post that recording on another platform? What if Gema already had a channel on other porn portals with more extreme content?

Suspiciously, there was no update since his previous visit to Barcelona.

What if I asked him? What if I asked him what he had done with...? If I had done anything with...

"Useless. Alan will refer me to Gemma, and she'll tell me half-truths." That is, if he was telling him anything, instead of merely stimulating his fancy with a mere shrug of the shoulders. "He hated it when Shiba licked his face!"

He had also hated his pathetic attempts to dominate her in bed and had never allowed himself to tie her up, even a little bit, with a handkerchief. "And yet, now..." He had been loath to give her a blowjob... "And now..." Or try your own vaginal fluids. She had refused to let him kiss her after cunnilingus. "But now..." I had always criticized those who wore tits... "But with Gerardo..."

"But are you still tied to the dog?"

The girl's voice and her laughter brought him out of his reverie. Although he laughed at him, he had to thank him for distracting him and taking him away from his worries. However, his face reddened and he felt his ears burning. To make matters worse, the fat woman was not alone. I was with that guy who always recorded. And I kept recording. Didn't I have anything better to do?! Hadn't he been humiliated enough?!

"Daniela, where are you? I need you!" he pleaded with his alter ego. She, too, would have felt the humiliation, though she would have felt it differently, not as devastating as he felt. "Truly, I'm the most pathetic thing there is."

Miss Michelin continued to laugh and the boy continued recording. "What are you laughing at? You should look in the mirror!" At least she was dressed. "They are dressed and I am dressed here."

He made a mental note that the dogs took no interest in it and that they were going about their business. What did it mean? Didn't they know each other? And what significance did that have?

"We're leaving," said the girl. See you soon.

What did he mean by that???

He waved his hand and walked to the doorway.

"Oh, by the way," he shouted as he walked away. Alan says you can go see your wife now. He said something like he left you a gift. I think it's meant inside her," she explained and exploded into a new laugh.
***


Daniel pushed open the door and entered the room. Gema was alone. He lay languidly on the couch, his body and mind still dulled by the recent intimacy he had just experienced. Drowsy, she barely registered her arrival. Fascinated, Daniel approached. His wife's cheek was rosy, just as he hoped she would, and she showed the residual warmth of passion. He used to get like that, after making love. That heat was not only the product of the friction of the bodies, but also emanated from within them. Surely, the other cheek was the same, but I couldn't see it, because it was lying on its side and had its face resting on the sofa. His posture, relaxed and abandoned, betrayed a sleepy satisfaction. Was she dreaming of the recent encounter, of how her young lover had caressed her, of how his cock had penetrated her deeply, of how he had looked at her and kissed her? She opened her legs for HIM and not only that, but also her heart and soul.

Daniel looked at her beautiful body. At first, he had been annoyed that she didn't even notice his arrival. After all, he was still her husband. Was it, still? But now he preferred it that way. He could delight in her figure, listen to her breathing, now calmed, and study her skin for the marks of their sexual encounter. "Their meetings," he rectified. He had had more than one.

Lying on her side, looking at the backrest, she offered him a full view of her back and the curve of her buttocks. Alan had lowered the blind, and the sun's rays filtered through the cracks. The dim light outlined the marks that furrowed his skin and that were the testimony of a consented lust, of a perverse game that excited and tormented him in equal parts. It would never stop being like that. Fortunately? Daniela cared little about those footprints, but he did.

There was the reddish impression of fingers that had been squeezed too passionately. And there... He stopped. There, on her buttocks, she bore markings, red and linear, which suggested the impact of a rod or a similar object. That had happened the night before, in Pepe's place, but his skin still seemed warm and retained the echo of those blows, of that voluntary surrender to a painful pleasure. Or had that jerk Pepe abused her? His heart froze. He had seen these marks before, though only furtively and always on the move. It had seemed to him, however, that during the course of the night marks had been added to the previous ones. Didn't that indicate his wife's consent? But consent is not synonymous with the absence of abuse. Definitely, those wounds were immoral and the blows that had produced them had been painful. Gemma was not like that; he did not like pain; at least, not so much. Why, then, had it been left, and not once, but several times? Had he wanted to say something to him with that, with his martyrdom?? But what had he wanted to tell her?

I didn't understand it.

Had she fled to Barcelona, into the arms of her lover?

"I'm sorry, love, I..." he tried to tell her, but his lips remained closed. He reached out and ran the dome of his fingers along one of the lines. Gema stirred at her touch, but, exhausted, she continued to doze. He did not want to wake her up, but he needed, like St. Thomas, to put his fingers in the wound. As if he felt every blow in his own body, he clenched his fist. However, it seemed to her that she had no strength. How could I have it? Although at that moment Daniela had vanished, what was left of him was not Daniel either, not the Daniel of before, the one who had knocked down the much stronger Luis Alberto with a punch to defend his wife.

And what had she done? Run away with him!

What did she expect him to do now?

Absorbed in the question, he caressed the second line. Absorbed? Fascinated? Or worried? Without a doubt, troubled. Definitely, worried. But what did she expect from him?! Didn't she accuse him of trying to control or manipulate her? Didn't he reproach him again and again with the Silvestre affair? Why was he unable to forgive him for hiring him and making him believe that it had been a chance encounter in which he had ignited the spark of passion? Farce or not, hadn't she had a good time with him and expanded her sexual horizons? In a few weeks he had done things with Silvestre that he had been denying during them. And that she continued to deny him, but that no longer mattered to him, but excited him. Didn't she expect him to be nothing more than a baby, rather than a husband with a minimum of control over his relationship with her and, by extension, between her and her lovers?

"I don't even control my own relationships anymore." Mauro didn't ask him what cock he wanted to suck and Alan had just done the same with him. "I gave Biel a full blowjob!"

He left his wife's ass. There were too many questions in him and he didn't know how to react to them. He did not understand what she expected of him and he did not know what to expect from himself. Daniela... Daniela was the easy way (once, let's say that, by force, she had become accustomed to sucking cocks); she could not worry about being herself and leave others in control. Daniela was the perfect excuse to be passive, not to control or manipulate (which was what bothered Gema) or to take any responsibility, neither for his own actions nor those of his wife. Where was Daniela? The dog had chased her away, and Daniel's parts, which inevitably resurfaced from time to time, had done the rest. He took one last look at those ugly marks. Ugly because they were unsightly, but, above all, because of what they could mean. I'd have to talk to Alan about it. Yes, HE would know what to do.

His hand rose through his wife's soft, smooth skin. Again, the touch made her stir, although she continued to doze.

What were those scratches, at the height of the shoulder blade? And those others, symmetrical, on the other side? He stepped aside, dismayed. And there? On the back of the thigh he had other similar spiders. But he only had them on one of his legs. Each mark consisted of four parallel scrapes, a few inches long, but which seemed to be about to become infected and which, although shorter and shallower, were uglier than the sticks that adorned her divine butt. Who... what... had he done that to him?

Gemma turned to him.

"Ah, Daniel," she said, drowsy, as she recognized him. It's you.

Of course it was him! Was it? What was it, really? Not long ago, in a moment of catharsis, she had claimed to be the baby Daniela, a sissy eager to serve her and Alan in any way, even taking care of her friends. But the dogs had scared Daniela away, and they had done it in more ways than one. It had been the barking, but not only that. And now that Daniela was hiding, what was he? Was it a man? He had found the courage to untie the leash of his little guys, despite the threat of the dog on the other side of the leash, which, it seemed, was amused to be tied to him in that way. Who was actually holding the leash? The dog's growl had not been able to stop his desire to return to his wife. Was he still simply a (extremely) cuckold husband? The dogs hadn't stopped him, but he was still wearing the wig and the rest of his costume. "What do you think of me, seeing me like this?" And what did you think of him, having seen him suck it on Biel? I'd only seen him give a blowjob once, and it had been Alan, which was very different than sucking Biel. He had prevented her from seeing him with Mauro and she, fortunately (or unfortunately?), had not shown interest in it either. "Now he has seen me do it, and it has not been with our Master, but with someone whom we both detest!"

"I have something for you," he declared, his voice still doughy from sleep. Like a feline stretching out after a long nap, he repositioned himself on the sofa. It was empty. It had truly been a very intense morning. He buried his head in the soft recess of the armrest, letting one leg slide languidly to the ground, while the other rose, abandoned on the backrest. "Come here," he murmured, with a soft invitation in his eyes. I know you like this. His palm resounded a couple of times against his pubis, a thud that broke the silence. You always like it," he said, with a barely hinted smile. And this time," he added, his voice now a harsh whisper that vibrated with an intensity different from drowsiness, "it's special. His hoarse voice was charged with an intensity that transcended sleep.

Daniel observed his posture. It was pretty much the same as I had adopted before, when...

"Come here, sissy!" Gema urged him, impatient with his hesitation. Be a good girl. Between my legs! He hit his pubis twice again with the palm of his hand. "You'll like it," he assured her, his voice suddenly honeyed. Don't you want to taste my lovers' cumshots?

He had said it clearly in the plural! He wasn't just talking about Alan... and he had already tasted Biel's cum! Daniela, ecstatic, had been delighted, more with the success of her arts than with the taste, but she was no longer there. In any case, who else could Gemma be referring to? The boy with the camera did not seem to be one of those who actively participated. And he was no longer sure that before his arrival there had been other participants, even though Alan had stressed about his boys. Or had he said his pack?

Reluctantly, Daniel moved forward. After everything he had done, he didn't want to let his wife down. She was right: it turned him on to clean her up after she lay with her lovers. It was a way of sharing the experience with her, even of claiming it. Caged as he was, he had no other way to claim her after his adultery. "But that..." His disgusted face, fortunately, was buried between her legs. "No. It's not true. It is not true. I'm just imagining it," she tried to convince herself before placing her tongue on her swollen sex. If there was one thing that was certain, it was that they had arranged everything to spur their imaginations in that direction. "Yes, it must be that!"

Should it be or should it be? It had to be!

"Ah! He heard her moan with her licks. That's it, darling," she encouraged him to continue. I'm still yours, though I'm no longer yours," he heard her declare enigmatically. What did you mean by that?— Call me. She knew the term he used to explain why he did that. I'll never be yours anymore!

What I was saying was contradictory! If he claimed it, it was to make it his own again, somehow! I had always seen it that way. He continued to eat her pussy, however, encouraged by his growing excitement, which he vocalized with impudent gasps.

"Stick your tongue deep inside, sissy!" He exhorted him. Slice it well! You're a sissy. Our sissy. You don't do it to claim me anymore. You do it because you like it. Don't you like it, sissy? Excited, she pushed her head with one hand against her sex. His tiredness had vanished and he was once again a volcano of pure lust.

Was it that he was never satisfied?

"Yes, you like it. I know. It's special. Can you taste it? Make me cum! Yes, keep it up, sissy! Make your mistress cum! Make me cum!

His exhortations were a fuel that fanned the fire of excitement in both of them. She was beside herself and that filled him with pride, although, squeezed in her joy, there was also a seed of worry that threatened to germinate. Why had it really become like this, like a motorcycle? She was always aroused when I ate her pussy after being with a lover, but I had never seen her react that way. What was so special about this time?

With a strength that seemed superhuman, she pressed his face against his sex and crushed his nose with her pubis.

"Do you like how it tastes?" Eat my lovers' cumshot, honey! Eat it, sissy!

His lovers. Who was he referring to, exactly? He preferred not to think about it. I wanted to push him away completely... but he couldn't.

Perhaps it was because he had stopped for a few moments from poking his tongue into his damp cave or perhaps it was mere coincidence. Gema, overexcited, moved her sex away from her mouth.

Daniel was disappointed in himself and relieved at the same time.

Stunned, he let his wife change his position. She laid him on his back on the couch and, before he could guess his intentions, sat astride his face, looking down at his feet.

"To the last drop, my sissy!" He heard him command, even though his thighs imprisoned his head and covered his ears. You like it!

No! He didn't like it! Not that! Panic took hold of him. How could she like that? That which he thought had happened and which he preferred to put out of his mind. I tried, but the images didn't come back again and again! The images were unreal. They were only figments of his imagination. She was trying to convince herself that it was just a bad joke, an invention of hers, Alan's, or both, in which everyone had collaborated to tease him and laugh at him! Even at that moment, with her profane insinuations and her exalted attitude, Gema was playing a role worthy of an Oscar. She was capable of many things, but of that, surely not! He suppressed a gag. "It's just Alan and Biel's semen and maybe one or two other friends," he tried to calm down. He had already tried both. What mattered once again? "One or two more friends," someone repeated in his mind, like an echo. One or two friends on all fours? I couldn't control it; his subconscious betrayed him!

He felt himself suffocating. I couldn't breathe! But it was not a psychological problem, but a physical one. Did that improve his situation? Gema's pussy was suffocating him and he couldn't get air into her mouth or nose. "I'm going to die! Maybe it's for the best!" He was going to drown in his abundant vaginal fluids that enveloped him like the ocean envelops a fish. But more than a sea of crystal clear waters, he was in a thick mud, with that mixture of cumshots and vaginal fluids whose composition he preferred not to know.

"Eat it all!" I know you like it, sissy. I've seen how much you enjoy yourself.

And as if it bothered him that she had enjoyed Alan that way, he grabbed him by the chastity device, pushed his penis away and began to hit his testicles with his open hand.

It hurt! He didn't need me to hit him hard to make it hurt.

"I've seen how much you enjoy yourself!" he exclaimed, again.

It seemed like an accusation. It seemed that I was punishing him for that.

"Aus! It hurts! He complained, but he doubted she could hear him.

And if he did, he ignored it. He continued with his reproaches and his blows. He had no choice but to put his tongue back into his damp cave and explore its dark corners with her.

"You like it!" He kept hitting him. I share it with you. You're just like me!

No! In that I was not like her. In everything, except that!

However, he rummaged through her vagina and found a lump among her moisture, a thick curdle with a strong flavor.

"Eat it all!" She kept cheering him up with her blows or riding on his face until her jaw almost unhinged.

"Agh!" It was repulsive. Even so, he obeyed.

"You're my sissy and I'll share everything with you," he assured her, but it sounded like a threat.

Gemma continued to crush him, accuse him, suffocate him, beat him and threaten him until he finally came. She groaned loudly when she climaxed, and it seemed to Daniel that she resembled the howl of a she-wolf. "Or a bitch." He couldn't get that out of his head, even though he knew it was most likely just a lie. They had already gambled with the pregnancy!

Finally, he sat up and allowed him to breathe. Daniel didn't even know how he had managed to hold his breath for so long. Or had he breathed? What was true was that his jaw was sore and so were his little guys.

He felt outraged. Gemma had practically raped him. She rarely behaved with such impetus with him. Not that he was complaining... except for the circumstances and the frightening connotations.

"Wow! she exclaimed. Look at you! He ran his index finger over his cheek, smeared with that mixture of fluids, and put it in his mouth to suck what he had snatched. Next time, don't forget to eat my ass, sissy! He slammed him harshly. I've been fucked there too," he revealed and turned.

They had also cummed there. I didn't need to say it. And he had never had anal sex with her, not like that, him penetrating her. Except for old Gerard, who didn't like the practice, all his lovers had possessed it that way. Gerardo had even done it once, when she had wanted to show him her submission to him and had guided his phallus to his narrow hole and impaled herself with him. Although, looking at it that way, it couldn't be said that he had possessed her from behind. And he would never have sex with his wife like that. In fact, he would never penetrate her again in any way.

But why was he thinking about that now? He wandered along sterile paths that he had already traveled in the past. He realized that he was trying to distract himself. She wanted to avoid thinking about who else—or rather, what else—had possessed her from behind and spilled into her intestines.

Still self-absorbed, he noticed that she had just shaken her ass, emulating the movement with the tail of a happy dog.

He craned his neck. There, behind her, at the entrance, were a pair of more legs.

"Alan!" he observed. How long had he been there, watching? At least his friend, the cameraman, was no longer there and he had not recorded that scene.

Alan winked at her. To him? To her? "To her," he acknowledged, when he saw that he was shaking his butt again.

"You've done well," he realized that he was saying with the gesture. She had done well, what? It took him a few moments to realize it, and when he did, he breathed a sigh of relief. That was proof that it had all been a farce! Neither dogs nor bagpipes! They had been taken expressly for the sole purpose of unhinged him. And they had succeeded! The constant innuendos, even the scratches, had all been a ruse! "Fortunately!" It was obvious, so much so that I didn't understand how I hadn't fallen before. If it had been true, they wouldn't have bothered to give him so many clues. It was clear. Relieved, he tried to smile, but only half succeeded.

"We have to talk, Daniel.

Was he Daniel to him now? Wasn't it your sissy anymore? And what did he want to talk about? That introductory sentence never augured well.

"There's something you need to know about her," Alan went on. He paused before going on to reveal what.

The boy approached, stood in front of him and next to his wife. He stretched out an arm. Daniel was sure that he was rubbing his ass. And she, of course, let herself! Often, minor details had a greater significance. They had sex together, she adored him, and HE owned all her holes. Still, for Daniel, a kiss was more meaningful than penetration, and a furtive caress could burn him more than any memory of his own intimate encounters. The image of that hand on her buttock screamed a possession more brutal than all the times he had penetrated her. In that silent instant, the hint of that forbidden contact spoke of a stolen intimacy more eloquent than all his sexual acts, and the permissiveness on his wife's face revealed a surrender deeper than any penetration.

Why did he ramble again?

"Now is where she tells me that she has had sex with her dogs," he warned, suddenly distressed.

Gema looked at Alan in alarm. Hadn't he done everything right? He had just winked at her and nodded in her direction, satisfied with how she had treated her husband. He wanted me to treat him more energetically, more dominantly, to push him over and over again to the limit, to even force him to go beyond them. He had threatened to put Àngels in charge of her husband, if she did not live up to what he expected! The truth was that developing that level of energy was difficult for him. It was not in his nature. She was submissive. That was his thing. But she was also jealous and was not willing to let other women play with Daniel and Alan knew that well. She was perfectly aware of why her Master had threatened her with Angels. Spurred on by the unsettling sight of her husband becoming someone else's submissive, she had been energetic with him... even cruel. She had done well, and Alan, with his expression, had congratulated her on it.

"You enjoyed vilifying him, bitch!" a little voice accused her. Much to his regret, he could not refute it, because he was right. She had warmed herself by saying these things to him, sure that her husband sensed the meaning of her advances. It was a way of making him participate in his impure act, the one he was not prepared to confess, not for now, probably never. And yet, excited and with Alan watching, she had dared to insinuate it to him. If her husband, directly or indirectly, participated, her embarrassment would be less. Except that for something so shameless the embarrassment would never be less. In fact, he preferred that he never participate directly, or actively, or as a passive observer. Alan, Àngels, Biel... they had seen her. But Daniel, that was something else.

"Then you still care!"

He did, even though he was no longer the man she needed. He did extremely shameful things, unbecoming of a male, worse even than what she had just done. He knew it and now he had witnessed it, unfortunately. But what if, instead of being her husband, she became her sissy? The grotesque idea was starting to make her. Excitement had disarmed her precautions and emboldened her to hint at what she preferred to keep hidden from him. But hints were one thing and it was quite another to tell him the truth!

Was that what his Master intended to reveal, even though he had fulfilled his wishes?

He bit his lip. If her Master chose to do so, who was she to oppose? "Your damn wife!" she replied to herself. "Daniel must not know about this!" What she had done that morning was her greatest misdeed, and she was not proud of it. Daniel, her husband, could not accept that. "But didn't you want to give him an excuse to leave you for his own good?" another little voice confronted her. But what about Daniela, his sissy? She did not have the right to judge. In addition, in one way or another, directly or indirectly – as moments before on the sofa – he would participate in everything.

"My sissy. Our sissy." She lost a husband, but she gained that child. To her and to her Master. Except, somehow, that sissy, at the same time, would also remain her husband. And Alan would be the alpha male of the house. Without being her husband, in more ways than one he would play that role.

"But I can't allow him to ever be Daniel again!" he acknowledged. Not if he ended up finding out what he had done. Not if I wanted to avoid his look of disapproval and embarrassment. It was one thing for him to be ashamed of his own actions. That was part of his humiliation. But she felt that she would not bear to be ashamed of hers.

I was beginning to see the wisdom behind Alan's pretensions. She had to push him energetically so that he would never be Daniel, her husband, again. I had to make her what she had seen herself to be: Daniela, the sissy. "No, the sissy, no. My sissy! Our sissy." How clever and far-sighted was his Master! His look of dismay mutated into admiration.

"You're stupid!" one of her voices warned her, however. "Where you think you see wisdom, there is nothing but your own plasticity. Don't you realize? Now it seems like all of that makes sense, just because it's getting you shaped. You are plasticine in his hands. You always have been, in the hands of a dominant man. They get you to see things the way they want you to."

I couldn't say that her little voice wasn't a bit right. Silvestre had managed to make her like anal sex, suck her and eat the cumshot. Gerardo had managed to make her feel something like love for Lidia, even though she was neither lesbian nor bisexual. I had never had those pulsations for any woman again. Clearly, what she had felt had been due to him. He had also achieved another unimaginable thing: that he enjoyed having sex with his decrepit father. She had suggested it to him again and again, had her develop the fantasy for him, told him again and again what it would be like, until at last she had made it come true and experienced what she had worked out for him in her imagination. "And now Biel has gotten you to fornicate with his dogs!"

His trajectory was that of an endless slide, always descending. If he wasn't in free fall, he was spiraling and preferred not to wonder where he would end up. Nor the how. What she had just done was the most abject thing in her career as a hot wife, and she had done it just to make Alan proud of her and to receive her compliment. "Now I'll cheat on Daniel with a couple of dogs!" It was hard for him to believe that he had really done it. Blood shot to her head, but her Master's hand on her ass soothed it, in part. Although what she had done was grotesque and she was very ashamed, she preferred his imaginative perversion to Pepe's simplistic depravity. But it wasn't something I wanted to repeat. She had dared, she had done it, she had passed the test and Alan was happy with her. I had to leave it there. He had enough with the frightful certainty that he would never be able to forget him.

"And still, you're going to keep falling, bitch. What did he tell you would be the next step, pig?"

Unable to look her husband in the eye, she lowered her head and looked at him out of the corner of her eye. There had been a mortifying silence that, expectant of what Alan was going to reveal about her, shook her inside. Fortunately, though, HE continued to reassure her ass. He was her Master and what she had done she had done only for HIM, and she had no choice but to obey Him. The young man had so many incriminating videos of him that... Daniel must have understood that.

"And if he doesn't, don't forget that he's no longer Daniel, our husband, but Daniela, our sissy!"

"Ah! There you are, Biel! I was waiting for you.

Distressed and lost in thought, she had not even heard him approaching from behind.

"He's going to tell you!" he deduced, no longer doubtedly. The dogs were Biel's, so it was up to him.

The tension of silence kept her motionless on the outside, but inside she was eaten away by anxiety and that manifested itself in the small and painful groove that her index fingernail traced, almost without realizing it, on the side of her thumb.

She didn't turn to greet him. He didn't deserve it and he wasn't going to give her that satisfaction. Whenever she could, she would show off her contempt for him.

"Hello, bitch," Biel greeted her, as dryly as revealingly.

He stood behind her, took her breasts in his hands and rubbed them profusely. With his face pressed to his cheek, between her head and Alan's, he looked at Daniel. He didn't need to see him to know with what expression he was looking at him.

"Come in, faggot?" She heard him dare to say, without the slightest respect, neither for her husband nor for the game in which they were immersed and in which each one had a specific role. Didn't he even know how to act according to his role?!

Or was that precisely what he did?

But faggot was very unfair, within the context in which they were!

"Oh, and 'bitch', right?"

The idiot Biel risked that Daniel would be enraged! and, although I could do little against him, I would make a very unpleasant scene. "He can knock him down with a punch," the little voice that always defended him reminded him. "He already did it in his day with Luis Alberto, who weighed more." But LuisA had been nothing more than wasted muscle, raised on weights in the gym, disgusting protein shakes, and probably injections of growth hormones. Biel, on the other hand, although lighter and less muscular, was fibrous and had been a boxer, as his flattened nose testified.

Disappointed, Gema observed that Daniel did not even make the feint of clenching his fist.

"That's because he recognizes irony!" excused the little voice. "Who is more queer? The one who sucks it or the one who lets it be sucked?" Biel had only projected his own insecurities. She had cummed in another man's mouth.

Alan felt his friend's crotch against the back of his hand. Automatically, he removed her from his dog's ass. It took me a moment to realize his reflex act. "No, I haven't become a faggot," he remarked, satisfied. Butt-fucking the husband of his submissive was not a homosexual act, but the expression of his dominance. Moreover, that creature was no longer really her husband, but was little more than a sissy who was close to completing her transformation.

"Those manners, Biel! He reproached his friend. In reality, he celebrated his daring behavior. It seemed that she had definitely taken a liking to humiliating her cuckolded husband... and give it what it needed. He had feared that, after the blowjob of a completely transvestite Daniela, his partner would back down. I still needed it!

"What's wrong?" Biel was indignant, apparently. Isn't that true? Hey, you! Faggot! Did you like or didn't you like sucking my turnip?

Biel looked at him with as much contempt as intensity. And while he was doing it, he kept squeezing his wife's breasts! And she, despite the fact that she said she didn't like him, let herself be done!

"What?" Biel snapped, aware of his gaze. Do you like how I rub your wife's tits? He likes this," she said and grabbed her nipples and pulled them, drawing a groan. Right, bitch?

"Yes," he confessed. Aroused again, even though she had just cummed in her husband's mouth (hadn't it been more like his sissy's?), she waved her hips and her ass reached for the boy's crotch. "Yes, sir," he repeated, more respectfully. Even if he did not like her, as a friend of her Master, she owed him respect and, to a certain extent, the one determined by HIM, submission. She pulled one arm back toward her butt, now again sheathed in jeans, and tried to press it against her. The other arm he lifted and caressed the back of his neck. Yes, sir. M'agrada molt," she assured him in Catalan, knowing that Daniel hated her expressing herself in that way.

I didn't know why, but I was again. Biel's utterly reprehensible attitude had chased away his agitation. Her rudeness and perhaps also how she humiliated her husband had inflamed her, even though she actually hated him. No doubt Daniel hated him as much or more than she did. And yet, he had sucked it on all fours until he came. She could imagine what she must have felt, for she herself experienced it every time she met him. The mixture of abhorrence and sexual attraction produced a very strong cocktail of sensations that made sex with him very intense.

"I hate him!" she vindicated to herself, but she continued to snake her body and press herself against it, while he pretended to milk her nipples. In the end, the very wretch had gotten away with the dogs! But she had not done it for – much less for herself! – but for her Master, so that he would be proud of her.

"You haven't answered me, faggot!" he insisted. Do you like to see how I touch your wife's tits? He squeezed her nipples until he got a pitiful moan in response.

"Yes!" Daniel finally exclaimed. He didn't want that beast to hurt his beloved Goddess. "Yes, sir," he corrected quickly, so as not to provoke him.

Biel laughed succily.

"And my cock in your mouth, do you like it too?"

Daniel did not answer. I didn't plan to do it. Without Daniela, I couldn't. Not in the case of Biel. With Alan, that would have been different, but not with his partner. How could they possibly be friends?

"And you, what do you think?" He turned to her. Do you think he likes my cock? He pushed his pelvis forward and pressed his crotch against his ass. Because you like it, don't you, bitch? Bark for me twice, if you like my cock!

Dismayed, Daniel observed that Gemma obeyed Biel completely and heard her bark twice in answer to his question. "Oh, no! What is he doing with her?!" he lamented. And what were they doing with him?

"Enough is enough, Biel!" Alan barked, though in a different way. I don't want to talk to him about that. Turn around, Gem!

Daniel watched as his wife obeyed instantly, without hesitating for a moment to turn her back on him. Now she was facing Biel and he was hugging her, with his arms around her waist, with one hand on her tailbone and the other behind her back. Worse still, she was holding him down, too!

Stunned and indignant, he had no choice but to watch as they were bitten under his nose. She couldn't see his face, only the back of his neck, and her hair hid the boy's face, but she had no doubt that they were kissing.

How?!! Why did she kiss him, if she did not skimp on making him understand by her words and gestures that she did not like her Master's friend? After all, he had impregnated her and had disregarded her state of good hope. (Yes, despite the devastating humiliation he had come to hope of being a father again, even if he was not the father). Of course (why, if he was so clear about it, did he have to repeat it over and over again?), that had been a lie. He hadn't forgiven him. And, in any case, he treated her like a better sex toy. At best, he treated her with disdain. Why did she kiss him, then? Was their animosity feigned, too? No, it wasn't! Of that he was sure, even more than with his pregnancy. He knew her well enough to know that she was not lying to him about that. But then why did she hug him and kiss him? Didn't she remember the importance he gave to kisses? A kiss with tongue still seemed to him a much more intimate act than intercourse... except that in the sexual act you also tend to kiss. She, at least, did. He – or rather, Daniela – did not kiss Mauro, however. Was it possible that he did not know her as well as he thought?

Alan also watched his bites in silence, which showed that he was not imagining them. Or was he wrong and what Alan was looking at, with his head turned towards them, was something else?

Finally, turning his attention away from kissing to something else, Alan said:

"Take a good look at my bitch's ass, Daniel.

He looked down from his head to his butt, his eyes running over every inch of his back, where there were still those alarming scratches he had already perceived before and Biel's undignified claws. What was worse? The possible meaning of those scratches? He probably only imagined it. Surely it was just another elaborate ploy to unhinge him, as with the pregnancy. Or the pink pressure marks that his fingers were leaving and what, incomprehensibly, they must have meant? His mind, stuck with uncertainty, could not decipher it.

What he had clearly relapsed into was that Alan was calling him by his first name again. Once again, he wished that she would call him by his name of girl. Although it was humiliating, it was easier for her to be herself than to be a husband in those circumstances. What did they expect from him, after having emasculated him in that way? Couldn't she just be herself and leave the responsibility to others?

No, I couldn't. First, because Alan, addressing him by his masculine name, robbed him of that option. And, second, because he couldn't find Daniela inside. She was still hiding, hidden, on the run, just when she needed it most. Being Daniela, she would have been able to stand better how Biel ate his wife's snouts and also his sardonic smile of an imbecile that he had.

Of course, Alan must have known that very well. Or did he really expect me to make some kind of decision regarding her?

"Do you see these marks?" He pointed at them unnecessarily with his index finger.

Of course I saw them! Those ugly horizontal lines, half a centimeter thick, were still there, running through his wife's buttocks from side to side.

What was he supposed to do about it? She did what she wanted. Hadn't he made it abundantly clear, over and over again? Hadn't he been emasculated precisely for that, so that he wouldn't even think of intervening? So, now, why was I asking him?

"It's obvious that it wasn't you," he said dismissively, making it clear that he saw him incapable of hurting even a fly. Who did it, Daniel? She asked sternly, as if blaming him.

He emphasized his first name, as if he were responsible in some way, if not by acting, by omission! Didn't he see that he was still a transvestite? His guise, which was more than a mere disguise, was an insult to his condition as a man that Alan now insisted on conjuring, after having practically eradicated it. They wouldn't let him be Daniel and neither would Daniela!

"Who did this to my dog, Daniel?"

"I.... n-nn-I don't-know," he stammered, unsure.

I wasn't lying. I would never do it. It was true that I didn't know one hundred percent. He knew, or thought he knew, where it had happened and when, but he did not know the person or persons who had done it to him. It hadn't been Pepe because he had stayed behind the bar at all times. It had probably (surely) been those supposed clients of hers with whom Gema had sneaked into the back room, but not having witnessed it, she couldn't be one hundred percent sure. Instead of these men, it was theoretically possible that she had been whipped by a friend of his, installed inside the premises.

But why did she question him, instead of her? Did she refuse to tell him? In that case, shouldn't he avoid betraying her? To whom did he owe allegiance, to her or to Alan?

Then again, who could I trust more? The marks looked very ugly, and if she had allowed that, what did it indicate about her judgment? And Alan, if he was outraged, didn't that show that he cared about her and wanted to protect her? He wanted to, and he had to! Yes, Alan had to protect her, because he... because Daniel... because Daniela... The room was spinning again and she felt nauseous. He was completely overwhelmed. It had happened right under his nose and he had allowed it! He was her husband, but she hadn't done anything to stop him, not the first blow or the next either. And he had no excuse, because at that time he was dressed as a man and had even drunk a non-feminine beer. It wasn't that women couldn't drink beers, but Daniela, that was something else. He didn't hit her. No, it wasn't her, it was him. The room kept spinning. Who was he, really?

"They have assaulted her and I have allowed it!"

"Where did it happen, Daniel?"

Alan hammered his name. And Gema was still hugging Biel. And his fingers continued to create furrows in his skin.

"In... in... a restaurant," he stammered. I didn't want to give it away, but the brands spoke for themselves and, moreover, demanded an answer. If he was unable to give it, the least he could do was to offer Alan the information he needed to act. "The least I can do is respect his decision not to tell him!" If I told her what I knew, I betrayed her. If he didn't, he betrayed her too. It is called Sa-salama.

"Sasalama?" Did you know that and have you allowed that? He accused him, not without justice.

He wanted to shake his head, but finally nodded. I couldn't deny it. It was true that he had allowed it. He had failed him.

"Have you allowed someone I haven't authorized to play with her?"

Subconsciously, Daniel looked at Biel. His fingers continued to leave pink trails on his wife's back.

"And you didn't think it would be convenient to even tell me?" He asked angrily.

Who had he really failed to? HIM or HER?

That he wrote a pronoun in capital letters and another in lower case was already enough of an answer. Even so, SHE or she, Gema was his wife and he, as a husband, was supposed to act differently.

"Then why have you come here, to my house?"

He had gone to get his wife back because he had left home! Why did he ask her, if she had explained it to him?

"He broke up with me because I didn't behave like a good husband."

But if she had behaved as she was supposed to, wouldn't she have been enraged? Besides, how was he to know that his wife was acting without his permission?

Powerless, he lowered his head. The humiliation overwhelmed him: her horns reached the point that he assumed she needed her lover's consent, while he was a shadow. It didn't paint anything. That was the bitter reality. Step by step had led him to that.

And her? Had he cheated on his Master? The thought, instead of amusing him or giving him hope, outraged him. For a moment, in a fleeting thought, he came to think that she deserved punishment for her infidelity, not to him, of course, but to Alan. But another, more powerful reflection quickly pushed that idea out of his mind: If he had been unfaithful to Alan in that way, it meant that things weren't going well.

And yet she had left home, separated from him to take refuge in the young man's arms!

The young man's arms? The one who embraced her was not Alan, her Master, the master they had in common, but Biel!

At least they had stopped kissing, but now he was scrutinizing him with his disdainful gaze. Alan understood what motivated him, but Biel only mocked him. He mocked and took advantage. And yet, she hugged him. Didn't he see it?

He was aware of it, no doubt. How then was it possible for her to be so affectionate with him? What he was doing was contradictory!

"Answer!"

Alan's order was a slap in the face that brought him out of his reverie.

"A... a… get my wife back," he managed to say. Then, addressing her, he implored her, "I love you, Gemma! Come back with me!

It had come from his heart, but it sounded pathetic, especially disguised in that guise. It felt so small and inadequate. And it didn't help that he was sitting on the couch while they were standing.

Gemma, instead of turning towards him, turned her head to bury it in Biel's chest.

"I'm sorry I allowed this to happen to you!" He despaired. A few moments ago he had achieved glory with her, they had reconciled, and now he was back in hell, with her cold as an iceberg towards him. Please come back with me. Go home.

But despite his pleas, Gemma still turned her back on him.

"You allowed it, Daniel. You have betrayed her and me," he said, as if he had read her thoughts. But no, he hadn't, because it was impossible. It simply expressed an evidence.

"I'm sorry... I—" "He definitely felt inadequate in every way. Having such a husband, how could she not prefer to take refuge even in the arms of someone like Biel? If she cried, did that mean Daniela was back?" "Please," he knelt on the floor before her, even though she still had her head on Biel's chest, "come back with me," he begged.

"Look at him, Gema. Wouldn't you want to forgive him?

Reluctantly, she turned and looked at him. Yet she remained in Biel's arms, with her hands arrogating to themselves the right to touch her shamelessly.

"He's still your husband," Alan reminded her.

Gema knew that she was still so, legally. Also that, somehow, in the bottom of his heart, he continued to be so, emotionally. And for that very reason the best thing to do was to separate. Otherwise, it would only sink it further. It hurt his soul to see him so... pathetic? Who had seen it and who saw it now! She was to blame for that. He struggled between self-incrimination and contempt for what he was now. The least important thing, in fact, was its feminization.

"And we still need it," Alan insisted.

Did they need it? What for? She had needed him in front of Pepe and he had not been up to the task. Worse, I knew I would never be. "And Alan, what do you think he needs it for?" His instinct whispered to him that the truth was hidden behind the obvious and that things were not what, on the surface, they could seem.

"We need our sissy. Besides, I like to see how he suffers like Daniel," he confessed, admitting his sadism. He deserves to suffer, he suggested, for what he did to you... and for what it tolerates being done to you. This has only just begun, dog.

Biel looked at him with bulging eyes. He had one hand on his wife's crotch and with the other he squeezed her breast in a way that must have been painful. But that no longer mattered to him – or he hardly did; all he wanted was for her to forgive him and to return to him.

A crazy idea settled, however, in his head. What if it had been Biel who had made those marks on his ass? What if he had traveled to Madrid and had been in Pepe's back room all that time? It was Pepe's friend who had previously hypothesized to justify that he did not know who had whipped her! He had been deceived again! And he was pleading, on his knees and with tears in his eyes! And she, kissing him, hugging him, and letting him put his hand on her at will, like a beast!

The barking of a dog, outside, roused him from his crazy musings. It was as if the word beast had summoned him. However, although he suppressed his tears, he remained pathetically on his knees before the three of them.

"Do we forgive you?" Alan proposed, conciliatorily.

Conciliatory and hypocritically!

To his relief, he saw his wife nod, although she did so mutely and without showing much enthusiasm. Was his snub also faked? It didn't look like it. On the contrary, she was emotionally affected. What had really happened in the Salama and, above all, why? "Damn Pepe!" One way or another, what was clear was that he was involved. "Damn Pepe!" he repeated.

"He deserves punishment, doesn't he?" He heard someone say.

Had Alan or Biel spoken those words? In any case, it was true that Pepe deserved a punishment!

"And I think I've got exactly what we need," Alan said. He stepped aside, looked behind the sofa where Biel and Àngels had previously sat and returned with a semi-transparent cane in his hand, which looked like plexiglass. Here.

The mere fact that Alan had such a contraption at home and, moreover, at hand, pointed to the fact that his theory was not as absurd as it seemed. Besides, he had come out from behind the sofa on which Biel had sat. Did that indicate that it was him? Had he used it with her in Pepe's office, in the Salama, and always carried it with him?

Gema reached out and took the instrument of torture with which, possibly, her precious butt had been mistreated before.

He swung it in the air, making a terrible noise. The staff, made of synthetic material, looked robust and at the same time flexible.

"Daniel!" Stop whining and get up! Alan rebuked him. Be a man." Here we are all among friends.

Biel was not a friend. But Pepe had proven to be even less so. Yes, they had to conspire to punish him.

"How did you do it?" Alan asked.

Gemma explained it to him. Biel had made her lie on the table, her ass in pomp. And then he had whipped her.

Did he say Biel or Pepe?

"Interesting," Alan said. Would you mind lying on that table to give us a demonstration of the posture?

Had he mentioned one of them? Had he said any names?

Dull, he merely mechanically followed Alan's instructions.

Biel had travelled to Madrid to whip his wife in Pepe's office, while he boasted that he had hired her as a waitress... and something more than that. It didn't make sense. But the rod behind the sofa didn't have it either. The wheels of his dazed mind tried to turn, but all they could do was a horrible screech that prevented him from concentrating. What had happened and how? Was he forgiven? Was she with him again? Had he recovered it?

The dogs barked again, this time aggressively. It was impossible to meditate in that way!

"Show us, Gema." He deserves punishment.

Gemma looked at the contraption in her hand. Did it make her feel powerful? Was that what they had felt when they had whipped her? She looked at her husband's butt. Did she feel powerful?

Even though it wasn't the pain that attracted her, she preferred to receive than give. Did you prefer it? Those lashes had hurt terribly.

He thought of Àngels. If she didn't do it herself, that girl would end up doing it, if not that day, then another. Alan had already warned him. Àngels would do it ruthlessly. I knew her well enough to be sure of that.

"He does deserve punishment," he murmured. You deserve the punishment," he said, as firmly as he could. Count and thank me!

That he counted, what? That I thanked him, why? Obfuscated, he still didn't understand, but that was about to change.

"Ahhhh! She complained and straightened up suddenly, her hands trying to comfort her injured ass. But why me?

If he still didn't understand, a second blow would clear things up for him.

"I told you to tell and thank me." You haven't," he reproached him, with as much coldness as he was able to. He knew how much those blows hurt. But she had borne them with more dignity... if it could be said that she had any left, after being exposed and prostituted to her neighbors. Therefore, this one is not valid. Get back to the table! Don't force me to repeat it to you. And don't make these two have to hold you down.

Now he understood that, in all that time, with respect to punishing, they had referred to him and not to Pepe.

"I'm sorry, Goddess," he apologized sincerely. It was true that she deserved it for being so unsuitable for her.

That, of course, did not mean that Pepe also deserved a lesson.

And Biel? Had he whipped her?! Biel—what he didn't want was for me to hold him! It was humiliating enough that she punished him in front of him. "Oh, God! I'm going to die!" It was preferable not to think about that. It was better not to think about her look or her smile, nor about how he had groped her, kissed her... how he had let himself be eaten by her... It was better not to think about any of that. But then, why the hell did he do it?

He adopted the posture and prepared to receive the second blow with dignity. The second? If the first one had not worked, that was the first. His head was spinning. Biel was looking at him. "Daniela! I need you!" he pleaded. Dignity? How could I talk about dignity in such a situation? Transvestite. He had sucked it, while he had let himself be butt-fucked. He had been tied to the dogs by the testicles.

"Ayyyy!" It took her a while to catch her breath, and when she did, she quickly added what she wanted to hear: "One. Thank you, Goddess.

It was not the first time he disciplined him, but it was the first time he did it with an audience. He didn't quite like it.

"You're lying!" a little voice contradicted her.

"Ahhhh! Two. It took several seconds until he was able to express his gratitude. "Fuck! He's never hit me so hard!" He had been asking her for years to be tough on him. The thought of having a hot, domineering, and ruthless wife turned him on. But fantasy was one thing and reality another. She wasn't enthusiastic about being him. And now that he was being cruel, he was sorry that he was so cruel. How it hurt! He had made up his mind not to scream. I didn't want to do it against Alan or Biel. But he had not been able to avoid the heartbreaking scream. "I do deserve it. I allowed them to do the same thing to him," he reminded himself so that his strength would not fail.

Gemma waved the rod in the air. The mere sound made him give a preventive start.

She brandished it again, attentive to her feelings. He definitely didn't like that.

"I think you should.

"See? I told you that you are lying when you say that you do not like to inflict punishments!"

Who? Biel? No! Alan? He hadn't seen who his wife was talking to. He turned in time to see the rod in Biel's hand.

"Three, four, and five," Gema instructed. You better answer it in Catalan. Is: thank you, Mr. Biel.

"See how you're a sadist?!"

"Thank you for fucking my wife's bitch," Biel added, "and giving her the beastly sex she needs. Translate it, bitch," he ordered, lifting one of his nipples with the tip of the stick.

Gema shuddered at the touch. The rod hurt a lot in the muscular buttocks and he did not even want to imagine how it must have hurt in the sensitive nipples.

"Gràcies per fotre't la gossa de la meva dona," she quickly translated, although the insinuation contained in the words was extremely humiliating and revealing, knowing that Biel was able to instantly shake her out of doubt, "and donar-li the bestial sexe..." she hesitated, "that she needs.

"Let's see if your husband has a good memory." We have already seen that everything else it has is not very there. He laughed and hit him.

Daniel could not suppress the shriek, despite his iron will to do so, and he screamed even more than with his wife. Biel was much stronger than her and had not moderated the blow. His knees buckled in pain and he had to hold on to the table to keep from falling.

"Three," he counted as fast as he could. Had he pronounced it correctly in Catalan? It sounded the same as in Spanish. I didn't understand why they went day in and day out with the language here and there. Thank you, Mr. Biel for the gossa of the best woman and donating the beastly sex she needs.

"There's no point, faggot. It's a pleasure. He threw his arm back and struck him again. You'd have to see how she gets," she commented, in the middle of the shout. He was going to watch the video as soon as Jaume edited it. "That's another faggot," he thought. He would never understand how a man could want another to his girlfriend or wife.

"Quatre." Thank you, Mr. Biel for the gossa of the best woman and donating the beastly sex she needs. "It was extremely humiliating to have Biel whip him!" Precisely Biel! It couldn't have been her or Alan! It couldn't have been without him in front of him! He called his wife a bitch. Worse, she made him call her that! She forced him to thank her for fucking her. He mumbled something about bestial sex, something he preferred not to think about. And on top of that, I disciplined him. And he allowed it to happen. "I'm a girl," she acknowledged. Even so, Daniela still did not want to appear. But I couldn't reproach her for preferring to remain missing in those moments of extreme pain.

Biel rested the tip of the rod under her nipple while he waited for Daniel to catch his breath. The nipple, it seemed to him, was starting to get hard. "I bet it's wet again." It always was. She was always and willing. Fortunately, now he had help to give her all the turnip that hungry wolf required.

"But son, what is this?!" A female voice exclaimed.


Chapter LXXIX – Surprise!

"Sex is dirty, only if it's done right" – Woody Allen

Alan, Biel, and Gema turned to the origin of the voice. If the exclamation of that unknown voice did not alarm him enough, the subsequent sepulchral silence that invaded everything did. With difficulty, Daniel pushed himself to get up. He tried to regain his composure and verticality, perhaps also a little of his dignity, but his knees were flans. The pain was still stabbing, the humiliation crushing. Biel had cruelly whipped him in front of his wife...

—Què cony és això?! A male voice joined the first. You didn't need to know Catalan to interpret that the owner of the voice was as disgusted as he was astonished.

Gema covered her shame as best she could, her breasts with one arm, her genitals with one hand, like Eve after eating from the forbidden tree.

Behind the couple appeared the two Dobermans. Undecided, they looked alternately at Biel and the intruders. They seemed embarrassed that they had let that pair of bipeds pass. But, fortunately, they were still too young to show the necessary claw to bite.

"What is she doing here?!! The woman shouted and pointed accusatorily with her index finger and outstretched arm at Gema.

Alan grabbed Gemma by the waist.

"No. What are you doing here?" he answered. Despite the unpleasant surprise, he remained composure.

"How can you be with that whore, after all the damage she has done to our family?!" The woman spat poison out of her mouth and spew rays from her eyes. After all that he has stolen from us! —he specified.

"Madam. I haven't stolen from anyone," Gema defended himself.

Surprisingly, the focus was still on his wife and not on him, Daniel noticed, who didn't know where to go.

"The only one who has stolen here is you, Mom.

"Me?"

"But how the hell dare you talk to your mother like that?!"

The dogs watched the dialectical fight carefully, but not quite sure what to do. Perhaps from the smell they had guessed the kinship and did not dare to meddle in family matters.

"I speak to you as you deserve to do so. Your brother left him as an inheritance what he considered appropriate and you attacked with your lawyers to declare that part of the will null and void. You violated her last will and took away from her a good part of what she should have inherited.

"Don't talk nonsense, son! That slut deceived your uncle! She was with him only for his money.

"Hey!" I wanted it!

"Bah! The woman discarded, indignant. You're just a whore," he spat at her, "and whores only know how to do two things: fuck and cheat." You had him deceived! And turning to Alan, he added, "Why else should a woman like that be with your uncle for her money?" Who knows if he didn't poison him to get his money first?!

"But listen, ma'am!" Gemma restrained herself so as not to insult her Master's mother. I wanted it!

Daniel felt a pang in his heart as he heard it a second time. It was not new to him, but it was still painful for him that his wife had fallen in love with someone else. As so many other times, her incomprehensible cuckolded fascination struggled with the inevitable jealousy of an outraged husband.

"Don't insult my girlfriend, Mom!" Alan replied, his index finger extended, pointing towards the ceiling. I'm warning you!

"His girlfriend!" Daniel shuddered. She was in love with her Master. Was he also a friend of hers? This time, the mixture of feelings was joined by the pride that his wife, his hot wife, had managed to make someone like Alan fall in love.

"La teva xicota!" But you are sonat?! The father interjected, incredulous and furious with his son.

"And now he's after you to get the full loot!" His mother warned him. Why else would I have contacted you? Don't you see it?

"You are mad! Money blinds you! You only know how to think about that! You sent your lawyers to take away Inma's share as well!

"Inma! Bah! his mother said contemptuously. Who is she? Another fury, surely! It's not family, son! Family is everything.

Inma was Gerardo's daughter-in-law. Although after her son's widow she had remarried and had children with her new husband, Gerard had continued to treat her as a daughter. Consequently, despite having no blood ties to her, he had allocated a generous amount of money to her in his will.

"Family?" What do you know about that?! he exclaimed, furious. Although talking about the family triggered a storm of emotions, mostly negative, in him, he regained his calm and revealed with a malicious smile: "I have given him what you took from him. "Greedy as they were, I knew that would hurt.

Gema looked at him in surprise. She knew that the lawyers had gotten in the way to also take away from her the part of the inheritance that Gerardo had generously left her, although she did not know the details. However, she didn't know that Alan had ended up giving her money out of his own pocket. He had given her nothing, however. Or, rather, he had not given him anything material, because he had given him something much better. And he continued to do so. She had come to his defense and proclaimed that she was his girlfriend. That meant a lot to her.

The dogs decided that their place was not at the entrance of the living room, behind the intruders, but in front of them, next to their master and his friends. Surrounding Alan's parents at a safe distance, they were sandwiched between their master and the bipedal female.

"You see thieves everywhere except when you stand in front of the mirror," Alan went on. If I am careless, you steal even from me.

"I forbid you to waste your money on that bitch!"

Rei noticed the female's alteration and tucked her cold snout between her buttocks to find out the reason. The smells explained much more than those incomprehensible noises that the bipeds made.

Gema jumped when she felt the dog's wet nose on her ass. For a few moments, her immodest parts were exposed to the gaze of her lover's parents. He tried to get the dog away from himself and cover himself at the same time and, as it could not be otherwise, he failed in both tasks.

Biel watched in amusement as the woman fought with Rei, while at the same time trying to cover herself. "Are you embarrassed now, bitch?" he thought, delighted that his dog decided just at that moment to re-explore Gema's intimacy.

The futile struggle of his submissive distracted him. Alan frowned and watched as he tried to get away from the dog, his breasts bouncing in the air when he couldn't cover them with his arm. It was not the best time for such a show; His parents had also been very untimely.

He shook his head in an attempt to refocus on his parents.

"She's not a whore," he defended her. And I'm not spending any money on it. Besides, if I did, what do you care? It's mine.

"His parents!" cried Gemma to herself, deeply ashamed. She had been caught in her skins and, what was worse, the dogs – now the other had joined – had decided that this was the time to lick her. Insatiable, they wanted her again. "Earth, swallow me!"

"But fill!" Per què malgastes el teu temps amb aquesta... This? He was as incapable of qualifying her as he was of taking his eyes off her. Ja va to try to profit from the teu oncle i... "Yes, he had already tried to take advantage of his brother. In fact, he had succeeded. But, looking at her nakedness and her full, bouncy breasts, I could understand very well what Gerar had seen in her.

"Listen to your father!" The mother interjected, interrupting him and elbowing him in the side. It's a rage! A harlot. A profiteering. A ...

"That I listen to my father?" Alan exploded. My father, you tell me? Isn't that just what I'm doing, Mom? Did you think I'd never find out? He's not my father! He exclaimed, pointing his finger and outstretched arm at his false father. And you, Mom," the accusing finger shifted its target, "you're the fury, here!" Did you think I wouldn't find out? Gerard's will had revealed the scandalous secret to him. Gerardo was my father!

Alan's mother backed away, as if she had been slapped in the face. His supposed father cringed.

"What????" The revelation paralyzed her. I wasn't sure I heard correctly.

The dogs, oblivious to the surprising discovery, took advantage of their paralysis to sink their snouts into their parts, one in the buttocks, through their buttocks, another in front, between their legs. The bipedal female gave off an addictive smell of sex. They had learned that, if they managed to stimulate her enough, she would get on all fours and they could ride her.

"Gerardo is Alan's father, not his uncle?" Shocked, she didn't feel the dogs' tongues. Her ex-lover, the man with whom she had fallen in love, without ceasing to love Daniel, although, in a different way, he was the father of her Master.

Daniel, who had been slowly retreating so as not to draw attention to him, froze, as did his wife. "Alan, Gerardo's son?" The idea was inconceivable, despite the physical similarities. "Three generations of Roig have fucked my wife!" he observed, dumbfounded. "Alan, grandfather, unable to walk, but able to maintain an erection. Gerardo. And Alan, the younger." And now, the Roigs' dogs were also trying to throw it at him... or they had already achieved it. "My wife, the whore of the Roig." She couldn't get angry at Alan's mother for calling her that. "Your whore. The sexual object of the Roigs."

"And you?" asked Daniela. "You have eaten Gerardo's semen. Does it comfort you to have done it from her pussy?" He had done it on multiple occasions and yes, he was comforted that he did it from his wife's pussy. That completely changed the context. "And you've allowed yourself to be butt-fucked by Alan." He had only skipped his grandfather. Fortunately, on that occasion Gema had not brought her a little gift in her vagina. "The dog thing, it's still up in the air for you..."

"How dare you?!" His mother shouted, in an attempt to fight back.

"No, how dare you??! How could you, with your brother-in-law?

"Your father is barren!" He defended himself. She continued to refer to him as her father.

"He's not my father. Don't you dare to say it ever!

Gerardo had told her everything in a private note in his will. His brother, unable to father a child. He had lent himself to do them a favor. The closest thing to his brother's genes were his own. Gerardo, however, opening up post-mortem, admitted that he had been attracted to his sister-in-law. And, even more than with her body, she had been excited by the idea of dominion that such an act gave her.

Of course, he had not accepted being relegated to the role of a sperm donor in a bland in vitro fertilization. He had insisted that, if they wanted their seeds, the insemination had to happen in vivo, ex vitro. Fertilization is not only a biological process, but also a spiritual event. In copulation, not only genetic material is donated, but also part of the spirit, the personality, the heart...

Gerard, twisted as he was, had wanted to turn it into an act of domination over them. About his sister-in-law, who, although she secretly desired him, treated him haughtily. And about his timid brother.

He had impregnated her the first time, but had they continued to have sex secretly afterwards? Gerardo's notes did not reveal anything about it. Perhaps it was only once, but he had taken it upon himself to leave his mark.

He could well imagine his mother, moaning under Gerardo... or on top of it... offering her her breasts, her mouth... his whole body... much more than just her fertile uterus. Knowing him, she could imagine that he had made her beg. Even that he had grabbed her nipples and that he had whipped her. He would have taken the opportunity to humiliate her.

Now I also knew where his name came from. To make his dominance known, he had set another condition: if he fathered a boy, he would choose his name. And a third, in exchange for sending his little soldiers into battle: he wanted the copulation to take place in the presence of a notary, to avoid any misunderstanding.

Written sarcasm is not always obvious, but he was convinced that this explanation was pure sarcasm.

The friend, a notary by profession, had offered to do him the service of witnessing the scene.

The name Alan had been a foregone conclusion. Not surprisingly, it had been maintained for generations in the family. But Manuel had been an unexpected addition. A mockery, for his adoptive father and his mother. Above all, for her. A memory of how he had taken it... even exhibited. Manolo, the notary, had witnessed how she spread her legs for Gerardo, how she was possessed by him, how she moaned, how she cummed... Alan Manuel was an affront to her, a mockery, a perpetual reminder of her humiliation. That had not helped to improve things between them and the relationship had become hostile.

"I will never forgive you for not telling me!"

That was what hurt him. Gerardo had apologized in his will for not having been able to be a father to him. Because of his mother – she was the one who spat poison – and the one who called the shots in his marriage, Gerardo had been lost as a father, a great man.

But he was willing to pick up the baton where he had left off. And part of that was Gem. Despite the age difference, he had been captivated by her beauty and sensuality the first time he saw her, on his real father's birthday. That night he had given two to her health. The revelation of the will had encouraged him to resume his relationship with her. Gerardo had clearly indicated that he was bequeathing it to him. It was her desire that he should conquer her and, in his name, continue his relationship with her.

It wasn't his old man's desires that motivated him. That had been just the trigger.

"Alan is Gerardo's son!" He was still in shock. Why hadn't I told him? What would have changed if he had been warned? It wasn't incest, but it looked like it. "Didn't you tell me about that?" Incest. He had broken a lot of taboos, but that wasn't one he wanted to break. "Incest," he repeated. Doing so with Father Gerardo had not been either, although his conscience had protested as well. Turulata did not register that the dog's tongue entered between the folds of his slit.

"It's your fault for all this, Mom. You're a viper.

"I won't allow you to talk about your mother like that!"

"That you don't allow me... me?" Alan turned his head toward his uncle. He was a fraud of a man who, all those years, had pretended to be his father, when he did not even reach the height of the soles of his shoes. Cuckolded and subdued by his mother! How could he carry the same blood as his father, his real father?— And stop making a fool of yourself by insisting on speaking in Catalan, when all the rest of us are expressing ourselves in Spanish! "Perhaps to compensate for his own dependence or to vent his frustration, his uncle, once a father, was affiliated with a nationalist movement. His friend Biel was also a fervent pro-independence supporter, but that was different. From a humble birth (his parents did not like him to be their friend), he had at least one tangible reason to fight for change, wrong or not. But in the case of his uncle, well-to-do, upper-class, he was still stale. Her father, Gerardo, had never stooped to something like that. What do you not allow me? Without looking at her, he turned to her, sure she would obey him blindly. Gem, my dog, kneel down in front of him and suck it!

Her uncle's eyes, which stared at her like saucers, grew even larger.

Alan's order brought her out of her paralysis. Suddenly blushing, more than because of the dogs, she turned her head towards her husband and looked at him. Three generations had fucked her... and now...

Daniel looked at her, equally dismayed. Slowly, barely visibly, he shook his head.

Gemma stepped forward, oblivious to the dogs, her master's voice echoing powerfully in her head. He continued to advance towards Alan's uncle, Gerardo's brother. Her breasts, swaying with every step.

"One more Roig!" admitted Daniel, unable to move or utter a word. "No, please!"

Gema was in front of Alan's uncle, a few centimeters away from him. His gaze, in his eyes. Her lower lip, allowing herself to be bitten by her upper incisors. His nose, almost touching his. And her breasts, pointing towards him.

The dog – one of them – with his muzzle between his buttocks, unable to understand – and uninterested in doing so – what was really happening. Such a surrender of his wife to a single family overwhelmed him.

Gemma slid down his body and knelt in front of him.

Alan's mother looked on in horror. She grabbed her husband's arm, took a step back, and tried to take him with her, but he looked petrified.

"You want her, father," Alan pointed to annoy his mother. You always have. I recognized it in your eyes the first time we saw her. You, slandering her, in bed, after the family dinner, coinciding with mom, because that's what you always do. You wanted her, while nodding to the insults that Mom preferred. Did you fall asleep thinking about her? Did you hear her moan in your brother's bedroom? I do. I jerked off," he admitted, "but I guess that's normal for a boy my age. Do you know what they did? Your brother wrote it all down. First, he sucked it. He could do the same with you right now, if I ordered him to," he offered. Then, he mounted it. Your brother's cock, inside her, just like he had inside mom. What were you thinking about at that moment? In your brother, fucking Gema? Or your brother fucking mom? Then," she continued with the story, "he sucked her tits and squeezed her nipples. That always puts her at a hundred. Isn't that true, dog?

"Yes," Gema admitted, hoarse. Master," he added, in front of his mother. He bit his lip again. And of his father. Or his uncle. I hadn't fully processed it yet.

"Would you like to suck it?" Do you want me to tie your nipples and stretch and twist them the way you like them?

She felt the dog's powerful paws on her shoulders, pushing her down. His nails, tearing his skin. His tail, hard and outstretched, dripping, rubbing impatiently against his spine.

"No, master. I don't want to suck it. I don't want him to pinch my nipples. It is... a cuckold.

"He doesn't want to stoop to do it with a cuckold!" admitted Daniel. With someone like him. "Before, he prefers to do it with the dog." His wife's words were a low blow. However, they turned him on and he felt proud of her. I missed her, physically. Also emotionally. Unfortunately, they had been separating, but I hoped that day would be a turning point. He missed being inside her, but he recognized that no cuckold – not even him – should have the right to be intimate with her in that way.

"Do you see, father?" He doesn't like you. Still, I could get her to suck it for you. I could make it do that to you and many other things. Wouldn't you like to be, for once in your life, a bit like your brother? Wouldn't you like to make her moan under your whippings? Whipping her? Fuck her? In the mouth, in the pussy, wherever you want....? I can make it happen, right now! Or do you prefer to remain mother's lapdog? Do you masturbate thinking about how my father possessed her?

"What has it made you... that... that... harlot!!?! His mother was scandalized. You're demon-possessed!

"Suck it, little dog!"

Gema raised her arms and opened her fly. Grandfather, children – in the plural – had passed – soon would – through his mouth.

Alan's mother pulled her husband back.

"Hold her!" He ordered Daniel. Alan was willing to punish his mother's hypocrite for hiding who his real father was from him.

"Mom! To ... For me? Vicky's voice burst into the grotesque scene, her face distorted, her gaze perplexed. A dog, riding its mother??? Or trying. And his father?, disguised as...— What.... What are you doing?

Biel raised his eyebrows. Things were getting more and more interesting.

"What... that... What do you do? she repeated, puzzled.

Biel recognized next to Vicky, holding her hand, her beautiful friend, Lidia.

"Wow! she murmured, apparently more admired than scandalized.

"Wow," he said to himself. "Let's see how you get out of this, my friend."

"Daughter??" Daniel and Gemma did in unison. Lydia?

Embarrassed, Daniel backed away and Gemma tried to get up.

"Stay where you are!" Alan reacted quickly.

Gemma was frozen in the movement, still on her knees. It had not been only her master's voice that had paralyzed her, but also the dog's strong claws, which pushed her down by the shoulders.

"And this slut, who is she now?"

"Meet Vicky," Alan replied, as calmly as he could, "my girlfriend, Mom."

The other dog, curious, came over to sniff the new one. He perceived in her a smell similar to that of the other bipedal female.

"You're crazy!" Alan's mother exclaimed after a few seconds. It had taken me a while to compute the information. The mother... the daughter...— Let's go! She pulled her husband and this time she did manage to drag him with her. Crazy! You'll hear from my lawyers! He threatened him, going out the door.

"What for, mother?" Alan shouted behind her. Why am I locked up in an asylum? Do you want to give me lessons in sanity? Or morality? The only thing you are after is to take control of my father's empire!! Then, addressing his girlfriend, "Vicky, love. He tried to appear serene.

Vicky looked at her mother again. He twisted the rictus. Kneeling, naked, with a Doberman on top of her, trying to mount her or whatever she was doing. He was not surprised to find her, nor to see her naked. Not surprisingly, she knew that her boyfriend fornicated with her. It made her uneasy, but it also turned her on somehow. She was proud of him. Not particularly that he had sex with his mother, but that he was successful with other women. They had had a threesome with their mother, at that party, although she, blindfolded, did not know it. Before, he had lashed out at her, he had released all the accumulated rage he had inside. He had regretted treating his own mother like this, even though she deserved it. Now, seeing her kneeling in front of her, she wondered if she would ever again... whipping her. Now you know your daughter knows what a slut you are, she thought. "I'm his girlfriend!" he claimed. "You're just his whore. Don't forget it!"

He turned his head toward his father. As she looked at him, her expression twisted even more and she looked away from him. That was a surprise. And so much! She had not expected to find her father there, and even less... naked... transvestite?... And... with that clunker between his legs? He looked again. What was that he was wearing...? He closed his eyes and turned his head.

Instead of meeting Amancio, as Lidia had proposed, they had found a cheap, last-minute train ticket and had gone to see Alan and his mother. That he ran away from home was extremely worrying. The false pregnancy was even more so. Enough to abort the plans and show up in Barcelona, alarmed, to see what was happening to their mother, even if that also meant putting the cards on the table on their part.

Lidia fixed her eyes on Gema's. Finally, face to face! He had already buried his desire for revenge, but they surfaced again. He let go of Vicky's hand and stood behind her. Cheek to cheek, he continued to look at her. Wasn't she a pathetic woman, kneeling there, with a dog on top of her? Or as sensual and devoted as ever, she thought, oscillating between anger and admiration.

He hugged Vicky from behind. His hands, running down his belly, then his chest. A hand was inserted under his shirt. He went upstairs and felt her chest. He did so without taking his eyes off Gema. Vicky was not wearing a bra. Her nipples didn't need it, and she didn't like it to be put on. Her free nipple responded in solidarity to her stimuli and hardened under the shirt, visibly turgid.

"I have prostituted her," he said coldly to Gema, still looking at her. Upon Gerardo's death, despite being in love with her, Gema had disengaged from her because she was a whore. I was convinced that this had been the reason and if not the only one, a key one. He slid his other hand from above into Vicky's shorts.

Vicky gasped. His mother now knew that... that she was Alan's girlfriend! That he slept with Lidia. That she sometimes slept with a man for money...

He looked away from his mother. He raised his head and looked at Alan. His face flushed. Now he also knew that he was prostituting himself. That he cheated on him, for money. Lidia had recklessly revealed her secret. But Alan had no reason to be angry! He could not or should not throw anything in his face.

Still blushing, she looked at her father. He avoided looking him in the eye and did so out of the corner of his eye. Now he also knew that he was prostituting himself. That hurt him.

In any case, what was he doing there in that guise? At least, he knew that his mother cheated on him. How long had I known about it? Did he participate, in any way? Did he do it... with Alan??

She looked back at her boyfriend. His eyes, questions, despite Lidia's stimulation.

And her friend? Did she know? He hadn't been surprised in the least! Why did they always hide things from her, both she and Alan?! They treated her like a child!

Outraged, she ran away from her.

Lidia let him go. At last I had Gemma in front of me. It was the second time he had met her since their breakup, but it was the first time he could look her in the eye. He advanced and stood in front of her.

"Do you do it with dogs now?" He said disdainfully. I didn't know if it was true, but I saw her capable, with the right encouragement. In any case, the dog kept trying to pierce her back.

He lifted his leg. Then, he rested his foot on his collarbone and stuck his heel in his chest. The minidress rolled up, offering Gemma a glimpse of her crotch. How many times had her head between her legs, her lips on her pubis, her tongue on her clitoris? At first, in the presence of Gerardo, then, without him as well.

"Why did you leave me, bitch?" He turned his foot to dig his heel even deeper. I was still hurt with her. I needed her to feel the pain she carried in her heart. Not even Vicky had been able to alleviate it. Look at you! You're just a whore, like all of us. Did you think you were better than me?

"It wasn't because of that," Daniel interjected. Vicky looked at him and he blushed. But he continued, "It was out of jealousy.

"Out of jealousy?" Vicky was surprised. That meant that Lydia had not only slept with her mother, but also with her father! How could I not have said anything to him? How could they not have told him?! "Maybe they didn't go to bed," he tried to justify. "Maybe my mother just imagined it and exploded in jealousy."

Lidia looked at Daniel.

"You look magnificent, Daniela," he praised. She was proud of him. He blew her a kiss. Then, he fixed his eyes on Gemma again. He wasn't done with her yet. Do you think we stopped seeing each other? "I've helped him to become," he gestured to him with his hand, up and down, without taking his eyes off her, "Daniela," he revealed.

"You did what??!" Overwhelmed, Vicky took a step back. Then, another.

"I made love to him with my harness," he continued to nail the words and the heel, "when you refused to do so. It came to me because you didn't know it.

"With the harness?" With the that attached to the harness? With the same one with whom he made love to her? Suddenly, Vicky realized that Lidia had made love not only to her, but also to all her loved ones: her mother, her father and her boyfriend.


Chapter LXXX – 'Nolen volens'

"Silence and smiling are two very powerful weapons. Smiling solves problems and silence avoids them." – Morgan Freeman

That is what he was going to tell him, without being silent and without a smile on his lips. "Whether you want it or not."

He knocked on the door again, this time with his knuckles. She had heard him and knew he was behind her, peering through the peephole. Open. I'm Gemma," he clarified unnecessarily, even though he knew he saw her. He cleared his throat. "Abra, Chief Pepe," he corrected. I'm Gema. Your favorite waitress.

How had he gotten there? That was a question Gemma often asked herself. Physically, to Pepe's flat, by car, despite the fact that the bastard kept confiscating his. But that was not the true meaning of the matter.

Discovering her home address had been easy, though not easy, for either her or Daniel. She had only had to seduce him, make him think with his cock, instead of with his head. She had managed to convince him to go to his apartment to fuck wildly all night, on the soft mattress, instead of on one of the hard tables in his restaurant. She had had to spend the night with him, but in return she had found out where he lived.

It had cost him dearly, of course, although no one knew that and, luckily, no one suspected it. Pepe, more than sex with her, was motivated by degrading her. What had she done to this man to make him hate her so much? Nothing! But I knew that, in reality, it was Daniel's fault. The owner-waiter of the Salama felt despised by him and it was up to her to pay for the broken dishes. In the morning, Pepe had woken up wanting to vilify her, after sleeping hugging her after a couple of sessions of passionate sex. He had on her face. He had even forced her to open her mouth. He had managed to be the first man to do that to him. "All for the fatherland!" he had thought, as he received his disgusting golden jet on his face. Or more than for the homeland, to leave behind a shameful chapter of her life, a mess in which she had gotten herself and that affected Vicky and Daniel, something that she did not forgive herself and that she feared they did not forgive her either.

Fortunately, no one knew about Pepe's acrid farewell. "And no one will ever know!" Above all, Biel must not have known. He wasn't going to write it down in his diary or anywhere else. It had been hard enough for Daniel, after all that had happened, to continue working in his restaurant and to sleep with him. It had been difficult for him to digest it... and he hadn't had to swallow it... in short.

"What do you want?" Pepe asked suspiciously. Angry, he scrutinized the landing through the peephole. How did you get here?

We have already solved that question. Or rather, not in what matters: how could he have gone so low? Because of her, she and Vicky, Daniel and were now the laughingstock of the neighborhood. He had hit rock bottom, definitely. And why? All because she felt that Alan did not pay all the attention she deserved and needed. And now, he had just found out that he was his daughter's boyfriend! Because of Vicky, I hardly saw him. His own daughter was stealing his lover!

At least, once the sarao was discovered, they no longer had to hide, neither she nor Vicky, they could stay together, if there was no other choice. He could see his Master more often. But he didn't like to share it! And on top of that, there was also the treacherous rat Lydia! She also threw herself at Alan and took time away from him to be with her.

And Vicky, not only with Alan, but with Lidia as well. He didn't judge her because she liked pussies. I couldn't do it. Besides, Lidia's was sweet as honey. He remembered that. He also remembered that old Gerardo – who happened to be Alan's father! – had tried to lure Vicky to him through Lidia. In the end, he had gotten away with it, though only once dead and reincarnated, figuratively, in his son's body.

Everything remained in the family. That was true. But, in addition to not being able to process it, she did not feel comfortable. Her daughter now knew she was a slave. "Slave of her boyfriend." But she was the intruder. "She is my Master's bride." And I had seen her with... And he had also seen Daniel. Its true nature? Or a facet of him? What mattered was that he had seen his father that way and that he had lost all the respect he had for him. Daniel knew it and felt bad about it. "It's all my fault." A daughter should never see her parents that way. That he intuited it, even that he knew it, that was one thing, but that he saw them...

He must be glad that Vicky now knew what her father was really like. That was what Alan expected of her, that she be ruthless with Daniel. He should gloat over his shame and take the opportunity to humiliate him more. "Daughter, your father is a girl. It hasn't worked in bed for a long time. That's why I'm with Alan. Let's take advantage of it!" I didn't quite get used to seeing it like that. He had sucked it from Biel! Yes, she did it too, but that was different. He had allowed himself to be butt-fucked by Alan, but that was different: his Master was domineering and it was about marking the hierarchy. But Biel's blowjob? He had swallowed his cumshot! Yes, she did too, but that, again, was different. Would he ever get used to seeing him that way, transformed body and soul into a sissy? He had to do it because Alan had plans for him and wanted to intensify his transformation. He did not want him as a man in the family—in his family, in which HE was now indisputably the leader—although he was willing to accept him as sissy, but only if he deepened his transformation.

"The door was open," he answered. He hadn't found her like that when he arrived, but had waited for someone to come out of the building to sneak in.

"Why didn't you call the doorman?" he asked, suspiciously. What if I don't get to be there? You would have gone up silly.

"I wanted to surprise you, Chief Pepe. Is it that he is not happy? I need it... My body knew you were home...

"I don't like it when you come unannounced.

"I'm very hot, Chief Pepe. "He was building the fort, but I was sure that he would fall in the end, even if it meant taking extreme measures." Very hot," he repeated and began to undress, moving sinuously to the rhythm of imaginary background music.

Pepe looked through the peephole. He did not like surprises. He had already had a few scares about opening the door to strangers. "Although Gema is not a stranger..." Was it true what she told him, that she needed him? Agitated, he watched as he undressed. He licked his lips. Almost as hot had she appeared that night in his restaurant...

"Chief Pepe. I'm very hot. She stroked her breasts with one hand and her crotch with the other. I need you..." He was being more difficult than expected and he only had two tricks left. The first one was almost exhausted. Didn't he care about the scandal before his neighbors that he undressed on the landing, moaning obscenely? "No, of course he doesn't care. Look, I'm stupid!" He hadn't minded exposing her in the Salama and with her, himself too, at least to some extent. "I could have thought of it before, too!" He played the last card he had: Chief Pepe. I'm very hot. I thirst for you. He avoided twisting his rictus in disgust.

At last he heard the multiple bolts, one after the other. And finally, he saw the door open.

Alan quickly went down the stairs and Biel climbed at the same speed. Together, they pushed the door open and stormed into Pepe's home. "Nolen volens," he was going to say. In Latin or in Christian; that was the least important thing. He was going to leave her alone once and for all, whether he wanted to or not. To reinforce the message, Master Alan had come with the entire troop. Only the dogs were missing. "Fortunately." Her Master was going to solve one of the problems she had created and Pepe was going to have no choice but to give up.

"This woman belongs to me!" Alan declared, grabbing Pepe by the lapel. You're going to leave her alone. Whether you want it or not," he insisted, fist raised and a murderous look in his eyes.

It had been easy for Pepe to open the door for him. He had paid him a surprise visit and the very fool had thought he was coming back for more hot champagne. But that's simplifying things. It had not been that simple. Suddenly suspicious, he hadn't opened the door for him at first. The option of kicking her underneath was ruled out. Neither Alan nor Biel together would have been able to handle the multiple locks. Pepe may have been used to receiving unpleasant visits from creditors fed up with his defaults. The fact is that the door was reinforced. That was what he had noticed on his previous visit to his home. Thus, to convince him to open the door, he had had to do a striptease until he was skinned.

Either convinced that she had no hidden microphone, or cajoled by her sensual movements and the promise to continue the adventure where she had left off, or afraid of making a fuss on the landing, in front of her neighbors, he had opened the door for her. And Alan and Biel had come into a flurry. Daniel, Vicky and Lidia, behind them.

"Don't get dressed yet, dog." Alan had caught out of the corner of his eye that he had begun to clean up. I want this scoundrel to see what is lost. Do you see it well? He told her. This is the last time you see her!

Slowly, marking the threat, the blade of Biel's razor unfolded and the young man looked at Pepe with deadly coldness.

"Let me take out your eye, boss." A slow, growing smile, as if savoring the idea, began to appear on his face. Or better both. This way we make sure that this pig does not see her again. He made the knife dance in front of Pepe's eyes, the light of the lamp reflecting on polished steel.

Alan imitated his friend's smile. He nodded slowly. No one touched her dog without her permission!

Biel turned to Gemma. The cold metal settled on his jugular notch. Gema, surprised, jumped back.

"Quiet, bitch! Biel barked and put the blade back on his skin. No one looks at or touches our dog without our permission, right, boss?

Gemma froze, more out of fear than obedience. Had Biel suddenly gone mad? They had gone to teach Pepe a lesson. Were you thinking of giving one to her now, too? After all, what had happened, that Pepe had abused her and exposed her to her neighbors, had been her fault.

The knife slid over his skin, diagonally down. She pulled up one breast, then played with a nipple. Biel had definitely gone too far! A shiver, a shudder, ran through his body and his skin turned like a goose. The nipple did the same, tightened and hardened.

Biel looked at Pepe again.

"Right, boss?" No one touches it or looks at it without our permission.

"Would you like a souvenir of her?" Alan asked Pepe. The waiter couldn't help but look, haphazard and hypnotized at the same time, at the edge of the knife running over the woman's nipple. Or would you rather we take a souvenir from you? Without letting go of her lapel, Alan grabbed her crotch roughly with his other hand and squeezed it.

"I prefer a-souvenir of-hers," he stammered, terrified. The other young man, looking like a gangster thug, was running his knife over the woman's chest, ready to cut it off for having been disobedient to them. They were crazy! And what was his fault that this slut was proposed to him?! She had literally come to him with her panties in her hand. He was innocent! I hadn't done anything she didn't want! The woman had not warned him that he belonged to those mafiosi. That they cut off her and leave him alone!

"This one," Biel commented, momentarily pulling the knife from Gema's chest and pointing it at Daniel, "we've already cut off his balls for touching it without our permission." Right, boss?

Daniel blushed at the comment. In a way, it was true. They had not physically emasculated him, but they had put a trap on him and had psychologically caught him. He was incapable of making love to his wife, while they, Alan and Biel, and even the stupid Pepe, her at will. Not even when it came to protecting her and giving that idiot a lesson for having gone too far with her did he have the upper hand. She was there to make a bulk, nothing more, just like the girls, Lidia and Vicky. I was there, with them, with the girls, watching the men do the dirty work.

Pepe's eyes fell on him. Daniel sensed the question in them. Pepe was seriously assessing whether it was true, literally. He must have sensed that physically or figuratively, it was true: he had no balls. Alan and Biel had them. They fucked her. They groped her as they pleased. They got her to do unspeakable things for them, in exchange for making her enjoy and moan as only alpha males knew. Yes, Pepe was not going to have a hard time concluding that it was true. He had not been able to defend her against her abuse and had allowed him to prostitute her right under his nose and, not content with that level of denigration, each client to mark the rod on his ass. "What am I doing? I'm allowing Alan and Biel to relegate me to the role of... what? A girl?" He was not even able to intervene at that moment, when Biel was running his gun over his wife's skin and making it twinkle.

"Who are these?" asked Pepe. Were they that woman's pimps? That explained why she had agreed with hardly any resistance to fuck her clients for money. She was a whore, not one of those who do it for free, but one of those who charge. Who could have guessed it? Gema, a real prostitute, in the hands of a mafia! But why had she wanted to get him into a good mess with his pimps? What had he done to her? "And Daniel?" Was that half-man her real husband? The way he behaved, it was impossible for him to be. But then, what was their role? To keep an eye on it? Was their marriage just a cover? He shook his head. It didn't add up. The daughter had features of both of them, she was their real daughter. Or did you imagine it? Without thinking, he turned his head towards her.

"Don't even think about looking at her with those pig's eyes you have!" Alan let go of his lapel and slapped him loudly. Then she held it again, her hand back to its own, the other still in the balls, gripping them tightly. You look at it again and I swear I'll gouge out your eye! You look at her," he nodded to Gema, "and I'll pull the other one out of you!"

Pepe quickly looked away from Vicky, but had to make an effort not to look at Gema. He couldn't help but do it out of the corner of his eye. The bully with the flattened nose now had the razor in his pubis, where an incipient heart-shaped fluff could be guessed. He played with his hair. The woman trembled with fear. The steel came down undaunted by his understandable agitation. "It would never have occurred to me to do that to him," he reproached him silently, enraptured. "What cruelty!" The woman groaned as the tip of the razor kissed her clitoris. I was going to cut it off! "Whores don't need to enjoy." She didn't need a clitoris to do her job. They were going to give him a good lesson! Without a doubt, she deserved it, for being so slutty and for making him dirty.

"Ah," Gema groaned, again. He bit his lower lip.

"Damn it!" exclaimed Pepe to himself. "It's impossible not to look like that!" He forced himself not to take his eyes off the front, although he continued to observe out of the corner of his eye in a hypnotized way.

"Shall we cut it and feed it to this one, boss?" Biel proposed. Either way, he's having too much pleasure. I don't like that he enjoys it so much.

Alan shook his head. "We'd better cut something for him." The tip of the bud, for example. He turned his head. Come here and get it tough! Let's make this pig bleed.

"No, please!" I... give you everything...!

"What are you waiting for, Daniel?" Alan urged him, oblivious to Pepe's pitiful plea. "Very macho with her and now you cry," he thought, however. Come here and suck it! She did it before. You can do it too. Let's go!

"No!" Pepe exclaimed, horrified to see Daniel advancing towards him. Let a man suck it! That was even worse that they cut it off!

—¡Arrodillate y mámasela!

Reluctantly, Daniel obeyed. Now he understood that he had not accompanied them just to make a bulk. They were going to punish him too, for allowing Pepe to vilify and not warn them. It wasn't fair. He had assumed that Gemma was only doing what Alan had told her to do. Yes, it was fair. He had allowed it and ignored his peculiar way of getting his attention.

Alan took his hand away from Pepe's crotch and Daniel unfastened his fly.

"What is Pepe going to think of me now?" He reached in and pulled out his cock. "He's going to think I'm gay," he said to himself, resigned. Despite the fact that in the sauna of the gym where Mauro took him he had probably sucked more cocks than Gema in his entire life (he preferred not to look up so as not to recognize each other's faces when he passed them in the hallway), he still refused to think of himself in those terms. Mauro trained him because Gema loved him. Or because transforming into a girl was the only way to stay with her, considering that she only had eyes for Alan. And now, if he gave Pepe fellatio, he did it in the context that she was present... and naked...

To his surprise, he found it more than black pudding. "Of course," he realized. "It's not because of me. It's because of the spectacle of Gemma, before."

And how would she see it? But, above all, what would Vicky think of him? It had been hard to be caught cross-dressing, in Alan's farmhouse, and he still was. They had barely talked about it. Surely she despised him. Although, at least, he hadn't made a fuss.

Perhaps he understood that it had been a shock for him too. Alan was her boyfriend! And Lidia, his girlfriend! Alan, the boy his wife called master was his daughter's boyfriend!! Alan fucked the two beings he loved the most. "Yes, and he put it in you too." Was he as his little Vicky as he was on Gema? Did the bastard do the same dirty things to him? It was not a matter of imagining it, but he had seen with his own eyes how he fornicated with Gemma. He put it in his ass, then in his mouth... He whipped and whipped him with his belt... And he would take her to the bathroom with him when he needed to relieve his bladder, and then wipe it with his mouth. Disgusted, he twisted his rictus. Did he do that to his little girl too?

And Lidia? She also had or had sex with both of them. "And with you too. Even if it's unconventionally, it counts too."

"Everything stays at home, I guess," she resigned herself and took Pepe's bud in her mouth. What I was doing was no worse than what everyone else was doing.

"Hey! Get this faggot off my back! Pepe cried, on the verge of panic.

"Shut up, motherfucker! Do you think we don't all see that you're liking it?

"No, no!" Pepe exclaimed, distressed. That faggot sucked her almost as well as his wife.

"How does this make you feel, Daniel?" You and your wife have both knelt before your favorite waiter and sucked it. What kind of man are you, who allows his wife to degrade herself like this? Do you realize that he has humiliated you by giving himself to him in that way? And now, you've fallen another level lower still. When you go back to his restaurant, because you'll come back—it wasn't a prediction, but an order—how will you look him in the eye?

No! I will never be able to return to the Salama. Alan was right. He couldn't fall any lower. And to make matters worse, Vicky was not only witnessing everything, but she was also recording it from her mobile phone.

"And you, you piece of shit!" Alan exclaimed, addressing Pepe. May it be the last time you approach my property without asking my permission! Got it?!

"I'm so sorry. No-it won't-happen again.

Vicky and Lidia were in charge of searching the apartment and confiscated all the computer equipment they found. Pepe had no choice but to witness how they robbed him, helpless, but with his hard cock in Daniel's expert mouth.

"We'll probably find more interesting things here," Alan warned, pointing to some CDs. Don't even think about reporting, moving or breathing! "I was sure they would contain illicit recordings of other women, with which the prosecution and police would rub their hands." I know you have more videos of her hidden out there. We have ours too," he commented and nodded to Vicky. Surely your friends would be happy to see what a faggot you really are. Stay away from her or...!

He gestured to his troop that they were done there. Daniel got up and breathed a sigh of relief because he didn't have to bring him to orgasm in his mouth. With the computer equipment in their arms, they left Pepe's flat.

Biel was left behind. He looked menacingly at Pepe one last time.

"I don't think what you've done is such a bad idea," he whispered quickly. Your mistake has been to do it behind our backs. I make sure that you can continue to exhibit and prostitute her in your bar. Let's say once a week. But I want three hundred lereles a month. We'll talk later. He said goodbye by punching him in the pit of the stomach that left him bent over.

Alan frowned at him.

"What?" Biel said, shrugging his shoulders. It was so that he would not forget our visit so soon.


Chapter LXXXI – Unreality

"The best way to kill someone in your heart

is to leave it

die slowly in your mind

without naming him,

without calling him,

without writing to him,

without looking for him...

May it die little by little,

in slow agony so that it does not revive,

if you let it die abruptly, it will revive at every moment.

Feel it, cry it, soothe it,

but not eternally."

– Joaquín Sabina

Gemma rings the doorbell. He has to wait, but finally, without anyone answering him on the intercom, he hears the buzzer at the door. He pushes it in and goes in.

Take the stairs because there is no elevator. Without intending to, his footwork resonates throughout the stairwell and reaches all the landings. When he ascends to the indicated floor, he finds that the door is ajar. But no one comes out to greet her.

Gema enters and hears voices coming from what the living room must be.

"Hello?" He announces himself timidly, but no one responds. Perhaps they have not heard it. He advances modestly. Hello? He asks again, but the result is the same. The voices continue to do their thing.

He looks out and recognizes Biel. He is talking to a man he does not know. In any case, he is turning his back on him and only sees his neck.

Biel finally notices her presence, but he neither looks at her nor gets up to greet her. He ignores her and continues the conversation as if she were not there.

She has met the young man, but she did not expect to meet anyone else. It must be a visit that is about to leave.

Uncomfortable, she waits for Biel to react. He does not dare to sit down, because the young man has told him to. Tense, she balances her weight from one foot to the other.

Take advantage of the time to study the classroom. It's not very pretty and it's quite messy. It is not very big, but in one of the corners there is room for two huge dogs that study it in an interested way. Fortunately, they do not move from the site and remain in the corner, on the opposite side of the room from her. She was unaware that Biel had dogs. Or do they belong to that man? If it belonged to the young man, she is sure that he would have told her about them. They must belong to the man and that man must be about to leave.

Listen up. It understands Catalan only marginally. But it's enough to understand a conversation, if you know what it's about and if they pronounce clearly and speak slowly.

This is not the case with Biel and that man. Even so, he understands fragments. They are talking about prison. About how hard it is to be in prison. Of how unfair his imprisonment has been. About how fascist the Spanish State is. And of the harshness with which the police officers were used when arresting him (despite having defended himself tooth and nail).

—And this is—" What do you say you call him? Your whore? The man asks in Catalan, but she understands. At last they pay attention to it.

"La meva gossa," Biel corrects him. She's a Gossa Espanyol from Madrid," she informs him. She is worse than Spanish: she is a Spanishist. Gema has understood the nuance. Vox votes. "She doesn't know, but she senses that she is not a leftist. PP or Vox, that is the same for him and, in any case, the reference serves to spur his friend on. Not content with the reference, he stresses that her husband is even worse.

"I understand," the man says. The outfit worn by the woman is unmistakably Spanish. Worse still, it vindicates the worst of Spain, after Madrid: the underdeveloped Andalusia in which, instead of working, they only think about parties.

Gemma notices that the man looks her up and down and that he does so with disdain. He lowers his head and looks at himself. What's wrong with her outfit? Is it dirty? Is it badly put together?

She has been obedient and wears the kind of clothes Biel ordered her to wear: something with a flamenco touch, red in color. She has taken great care and bought the outfit for the occasion, after investing a lot of time in choosing it. Flamenco, that's easy. But she does not go to the April Fair, but has met the young man at her house. She has looked for something sexy and with a touch of sophistication.

She wears a red miniskirt that boasts a large fabric rose at the height of the pelvic bone. From the rose hanging two curly straps that gracefully reach her knee. Above, a sleeveless top, in the same color, covers her torso. The top proudly carries a rose on the shoulder, although on the opposite side of the skirt to the rose, and from it hangs a similar strap that falls to the hips.

Between top and skirt they bare their navel, which coquettishly peeks out over the edge of the skirt.

To complete her look, she has put two large – but thin – metal earrings on her ears. She has painted her lips red, exactly the same intensive shade as the clothes, and has taken care to apply a shadow effect that blurs the red towards the center of the lips and shows a darker tone towards the corners. She has made up by sculpting her face with the contouring technique, with a bronzing effect cream to give warmth to her face and highlight the color of the clothes. She has marked the contour of the eyes in black to give them depth, slightly marking the corners, and has incorporated shadows with taupe sparkles on the eyelids. Needless to say, she has also applied mascara and precisely defined her eyebrows for the perfect look. False nails are red, like their lips. The toenails have been painted to match.

Although Biel doesn't deserve it and she doesn't like having to meet him, she has put on the best perfume: spicy but sophisticated, mysterious and seductive. She has done her best to get the best out of herself for the meeting, because she knows that by doing so, she honors Alan, even if he does not see her, and her husband, Daniel, even if he does not want her to meet that young man.

"Tomba! Biel orders him. A terra! Cap per avall! He continues barking orders. As usual, he does it in Catalan. Orders are always in Catalan.

Gemma obeys every command without protest or question. Leave your handbag on the floor. He is yellow and has also bought it for the occasion on Biel's instruction.

The man looks at the bag with mixed feelings. The color pleases him, but not in conjunction with the combination he wears, which makes him look like the flag of the oppressive State.

Even worse is the choker she wears. It's offensive! Even more offensive is that he dares to carry it in those lands! What has he come for? To provoke? It is nothing more than a strip of fabric, narrow and tightly fitted around the neck. Actually, there are three and that's the problem: the top one is red, just like the one at the bottom, but the one in the middle is gualda.

"Puja't la faldilla!" He barks again.

Her face burns and she wants to look like her skirt, but, fortunately, neither Biel nor her friend can see it because, embarrassed, her head is turned in the opposite direction to the men. The cold ground barely manages to calm the heat in the cheek.

Obey. She extends her arms, grabs the skirt with both hands, raises it, first to the birth of her buttocks – there she resists a little – then to the coccyx. Avoid pulling it up more than necessary, but expose your buttocks. She doesn't wear panties, as Biel has ordered, and she is aware that men can look at her perfectly shaved vulva.

He hears someone get up and approach. Is it Biel? Or is it that man?

"And this?" What is it? The man asks, intrigued and surprised.

Now she knows who it is that she has on top of her and who is looking at her between her legs.

"It's a gift of benvinguda," Biel explains and winks at him. They continue to speak in Catalan. Serveix-te. But posa't això. He throws a condom at her. Then, he turns to her and informs her that his friend has just been released from prison. I just picked it up," she explains in Spanish, so that she has no doubts.

The man kicks her in the calf. Then, with the other foot, he kicks her in the other leg. The woman's legs are already slightly open, like the who refuse to admit that they want it. But he wants me to open them up more. The woman opens them, but it is not enough and kicks him twice, this time in the Achilles tendons. She knows what the weak point of whores like that is.

"I think I prefer the seu con first," the man comments, almost indifferently. He opens his fly and takes out his cock. He already has it hard. He has been imprisoned for many months, without women. It is a long time accumulating sexual energy, without being able to properly discharge into a woman's body. The straws needed to kill boredom in prison are not the same.

He lies on top of it and crushes it with his weight. Gemma moans even before he puts it in, but it's only because of gravity.

She feels how the man lifts his pelvis, grabs her cock, points it at her sex and looks for the entrance with the tip. He has not seen him put on the condom; he only hopes that Biel will force him to take the necessary precautions. He does not even want to imagine the venereal diseases that this man may have contracted in prison, where, although women are lacking, sodomy is superfluous, if only to distract himself from the ugly but well-deserved bars that adorn the windows.

What has that man done to have been sentenced to prison? From the conversation she has heard, Gema has understood that the issue has to do with resistance against the oppressive state, things of the radical Catalan independence movement, perhaps also of anarchism. A shiver runs through his body, but he resigns himself and opens his legs to make things easier for him. She is alone, sold, and if the man wanted to, he could rape her, as long as Biel allowed him to. But Biel seems to get along well with him. Too good. Although he does not fully understand Catalan, especially when they are babbling, he does know how to interpret the tone and it seems to him that Biel, in some way, venerates that man, as if he were his idol.

Involuntarily, he tenses up. In a reflex act she tries to close her legs and the muscles of the vagina contract and close the entrance. Now she regrets having gone to the young man's apartment and trusting him. It occurs to her that, perhaps, if she spoke to him, if he explained it to her, he would let her go. She doesn't know that man at all, not even his name. He only knows that he is dangerous and that he has just been released from prison.

But it is late and the effort is in vain. Even though her vagina contracts, the man breaks through and penetrates her with a sharp blow.

Gemma moans, not with pleasure. It's a groan of pain.

The man grabs her by the hair. He holds her and immobilizes her head against the ground so that she does not move, while he takes her with sudden and deep thrusts. He throws his foul-smelling breath in her face and curses her muttering:

"Fucking Spanish bitch!" "He understands that he says to you in Catalan angrily. His words are pure poison and sound even worse than in Spanish.

He penetrates her and insults her nonstop. He exhales his nauseating breath into his face with each syllable. The man seems to derive as much pleasure from insults as from penetration.

At least he doesn't have a cock that is too big. Or so it seems to him. Still, taking her from behind, her cock rubs the sensitive tissue of the G-spot, but that doesn't mean she finds it pleasurable. Defenseless, she brawls on the ground, but man is a slab on her that does not yield. In any case, he grabs her hair tighter and crushes her head against the rough terrazzo.

She moans and whines and gasps, but the man responds with his stinky breath and offensive words:

—Spanish bitch bitch. I know you like that.

And he continues to fuck her. Is this how man interprets his gasps and noises?

Gemma manages to bring one arm back. She tries to push him away, to get his cock out of her insides. Or maybe you want to put your hand on your crotch to stimulate your clitoris.

What does the man think she intends to do? He does not know, but what he does know is that he intercepts his attempt and prevents him. You may not trust your nails. Maybe he wants to deny her pleasure in order to humiliate her even more – his chistorra is all she needs; everything else is an insult to his manhood.

The man's lower belly presses with each thrust against her ass and that makes the plug she wears in her anus dig into its depths. The sensation is similar to that of a double penetration.

Gemma moans and complains. Or just moan. He doesn't dare to say anything to him. The only thing he can do is moan, and he doesn't even do it because he wants to, but because he can't help it. The man is hitting it hard. Too much.

The man gets fed up with their noises. He is not interested in knowing that she likes him. In fact, he prefers that he does not. He brings his arm forward and pins it against the ground with his elbow on his forearm. He stabs it brutally, as savagely as he sticks his cock in her pussy. He pulls her hair and makes her raise her head. The cheek peels off the terrazzo and is a relief. He forces her to tilt her back, so much so that she makes her look at the ceiling. The ceiling of Biel's apartment is white, as white as she tries to put her mind to escape. He has cracks, the same ones that begin to manifest in his spirit. What is that man doing to her?

—Creus que això és sobre tu? Do you think you or the team care? Shut up, bitch! The man snaps, while he continues to spit at her with his cock with the same contempt, and covers her mouth so he doesn't have to listen to her anymore.

Its spirit threatens ruin, just like the apartment building in Biel.

The left arm, outstretched, with the claw hand, desperately trying to hold on to something, anything!, before falling apart completely. But he finds nothing but emptiness, the same that he feels inside. Alan is not there and they haven't seen each other for too long and he hasn't hugged her. Daniel has long since stopped fighting for her, as he should; he has stopped trying to protect her, even if it is from herself, as he should do. And Biel... he is not Alan and never will be. What does it have? What is left? Only the man's cock in her pussy and his fetid breath on her face.

The man now fights less insults – in any case, they are not creative and are always the same – but he growls more. The breath he exhales is just as nauseating.

The man continues to grab her hair and continues to sink his elbow into her forearm that looks like he is going to pierce it. She could still move her other arm, but she has long since given up. Whether he wanted to try to push it away, or whether he tried to stimulate his clitoris to get some pleasure from penetration, the man would not allow it. He has her subdued, immobilized, and she is only a doll with a hole for him with which to relieve his prison tensions. He continues to insult her, although that does not matter to her. Bitch and whore, that has long since ceased to be insults to her. Spanish and Spanish, that's something else, although she doesn't care too much either. She is hardly interested in politics, although Daniel is different in that aspect.

Finally, the man is running. He stops pulling at his hair and abruptly pushes his head down. She is slammed against the floor, just as her ejaculation crashes against the entrance to her uterus. You may get a bruise. At least now he can breathe. Has he put on a condom? She's not sure. He grunts, snorts and bellows and only needs to say: "Visqui la República Catalana!" I hope he has put on the condom. He does not want a monster of his own.

The man relaxes; he no longer digs his elbow or crushes his head, although he does not let go yet. He gasps until he recovers. Both do. His breath still smells just as bad. It is pure rottenness that is inside him. Finally, he gets up and steps away, but she remains inert, unable to move or look him in the face.

He also doesn't dare turn his head and look at Biel. She has made herself beautiful for him, she has obeyed his orders and he has allowed that to happen!

"Ho necessitava," he hears the man say. He tells his friend, no doubt. With her, he has not exchanged a word, except for expletives.

"Good whore," he understands to add. Is it supposed to be a compliment?"

Biel laughs.

"That's because of that gossip he has in his ass," he clarifies, always in Catalan. Great, right?

"Ah," the man is astonished. Bon invent. It's a detail," he says, gratefully. He then bends down and rips the plug off his anus.

Gema howls. THAT HAS HURT HIM! But the man does not flinch and ignores her. Study the anal plug; the chrome bulb that has increased his pleasure by pressing against his cock. And the cap cap, with the miniature star.

"Tot un detall i bon invent," he says again. Keep studying the unique sex toy. Algo cosa hem aconseguit en aquests anys de lluita, eh? —he ironizes. If he's able to laugh at himself, maybe he's not such a bad guy, after all. That is all they have really achieved in all those years of struggle. An anal plug with his flag.

The body of the plug is clean, even though the woman has had it in her ass.

Gemma has cleaned herself thoroughly, inside and out, to prepare for the encounter, though not for the encounter with this man, whose presence, even whose existence, she was completely unaware of. Why didn't Biel warn him? In any case, how could he have prepared himself for a man like him?

The man sniffs the plug. Even though it's clean, it smells like an ass, as you'd expect.

The condom is removed. He proudly observes that it contains an abundant yellowish bullfight. With the sex toy still in his hand, he knots it and throws it on the floor. He knows where to aim, although his aim narrowly fails and the disgusting condom lands on the ground, right under her nose.

Repulsed, Gemma grimaces and closes her eyes. But he does not dare to move. The worst is not over yet – as the man has indicated, when announcing that there will be a second round – and it is better not to provoke it. Neither has Biel given her permission to move nor has she given the order to get up.

The man looks at the woman at his feet. She's beautiful, like that, on the floor and with her ass in the air, quiet and quiet.

He envies his friend. So many months unjustly in prison, so many privations, while he has had fun with that slut, without advancing in the fight. But he must recognize that his friend has known how to choose well and that he has educated that dog in an acceptable way. The exploits he has been telling him are real and not mere empty words. That Spanish bitch now knows how to appreciate the good Catalan chistorra. How she has groaned and how the slut has enjoyed herself!

Now it seems that he whimpers. Or that he sobs. Or whimpering. They are tears of happiness. But he is tired of listening to it. Quiet, she was prettier.

He approaches her, surrounds her and plants his foot on her head. On the cheek. In the opposite of the other one on the ground. He does not step on it. He is not a brute. It only immobilizes her.

She brings the back to her nose. It still smells like ass. He bends down and puts it in her mouth to shut her up. Now it's a mouth plug. A pacifier, well. It's what babies are given to soothe them. So you don't have to listen to it anymore. He does not want to hear her speak in Spanish: no moans or cries.

He looks at her with contempt. She represents everything she hates and what she has learned to hate even more in prison. Prison officials understand this – fortunately the powers are transferred – but, whether they like it or not, they must comply with their obligation to steal their freedom. The State is oppressive and not even its servants are free from coercion.

He returns to his friend, but stops when he passes by his feet. Her legs are long. Her butt upturned.

That bitch has a good ass; Spanish or not, deserves to be fucked. And the reddened anus (has it gone too far when you pull the plug abruptly?) and open (has it already broken it?) is inviting you.

Her pussy is also open, even though her lips are swollen. All that remains is for her cumshot to ooze and for her cum to adorn the entrance. The man regrets having cummed on the condom.

He stands on top of her, on her waist, with his legs spread like the colossus of Rhodes.

"Estic llest per a la segona ronda," he announces, probably for Biel's benefit, or perhaps the man is talking to himself. He definitely doesn't tell her. He has not asked him to prepare; He has only said that he is ready.

The man returns to Biel and takes another condom. He puts it on. Does it? His cock is completely hard again. A single, after so many months in jail, is nothing. It still has a lot of pressure in the machinery and needs to release steam. A Spanish player like her is ideal for that. What good judgment your friend has had! And what a detail she has had with him, besides going to pick him up at the prison!

"Ara et destrossaré el culo," he announces. It is the first time he has spoken to her. He hopes he hasn't been too rough with the stopper and still has time to break it himself with his cock.

He leaves no time for him to react and, again, like a slab, he lies on it and guides his chistorra towards its rear entrance. No lubrication required. He doesn't need it. She stabs it all at once, just like before, even more eagerly, now that she knows what a slut she is.

She complains, even more than before, but, fortunately, the plug muffles her moans. He does not want to hear her speak in Spanish: neither moans nor gasps.

"Yes, I know you like it," he says. It is the second time he has spoken to him. And it starts pumping. The ass is delicious, even narrower than the pussy, as expected. Fortunately, he has already partially retaliated and this second time he will not run so soon. He plans to taste it. It is not going to be a hundred-meter race, although he does not plan to go slow like in a marathon either.

He grabs her by the hair again, not because she moves and threatens to rebel, but because he feels like it. He also grabs it by the wrist. But he feels generous. He appreciates how she milks his cock with her shattered sphincter. He bends her arm and guides her hand to his crotch. Why not let her enjoy a little while sodomizing her? That way, you can always beg Him to give you more. Why not allow him to enjoy assfucking? The woman will have a good memory and will be able to thank him later.

Her nails do not scratch, but look for the clitoris, the magic button that changes everything. In any case, why try to fight with the radical? Join the enemy, if you can't beat them. Stimulation of the clitoris will alleviate her martyrdom.

The man throws his fetid breath in his face again. Is it that there is no toothpaste in prisons? It's rotten inside, in more ways than one. Not even the smell of the that she now wears in her mouth manages to distract from the stench of her breath.

The man growls like a pig, but at least he doesn't insult her anymore. Although, everything he does is insulting, denigrating, vilifying and ignominious.

She feels unhappy. He has prepared carefully for Biel, despite everything. And that's their way of paying it back! He hasn't even looked at it. He has not even greeted her or spoken to her except to give her orders, as if she were nothing more than an animal.

She is being raped by a prisoner. A dangerous man. It's offensive! An outrage!! The worst of all. His ass hurts. The condom's lubrication is poor, if you have put it on this time. He is really breaking it. But, somehow, she feels aroused. He does not want to admit it. It should not. But it is so. It is nothing more than an involuntary reflex act, a merely physiological reaction. Just because it gets wet, doesn't mean you like it. The fact that he gets wet does not imply that he enjoys it. It's for no other reason than because she's rubbing her clitoris frantically. The magic button has the power to change everything.

He wants to protest. Refuse. Say no. But he does not dare to do so. "No. No. No!" He can't do it: the plug in his mouth makes it impossible for him to scream, although nothing prevents him from spitting it out to scream. "No, no, no." He does not risk saying so. Man does not know it and can misinterpret it. What if he retires? His ass hurts, but he doesn't want it to go away yet. The magic button works; it is distorting reality.

"Hold on, bitch!

It is the third time he has spoken to her. He only speaks to him in Catalan. But she knows those words well. Gossa. Gossa! How many times has Biel called her that? How many have you forced yourself to call yourself that way? She's a gossa, no matter how much she grooms herself and puts on makeup. She had told Biel that she would be his dog and she is being one. She is consistent with what she says or promises.

"Ja t'has divertit bastant," the man warns her and forcibly pulls his hand away from her crotch. He grips her wrist tightly so that she cannot slide it between her legs again. Desperate, because those sensations are the only thing that sustains her, she tries to masturbate with her left hand, but the man quickly lets go of her head and catches her left wrist as well.

"Run with the meu canó, si pots," he offers. He feels talkative. He mocks her; You can't cum only with anal penetration and even less if it's brutal like that and it hurts. But, at least, he is talking to her and he does it without insulting her.

Desperate, she tries to move her pelvis up and down. She tries to rub her clit against something, but only manages to fuck her ass with the cock that rapes her. That is not what he intends and, although it does not work either, he has no other way to reach the clitoris, the magic button, Aladdin's lamp.

What wishes would he ask for, if the genie offered him three? She's just an obedient dog, a well-trained gossa. What do you aspire to? To please Alan. To satisfy Biel. And to get that man to cum inside her.

Finally man has orgasm! He grunts as before, though a little less this time.

"Gee, who is it!" he manages to articulate when he catches his breath a little. Without further consideration, he comes out of his ass and leaves it stinging. Què faig amb això? He asks Biel, condom in hand. It contains a good bullfight again, in a color just as appetizing as before. He wants to put his friend to the test.

"I have an idea," Biel replies. He gets up from the sofa and pulls the plug out of his mouth. He does so without consideration; he almost broke a couple of his teeth. It seems that he wants to impress the man. With the plug in his hand and her mouth half-open, the young man meditates for a few moments. Finally, he decides to place the plug over the coccyx, with the star-shaped cap pointing towards the feet. He instructs the man to pour the contents of the condom over the ass and the man, although a little disappointed, does so. It's hot, and Gemma thinks it burns her skin like liquid wax. Obre-li el cul amb el peu. Que es vegi com li ho has deixat.

Man understands. The idea of stepping on it excites him more. He steps on her buttock and moves her foot outward to open her buttocks. He is not careful not to step on his bullfight.

"It turned out well," he comments dispassionately. Red, like her dress. "There is blood. It has really broken it. The hasn't robbed him of pleasure. What did you do?

"A photo," Biel explains. A souvenir for us. And for her husband.

He bends down and takes the snapshot with his mobile, taking care that all the essential elements appear on it. There are many of them: the woman, devastated; the used condom, near your mouth; the ass, broken; the second condom, on one buttock, stating that she has had the privilege of serving them twice; the bullfight, which testifies to the pleasure it has provided; the vulva, swollen and red, which shows that she has also enjoyed it; the anal plug, with the estelada; and the boot of the independence fighter stepping on the body of the Spaniard.

Ja veuré quan se l'envia," he says. 'Whore of the escamots'," he suggests as the title of the photo. They have left it just like the streets of Barcelona.

The man turns and looks at his friend in admiration. After all, the young man may have done more for the movement than all the others combined. He must admit that the with the pro-independence flag is a stroke of genius, especially when it comes to – as he maintains is the case – a fascist couple from Madrid.

"The song!" —le ladra Biel.

His legs tremble. The whole body, actually. But he obeys the order and gets up. She is a trained gossa ben. The butt plug rolls over her ass and falls thunderously to the floor. She keeps her gaze down, not as a sign of respect, but because she doesn't dare look at the man's face. He prefers not to remember his face so as not to dream of him in his nightmares.

Biel gestures to his friend and they both sit back on the sofa, as if nothing had happened. But it has happened: the young man is spliced together and she can see that.

Now it will be his turn to relieve himself with it. That is why he has gone to his flat, in every way, to give him relief.

"Porta! He barks again and points to the. Porta això que t'ha caigut, GOSSA! —Although in private Biel also speaks to you in Spanish, the orders are given exclusively in Catalan.

Gema understands that her humiliation is not over yet. Her tribulations must continue and now it is Biel's turn to enjoy her. He likes that: giving him orders, as if he were a dog. Porta! Bring on! He bends down and gets on all fours. He knows how Biel wants him to bring him the sex toy. She's a bitch, nothing more. A trained gossa ben. She takes the in her mouth and turns to show it to her. He's had it in his mouth before. So how important is it to do it again?

"Bon xumet," the man observes. It's a good pacifier. It serves to quiet the mouth and to calm the ass when he feels hungry for cock. Gema still avoids looking him in the face. The man leans over to her and extends his arm. In a reflex act, she turns her head away and is evasive. But the man has no intention of touching it. Why waste time with her? He reaches for the cap and turns it in his mouth to align the sacred flag. Now it's perfect.

"A dalt! Biel barks at her and she sits up. Know the order. Up! and down!, those were the first orders that the young man taught him. He knows how to put his hands. Know the posture. He spreads his legs and crosses his arms behind his back, his hands clutching the nostrils of his elbows. She stands up, although she has no reason to be proud, and she puffs out her chest. She is not wearing a bra and her nipples, which are marked through the top, point to the two men. If they were missiles, I would fire and kill them. She tries to stay straight, but she can't help but tilt. She has lost a sandal and, although she tries to compensate by standing on tiptoe with her other foot, the heel is high and she does not succeed. The skirt is elastic and tight and does not come down; He shows his shame to men. The two strips that fall from the rose hang down her thigh; they look like rivers of blood. A trickle of real blood spills from her ass.

"Interessant," the man observes, noticing the hairstyle of his pubic hair. Lying on her stomach before, it is only now that she discovers it. But wouldn't a star be a star? —he says. He is obsessed with the symbols of the nation.

It could also be dyed with yellow and red bars, but only if they were not vertical and if there was more than one yellow stripe.

"Yes," Biel agrees, "but... It's not my idea," he has to admit. It's—" he hesitates. Alan likes it that way.

The woman wears her intimate hair in the shape of a heart. Looked at from above, from her perspective, the shape resembles an A, Alan's. But man does not notice that, but notices the color. Although she is not a natural redhead, her pubic hair is red, perhaps orange, like her mane, in honor of the Roigs, Alan and Gerardo's surname, although the man does not know that.

"Alan?" —he is surprised. The name means nothing to him.

"It's a long story," says Biel and makes a gesture with his hand to downplay it or to indicate that he prefers not to elaborate. The woman is his bitch, his gossa, but only as a concession and that is a thorn in his side. Alan continues to be her owner, to her misfortune and to her fortune, although he has granted her a great deal of autonomy. Almost as much as the Statute. Even so, Biel aspires to decide on his own.

"My friend hasn't seen you well yet. He wants to see you," he thinks he understands Biel saying to him in Catalan. Those long sentences, the first one he dedicates to her since his arrival at the apartment, would normally be said to him in Spanish. But he seems to want to impress the man and speaks to him in Catalan. Despulla't! The following order barks at him. He does know that word and understands it perfectly.

The man admires his pupil. Indeed, he has the dog well trained. Watch carefully as she undresses and drops her clothes on the floor. Not that she was wearing a lot of clothes: only the top and skirt, without underwear. She'll be a bitch!

Gema recovers her posture. With her arms behind her back, erect, she sticks out her chest, as if she had something to brag about. But she knows there's nothing to brag about, and although she's already managed to lift her head, she's turned it to the side, her eyes away from the man. He still can't look him in the face. He does not know and does not want to know what he looks like. Nor his identity.

She continues to lie on one side and, instead of standing still, as she should, she moves, trying to keep her balance.

The man looks at the tits and licks his lips. Biel made a good hunt. The woman is a little older for the boy, but she is not for him. He estimates that she must have about forty-odd heels, but he is wrong, because she is around fifty, a little less than him.

—A high photo per the record? He notices, seeing Biel tap on the screen of his mobile phone. Maybe he doesn't notice it, but suggests it. Yes, a photo of the naked dog would be fine for your album.

"I per al marit," Biel replies. Humiliating Daniel sexually hardly appeals to him, even though he knows it's important to Alan. But humiliating him on political issues, that's another thing. He pulls out a black marker and offers it to him. He's an indelible Edding. I thought you would sign an autograph again. He smiles treacherously.

The man nods, more appreciatively than to confirm his intention. He takes the marker, unhoods it, stands up and stands in front of the woman. A perfidious smile, similar to Biel's, is drawn on her face, but she only perceives it out of the corner of her eye. Now, so closely, he smells his breath again. She gets nauseous, not because of the smell, but because of what she is doing, because of what she is allowing. How low the hot wife has fallen! Now it is hot, even hotter than before, but it is no longer worthy of that term. Now it's something else. It is nothing more than a gossa heated in permanent heat.

The man really doesn't care if she's hot or cold. The only thing that matters to her is that she is an obedient stupid woman and that she looks good. Nor would she have become exquisite, fresh out of the teal, but it is always better to be received with a delicatessen, especially if it is one that is not finicky.

With his left hand, he holds her breast by the nipple so that she does not move when writing on him. The nipple is hard. There are women who always have them like this, thick and elongated, but there are others who only get big when they get excited. What gender does that dog belong to? He pinches it hard, although he does not twist it so as not to move the canvas. The woman blows through her nose, but she holds on. Avoid moving so that he can stamp his signature. It is the least she can do, after what he has done for her: he has given her two orgasms – his own; that she didn't run, that's her problem."

He drops the marker that, in the tense silence, crashes with a bang to the ground. Now, with his right hand free, he takes her other breast, her right one, and feels it. It's nice. He has a good paw and covers it well. The boobs are a good size. He makes it worse. It's smooth. Now he knows they're made of plastic. He squeezes it and pulls it up. The woman snorts through her nose and tries to stand on tiptoe, but she is at the limit and cannot gain more height. He clenches his teeth and is about to break them by biting into the hard metal of the.

She is great and deserves to intensify her sensations. Now, he twists her nipple with his left hand, while continuing to squeeze her other with his right hand, but he is careful not to smudge his signature.

Without ceasing to caress her, he looks at the floor, where the marker has fallen, and turns to his pupil:

"I'm sorry," she apologizes to him. I don't think you'd want to sign too.

Biel rules out with his hand.

"No, don't worry. He had no intention. És tota teva," he says. But fem the photo," he proposes and suggests that he stand behind her to hold her breasts from behind.

"Se'm veurà la cara," the man warns. He doesn't want photos of him like that to circulate. It is not good for the image, although in certain forums they would celebrate the humiliation of a Espanyol and Voxist bitch. It is also not good if you want to stay out of prison, especially considering the strict conditions of the second degree of penitentiary.

"Bo, anem avançat. Segon grau, tercer grau, indult i amnesty. Don't worry," he reassures him and explains that only his face will appear in the photo for the memory, the one that is for them. For the other, the one Daniel will receive, he suggests that he hide his head behind hers and assures her that no one will recognize him that way.

The man accepts. The weight of the breasts is good and the photos are perfect, with the signature of the revolutionary leader and the pacifier with the Estelada. Although, to object to something, it is a pity that, with the plug in the mouth, the contraption of that is not distinguishable, from a mere pacifier. Even so, it is funny. And to know what that object really is, there is the previous photo. But now he regrets not having made another one with the plug in his ass.

"A veure," the man says to Biel. He wants to check how the photos turned out and sits down again with his pupil on the sofa. As he does so, he realizes that he has stained his pants. It's his own cumshot, the one he's poured on her ass. Maleïda whore! He mutters, though he doesn't really care much about getting dirty.

Gemma stands still, as motionless as she can, considering that she is limping because she is missing a heeled sandal on her foot. She feels despised and outraged, and she is right in her assessment, because that is what has happened. But he has endured. He has resisted. She clings to the fact that her Master will be proud of her and with that she survives. It is a challenge, a test, nothing more. Not that scene in particular, but Biel in general, which is worse. But it is still a test. As Master, it is up to Alan to test her and it, as a slave, is up to her to accept them, submit to them and overcome them, even when they are difficult, even when she does not like them – especially when she does not like them. He is not with Biel because he likes the young man. He does not obey him for pleasure. She is not his dog because he wants to be. She does it because Alan is testing her and because she wants to satisfy him. But it is a test that has been dragging on for too long.

A drop of sperm slides down her buttocks. She feels the tingle and knows on the spot what it is due to. It disgusts him. Not the semen itself, but how it has been produced, how she has been abused, how she has been vilified, and how she has been left behind! But what else could she have done, alone on the floor with those two hungry men, escorted by two huge guard dogs? What else could he have done, being no more than Biel's gossa? She shudders to call herself that way. It's harder than I thought, but even so, he's overcome it. Alan will be proud of her, although he doesn't understand why Alan allows all that. Lately, it seems that she is no longer interested in her. Even the more she tries with Biel to please her Master, the less interest HE shows in her.

The drop falls to the ground. It's a rumble in the ears of dogs. It is something that they must investigate. They approach her from behind. Immersed in her thoughts, fortunately, Gemma does not perceive them. They were still and were nothing more than part of a threatening piece of furniture. They sniff. The drop is a delight for your nose. And, consequently, it is a mashing for its jaws. The first is the fastest; stick out your tongue and snatch it off the ground. There is still more, but no longer on the ground. They follow the scent trail. There are so many interesting smells in that new two-legged creature... But the one they are interested in at those times is only one. Pussy and cum both smell like sex.

The second is this time the smartest and quickly licks the woman's butt.

Now, Gema realizes it. Surprised by the dog's wet tongue, she loses her composure and jumps. He has nothing against dogs. In fact, he has had one, a small light brown Shiba Inú female. The dog has died a few years ago. The animal was a gift from Daniel to Vicky, but it quickly became a member of the family, even for Gema, despite the fact that, for hygiene, she demanded that he not enter the house and that she did not like to be licked. He hates licking with those sluggy tongues and he doesn't like big dogs either and those two are giants. She feels intimidated and takes another step away.

But the dogs chase her. They are obsessed with it. Terrified, she turns, but the two Doberman kings are more agile and always manage to get back behind her. There is still aphrodisiac sperm to lick. Dogs don't know what it is; they only react instinctively.

One of them manages to suck her ass again. Gema screams, disgusted and frightened, and the falls out of her mouth. It has not been that difficult. I could have spit it out with the man before. She could have screamed before, when he raped her ass or when he tortured her breasts.

The fuss is too much, although everything happened very quickly and Biel hardly had time to react. However, he could have spoken earlier, but he has spent a few moments observing the show.

"Quiet! he exclaims. Now it is clear that the dogs are his. He repeats the command, but the dogs are too agitated and don't obey him at first. He has to get up to prevail. Al teu lloc! He orders and Gema looks disoriented, looking for her place, as if the order had been given to her.

"Escort, Biel," the man interjects, as soon as the situation calms down moderately. Tenim coses importants de les quals parlar. "He may not like dogs, especially when they are in a row, or he may have grown bored of the woman already. It has already been run, even twice. He has already had his fill, at least for the moment. Perhaps he is disgusted by what the incipient scene seemed to want to insinuate. In any case, there are more important things to deal with.

"Fora! The young man barks. This time there is no doubt that he says it to her. It doesn't look like he's just trying to give his friend his full attention, but he seems frustrated for some reason. Is it because dogs have broken discipline? Or is it something else?— Fora! He barks again. The dogs, intimidated, back away, but the woman is paralyzed. Biel gets impatient, grabs her elbow and pushes her towards the door. He opens it and throws it out onto the landing, just as it is: naked.

Gema is shocked. What has he done wrong? What has happened? What is naked doing on the landing? Why has Biel thrown her out? And what is he supposed to do now?

The door is locked. Biel has closed it with a bang. He has slammed the door resoundingly that must have alarmed the entire neighborhood.

She is alone. More alone than ever. Even Alan has abandoned her. He has forgotten about it. She is no longer anyone to him. She is alone and has nothing. No clothes. Nor a mobile phone. Nor money.

He doesn't have Daniel either. Where is it? He has stayed in Madrid. He's probably with Mauro, doing dirty things. She doesn't like what her husband has become. He is no longer a man to protect her. She has contributed to his transformation: she has pushed and pressured him; it has seduced and convinced him. He has deceived him. He has sold it. And he has despised it. At times like that, she loathes the transformation she's guilty of. She is alone and he, even if he were in Barcelona, could not protect her. He is no longer the man he was.

She doesn't cry out of pride, even though she has nothing to be proud of. He swallows his tears, just as he has swallowed his dignity before. It is still paralyzed. Where is he going to go? What is he going to do? Why do they treat her like this?

Hardcore sex is one thing. Giving him orders like a dog, that he also understands and accepts. Their submissive side always wants more, even if they end up choking later. But kicking her out of the house, just like that... Just like that, really: without a word, without reason and without clothes. Without an identity card. Without identity? That's something else. That is pure and deep contempt. It is not theater. It's no longer a game. It has fallen low, but for real.

He still stands, but he doesn't know how or why.

It still does not move and the automatic light on the landing goes out. Even the presence detector despises and ignores it. But that's a good thing. With the slamming of the door that Biel has slammed, the neighbors will surely be spying through the peepholes.

Is that what worries you?

Where is Alan? Is all that still a test? Is it part of a test?

Of course, it cannot be part of a joke, or even a heavy one.

But the door opens! Gemma is hopeful and her eyes light up when she sees Biel. Who knew!?

The landing is also illuminated. The automatic light has detected the young man.

"Prey!" He says and puts a piece of paper in his hand. Gema looks at him. He has something written down, in handwriting that looks like a doctor's. T'allotges here," Biel tells him. It is not an offer. He speaks unnecessarily loudly, as if he wanted the neighbors to come and listen. Or as if he were trying to boast to his radical friend that he only speaks to him in Catalan, even in private. No et vagis a cap part.

And where is it going to go, anyway? Home? What's at home? Not even Daniel expects it.

And where would she go, in any case, like this, naked, without anything or anyone?

The door slams shut again, and the slamming of the door causes the building to rumble. If she doesn't flinch, it's because she's still shocked.

The automatic turns off the light again and she sees everything black. He has thought that everything is a game, that he can give control of his life without losing it; She has believed that deep down they respect her, that they care about her and that they take care of her behind the scenes, even if on stage it doesn't seem like it. But he has been wrong. There is no love. There is no respect. She doesn't mean anything. She's a bitch. Haven't they been clear? Dog or bitch, she is not a person. It is for Daniel, but he no longer counts. Emasculated – because she has allowed herself to be convinced, has allowed it and has been a participant – he can no longer do anything.

He has his own problems. Being a dog is a privilege, compared to what he has to go through. There is a reason why he does not like to talk about it, and there is a reason why he is reluctant to reveal details in this story.

The door opens again and the light comes back on. Again, in solitude, Gemma sees her savior in Biel again. It is the classic Stockholm syndrome.

The young man throws his clothes in his face. The bag also impacts against her. Then, he falls to the ground. Will the mobile have survived the impact? Disgusted – or frustrated for some reason – Biel throws the anal plug at his feet and, without saying a word, closes the door.

This time it is definitive. He will not open the door again. He is no savior. The shock lingers, but she resigns herself and dresses. She is still alone, but at least she is no longer naked.

He limps down the stairs. It is an old building in a working-class neighbourhood and there is no lift. But there are only five floors. Even so, the ascent has been easier than the descent. Illusion gives wings; Disappointment weighs like a stone. He weighs as much or more than that man.

He limps because he is still missing a sandal. But he does not expect Biel to realize and take it. There's no point in limping. A lot of things don't make sense, but limping like that doesn't make any sense at all. He takes off his other foot and continues his walk, stripping naked on the neglected steps and, later, on the dirty cobblestones of the street. She values throwing away the sandal she has left. What is the use of half a shoe? What good is anything? But, for some reason, he clings to it.

He has no idea where he is. He has come by taxi, to the address given to him by his trainer. He does not know that district. It's not a pretty neighborhood, where Biel lives. It is not the dazzling Barcelona. It's sunny, but it's a gray day. Open your bag and take out your phone. Your iPhone's screen has cracked because of the bump, but the device is still operational. It's broken like her, but it still works, like her, somehow.

Check Google Maps. Then, he consults the little paper that Biel has given him. It manages to decipher the address and enters it into the application. His pulse trembles and he has to correct the text several times. Finally, he manages to insert it correctly. The site is not far away. You can take a taxi, but it's not worth it. I should take a taxi. Walking barefoot is healthy on the beach, but not in the city. But there are no taxis on those streets far from God.

Walk. Walking will be good for clearing your head. To meet again. And to repent. For having ceded control of her life to strangers, after having reproached her husband for wanting to control her, when all he has done is to look after her well-being. Silvestre was not perfect, but he came very close to the ideal of the passionate but responsible gorer. Silvestre was a small theater, a tiny lie, but it was better than the crude reality of those little boys of Alan and Biel. None of them love her. Neither did Gerardo, really. Daniel does. But what good is that now?

Lost in her thoughts and in that proletarian neighborhood, she dodges a dog poop at the last moment. His toes curl and he threatens to gag. He should vomit, but not for that reason.

The pension has a neglected aspect. The obligatory sign at the entrance says that he has a star, but when was that when it was when it was granted? Stars have many balconies on those streets. Esteladas. She is not into politics, but she feels the tension. Perceive aggressiveness. The notice in his body. Or maybe it's just somatizing. The man has harassed her for not being Catalan. Because she is not a separatist Catalan, Daniel would qualify. Her ass and tits hurt; Maybe that's why you notice it in your body.

At the reception they are not friendly. They get up lazily and look at her with suspicion. They don't treat her like a customer. They don't treat her like in the four- and five-star hotels Gerardo took her to. Of course, his appearance does not invite confidence either. As much as he has dressed up before taking the train to Barcelona, he now looks deplorable. Those at the reception do not know what has happened. She could just be coming back from a party, from a long night of partying. Or she could be a junkie, a whore and a drug addict.

They give you the keys to the room, but you have to pay in advance. And they don't accept credit cards. Fortunately, the amount is low and you have cash.

There is also no elevator and you have to use the stairs. But it only has to go down one floor, to the semi-basement. To go down – can it go even lower? The staircase continues down, but he suspects that in the basement there is only the warehouse.

The key is one of the old ones, one of those thick ones from half a century ago. It has been a long time since that building has been renovated. The door creaks when it opens. The room is small and dark, uncomfortable but functional. He lies on the bed. Her feet hurt, as well as her tits and ass. He also has a headache and, even worse, his heart.

Finally, he decides to pick up his cell phone and calls Daniel. But he does not respond to her call. The answering machine goes off and she is about to leave him a message, but it goes blank and remains silent. What are you going to tell him? What right are you going to ask for help now? Will he be angry with her? Or will it be busy? It is likely that, in his absence, Mauro will keep him busy. He doesn't like the mental image that it evokes and pushes it away.

She has just been raped by a prisoner and what disgusts her is what her husband does or does not do with Mauro?!

Click on Daniel's profile and enlarge the photo. He misses it. Now he does. The cracked glass, across the photo diagonally, is a bad omen. He already was when he broke the mirror. Seven fateful years await him. This has only just begun.

He strips naked. You need to take a shower. It feels dirty. And it is. Inside and out.

But in the room there is no shower. The toilet is shared. And there is no bathrobe; only one medium towel. He also has no luggage. She only has what she is wearing – which at that moment is nothing and now, in addition, she is missing a sandal – and her handbag.

It's more than what he counted on on his first visit to Alan in that city. On that occasion, his belongings were limited to his trench coat – without any clothes underneath – and his mobile phone – although with the screen intact. Alan had told her to introduce herself like that and she had done it. He had indicated that he would take care of everything and he had complied.

Biel has told her the same thing, but he has kicked her out of the house. After letting them abuse her.

Home. Why not order a taxi, go to the station, take a train and go home? Home. What's there? Not even Daniel expects it. He doesn't even pick up the phone. Although, that's her fault.

Now that he is there, in that slum guesthouse, what he needs is to shower. Consider whether to call Alan. He wants to do it. You need to. But she doesn't want to bother him. Anyway, he doesn't care about her anymore. It has been demonstrated.

He dresses again. With that towel he cannot parade down the aisle, no matter how short it may be. Is it now that he is assailed by shyness?

In the bathroom, the door can at least be closed from the inside. He undresses again. It is already the third time he has done it on the same day. The fourth, if you include the nightgown that she took off that morning in Madrid. The water comes out only warm. She needed a hot shower. Even warm water runs out and soon starts to run cold. Apparently, in the pension they use an old electric water heater with a small and poorly regulated tank. Or regulated to save on electricity and water bills. There is also no soap.

He has become intemperate and cold. And she still feels dirty. The marker is indelible and, no matter how much he has rubbed – he almost runs out of epidermis – the man's signature continues to adorn his chest. But, at least, he has managed to clean the dirt from his feet. Now she has them clean, although that is the only clean thing in her. The towel is too small and does not absorb more water. It has not even managed to dry. Everything goes wrong for him, even the simplest things. But at least he has managed to dodge dog poop. It was what she lacked, that she had stepped on it barefoot! He tries to find a bit of humor, but is forced and fails to cheer up.

He quickly dresses and returns to the room. There, he takes off his clothes – for the fourth time in the day – and gets into bed. Frozen, it is quickly covered with the sheet. They don't even have a blanket in that shabby place. He tries to relativize his situation. The pension is a business that works or, otherwise, it would have already closed. So, there must be people who use it and who are able to deal with the same discomforts. There are people for whom this is normal.

The mattress is too soft and the springs dig into his back. To sleep, at night, the sheet will be damp, but it is what it is. He shivers from the cold and shivers for more reasons.

He closes his eyes, but opens them again. He has to face what has happened, but he does not want to do it in those moments. The worst thing has been that Biel kicked her out of the house and left her abandoned. Abandoned and naked. He has thrown her out without hesitation, as if she were nobody to him. In other times she has carried her child in her womb, although only fictitiously. It is normal that Daniel does not pick up the phone after that lie. Uncovering the lie has been a stronger blow for him than the false news of her adulterous pregnancy. That caused something to break in him. And Mauro has been there to pick up the pieces and put it back together. That was just Alan's plan... and she has collaborated consciously. Was the domino effect also part of the plan? Daniel's breakage has caused her to break too. Yes, Alan is still their Master. Is it still so? But now Biel is his trainer. Gossa. I came! Say hello! Seu! A dalt! Jump! Baixa! Porta! Tomba! Llepa! De genolls! Suck! Be still! Molt bé!! He knows how to do those tricks and more. He has shown it. It's not complex to be a bitch. In fact, it's simple. The difficult thing is to forget about dignity. She was already well taught, but Biel has trained her better. And what good has it been for you? He has abandoned it on the street. Perhaps, being a bitch, did she expect better treatment? All the dogs wait for him, until their masters get tired of them and abandon them. And even so, they are still looking for their owners.

Daniel must have also felt abandoned by her.

He is aware of the man's signature on his chest. It doesn't leave her mind, neither what he did to her nor that he marked her. It still feels dirty. And she continues to hate Biel, for what he has allowed and, above all, for having kicked her out of her house almost kicked out, for no reason. It's nobody to him. He is nobody to anyone. He closes his eyes and tries to fall asleep, but it is worse to have them closed.

The door handle is turned and tilted downwards. He hears the squeak and is startled. Someone tries to open the door! Someone is trying to break into your room! He does not trust the customers of the pension. Nor of its employees or the people of the neighborhood. Anyone has been able to enter the pension. Maybe they're just trying to steal. Steal from her. What is left for you to be of value?

Fortunately, he has not forgotten to lock the door. Fortunately, the person gives up.

But now he is honking his knuckles against the door! He knows the room is occupied. They know she's in! They are looking for her! What do they want from her!? Gemma pulls the sheet up to her chin and hides behind her. No one waits. No one kind. If it doesn't make noise, the person will leave. If you close your eyes, you will become invisible.

"Gem.

Open your eyes wide. The room is dark and has the light off, but she perceives a ray of light again.

"Gem.

Recognize the voice! She throws herself out of bed and, naked, quickly opens the door.

—¡Alan!

"Gem. The young man smiles warmly at her. It's as if nothing had happened.

"Alan! "She hugs him. Her naked body absorbs heat from it. It is what she needs, warmth and affection. Warmth, affection and appreciation. Is it too much to also ask for love? "Oh, Alan! He exclaims and sobs. She's naked at the door, but she doesn't mind being seen. Now everything is fine! Everything is in order. Tears soon flow from his eyes, but they are tears of relief and joy. He has had such a bad time, but now everything is fine again. Biel has done very bad things to her and Alan does not agree with what she has done and has come to her aid! Oh, Alan! He kisses him, eats him. Look for his mouth, get his tongue. Oh, Alan! Now everything is fine again.

"Don't worry, little dog." Don't worry," he says and tries to curb his enthusiasm.

Dog? Is that still a little animal, instead of a person? So, Biel...

Dog? She is still hers and he is still her Master!

It has only been a test and he has passed it.

Either Biel has gone too far – that, without a doubt! – he has screwed up and Alan has come to sing the forties and put an end to it. She does not want to be the gossa of Biel; she wants to be Alan's dog. He has always wanted it.

They enter the room and sit on the bed. There is not much room to even stand. Not two people, although they hug.

"Is this yours, Cinderella?" He asks. He bends down and puts his sandal on his foot. It's okay. It is the right sandal for the right foot. Cinderella is his princess.

And HE is her Prince Charming and has come with the shoes she has lost at the ball in her hasty flight!

She feels radiant for a moment, but then she remembers the misery.

"Why have you abandoned me?" She cries out against him. She cries, hugs him and hits him on the chest with her fists. It is what the body asks of him, to release that torrent of emotions that he has been accumulating.

Alan allows him to vent and takes the blows. Yes, he is the culprit. HE is responsible.

"I haven't, dog." I will never abandon you," he assures her. But she keeps blaming him, she keeps hitting him, she keeps crying. He has not yet finished venting. He still doesn't see it.

His mind begins to clear up. If Alan is there, in the boarding house, with her, if he has brought her the sandal, it is because he knows everything. A torrent of contradictory thoughts floods her. He knows everything and has allowed it! But what has Biel told him? If he is there, it is because he has come to save her! But what version has Biel given him? She has not failed him! If he is there, it is because he still cares. That is the only thing that is certain. If she has endured, it is because she still wants it. That is also true.

Alan throws her on the bed. He caresses her while he undresses.

Caresses, that's what she needs. Above all, caresses from HIM.

He kisses her and whispers to her:

"I'll never abandon you, dog." You will always be mine.

It's all you need to hear. Abandonment is the worst. But he has never left her and never will. That's what he just told you.

His hand slides down to her crotch. She strokes her vulva. Massage her clitoris. He knows how to do it. She is already wet. He knows it, but he checks it by sliding a finger through his slit. Yes, it's wet. He spreads her legs, places himself between them and penetrates her.

He does not use a condom. He doesn't need to use it with her.

He hasn't made love to her for a long time. He has it a little abandoned. But he is with her again and she with him. He is inside it again. It's wonderful to feel it inside! He groans. He gasps. He kisses him. He allows himself to be kissed. He turns his head, closes his eyes and offers him the jugular. With her eyes closed, the images of a few hours ago assault her, but with HIM by her side, with HIM inside her, it doesn't seem like that big of a deal anymore. If everything has served to have him again, to continue being his, it has not been so serious. Everything can be forgotten, everything, except HIM. Biel has been your trainer, but HE is your Master. A dog never forgets its master and she does not forget HIM. Alan is wonderful, he is unique, he is magnificent, he is extraordinary. Why? Because it is HIM – as simple as that. Alan has left his mark on her, just as a master leaves her on puppies. She is not a child, but Alan has known how to touch her heartstrings and press her keys. He has played it like a harp or, better still, like a piano, with nuances, with harmonies and dissonances well placed and masterfully executed. Biel only knows how to play the electric guitar, at full volume and maximum distortion. Oh, Alan!

She moans. She gasps. She wants it. She intertwines her legs behind her ass and pulls him towards her. He doesn't want to let it slip away. The age difference is enormous – he could be her son – but she feels young with him.

Sometimes she also feels old and that creates insecurities that he knows how to take advantage of. But how he touches it and how he presses it!

Alan doesn't fuck her. He makes love to her. As if he were her husband. She does things that only a husband should do. But Daniel can't do that anymore. She has not wanted him to do it again. He has caught it, although not physically, not yet. That's why she has Alan, even if he has abandoned her. But now he is with her again. What a joy! What do the sorrows and hardships of yesterday matter... or from a few hours ago!

"I'm going to cum," the young man announces.

Gema is moved.

"Yes, cum with me, love," he is about to tell her, but he slows down. She wants to cum with him. A simultaneous orgasm; the most intimate; the connection, not only of bodies, but of hearts. It needs to be cummed; the man has not allowed her to do so and has taken her hand away at the worst moment. But she wants to give Alan a gift. She has nothing to give her but her orgasm. Yes, cum. Cum inside me, love. He wants it to spill into her. It means a lot to her. I give you my orgasm.

Alan kisses her and penetrates her with his tongue, as well as with her sex. It is a very nice gift that he knows how to appreciate. He imagines how difficult it must be in those circumstances and that increases his value. Of course, he knows everything. It was Biel who called him, who gave him the address and who told him what happened. Alan does not agree with everything his friend does, but he has given him free rein. He doesn't have time to dwell on the details and only imposes a few rules. Her friend is a lousy trainer and must keep an eye on him, but it's just what she and Daniel need. Or, rather, what he needs for them.

"Thank you for the gift," he says when he leaves his mouth. I accept it gratefully. I know how to value it," he assures her, "and it's only fair that you offer it to me," he adds. But accept my gift too: I want you to cum with me.

"Oh, Alan! She hugs him. He doesn't want to let go. The young man makes her very happy.

Oh, Alan. The young man knows how to play his strings and press his keys. She, hugging him, does not see him smile. And even if I had it in front of me and opened my eyes, I would not see it. The young man is extraordinary, yes, without a doubt. But he does not love her and never will; he only uses it.

"I'm cumming!" The young man announces and she feels his ejaculation and cums at the same time.
***


"And?" Is this how the story ends? Gemma asks.

"Yes," Daniel replies and shrugs. He has done the best he could. He is not a writer, not even an amateur.

"Ugh," Gemma snorts. I'll have to try to fit it in some way into the real story.

"I still don't know what they really made me do with Rei and President." She smiles at her husband's naivety, but turns her face to prevent him from seeing her smile... and blushing with shame. There are things that he has not yet told him and, although Daniel must suspect them, he has preferred not to ask them. And she has remained silent. In fact, he has concealed much and has blatantly misrepresented even more. Daniel has collected loose pieces – some of which have been intentionally supplied to him by Alan and, to a lesser extent, also by Biel – and has reconstructed a puzzle that looks like a Cubist version of an Impressionist painting. In (irr)reality, Daniel knows about President and Rei because, in a video call that Alan and Biel have made to him to boast about how well his wife fucks, they have appeared, coincidentally, running around the floor. It has not taken much more to get his imagination going (and he does not know about Switzerland); no doubt she remembers as well as she does that night scene in the park in which Gerardo had walked her like a dog, naked, and had allowed another passerby's dog to sniff her. The narrated story and the narrator's reality have many elements in common, but not all of them are identical.

But that was not the time to confess and rectify the misrepresentations either. "You will know 'all' the 'truth' when I finish this book and read it." Yes, I would add that chapter only when the book was practically finished. "Then you will know that, on that trip, I was actually in Biel's flat. But you'll never know what he really did or didn't do to me with dogs. You will always have the doubt that he is not twisting history in one way or another. Suspect and imagine all you want!" No, for the moment I wasn't going to tell you that on that excursion she didn't see Alan, but that she was with Biel all the time. "I know you would be even more disappointed than I was and still am." I would confess it to him at some point, but not now.

"Because of what you've written, now I'm going to have to tweak chapters before and after," he complained theatrically.

Reality and novel are intertwined. Gemma writes about her experiences, but also her fantasies. Some things are true, as they are, others are fictionalized and others are pure fiction. Some parts could actually be done in the future.

Daniel has agreed to collaborate on the novel, contributing ideas, but also writing some of the plots. He has also consented to talk about his own experiences and emotions, although he is still reluctant to elaborate and squeezes with words. There are things that appear in history that are true. He is in chastity and has not penetrated it for a long time, which does not mean that he has not been penetrated.

Daniel tries to look relaxed, but observes his reaction tensely. Ugh, and squaring the story is all your wife has to say about it? Hasn't he caught the hints? Have you not noticed their complaints?

"And how did you come up with this story?" Is that what you want for me?

"Well, you bought that dress. He shrugs his shoulders again. He is innocent. It is she who has initiated it.

"That dress?" First, it's not a dress. It's a set. And, second, it has nothing to do with the one you describe in your story!

"Yes, he does," Daniel insists. It is quite the opposite.

Gema frowns and squints. He looks at him doubtfully, as if he did not understand.

Is she playing dumb?

"It's yellow," he offers a clue. He rolls his eyes. She must definitely be playing dumb with him, but he's willing to make it clear to her in every way. Elastic miniskirt. Yellow. It reaches up to your navel, but you let it poke above your waist, even though you are ashamed of it. At the waist, the miniskirt has three stripes: blue, white and blue.

"So what?" Gemma replies and is unconvinced with the argument that Daniel wants to make. It's beautiful.

"Yes," Daniel does, with a mixture of skepticism and anger. He definitely doesn't like what he's bought at all, and even less the reason why he's bought it. A sleeveless top.

"But with straps and a zipper," Gemma interrupts him to dismantle the argument that both outfits, the real one and the one described by Daniel, are the same, although in reverse.

"Yes, blue-white-blue suspenders. It's the colors of the starry, damn it! "Explode." She refuses to use the term Catalan and prefers to use Spanish, although in the story, to demonstrate her disagreement and parody her and Biel, she has done the opposite.

—Daniel, it's just a beautiful outfit. "You have too much imagination," he scolds him. That's it.

"No, it's not. Biel has told you to buy that and you have done it.

"Come on, love. I don't need any man to tell me what to wear. Do you see me so stupid?

"Ah! Don't admit it? You know he's a recalcitrant Nazionalist. "Daniel uses the zeta instead of the ce with all the intention.

"You don't know that. You can only imagine it. I don't talk about politics with him," she defends herself.

"Oh, isn't it?" What are you talking about then? To have a baby with him?

Daniel is definitely upset. He is upset with certain things in real life and with others that she outlines in her novel.

"Don't get paranoid to me!" He warns him. Are you arguing?" I take the pill.

"And he puts on the condom!" —he wants to verify or demands.

This time it's her shrug. Responsible sex is a necessity. But sex without a condom gives rise to a greater richness of scenes and sensations. In any case, she loves to make him nervous. He can't help but smile and turns his head so that he doesn't see her.

"Are you making fun of me?"

Too late. He has seen it.

"A little," he admits. He approaches him, leans over him and looks deeply into his eyes. He puts his hand in his crotch and tells her that it's hard to take him completely seriously when he's wearing it. He is referring to the chastity device. Honey," she adds sweetly.

Daniel relaxes. He understands that he is teasing him and knows why he is doing it. Yes, he's a cuckold. Yes, he is chastity. Yes... but he prefers not to talk about it. Yes, she's in charge.

She approaches his face to kiss him and he leans towards her to meet her lips.

But it's just a touch and she pulls away.

Daniel sighs.

"I can't even kiss you anymore?" "He pretends to be indignant. He can't make love to her. And now he doesn't let her enjoy her lips either. Smile. It's what she's always wanted.

Gema makes a gesture with her head that neither confirms nor denies. She likes to know that she wants her. She likes to have him hot for her. For that it is better not to give it too much; it is better to teach him, but deny him.

She does not confirm or deny whether it is her decision or Alan's. Definitely, he is not from Biel; That is clear.

"But you've arranged to meet him. You're going to Barcelona.

"With Biel?" Yes," she admits.

Of course, in reality, the boy's name is not Biel, just as his former boss's nephew is not named Alan either.

"Don't you want me to go?"

"Is Alan going to be there too?"

She shrugs and avoids answering that question.

"Don't you want me to go?" He insists, in return.

"Gemma..." Suffering is depicted on Daniel's face. Two powerful forces pull him in opposite directions and threaten to tear him apart. It is not a new feeling. He wants and he doesn't want to.

"In your story you say that I am going.

"And I tell you also the dangers you face!"

"Come on, Daniel!" Biel is not so extreme.

Of course it is not. It is an erotic novel. And Daniel's story, in addition to being erotic, is a warning.

"You didn't tell me that when you slept with him.

Yes, Alan's friend has really been in Madrid. And yes, they have fucked. And how they did it! That's why she goes to see him in Barcelona, because he fucks very well.

"Yes..." he looks to the side, evoking the memories, "it's a little..." he pretends to look for the right word, "abrupt. He gives the hint of a mischievous smile. He has not told him many details of that meeting. He prefers Daniel to imagine it, even to worry.

"Abrupt?" Daniel nods with a serious face. He is not convinced by the term. He is not convinced by the situation. What does she really know about that guy, other than that he fucks well, that he's a little friend of Alan's and that he speaks Spanish with a strong Catalan accent? He continues to nod, unconvinced. There's a lot of crazy people out there, Gemma. That... brusqueness... It can embolden them to do worse.

"Like what you describe?" Do you think I wouldn't be able to deal with a situation?

"Gemma... I... you... of course... but," he mumbles nonsense. But what he is trying to say makes a lot of sense.

"Do you think I wouldn't like it?" He asks with a serious face, but seconds later he can't hold back and this time draws a wide mischievous smile on his face.

Anything is possible and you shouldn't be complacent, but Daniel is behaving like a mother to her and treats her like a pre-adolescent girl.

"All right," she concedes. You are right. Biel is a bit of a brute. You've watched too much porn. And it is going to demand a lot from me. And he's going to do a lot of dirty things with me," he lists. And he is nationalist. And yes, he asked me to buy this outfit. Not this one in particular," he clarifies, "but he has given me the parameters. He likes to be in charge and exercise power. And yes, the whole represents the Estelada. And yes, I don't know what awaits me. Maybe he'll take me to a demonstration with him and make me sing Els Segadors. Maybe we'll have an later, with his pro-independence friends. By the way, do you prefer them from ERC or Junts? Do you want me to ask them which party they vote for? Or better than an orgy, a gangbang. I haven't done that yet. Isn't that what you have in mind?

"You're impossible, Gemma. Daniel gives up. There's no way his wife will take him seriously. He has been frightened by what he says, until he has realized that he is teasing him.

"Well, reading your story, it seems that this is what you want for me.

"I have not described any such scene!" Daniel vehemently rejects. But now it seems that you are the one who wants it.

"Oh, come on, Daniel!" Of course I wish Biel! She's young and fucks very well. He's different from Gerardo and you didn't like that one either. And I have nothing against it surprising me a little. Let's see what happens.

"I prefer Alan," Daniel replies. He immediately realizes his mistake and regrets his words.

"For you or for me?" —skewers Gemma.

Daniel bows his head. There are things he prefers not to talk about, not at this level of the story. There are things that are true, partially or completely.

"For you," he murmurs, embarrassed.

Gemma laughs.

"Oh, honey! If I love you as you are.

"For you," Daniel insists.

"Alan is not going to be there," she finally reveals. Alan wants him to be with his friend. The abrupt... But you know? Maybe what you suggest in your story is a good idea.

"I don't suggest anything," Daniel mutters.

"I mean that you are entertained while I—" golfing with the independentists in their land. I could tell Alan to come and take care of you. You know...

"I don't know anything. "Keep talking to the collar of your shirt and avoid looking at it."

"Oh, Alan! She mocks, quoting the expression that is repeated ad nauseam in the story that Daniel has written. Oh, Alan! he says again, exaggeratedly.

"Yes, oh, Alan! He repeats and looks at her indignantly. That is the key to the story!

"I'm not in love with Alan, Daniel. I thought you had your jealousy better under control!

"Well, I think so.

"I'm not in love with him," she insists. Yes, it is true that she does many things that he asks of her. If he has his friend it is because he has wanted to. Biel is young and has a good body, but he is not the most handsome in the class. Yes, he has sent her photos and videos. It is reckless, yes, but one that adds to previous ones. Yes, he thinks about him often and misses him very much. She would rather make love to him, rather than to Biel, but she accepts her friend as a substitute. Telling her who she should fuck and who she should seduce (or, at least, be seductive), is a way that Alan has to exert power over her and that turns her on. Maybe I'm a little angry with him," she admits. Then, she thinks about it, tilts her head and says: "I'm a little in love with him."

Daniel doubts again if he is kidding him. Which version is true?

"Don't feel displaced. He approaches and strokes her head affectionately. Well, a little yes," he says. It's like it should be for a cuckold, isn't it? I still love you," he adds, finally.

"And I have you too." He sighs. I don't want anything to happen to you. You're giving it too much power.

That is the other issue that worries him. Your love for him is one. That she continues to respect him as a man and does not make fun of him for certain sexual acts he has performed, is another. And your safety.

"No, no," Gemma denies and waves her finger in front of her face. You don't give it to me with cheese. Of course you are concerned about my safety, but that is not what I have interpreted from your account. You've said it well before: you don't like me giving up control to another man. But it's not just for safety. You're jealous!

"I'm not jealous," Daniel denies. Then, he tilts his head and corrects, although he does not verbalize his rectification. It's just that I don't want anyone to control you. That's not how a hot wife should be. That's not what I want for you.

"You're still trying to give it to me with cheese," he warns. You didn't think that way with Silvestre. Of course, because you controlled me there. Until I became independent," he says with a grudge.

"You didn't become independent. Silvestre played the asshole. Just like Alan is doing now," he adds.

"I don't think we're in the same situation, my love. Silvestre did not lose control. He never did. You had it and you lost it.

"And Alan has it?"

Gemma does not answer and limits herself to half noding and half shaking her head. Her expression is sincere and it seems that not even she herself is clear.

"So?" Daniel stresses.

"So..." Gemma adds an ellipsis to give herself time to think about the answer. So what happens to you is not that you don't want to be controlled, but that you still want to be the one in control. Ha! She does and challenges him with her gaze. I think I'm going to give Alan even more power. I'm going to call him and I'm going to tell him that I want to do everything he tells me.

"You already do that.

Gemma raises her hand and stops him.

"And what your friend tells me." Everything. It makes me train, doesn't it? Wow! Wow!

"You don't take anything seriously.

—On the contrary, I take it very seriously. Why do you think I bought that outfit?

"Because YOU have a problem. YOU have not yet forgiven me. YOU want others to control you, just to hurt me. You accept that anyone controls you, anyone but me.

"Daniel, love," he begins, honeyedly. That's true. It turns fresh. But you have to understand it. It turns to granite. They fuck better than you. "It's sharp steel.
***


On November 2, Gonzalo wrote:

P.S.1: I just remembered something that I don't think adds up. At one point, towards the end, Vicky asks Lidia for your mobile password to get Alan's number. But he doesn't remember. And he tells him that he has written the password to Daniel's mobile phone. If I didn't get lost here, then it's assumed that Vicky got Alan's contact through Daniel's cell phone. But then you let it be seen that it was through yours.

P.S.2: The photo of the survey. If it's really you, I don't know what those physical complexes that surface in you from time to time. It looks like you have a figure that many twenty-year-olds would already want for them. A PIBÓN. Your breasts don't show much, but they don't seem excessive. And notice that I am an absolute fan of natural breasts. I don't care about the size, the shape or how droopy or not they are, all different. The important thing is that by complexion they fit with the body and above all with the personality of the person. Not as well as those operated on, which are almost all the same. From what you can see in that photo, they seem to me to fit you. That's what matters.

On November 12 Hotwife Gema wrote:

Regarding what you ask about the mobile password, Vicky, Lidia and Alan:

Yes, it's a bit complex to understand because I haven't explained it well, partly because I didn't want to. Here three levels of reality are intermingled:

(1) The blueprint of the main story of the book, with elements based on reality and others purely fictional. And some of those fictional elements that have already become reality a posteriori and others that may still do so.

(2) The plane of "reality" of the book, which takes place superimposed on the novel itself. There are only a few chapters, sprinkled among the rest, and here I explain how Vicky has found out about everything and why she collaborates in our book. This, again, is not necessarily all true in its entirety... or yes... or only in part. Let's say that I give a possible version of the true reality.

(3) The true reality, which I "really" only talk about at the beginning of the books, where I introduce myself.

With that in mind, the episode you are commenting on takes place in the background indicated above.


Chapter LXXXII – There Is Still Hope

"A Dominant worth submitting to is one who will handle your submission with great care and keep your personal well-being and relational connection a priority." – Mel Ferrier

"Yes, it's all arranged," Gema heard Alan say.

"Who is it?" she asked, asleep. After making love to Alan and cumming in HIM's arms, Morpheus has taken her in his arms. She has slept well, she has not dreamed badly and, although she was still more asleep than awake, she felt re-energized. After all, it would end up being a great day. How much sleep have I had? He asked, without waiting for the answer to the previous question, and tried to stretch himself.

Alan was sitting on the edge of the narrow bed. She reached out to touch him. He had already put on his pants, but his torso was still bare. The young man had a spectacular body. He was muscular, not looking like a gym bully, but his body didn't overshadow his intellect. He was very intelligent and unusually mature for his age.

He touched her back. The contact with him comforted her. From the first moment, he had done it, and, in those moments, he did it even more.

"An hour and a half, approximately," Alan replied to the second question. Good morning, princess. "The right thing to do would have been to say 'good afternoon,' but her sleepy face suggested that a new day had just begun. He leaned over her and gave her a little affectionate peck on her lips. He then turned on speakerphone mode and put the phone in his hand.

"I didn't like you going that way," Gemma heard her say. Immediately, he woke up and felt his hair stand on end. You have insulted my friend," he continued listening. He felt an uneasiness in his stomach. He is an important person.

Leave? She hadn't left. It had been he who had thrown her out! He had humiliated her, he had allowed herself to be raped and, on top of that, he was lying like a scoundrel!

He immediately noticed that something was wrong and worried about what Biel might have told Alan.

Insult your friend?! How? When? The misrepresentation was funny, except it wasn't. He had done no such thing, quite the opposite. The only thing Biel and his friend could accuse her of was not having dared to look him in the face, but that could not be the case.

Or was he referring to the altercation he had had with the dogs? But she had only dodged them! Those two dog monsters had attacked her! Or, at the very least, they had scared her. What was he supposed to have done? To stay still? Was that what had seemed wrong to that man, that he should move? It had been Biel's fault, for having them in the room, first, and for not controlling them, second! In front of that stranger! That was what had put her back the most. He was not for dogs and even less in front of someone he did not know.

Once is once. Or had it been two? It did not have to become a habit! I had experienced it at a certain point and that was enough. And much less did he want it to become a circus show. He was already quite unhappy with the recording they had made of his first time! The damn Biel blackmailed her with the video and forced her to act as a sexy waitress once a week at the Salama, for Pepe! After what had happened! After assaulting him in his apartment and giving him a well-deserved host! How could he?! Pepe made her serve special cock-tails, in the private area... As a tip, he kept getting a slap in the ass after each service. Of course, Pepe paid scrupulously every time he served a cocktail to him, like any other customer, although he only paid half. Why did Biel do that to him?! Did he hate it so much that he wanted to sink it?! On top of that, he had warned him not to tell Alan!

And Daniel? I consented again, pusillanimously, as always!! It was even offensive to him that he allowed him to do anything and swallow everything. But, if she hadn't confronted Pepe in the first instance, how could she do it now, after having given her a blowjob in front of her and her own daughter?! Without any longer a hint of authority, she had even consented to the three of them—Alan, Vicky, and her—sleeping together in the master bedroom, while he slept in the guest bedroom. Embarrassed, the next morning he had not been able to look at her and face the question that surely had in his eyes. Had he done it with his own daughter?

Returning to Biel, what did he want? That he should stoop to give a beastly spectacle and do it with the dogs in front of that stranger??! But is he really a stranger? The stench it gave off was familiar, disgusting, and at the same time strangely intoxicating in some way. The stench, disgusting no doubt, had captivated her, however. He had stolen her will, while at the same time he had shaken her sexually. Burundanga in perfume form? He frequently asked himself about it. He shook his head, once more, in response to the question. No, it is not that. Whatever it was, there was something about that man, something dangerous. And the feeling of familiarity that didn't go away.

However, he had a feeling that the cause of Biel's and, now, Alan's anger was not the dogs. Did they really think that he had rebelled and that he had left? To leave, me? I didn't leave! Biel kicked me out! Why did he misrepresent what happened? And what twisted version of events had he told Alan? He had to clarify the facts as soon as possible with his Master. Fortunately, he was there with her and could do it in person. He understood it and would believe it. No! I have not left. Your friend kicked me out and didn't even explain why! I have not offended anyone. In any case, that friend of yours is the one who has vexed and insulted me."

Things were clear. Surely Alan would see that she had not failed him. His Master would understand that his friend had lost his grip and that he was now lying to protect himself. Alan had been forced to intervene after Biel treated her so unfairly and vilifyingly. The relationship with Biel had ended and now he was trying to mask his failure and blame her.

But it didn't matter what fiction he told. That was finished. That wasn't going to change.

"No, no, no, no!" Nor could she allow Biel to blame her. She had not failed, but had overcome all trials and pleased her Master. So much effort could not be for nothing!

But Alan was with her and had seen the truth in her eyes. The matter was easy to resolve and Biel would be easy to unmask.

Gema looked up and looked at Alan, but what she found in her eyes was disappointment.

"No, Alan... I... don't believe him... "I," he muttered incoherently. Her sixth sense had not betrayed her. Biel's few but false words had been enough to know that something was going wrong.

Alan put his index finger to her lips and stopped her senseless babbling.

"Listen to what my friend has to tell you.

Gemma shook her head. "No! No!" Something was terribly wrong. Anguish took hold of his guts and tears made an appearance in his eyes.

"Have you opened your little bag yet?" Biel asked. His voice sounded like a joke, as if he knew he had already won. I have left you two gifts.

Her reflexes are perfect. As soon as he heard it, without wasting a single moment, Alan took the bag from between his legs from the floor and brought it to him.

Gema opened it and searched, but found nothing. He shook his head. It was just another lie by Biel. There couldn't be anything in the bag because, otherwise, she would have already detected it before. The bag was small and just the right size to carry your wallet and mobile, in addition to the little things that any woman needs.

Alan nodded at her and encouraged her to go back and search. It didn't make sense. The bag didn't contain anything that it didn't have to contain. Biel had spoken of a gift. Was he referring to the anal plug? She had put it in her purse and didn't even know why. But it couldn't be that. Biel had told him that he would find two gifts.

However, he rummaged until his fingers came across a disgusting object. Instinctively, he threw his arm and hand back.

"Yuck! "She hadn't seen it, but she imagined what it was.

"Take it out," Biel told her, as if he were watching her. It was either that or he knew how to interpret his exclamations of disgust very well. You know what it is.

Unfortunately, I knew.

"Can you guess what you should do?"

He predicted it, but he preferred not to guess it.

"Take the empty condom.

The void. So there are two. Those are his two gifts: one full and one empty.

"You're going to put it in the."

That was not what she had predicted. Fortunately.

"And then you're going to shove it up your ass." I want you to carry my friend deep inside. It's the least you can do.

Gema looked at Alan in horror, looking for his support, but no matter how hard she looked at him, she couldn't find it. Now it was clear to me which condom it was. It was not one that Biel had unrolled without having used it, nor was it one that he had used and emptied himself. It was the condom that man had used on her. And it wasn't empty; not quite.

Gema gagged and almost vomited. The used condoms disgusted her, but not so much that she had to vomit. The problem was not semen in general, either. What made her feel nauseous was how the man had used that condom on her. It had broken his ass and it hurt. Trying to clean herself in the cold shower, carefully so as not to further irritate her painful, battered and violated anus, she had found blood.

It was a tremendous vileness what Biel was proposing that he do. Fortunately, Alan would also see it that way and cut off that unhealthy relationship already. He wasn't going to do what that * told him!

"The other condom, you're going to open it."

The nightmare continued and he imagined the worst.

"Pour it over your tits and massage them until it penetrates your skin." I guess you've already showered. You're not going to do it again after being with my friend. Not until at least twenty-four hours later. Let it serve as a lesson to you!

There would be no more twenty-four hours! He would never be with Biel or his friend again!

Again, he sought Alan's support and, again, his attempt was in vain. I could read it in his eyes and in his attitude. The young man was not the same as Prince Charming who, shoe in hand, had just a few hours before walked through the door and made love to him.

"Alan... please!" She begged, as torn as her ass.

Only HE could stop it.

"I'm sorry, dog." I really feel it more than you. But you have disappointed my friend and, in doing so, you have failed me," he says with an almost parsimonious calmness, but just as sharply. Biel has explained everything to me. He shakes his head, frowns disappointedly, and disapproves of it with his gaze.

"Me." No! Whatever I've told you, lie! I...

Again, Alan stopped her by putting his index finger over her mouth.

"Be careful! Alan roared. Now he looked angry. It's very ugly to defame," he lectured her. He has explained to me how you have behaved and what you have done. He is my friend and I believe him.

"No. Not true!" Gema exclaimed, still with Alan's finger on her lips. He's a lying bastard! It deceives you. You don't know how evil it can get...

Fed up with her complaints, Alan pincered with his index finger and thumb and closed her beak, cutting her in the middle of the sentence. He was sure that if he let her continue talking, she would let loose a long string of expletives, lies, and excuses, all to justify her unacceptable behavior.

"Don't blaspheme. He is my friend and has been your trainer.

Still with her lips glued together, she tries to reply.

"And it has witnesses," Alan adds. You've set up a good circus for him. At first, they didn't believe me. I know Biel is a bit given to exaggeration. But the neighbors have confirmed it to me. I have spoken to them personally.

He shook his head again. Why did her dog lie to her? Why didn't he simply admit that he had failed him? It would not be a drama. No one is perfect. Everyone can fail. It's just a matter of will and training. Perhaps what was wrong was precisely that: the will. If she didn't want to be his dog, he wasn't going to force her, even though he had the tools to do so. Although, it was also possible that she did not have the capabilities for that role. In that case, why didn't he simply acknowledge it? What disheartened him most was that he lied to her. He thought about telling her that she was not good for that and that it was better to leave him.

Gemma saw it in his eyes. With a single glance and with that way of shaking his head, he had told him everything. Alan was disappointed in her.

"They say you got angry with him. Is this how I have taught you to behave? He shook his head again. Clearly, I have failed you. But it's my fault, not yours. That's why...

Gemma's heart stopped.

—… I have decided that your training with Biel should continue. I'm afraid it's going to be a lot harder on you from now on, but that's your fault.

"He's lying!" Gema exclaimed, desperately, freeing herself from the clamp she makes on her nose.

"Do you insist on your bad attitude?" He scolded her. It seemed that the age difference was the reverse. It is not acceptable for you to accuse your superior of lying! he warned him. That's not going to help you. But don't worry, I'm not going to snitch on it," she said, in a more affectionate tone.

It's absurd, it's a joke! Biel followed the device, he had heard everything.

"Although, I'm afraid my friend can already imagine your reaction. Really, he knows you very well. Learn what I teach you and you'll make me proud of you! I trust you,. I know you can. Remember that you do it for us. When you've learned your lessons, you won't need a trainer anymore and we'll be together.

"No!" Gema groaned. Psychic pain is as real as physical pain.

"Don't worry. I'm not going to leave you alone. I'll visit you to check on your progress. I promise to do it more often, but only if you behave well with Biel and don't try to smear him again. And only if you advance in your learning. And?

"Okay," she muttered and gave up.

"And?" Alan repeated. What do you have to say about it? Why did you leave by scoring a little number?

"I..." Again, his impulse was to make him see that this had not been so, but he recognized that it was useless. Alan was not going to believe her. And she couldn't blame him for it, when even the neighbors of Biel had conspired with him and against her. It was no longer just her word against his and that stinking man's. He had everything against him. Biel had played his cards well and managed to deceive Alan. I—" he began again, "I—" I got tired of him treating me that way, like a bitch," he tried to explain. He calls me gossa, which is worse.

"But...?"

"But," he pondered his next words, "I recognize that I am nothing more than that. A gossa. He had no choice but to sing the mea culpa, however unfair it was. I'm not even that. Not yet. Now that I've calmed down, I understand my mistake better: it's a privilege to be a gossa, just as it is to be her dog, Amo.

Alan smiled, and his smile calmed her down. It seemed that he had faith in her again. The young man reached out and stroked the back of her neck. He knew how to do it just like Daniel.

"Yes. Biel likes to use that term and I think it's a success and defines it very well. You're right: you're not a gossa yet and that's why you can't be my dog yet. You understand, don't you? When Biel is done with you, you'll be perfect. His smile widened. "Apologize to him," he said, gesturing to remind him that he still had the phone in his hand.

Biel hadn't hung up and heard it all.

"I beg your pardon, my lord." I'm so sorry. It won't happen again," she said stumbling in Catalan, the best she knew. I'm going to be your bitch, whatever that means and whatever you have in store for me. I promise you, my lord. "For Alan, it would be Biel's bitch. It was no longer a simple comment she had once made or a mere wish that, out of curiosity and foolishly emboldened, she had expressed at some point. Now it was a promise.

"See?" It has not been that difficult. You already make me think that I shouldn't be ashamed of you. Maybe there's still hope for you. And now, do as he has asked you.


Chapter LXXXIII – So Much Does the Pitcher Go to the Fountain that It Breaks

"Diary of a slave – My emotions today 28/09/2022

Little by little you have been reducing the brain that acts and that is all for a Master. Without further pretensions, you made me like everything... even what I didn't like.

I live in the deepest pleasure of being psychologically canceled. I only feel satisfaction and fulfillment in satisfying the Master in everything He asks of me... in being controlled in everything I do... and I enjoy only in the deepest suffering, in being verbally abused, strongly humiliated without limits.

You are attracted to see me do things that only dogs and pigs do for your pleasure and little by little you managed to make me a faithful pet... who eats everything like them and gets dirty from time to time and follows simple orders.

He deeply enjoys furious punishments, sadistic tortures, knowing that I am deeply masochistic... And I love to see your face watching from above my suffering for you.

I am totally satisfied like this and I could not ask for anything better... when I meet Masters of this intensity, with extreme demands to satisfy everything in me and who feel no pity or compassion.

Thank you for all this." – Lisa... Slave pig faggot

"You know I don't agree with what you're doing," Alan snapped at his friend.

They were in Biel's apartment. The two Dobermans, sitting in their corners, watched attentively the conversation between the two, as if they understood every word. They had grown up rapidly and had already entered what humans would be the pre-adolescent phase. Agile and strong, they had a good bearing, which made their owner proud. They were also obedient, although not always, and that drove Biel crazy. Above all, it annoyed him when he was exposed in front of other people.

Biel shrugged, not because he didn't care about his friend's opinion, but because he didn't know what exactly he meant.

"Everything went well," he defended.

"Your friend has torn his anus," Alan reproached him. I have personally seen how he has left it.

After getting Gemma to give Biel her word to allow herself to be unconditionally trained by him, he had stayed with her for half an hour more in the room of the boarding house to supervise how she fulfilled her friend's order. She no longer doubted that she would do whatever he asked her to do, for he had promised, and Alan knew how important promises were to her. In fact, in the past, she had been put in more than one good trouble. Now, he had managed to get her to stumble over the same stone again. Yes, in a way, everything had gone well. That had been the plan, from the beginning. His promise was not the same as a declaration of intent. Gema still had the hardest part ahead of her and now she had achieved her unwavering commitment. She knew that now she would not back down, no matter how difficult the tests to which she would be subjected and no matter how arduous her process of education was.

He had stayed with her not to control her, but to support her emotionally. Although she had given her word, she had to be guided and would have to continue to be manipulated.

The other reason he had invested that extra half hour was because it turned him on to watch him submit. She did not do it cheerfully, but with suspicion and that was what excited him.

Evidently, she was also turned on by what she was forced to do. Otherwise, I wouldn't. It was in his nature. And in his was transgressing its limits and expanding them. That implied that not everything they forced her to do made her. That would come later, when they accustomed her to be aroused by them and when they educated her to desire them.

That was what made him horny: to educate her, to modify her mind and get her excited about what now frightened or disgusted her, to make her desire what she had previously avoided.

Mastery consists of at the same time continuing to produce shame, disgust or fear.

Therefore, he could not really be forced. He could be pushed and guided, seduced and deceived, but he could not be forced.

With force alone, one only achieves that the act is performed, but not that it is desired.

But that did not exclude force as a complementary means. Not brute force, physical force, but psychological force. Alan had more and more video material to coerce her, to give the woman a strong push when seduction and gentle pushes were not enough. He was not doing anything criminal, not before the law, since they had her consent and a legal alibi that, at the very least, seemed moderately solid, and that was based on the invaluable contract that she had signed before a notary with her uncle and that he had inherited. That had already served him on more than one occasion for her to take the path that interested him.

Of course, it was a tool that should only be used at key moments and with extreme delicacy. Otherwise, if it is not used with the mastery of a neurosurgeon and the art of a poet who, in order to survive, sells used cars (but what a skill to praise the greatest of rusty junk!), it strongly risks alienating the subject irreversibly. Neither coercion nor the promises given are of any use.

Crestfallen, she had followed Biel's instructions. Although with great disgust, she had taken the used and opened condom from her bag and had sheathed the with it.

The look of the condom had disgusted even him, but Gemma's countenance had been delicious, quite a poem!, and had more than made up for his disgust.

He had given up. But at the same time, the fact that he was there with her, that he supported and encouraged her, had illuminated her face in the sorrow. He had been right to stay with her for that long. He had renewed his bond with her. She would follow Biel's orders, but she would do it for him. He knew that, from that moment on, she would be satisfied with the crumbs he threw at her. A smile here, a compliment there. A caress here, a little sex there. Now he could dedicate himself to Vicky without fear of losing her.

Mother and daughter. And he, the alpha male of the family. That made him very horny; That was what his project consisted of. Daniel, transformed into Daniela, was going to be the icing on the cake.

With Gemma's education in Biel's hands, he could move forward with Vicky. I needed to get her used to certain things first to accept that scenario. And that would take time, time that, from now on, he would have. He did not wish to raise Vicky in the same way as his mother. She, after all, was his girlfriend, while his mother was just his mother-in-law.

Ah, yes, Gemma's countenance. Wonderful! The empty condom, of course, wasn't quite empty. And the bulb of the anal plug – that is, what goes inside the rectum – was shorter than the condom. The result was that, when the condom was put on the cap, a part of it was left hanging. Hanging and with the remains of semen accumulating down there. Very disgusting, especially considering who it came from.

In spite of everything, she had to put it up his ass. Yes, the poor hurt ass. I had seen it. She had shown it to him. He had laid his stomach and opened his buttocks with his hands. And he had caressed her (not in the injured anus, of course!) and comforted her. And she thanked him. An easy crumb.

Hurt or not, she had to comply with Biel's order. But he had been there with her to help her. He had taken the little bottle of lubricant out of her bag and, with extreme delicacy, had applied it to her anus.

She had then inserted herself – much to her regret and with more indignation than disgust – the leftover flap of the condom used in her ass. He had helped her by opening her buttocks with his hands to free hers. Of course, he had chosen not to touch that dirty condom, even if it was only on the outside. Thus, she had penetrated herself with a finger and had inserted a few centimeters of condom into her rectum. Then he had taken his finger out and repeated the operation until he reached the tip of the bulb of the plug. That operation had been a fantastic humiliation for her!

The idea, of course, had not been Biel's, who lacked creativity for that, but his.

Later, yes, he had helped her to insert the. She had gone on to open her buttocks willingly (more submissively than willingly) and he had taken the plug and inserted it carefully so as not to hurt her, very unlike what that beast of a man Biel called a friend had done. It's easy to be the good guy in the movie when the bad guy is a monster.

Of course, he had picked up the plug only by the cap and avoided touching the condom.

Certainly, it is possible that he just exaggerated Biel a little. His friend, fortunately, had not caused a tear. Gema's anus was very irritated and sore and some veins had ruptured and she had bled, but no injury had occurred and the ass was still operational.

But that didn't mean he wasn't going to stop exaggerating his friend. What that man had done, had been very irresponsible and his dog had run the risk of being harmed. I didn't want that for herself. Hard trials and humiliation, yes. But physical risk, only the bare minimum (absolute security does not exist). The ass is delicate and lubrication is essential! the one provided by a condom is insufficient for anal sex.

Biel, of course, was as much or more to blame than his friend. As a trainer, I had an obligation to ensure a safe environment for all participants, especially for herself, and I had failed!

Embarrassed or feeling guilty, Biel blushed. That was a good sign. It meant that I still had a minimal sense of responsibility.

"I'm sorry," he said, and he sounded honest. But is it okay?

"As well as you can be in those circumstances. No anal sex for the next few days! Alan warned him.

"But has the stopper been put on?" Biel was interested.

Was that all he cared about?

"Of course," Alan replied. He didn't like the idea at all," she said and smiled.

"I do," Biel commented and smiled too. It was a good idea.

"I always have good ideas," Alan replied, without a hint of modesty.

"Yes," Biel agreed. That will permanently remind you of your site.

"That of being at the service of your friend?" Alan asked sullenly.

"Eh... I thought it would be a good idea.

"Leave the ideas to me," Alan was about to reply, but he didn't. If he wanted to delegate to Biel, he had to leave him space to carry out his own ideas with her. Otherwise, if he had to worry about all the details, he gained nothing by delegating to him. "Yes, I win," he said to himself, however. She won that she Biel didn't get along and that it maximized her humiliation and, by mere contrast, she would miss him even more. "Well, it's not so bad," he said, in return. But you should have consulted me about your friend before. That wasn't in the script," he reproached him.

Biel shrugged.

"I'm sorry," he said, simply.

What was wrong with Biel with that friend of his? Who exactly was he, and, more importantly, what relationship did they have?

Alan didn't know that man. He knew only what Biel had told him, but judging by the way he spoke of him, and from what Gemma had told him, he sensed that there was something strange about this relationship.

"At least you made him use condoms," he conceded. He studied his face carefully for any signs that might provide more information.

"Of course!"

"Did you have it under control?" "That's the most important thing.

—Obviously. At all times. One hundred percent.

"Look," he says and sighs, "I'm not going to tell you how you should train her. When I delegate it to you, it's for a reason. But there are certain things you should consult with me first. Like inviting that man to his house, with her, when none of that was in the plan we had outlined. Did you know that today was a critical day!

"But everything went well," Biel insisted.

"Yes, yes. Even better than expected. I grant you that, that your friend has been useful to us. But it could have gone wrong. And in any case, you should have consulted me!

"Should I consult you every time I want you to sleep with someone?" Biel was indignant. What am I his for... what do you call him?... trainer, then?

"Don't come at me with!" You know the answer. We talked about it. Each time, no. But yes, depending on who and the situation. Today, that was not in the plan," he insisted.

"Okay," Biel reluctantly agreed. But my friend has been great. "If it hadn't been for him," he said, "we wouldn't have gotten what we wanted!"

"We'll never know that.

"Kicking her out of the house, as we talked, has been even more shocking for her after what happened to my friend," he defended. Even more than if I had fucked her too.

"Hm. Maybe. As far as that is concerned, you did very well. You managed to leave her naked for a long time and with nothing on the landing, totally confused.

"Yes. And after my friend fucked her twice," she insisted.

Alan nodded, unconvinced. He was still annoyed that Biel changed the plan. Above all, that plan, in which he had been meticulously involved.

"So, she's my dog now, definitely?"

"No," Alan replied, dryly and sharply. It's mine. She's my dog. Only mine," he emphasized. You have—" He tries to find the right word. Where had he read it? Who had suggested it?— ... a concession. You train it. I am the owner.

"All right," Biel conceded, not very excited. But he has given me his word. He has promised. That means that there is no turning back. He is not going to back down, whatever he does. It is definitive.

"No, Biel. We have already talked about it. That doesn't work like that. First, it's not final because if I don't like what you do with her, if you put her in danger, if you go outside the agreed parameters," Biel raised his hands to placate his friend, at the string of words, "if you change course without consulting me, then you stop training her. He has given you his word, but he has really given it to me. And you know it!

Was that so? He had made the promise to Biel and we already know how important what he promises is for Gema.

"Second, just because I promised it, doesn't mean I'm going to swallow anything." You have to earn it, step by step. Push, push! He encouraged him, "but with his left hand.

"Don't worry. I know how to do that. I'm doing it, aren't I?

"Yes, I suppose so.

"And what is the plan from now on?" Biel asked.

"Keep taking it to the extreme, until it almost breaks. I have it almost wherever I want it to be.

"You've managed to have a threesome with her and her daughter!"

Alan didn't answer and just smiled mischievously.

"It's also ready. Mauro assures that it should not be long before he agrees to start hormone treatment. He waved his hands in front of his chest to show him what he meant. She is in shock, with everything she has experienced, very docile. Plasticine in our hands.

Biel whistled appreciatively. "What a ruthless pervert you are made!"

"I don't force anyone to do anything. I just give everyone what they really want. Vicky is closer to her mother than ever, and that is as important to them as it is to me. Even for Daniel, even if he doesn't pass... Anyway. He shrugged, as if apologetically. Well, you will tell me," he changed the subject. You are the trainer. What do you want to do with your gossa? What's the next lesson you want me to learn?

Biel turned his head and looked at his two Dobermans.

"No," Alan ruled out emphatically. I didn't need to hear him say it to know what he meant.

"Why not?" Don't you say she's my bitch? It's perfect! Besides, don't you say that I decide?

"I'm telling you to propose, not to decide," Alan corrected him. The small things, you decide. The big things, you propose to me and I value it and, if it convinces me, I approve it. Understood?

"They are two big dogs," I conceded, "but this is a small thing," he said with a sly smile. It's not going to change his life. It will not traumatize her.

"I said no," Alan maintains.

"But why?" Why not? He has already done it with them. He liked it! You were in front of it. You know deep down he wants it. You heard her beg to do it with them. It's in the video, in case you forgot! What's wrong with me repeating? That would make a real bitch out of her!

"Biel, you yourself have given the argument why you should not force her to do it. Don't you realize?

Biel shook his head. He had no idea what his friend was talking about. What argument? What argument was there against it, if they were all in favor? Sometimes his friend expressed himself cryptically.

Alan sighed. He despaired that Biel was so simple and did not see him.

"It's very easy. She asked you. Hyperexcited, in a special situation, at a specific moment.

"I know what you mean," Biel interrupted him. You mean I shouldn't take what he said at face value. You mean you don't really want it.

"No, Biel. It is not that.

"Don't you think he expressed something that he has come to fantasize about?" Biel went on, ignoring what his friend had just told him. That turns her on, at least a little. That he is curious. That makes him morbid. To be a real bitch. Not just once, to try. Without a real bitch, every day subordinate to them, at their disposal. And without blushing, dogs are not embarrassed when they fuck. Willing to fornicate with them in front of any guest. "I hadn't bought the dogs to watch her fuck them just once. In addition, money could be made with the subject. There were people who were willing to pay to see it. Or to give your dog a special treat.

"You're not listening to me, my friend. I have not said that he does not give it morbidity. Although, ask him with the dry, and you will see that he will deny it. And he won't be lying to you because at those moments the idea surely only disgusts him.

"So?" Biel asked. He still didn't understand where he wanted to go.

"Then. That's why I want you to train her in that. Oh, yes! Of course! His smile made Biel's face light up. I want him to be disgusted, very disgusted. And I want him to get over it, but never completely. I want him to be afraid of dogs. And that it surpasses it, but not completely. I want her to be truly submissive to them and not just out of morbidity. By the way, you've made a very good choice with them," he congratulated. And I want you to be very ashamed. And that he never gets over it.

Biel's countenance changed. He went from being disappointed to getting excited again.

"But I still don't understand you," he said. Why not, then? Why not force her to repeat a little?

Alan put his hand on her shoulder and explained:

"Because she asked you to, friend Biel. That's why you won't take her down that path... for now. You must continually change its pace. Surprise her! Do the opposite of what she wants. Take a detour. Never go directly. Bifúrcate. Come back. And then, when he least expects it, when he has already forgotten, when the party that tells him that he has not firmly imposed himself again, then is when you bam! He slapped his fist in his open hand, "you must attack. The easy thing would now be to push her to repeat. Yes, surely you do. It is smarter to deliberately ignore those pulses of hers and bring her to a state where she begs you again to be ridden by dogs.

Biel pondered intensely about what Alan had just told him. Had he understood it correctly? He gestured with his hands, as if trying to stage the idea of taking a detour and surprising her.

"So yes. But not now," he summed up, partially crushed, partly hopeful. So I must entertain her now with something else.

"That's right," Alan confirmed. And? Can you think of anything?

Biel touched his face and thought intensely again. It wasn't easy for him to make plans like the ones Alan expected of him. For the moment—" He hesitated. But yes, that could be an idea. Are you up for a biker meetup?

Alan frowned. He imagined what his friend might be thinking.

"Of course. When?

"This very afternoon.

"This very afternoon?" I don't know if I have time to take the bike.

"I'm afraid not. But you can come as a package. Although if you don't want to, nothing happens. I was thinking of taking her," she added.

"Meetup, with whom?"

"Oh, you know...

Alan rolled his eyes. He liked to go out on a motorcycle with Biel, but the two of them alone. He didn't like the band his friend rubbed shoulders with.

"With those deranged people?"

"Hey! Biel protested.

"Biel, my friend. Catalonia is never going to become independent. And if he did, it would be our ruin. They have your heart well eaten.

"That's your opinion.

"Yes, that's right. And, as a Catalan, no one beats me!

"Let's leave that subject," Biel proposed. On political issues they never agreed. Are you signing up or not?

—It's going to be difficult to leave that subject with that band of maniacs. He raised his hands as if to placate him. But you're right: let's leave that. I'm in, but for her! I'll know how to behave with your buddies, don't worry. I'll speak in Catalan and all that.

"My will also go—" colleague. He was going to say compadre, but he realized it sounded too Mexican. You know...

"That one?"

"Mm-mm," Biel said.

"Are you also a biker?"

"Inveterate. As much as his political vision.

"All the more reason then for me to accompany you.

"Hey! You won't cut me off with it! She's my dog," he insisted. It was important that it seemed to her colleague that he was in charge of her. I train it. That's what you want.


Chapter LXXXIV – Gossa

"I couldn't practice BDSM without deep meaning. I don't like swimming in shallow water. I like to know that I'm out there, deep down, where it's possible to drown."

The mobile rang. Biel picked it up and looked at it. It was the notification of Pepe's monthly bizum for renting to Gema. The amount was correct, but the idiot had made the transfer late. He hoped that he would not have to travel to Madrid to talk seriously with him. He sighed sorrowfully as he remembered that it would soon cease to be his concern. There was still time to change things... He shook his head. There were more important things and sacrifices had to be made. He would also get rid of his two dogs.

He sighed again. He would always have the video. He touched the screen of his mobile phone several times and revisited the recording, with one hand inside his pants. He never tired of seeing her. Gema was a born dog. How he would like to have her with him always, to raise her with Rei and President with one more animal! She would allow them to mark her with their teeth so that she would be clear about the hierarchy. I would let them ride it whenever they felt like it. I would have her eat on the floor, from the bowl... His friend was wrong to focus on the relationship with his daughter. Incest... Yes, it was morbid to be able to sleep with mother and daughter and even more so to do it at the same time... But there were more interesting things to do with a woman like her... at least as long as he was kept in as good shape as she was... for the moment.

He sighed a third time. How many years did she still have left to be hot? No, he couldn't have many left. It was time to get rid of it. He sacrificed a few years of boundless sexual enjoyment for something more important.

There it was. On the screen. In his memories. Deflowering your dogs. Letting themselves be deflowered by them... his first time with four-legged animals.

He remembered that the dogs had been shy when they entered that house they did not know. They may have been young, but he disliked that they were not noted for their bravery, considering the powerful race to which they belonged.

However, when he met Gemma in the living room and saw her naked, his shyness had almost instantly changed to agitation. Alan had had difficulty holding them. They had smelled her sex from a distance and hadn't even noticed her presence, even though he was her master.

"Hello, dog," Alan had greeted her.

Gemma's eyes had lit up with joy at the sight of him. Then, they had opened wide in the presence of the dogs.

"Master...", the woman had stammered, dismayed, about to deduce what it meant that she had brought Rei and President.

"Tell her, dog. Ask your trainer," Alan had replied, without further ado. "Beg him to finally let you become the bitch I want you to be."

He wanted that?! The idea hadn't been Alan's, but his!

"Do it!" he had exhorted her. "Make me proud of you. Beseech Biel, your trainer."

And she had! Her face red, her heart pounding, her breathing heavy, her bare breasts rising and falling, her hands opening and closing nervously. Everyone had waited expectantly for her to stoop to say that humiliating phrase that would definitively lower her from the status of a woman to that of a bitch.

"My... "Sir," he had started to say, although then he had stopped. He had had to swallow saliva several times before he could continue. "My lord, please—" he had managed to say, looking him in the eye for a moment. She had bowed her head, embarrassed, and stood up again. But they had waited patiently, without saying anything, for it to continue. The silence, only broken by the nervous panting of the dogs. "My lord, please," she had tried a third time, "let me be a complete bitch and let your dogs... I... fuck."

He remembered that he had not been impressed. Instead, he had snapped at him to say it in Catalan and looking him in the eye. He had urged her to call him a trainer – although he preferred to see himself as his master, much to his friend's chagrin, he found the term trainer satisfactory in that context – and he had told her the term in Catalan. Not content with this, he had instructed her to specify that she wanted it.

"My teacher, please, I wish to convert... in a bitch... complete. I beg you to allow me... President and King in... Fotin. I need his big hard cocks inside me. Train me, please!"

Satisfied with the woman's self-denigration, he had nodded to his friend to let the dogs loose.

Rei and President had pounced on her and, doing the wheelie, had clung to her legs. Her hips had soon moved rhythmically against her legs, and her truffles had competed with each other to sniff her female between her thighs, inhale the fumes of her pheromones, and check her wetness. It was as if they had understood every word she had uttered. What they had of cowards, despite being two huge Doberman kings, they had of cleverness.

With so much impetus and precariously balanced on her heels, the woman had stumbled and fallen backwards. Fortunately, he had fallen on the soft sofa. The idiot Jaume had been slow to start recording and none of that, unfortunately, had been saved for eternity. At least I had had the foresight to carry a selfie stick to better record from certain angles. There were details that were in the recording that I had not witnessed. He realized that he had become absorbed in his memories. He restarted the recording to watch it from the beginning.

Rei and President lunged in unison at his crotch, snouts in front. Its cold truffles contacted the woman's clitoris and vaginal lips, competing with each other. Their tongues licked furiously, shoveling their female's intoxicating sexual fluids. The woman, lying on her back on the sofa, just as she had fallen on it, somewhat obliquely, with one foot on the floor, the other foot on the sofa, her knee angled, her leg open, could not cope with her moans. The dogs were devilishly good at the art of eating pussies. Their long, wet tongues licked quickly, non-stop, without getting tired.

For his friend Alan that was new. Also for Jaume and his flabby girlfriend. He remembered that the three of them had looked open-mouthed. But he had already seen that kind of action at home. What interested her was finally seeing her dogs employing her pussy with their cocks, cumming inside her.

Although the woman opened the leg she had on the sofa, it had not been for the jaws of the dogs and Rei gave the place to President. Eyes closed, mouth open, Gemma moaned loudly. He didn't need to turn up the volume on his phone to hear it. The humiliation he had subjected her to and the tongues of her two dogs had quickly warmed her up. The mouth open, that was another good place for Rei to sink her tongue inside. The smell and taste there were also interesting, although not as interesting as between her legs.

Rei had already bitten her before. He knew he liked that. He brought his snout closer, placed his fine hairs on the fleshy lips of the female and plunged his tongue into that other damp cave. The woman made a muffled sound. Then, another. And another... Rei's tongue kept moving in and out of the woman, his drool mixing with her saliva inside his mouth.

In an act that showed how much she really wanted this humiliation of finally becoming a real dog, Gema extended her arms, inert until now, and hugged Rei.

"Wow! Jaume's obese girlfriend did, admiring, without sounding like a bark at all.

Did she also want to feel like a bitch? He wasn't going to allow it, not with his dogs! President and Rei deserved a female breed, not a fat one like that!

President turned away from the female's mouth and stopped biting her. The boobs didn't have a special meaning to him, not naturally. But he had seen his master suck those bumps. He had watched them stand up, enlarge, and harden when he licked them. He had noticed that his master often managed to mount that female afterwards. His thin dog nose was able to capture the smell of sex that came off those little bumps as they hardened. Surely that is why her master not only licked them, but sucked them, while licking her breasts with his hands. It wasn't as intoxicating as the taste and smell she gave off from sex, but there was her brother, so she would have to make do with that for the time being.

"Die with him again!" Biel ordered. That's what his trainer was for, to teach her. Stick out your tongue and incite it. And don't put it in this time while he kisses you! Rei tended to alternate licking her face with sinking her slimy tongue into the woman's mouth, and she wanted even the licks to come into contact with her tongue. "Let it be unmistakably seen how much you want it!" - And you, Jaume, record that well!

I was sure that at some point that woman's husband would see the video. When, it was unclear. It didn't depend on him. It was also not clear how. Would Alan show it to him on his mobile? Or would he post it on her channel on the porn platform, where he uploaded content from time to time, with her face, for the moment, always obfuscated? No, that type of pornographic material was not allowed on that platform. I would have to upload it to a different one. What a shock and extreme humiliation it must have been for that pamphilous husband, to see the video of his wife with two dogs, and dozens of profane comments! "No, with two dogs, no. With my dogs!" Generally, the woman's husband was not particularly interested in her, but in an event like that... "My dogs, your wife. While you're chastity, you fucking faggot! Look how she desires them, how she kisses with them! I have trained her in that and other things!"

Of course, when that video was uploaded to the Internet, unless it was published with her face obfuscated, it would lose a trump card to control it through blackmail. He wasn't really doing anything illegal by pressuring her in exchange for not exposing her. Alan had told her that she had signed a contract with her father according to which she transferred the exploitation of his audiovisual rights. Nor could she claim that it was a stolen, non-consensual video, since she was seen clearly looking at the lens on more than one occasion. And, to dispel any hint of doubt, he had clearly and clearly encouraged her to look at the camera and warned her that she was being filmed. Àngels had enthusiastically joined the warnings: "Yes, worm. Look at the camera! You're being recorded, bitch! You're going to be famous!" Things like this could be heard exclaiming viciously throughout the recording.

"What the fuck! She likes to be controlled that way, through blackmail!" she said to herself, to ease her conscience. For the moment, the only thing he had done with the recording was to force her to work for Pepe once a week. That was a minor thing compared to the mess she had willingly gotten herself into. Yes, that thing of being blackmailed through her photos and videos made her. He knew perfectly well what he was doing, allowing himself to be recorded with the dogs. She wanted to be pushed to the next level. The video, as long as no one published it with their face uncovered, would be an excellent tool to control it. A tool that would go in the same lot as her, like a padlock and its corresponding key.

Gemma kept her mouth open and her tongue out. She panted like a bitch, excited and breathing rapidly, or on purpose to draw Rei to her. The dog left his tits – and left them shiny with his drool, his nipples fat and turgid – and returned to the woman's face. He licked her cheek from bottom to top. Gema's tongue veered to that side and the dog's thick tongue touched hers as it licked her face. Afterward, Rei turned to the other cheek and the woman's tongue followed, eager to bite with her king and taste his delicious dog slime.

Biel was spliced when he saw the scene. The bite with the animal had already captivated him the first time in his flat.

Finally, Rei focused on the mouth again, and her tongue began to drift in and out of the woman's open mouth, her own tongue sticking out.

Meanwhile, President continued to delight between the woman's legs. Gemma moved her pelvis rhythmically, her legs now wide open, the twin of one leg high on the back of the sofa, the other leg bent, her foot on the floor, her knee pointing almost perpendicular to the entrance.

Overstimulated, Gema needed to hold on to something and that something she found with her hand was Rei's member, which had spread out of the sheath with a furious red bathed in violet tones.

"It's huge!" Angels was surprised.

It was. The cocks of the two Doberman kings were bigger than a human's. They were going to fill the woman's holes well. They were going to make her feel full, if they could fit in her. No doubt the mere touch of Rei's cock in his hand, with difficulty in encompassing its thickness, must have been turning the woman on. He had already touched her before, in her apartment, although only furtively. Now he was shamelessly clinging to it. I was finally going to feel her inside.

Rei moved her hips, masturbating into the woman's hand, with the same frantic movement she would make if it were a vagina.

"Patience, Rei. "Everything will come," Biel murmured. Today is your lucky day. "The woman was going to deflower them. And they, her, as far as her first time dog was concerned. From that experience, she could visualize them dominating her, establishing the hierarchy, her, on the lowest step.

Rei continued to fervently plunge his tongue into it and President did the same between his other lips.

The restlessness of the dogs was increasing. Also that of women. The dogs, instinctively, knew that what they were doing was nothing more than a prelude to what they really wanted. The female must have been aroused enough. That, at least, was indicated by his emanations, which his taste buds and his smells captured.

Impatient, President now alternated licking with thrusting of his elongated snout into the female's sex. It almost seemed that he wanted to break through with his nose and penetrate her with it. Now he impacted with his muzzle on the clitoris, now he licked it. Now she split her vaginal lips with a thrust of her nose, now she plunged her tongue into her vagina. Nervous, his attacks became more and more energetic and began to touch the threshold of violence.

Biel smiled. That aggressiveness was exactly what I wanted! He could mark her with his teeth, on the pubis or on the thighs, to force her, at last, to adopt the proper posture. A little nibble here, another there, to subdue her, as long as they only marked her and did not really hurt her. Would President come to that? Would it be instinctive in it or would I have to train it?

Rei, equally agitated, moved. His brother, to whom he had left the place between the female's legs, was not really making the necessary advances. It was time for him to try down there.

Gema was still clinging to her turnip and the sudden movement of the dog caused it to slide on the sofa. His body was turned, his shoulder blades now resting on the edge, his head suspended in the air, his hair touching the floor, his pussy now pointing towards the backrest, one leg still on him, the other foot now on the seat.

"Ah! He complained.

The change of position did not please President at all, his access to the sex of the female now complicated. He laid his paw on the female's thigh and dug instinctively, in an attempt to open her leg. Her nails scratched the skin and left behind red furrows. But it had been of no use!

"Au!

"Yes!" exclaimed Biel, elated, to himself. "In the pubis!" Frustrated, President had nibbled him there.

—¡Ayy!

Another bite, this time on the thigh! "Yes, President. That's it. You're doing great!"

"You'd better open up to them," he advised.

Frustrated and panting, President turned away from the female's sex. He jumped off the couch and gave the place to his brother. The latter, nervous, stepped on her, managed to get on top of her. The couch was too narrow for the posture to be comfortable, but he was a flexible dog. The legs on both sides of the female's body, he lowered his hindquarters to rub his member wherever he could. Hopefully, somehow, it would hit the desired hole.

But it was impossible in that position. The only thing he managed to do was rub against the female's belly. Panting, his drool fell on the woman's neck.

President saw his opportunity in another hole. He brought his front legs up to the sofa. His intention was to hug the female with her, but with Rei on her, there was no room that way for him and he had to settle for putting both front legs on the side of the female. But that was not the important thing. He pumped inefficiently into the air, frantically, a prisoner of his sexual instinct. Jets of presemen or semen were ejected through the meander, that fine tip that elongated like a finger beyond the thickness of her turnip and impacted under Rei's body on the female's breasts.

"Who knows what dogs ejaculate before they climax," Biel muttered.

At last, President was smart enough to lower his hindquarters. He did so endlessly in his instinctive frantic movements and, although he continued to pump foolishly in the air, with a little luck he managed to hit the woman's mouth and impaled her with his cock.

Feeling the warm moisture of her mouth, not unlike a vagina, she accelerated. Pussy or mouth, at that moment he didn't care.

"Oh, God! Check it out! Angels exclaimed, half admired, half dismayed. He's fucking her throat! —She nudged her boyfriend to come over to record and not miss any detail with his camera. Princess Vicky's mother was a real pig! In some way, that video could serve him in his plans against his rival. In the worst case, even if it didn't serve to take revenge directly on Vicky for having taken Alan from her, she would use it to take her frustration out on the mother. What vilifying things could he force her to do, with that recording in hand?

Alan watched, his mouth dropping. When he realized it, he closed his mouth as a precaution. She knew that her real father, Gerardo, had taught her to give blowjobs that way, lying on her back on the table, her head over the edge, tilted down. And he had penetrated her that way, too. But the dog was on another level, beastly, literally, both in intensity and in the thickness and length of his furious member.

He realized that by playing the card of that video well, at the right time, he would manage to push Daniel over the edge of his last stand. Mauro assured that he was already half convinced that he would start taking hormones so that he would get little fish and that he only needed a final push. The shock that Daniel would feel at the sight of such bestiality would make it easier to push him to take the step.

On the other hand, the recording would serve to make sure that Gema definitely did not oppose his relationship with his daughter. And not only so that he would consent to it, but also so that he would participate in it... in the same bed. Vicky wouldn't have to get to know that video... unless... I trusted in his ability to persuade, but it was better to have things tied up and the recording was a good asset to put pressure, otherwise there was no other choice. I had to admit that Biel had, after all, done a very good job with her.

Biel watched the video. The idiot Jaume had needed his girlfriend to tell him to come closer, but in the end he had done a good job. He had bent down to record how the dog's cock entered and exited the woman's mouth and you could see how her apple moved, giving in to the onslaught and regaining its place again.

President, too agitated to control himself, came out of his mouth, though he continued to pump uselessly into the air.

Gema took a desperate breath of oxygen. Neither Alan nor Biel had ever fucked her throat like that, with that vigor and with those quick and yet deep movements. He breathed a sigh of despair. Above his face, the dog's red and purple cock kept moving furiously. It dripped onto her face and, when she didn't, jets of semen shot out of her urethra and hit her neck or breasts. He gagged, more than disgusted, because of his battered throat, and turned his head to the side to spit out a mixture of mucus, saliva, stomach fluids, and canine semen.

Rei was not convinced by what she was doing and pushed the female off the sofa. Or maybe it was exhaustion that caused Gemma to slide limply to the ground. The dogs were much more intense than any human. I had had threesomes on a few occasions, but that was very different. The dogs did not give a moment's respite.

But it excited her to lower herself, to humble herself to that level, and to make her Master proud. Not only Alan, but also Biel.

Yes, they were recording it, but so what? All was already lost, in any way. She wished she had just been torn apart. Lost in Madrid, in her home, that's why she had gone to Barcelona. That's why she had left Daniel, because she didn't deserve anything good.

"Worm! He heard the voice of the annoying girl. He recognized her. On another occasion he had also called it that, he had made it crawl like an invertebrate. It was not even up to the level of the dogs. "Clean up what you've vomited!" With your tongue!

If the girl did not kick him at that moment, it was perhaps for fear of the reaction of the dogs. As dominant as they were showing themselves with their female, they could be so protective of her.

Her breasts on the cold floor, she moved her head towards the small puddle of unpleasant appearance. "I'm a worm. I deserve to be destroyed. Only then will I find absolution." Daniel deserved someone better, someone less harmful. And she didn't deserve to be treated better; quite the opposite.

"With your tongue!" The hateful girl insisted.

Gemma stuck out her tongue and tried to return what she had vomited to its origin. She twisted her rictus, disgusted, but she knew she had to obey.

One of the dogs came to her aid and, without any disgust, licked the puddle with her. Their tongues met on the tile.

Meanwhile, the other dog was still stubborn with what he had between his legs and was sucking it between the cracks of his buttocks. Her slippery tongue went through the crease and licked her anus, now her vulva.

The anus. He liked it when Daniel did that to him, anilingus. The dog... He did it differently. Faster, less focused. But with a wider, wetter tongue. When her husband did it, he was the dirty one. With the dog, she was.

"Kiss him!" The girl interjected, always so evil. Bitch! Show him your gratitude for helping you!

He had to obey. He had to crawl. She had to let them tear her apart.

It was too much. The unstoppable hustle and bustle. The noisy panting. The smell of its jaws. The taste of your semen. Her Master evaluating her. Her trainer, introducing her. The hateful girl, treating her as she deserved. The dogs, desiring her. The other guy, recording it. They would extort her with the video; they would do with it what they wanted. She had nothing to lose but herself and herself was what she wanted to lose sight of.

He sat up on all fours, opened his mouth, stuck out his tongue and offered himself to the dog.

The dog detected in his mouth the smell of the remains of the puddle he had just licked, a very interesting mixture of flavors. He licked the corners of her mouth. Then, he buried his tongue in his mouth.

Gema got into a fight with the dog. "Mmm. Mmmff." "I knew how important kisses were to Daniel. If I never got to see that video, I would definitely leave it. He would look for a woman worthy of him and less destructive. Hmmmf.—The dog's tongue rummaged through the corners of his mouth. Thick, flexible and long, it filled it completely. "Daniel, what are you doing to force you to leave me!"

The other dog took advantage of the position to finally mount it from behind. He hugged tightly to his waist with his front paws and pumped frantically with his pelvis. His hard cock now hit the thighs, now the buttocks, but he could not hit the long-awaited hole that instinct marked as his goal.

"Oh! Gemma exclaimed in a choked way, the dog's tongue still in her mouth.

Biel nodded, happy. President, nervously, he had bitten her again, this time on the ass.

—Arqueja l'esquena i aixeca el cul, gossa! he ordered. He preferred to do it in Catalan, considering who he planned to share the video with.

Gemma understood and obeyed. He arched his back and lifted his ass to offer it to the dog.

The dog climbed on top of her again, this time, with his front paws on his shoulder blades.

No, he resisted, however. There was nothing more degrading than getting fucked by a dog! "No! I don't want to!" I had fantasized about it, yes. But it was not necessary to make all fantasies come true. Now that it was about to happen...

"Ah! "Too late. The dog had just hit one of his attempts and had just put it in. "I'm being fucked by a dog!"

President was pumping hard and fast. He felt his cock crash against his cervix. It hurt, at the same time that it began to produce a taste that he had never experienced. Was there the equivalent of a G-spot or something similar?

"Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! He moaned, nonstop, to the rhythm of the dog's rapid thrusts. Uh! Uh! Uh! "Always with my mouth open, the rictus the expression of the purest excitement.

The dog lowered his front legs to hold her tightly by the waist. As he did so, he unintentionally scratched his back with his fingernails.

Gemma twisted her expression in pain. But the dog wouldn't stop pumping. He filled her vagina until it burst. The tip of his cock impacted on point A, near the cervix. His phallus rubbed the G-spot. Her bulb opened her lips and her balls hit her vulva.

"Oh! Oh! Uhh! Uhh! "The dog didn't stop. He did not get tired. He impaled her at a beastly pace. He gripped it tightly with his powerful front legs. I was riding it. "I'm a fucking bitch. Sóc una puta gossa." He was making it his own.

The other dog – he still couldn't tell them apart – turned around anxiously. His brother was in paradise, and what did he have?

The huge red cock fell between his legs. It was dripping.

"Uhh! Uhh! Uhh! Oh! Oh! Oh!

I was going to lose consciousness, so excited was I. Her darkest dreams, dreams that she had not harbored until she met Biel and his dogs, come true. He hadn't seen that coming when he began to need increasingly hard and humiliating sex. He couldn't fall any lower. "My master! The meu senyor ensinistrador!"

He managed to grab the dog's cock between the legs. He pulled it back and put it in his mouth. I had already had it in my mouth, if not that one, the other dog's, but that was different. He had fucked her throat. Now, in exchange, he would suck it and taste it.

The presemen was extraordinarily liquid. And abundant. Its flavour is intense.

"Mmmm. Mmmm!" "What I was doing was a, yes. But it couldn't fall any lower. The dog continued to ejaculate in his mouth. It tasted different from man. The way was also different. It had no glans, but the skin that covered it along the entire length of the phallus was much thinner and more sensitive. And it had a protrusion at the tip, where it ejected and ejected presemen non-stop. He ran his tongue over it, exploring it.

"I can't believe I'm doing this!" Yes, the fantasies that Biel had put in his head. "He has trained me." The in the shape of a dog, at home. His dogs, at home. Tied up on the bed, the dogs on top of her, licking her. The videos of zoophilia that she had watched at Biel's suggestion, secretly, curious and excited, cumming with some of them: Coco. Verónica Silesto. and Vixen. All of them, masked. "And I without a mask." A sexy accessory, as well as useful, even essential when one is being recorded. And another, old video, in which a couple forced a girl (the submissive friend?) to have sex with their dog. Less sensual aesthetically, but with an eroticism very much to his taste, in terms of the script.

"They are forcing me. Master Alan is what is expected of me. He wants to be proud. And coach Biel wants to show him everything he has taught me. And the girl who hates me so much..." I had to. He had no choice but to do so.

After cumming with those videos, he used to feel miserable because of the humiliation and embarrassment he experienced from imagining himself doing it. But there was something that drove her to continue running into her darkness. Perhaps it was simply a submissive's desire to please her Master. Or maybe that was just an excuse to justify the self-destructive drift he had taken.

"Mmmm. Oh! Uh! Oh! Hmmm. "One dog's cock in the pussy, the other's turnip in the mouth. Could she ever do it in such a sensual way as Coco or Verónica Silesto? The latter only did so with a single dog, her own. You could tell she was in love with him. Although, he also had a human partner, yes. "I could only do it like her if the dog was Alan's and if that attitude was what she expected of me." Oh! Uh! The dog's cock hit his A-spot on the cervix with intensity, pain and pleasure at the same time. "Oh, shit! Oh shit! I'm going to cum!" He couldn't take it anymore. Puc córrer'm, si us plau, senyor ensinistrador Biel?! he exclaimed, before it was too late.

Gema heard the hateful girl's laughter. Alan and Biel also laughed at her. He tried to delay the impending orgasm.

"With the dogs, run as often as you like," Biel finally authorized her. But he warns every time.

The dog ejaculated a stream of precum, which hit him in the face. The liquid was hot, its temperature higher than that of a human body.

"Ahhhh! Ohhhh! Ohhhh! A strong orgasm ran through her body, unlike any other she had ever had. The dog continued to impact against his cervix, while his phallus rubbed his G-spot. Uhhh!

Strength weakened in his arms and he fell on his face, while he continued to convulse.

On the edge of consciousness, he heard laughter. He felt ashamed. He had just cummed with a dog's cock. It had been a strong orgasm.

And the animal did not stop and continued pumping. He kept turning her on.

"You're not done!" He heard the girl say. You have to make them cum! Both.

The other dog turned his head back. Using his flexibility, without moving his hindquarters from the site, he licked her face to cheer her up. Gemma woke up and sat up again, though her arms were still trembling.

The red and purple cock hung between the dog's paws. Presemen dripped from its tip to the ground. Anxious, she reached out, grabbed the turnip, and turned it back a hundred and eighty degrees to swallow it. The taste was intoxicating, though that might have more to do with the meaning of the act than the taste itself. It was sweeter than human semen and at the same time tasted a little metallic. She had already noticed that before, when one of them had fucked her throat.

She was in pain. The animal had been very beastly, but he could not complain, for she did not deserve anything else. Fortunately, knowing what was expected of her, she had trained well at home with the dildo in the shape of a dog cock and Alan and Biel did not tend to be soft with her either.

Now I noticed the different taste. The same sweetness, yes, and the same metallic feel, but with a smoky aroma and also a little sour, despite the sweetness. She wasn't sure if the dog was the same one that had violated her throat. I was unable to distinguish them by their appearance, and even less so in a situation as chaotic as it was intense.

Biel looked away from his phone screen. Then the best would come, although first there would be a few seconds in which nothing would be seen, while Jaume placed his mobile phone on the selfie stick. The woman's loud moans were still heard, however, and they competed with the panting of the dogs.

"What a female!" I didn't understand how a woman like Gema could stoop to that. She was beautiful and smart, too, but she behaved stupidly—lucky for him! Of course, she didn't understand how her husband allowed her to do all that and, even worse, she was a transvestite and sucked a Moor's cock! "It doesn't surprise me that, at this point, when they find out that Alan is his little girl, they don't object either." Somehow, his friend had managed to mess them up, one on one side, the other, on the other.

He fixed his attention on the screen again. Yes, there was Jaume bringing the mobile closer, positioning it with the selfie stick down, between the legs of the dog and the woman. Yes, there was his boy, President, deflowering, riding that bitch. You could clearly see how his doggie cock went in and out of the woman's pussy. He did it at a devilish speed, which made him feel envious! The huge cock must have been widening her pussy to the limits. "No wonder he moans like this!" If it were not for the in his mouth, his moans would be even more scandalous. In the video she was not seen at the time, but she remembered that at the same time that President fucked her, the woman gave Rei a good blowjob. A mixture of canine presemen and vaginal fluids oozed abundantly from the vagina. Her clitoris, despite the fact that, except for the licks and the occasional blow with the nose, had not received any attention, thickened, outside the foreskin. "That's it, President. Hit that Madrid bitch hard!"

Did he have any grudge against him for being from Madrid? Perhaps, a little. Because they were wealthy bourgeoisie who lived comfortably in an individual villa? Surely... although his friend Alan was rich and had no problem with him because of it.

"Hit it hard! Boring slut from Madrid! Destroy it!"

The bulb threatened to force its way into the pussy, although it didn't quite succeed. Too big? Or did President's cock run into the tip?

Jaume pushed the camera away, perhaps for fear that one of those jets of sexual fluid would fall on him, and re-recorded the whole scene. President hammered non-stop, while Rei was satisfied with the blowjob. The extreme flexibility of his member allowed him to have it pointing backwards between his legs. The woman held it in her mouth. Sometimes he used a hand to hold it, but President's impetus meant that he had to put it back on the ground so as not to lose his balance. Her tits moved back and forth, unable to keep up with the President's thrusts.

"I should suck her ass!" Àngels proposed.

Biel smiled. So much that he hated her for her physical appearance, he had to admit that he valued her for her ideas.

Jaume approached the woman's face with his camera. It was wet and glistening with dog ejaculations, which were more fluid than the human preemen. His face was ecstatic. She was beside herself because of how she was.

Her lips covered the entire thickness of Rei's phallus, which was enviably considerable, like her brother's. The woman had her lips turned inward, protecting the sensitive member from her teeth. I understood that in dogs the entire length of their cocks was sensitive like the glans in men. Did the woman also know that? I saw her capable of having investigated it. She was stupid, but not because her intellect failed her. And, of course, it was applied and delivered. Too much. Therein lay his stupidity.

In the video you could see how the nut moved, up and down, over and over again... As if he swallowed repeatedly. Rei was undoubtedly ejaculating abundant fluids.

The woman looked directly at the camera for a few moments. Pure lust in his eyes. Then, shame. She lowered her head, her eyes on the floor, embarrassed. The dog's cock, now out of the mouth, but in the hand.

Rei ejaculated cum again, directly into the woman's face. Suddenly, a trembling seized her.

"Puc córrer'm, si us plau," he exclaimed again in despair, "senyor ensinistrador Biel?! "The orgasm was about to come to her again, for the second time. She was making an effort to hold him back and not cum without the authorization of her dog trainer. It was humiliating to have to ask permission to cum. It was even more so to have to admit in this way the maximum pleasure that the dogs were giving him.

"Cum with his cock in your mouth!" Biel authorized.

The woman's body tensed and the first wave of climax came before she could swallow the beastly phallus again. With an empty mouth, he groaned loudly. He managed to put it back in his mouth and the next moans he emitted sounded muffled. President continued to pump frantically, while holding her by the waist with his powerful front legs. Unintentionally, he was digging his paws into him in a painful way. A prisoner of agitation, he was continually looking for a better position in which to bury himself to the bottom; he moved his hind legs, stepped on his calves and tore his skin with his nails. He was going to leave her marked with his involuntary scratches.

Jaume's camera did not miss any detail of the woman's facial expression as she cummed, dog cock in her mouth, the other's cock in her pussy.

The wave of orgasmic waves passed. Now she looked exhausted, but despite her tiredness, she continued to let herself be fucked by her two four-legged lovers.

Fortunately for her, President soon cummed. His body tensed and he raised his head as if to howl, although he did not.

"Print it!" Biel wondered what would happen if his dog's semen reached the woman's still eggs. She was close to menopause, but she was still fertile.

President turned. It was a move that only dogs are capable of doing. Without leaving her, he stared the other way, his ass against hers.

The woman still sucked Rei's cock as if it were a delicious lollipop.

Finally, her strength ran out and she fell sideways. Somehow, President didn't get out of it, but fell sideways with it as well. Gema felt a tug in her vagina. He recognized in horror that the dog's cock was stuck inside it! In addition, it pressed painfully against the cervix. His eyes widened in panic.

"Look at that bitch!" Àngels exclaimed, as surprised as she was amused. The cumshot has been glued and it has stuck to him!!

"President has buttoned himself inside her," Biel murmured, very excited. An explanation half for himself, half for Alan. He has put the bulb in her pussy and it has swelled. It's completely normal. It will keep him attached to the dog for a while, and after a while the swelling will go down.

"Did you hear it, bitch?" Àngel shouted, viciously. It has stuck to you and it will not let go of you! She looked at her boyfriend to make sure he was still recording without missing any detail. Each time the dog pulled forward, Vicky's mother's ass moved in the same direction. It was truly stuck inside her.

"How long?" Alan asked quietly.

Biel shrugged. I didn't know. I had seen porn videos in which the woman was attached to the dog in that way, but the duration was impossible to estimate because they were edited and cut in time. In others, the dog's cock managed to come out of the woman's pussy with a plop!, like a stopper from a wine bottle, but he couldn't tell if that was possible at the beginning or if it had to take some time.

"Fuck, President! You really made it yours!" Biel continued to be amazed by that fact every time he watched the recording.

"You're not done yet, bitch!" Àngels warned her. Make that other one cum in your mouth or you will regret it!

The girl's aggressiveness never ceased to surprise him. Biel wondered if it was pure sadism or if he was trying to vent his frustrations on Gema because Vicky and not her was his friend's girlfriend. Alan had told her that Àngels had reminded him (he didn't even remember that) that years ago he had hooked up with her in a nightclub. The story was not completely implausible, not even for a handsome flirt like Alan: at five in the morning, with seven or nine pots on him, that was within the realm of possibility.

Gema had hardly any strength left, but she bowed to the girl's pressure. I didn't have the energy to keep fucking, but I didn't have the energy to face it. He knew how ruthless she was, though he didn't understand why she was so with her. Lying on her side, it would take her less effort to reach Rei's cock (she now knew that the one who had deflowered her was President) than on all fours, although the cock in her pussy was still hurting her. He filled her in a way she had never experienced before. Fortunately, the pain had lessened somewhat, as if her pussy was starting to fit the size of President, and she was feeling that taste again every time she moved a little or the dog did.

After the experience, was I going to feel something with a human cock again? Not with Daniel's, of course not. Because of wearing the chastity device continuously, her chick had even decreased in size. But that cock had not been inside for a long time. And Daniel deserved someone better than a dog.

He grabbed Rei's turnip by the base and pointed it at his face. He looked at it for a few moments before putting it in his mouth. So that, just above where she was grabbing, was the bulb that had swelled up and held President attached to her in her pussy. The cock was thick and the bulb was even thicker. And if it swelled... "Oh, God...!"

She licked the dog's phallus from the bottom up, afraid that the girl would become impatient. The skin was very thin and sensitive. I could feel that Rei shuddered under his tongue. "What have I become? Dog and dog!" It was so degrading! "Ahh!" He was getting aroused again. Its darkness claimed it. She loved Alan, her Master, but Biel, her trainer, was taking her to another level. "If I lived with him, with his dogs, he would have me..." He would be below the dogs in the hierarchy; That was clear to him. "I am now."

Rei lay on his side as well. His cock, although very hard, had no problem turning in any direction.

He licked a drop of presemen that had just flowed from his urethra. It didn't taste much different from the liquid of a man's beginning. It was more diluted, although it also tasted more metallic. It didn't taste bad at all. He swallowed the cock. Embracing her with his lips, he went up and down. At the same time, unconsciously, he moved his pelvis. President's cock was stuck inside her, but it moved just enough, less than an inch, for him to rub her G-spot and hit the A-spot, pain and pleasure at the same time in that area.

Rei folded the upper body over the lower one. The extraordinary doggy flexibility allowed him to suck his own cock and so he began to do it.

Gema remembered that on one occasion, in a fit of dominance, rare for her, she had wanted Daniel to do something similar: lying on his back, his legs up, then trying to bring them to the back of his head, trying to reach his own penis with his mouth. It had not worked. Then, she tried to masturbate him in that position so that he would cum on his own face. It hadn't worked either, because the position was too awkward. "You don't need to be able to do that trick anymore. Now he can suck Mauro's cock," he said to himself bitterly. What was it becoming, because of him? "And you don't need to suck any other cock either," a little voice reminded him, which had disappeared before the zoophilic act, disgusted; "you already have Rei and President's"

Gemma and Rei's tongues gathered around their turnip and licked it together. They alternated brief bites and licks to the virile member.

"Fuck!" Biel exclaimed, disgusted with himself. One hand inside his pants, the other holding the mobile in front of his eyes, had lost control and had just cummed in his underpants. The scene excited him very much, and Gemma made the doubly bestial act twice as erotic as other things he had seen.

Rei tensed up and instantly spasms ran through her body. Gemma's eyes widened as she received her shock in her mouth. The cumshot of his climax was unexpectedly thicker than the premeen he had been ejaculating. Its flavour is more intense. Its temperature, just as hot, more than that of a man. She quickly brought her hand to her and began to rub it in a frenzy. President was still buttoned inside her, his hot cock widening her pussy. He groaned.

Rei's turnip still in his mouth, thick white semen spilled from the corner of his mouth. The abundance that oozed was a sign that his mouth held an even greater treasure.

The dog leaned forward again and sucked his chin, tasting himself; then, he licked her face. Gemma moaned non-stop, chokingly, with the turnip gagging her; His agitated moans were unable to keep up with the frenetic rhythm of his hand. The dog's tongue ran over his face, sometimes trying to penetrate between the spaces that the whimpers opened between his cock and his lips. President's cock, still fat and long, filled her vagina, preventing her from letting her cumshot escape from her pussy, surely as thick and abundant as her brother's. The finger of his urethra pressed against his cervix, pain and joy at the same time; he plugged it, trying to keep the sperm inside the fertile uterus.

The camera, capturing everything: one more video with which to coerce her, the most humiliating of all. One more recording with which to push her – guide her – into the depths of the darkness of her soul, which claimed her more and more strongly. When she hesitated, she would have no choice but to obey.

Doubly penetrated, Rei's orgasm and her turnip in her mouth, her slimy tongue in her face, the boy pointing his mobile phone at her, Gema did not take long to climax. He forgot to ask permission to cum and the convulsions took over his body. He didn't even think about the consequences. He could only moan and move spasmodically.


Chapter LXXXV – A Dream (or Nightmare?) Come True

"I couldn't practice BDSM without deep meaning. I don't like swimming in shallow water. I like to know that I am deep down, where it is possible to drown." – MisterTimeBomb

I think I'm losing my way. We all are. There are too many things happening at once. I feel overwhelmed. Sometimes I'm afraid to crack! My problem is that humiliation excites me so much that it silences my fears. And that's not smart. And my wife's eroticism intoxicates me. She's so sensual in everything she does! And her sexuality is so overflowing! No, it is not intelligent to make decisions in this state, to go ahead against any rational criteria. It's like letting a drunk drive.

Other times I fear for her. You have frequent mood swings. Ups and downs that can't be explained by your perimenopause. The same fact sometimes causes euphoria, other times, depression. I can't read it.

I can't believe I'm back with Pepe at Salama! Alan doesn't know and she has asked me not to tell her. I don't understand why, when she insists that he is her master. Why is it hidden? In part, I am pleased that he is not faithful to him. I have my antlers. It doesn't hurt that the boy also has his. In addition, I am reassured that he does not reach a level of blind obedience in which only he exists. A bit of rebellion on his part? Maybe.

She goes about once a week to the Salama. Typically on Fridays, except when Alan comes. I accompany her most of the time, except when Mauro complains to me. I don't understand how she can go back to work for Pepe and put on that minidress, after he blackmailed her with the recordings and that we all went to her flat together to teach her a lesson. It doesn't make sense. I suspect that in some way it excites her to exhibit herself like this in front of the clientele of our neighborhood. I'm still ashamed that they see my wife like this, that they gossip... but at the same time it excites me. That is my downfall. Of course, it's not just what he does in front of the bar, but also what he does behind it, in Pepe's office. How many people who know us have already owned it, after paying the fee? The neighbor across the street, the old Hawkeye, who likes to watch us so much, perhaps? The pimp next door, who seems to believe that because he drives a luxurious BMW X6 he is better than the others? Have you held my wife in your hands? Have they sunk their tongues into their mouths? Have they buried themselves in her pussy? Have they cummed inside it? Have they made her moan? And I, with the stocks, unable to have penetrative sex with her. I don't dare look my neighbors in the face.

As for Pepe, I don't dare to look him in the eye either. The same thing happens to him with me. He looks at me out of the corner of his eye with a mixture of arrogance, fear and disgust. He has fucked my wife. I don't know if it still does or if that privilege is reserved for customers. He exhibits it. He prostitutes her. We have assaulted him in his house. We have beaten him up. And I, in particular, have sucked it off. It's all very confusing. Still, seeing my wife in that minidress serve drinks to customers in the neighborhood... his smile on his mouth... his sympathy... flirting with customers... and when he leans a little forward—have I already said that I am intoxicated by my wife's sensuality? Have I already mentioned that it excites me to see how others look at it?

Alan is Gerardo's son! The revelation came as a shock to me. Also for Gema. Father and son have slept with her! Grandfather, father and son, actually. Three generations! Two of them have possessed her, not only her body, but also her soul, probably also her heart. Grandfather was not, because he was not up for many trots. In some perverse way, I find it very erotic. My wife, the whore of the Roig.

It's not an A that draws your pubic hair. After the discovery, my wife's master has decided that I wear an R. I look closely at his family's initial every time Gemma and I make love – that is, every time I cunnilingus to her. I even have to touch up the edges with the blade so that the insignia of its belonging is always perfect. As long as she continues to wear our wedding ring on her finger, as long as she continues to be my wife... The whore of three generations of Roig!

As for Alan – or Alan Manuel, to be more precise – I'm not sure he's turning out to be everything we wanted. Perhaps it is too much. No, maybe, no. No doubt. Are you a trustworthy person? He has deceived us all: me and my wife, and also our daughter. It is perverse.

If he is really evil, he is evil with charisma. It has captivated all three of us. Our daughter, madly in love with him. He has even forgiven her for cheating on him with his mother! I hadn't seen that coming: The guy going out with our daughter while he my wife! Gema, hopelessly submissive to him. And I...

Sometimes I wonder if Vicky has also been at the service of the three generations of Roig. Did old Gerardo get to know her? Did you introduce him to grandfather Roig, as he did with my wife? I don't dare to ask. Our daughter, who was older at the time...

When the fear intensifies and I propose to my wife to end our relationship with him, she coldly replies that it is too late. It reminds me that she has hundreds of photos and dozens of recordings that compromise her and with which they can sink our lives. Even more? If Alan has that material it is because Gema has allowed it. He likes that stuff of consensual, supposedly erotic blackmail. It makes her feel like a real slave and not a mere submissive. Alan also has things to coerce me with... And when I still insist to my wife that we should at least think about quitting, she warns me that we are no longer alone and that any decision would also affect Vicky. Do you also have compromising material from her? I wonder if Gema is tolerating Alan seducing our daughter to protect her.

No. It is clear that he does not want to leave it. He uses blackmail as an excuse to continue delving into what he calls 'his darkness'.

And me?

What Mauro is doing with me is highly embarrassing. It's turning me into a perfect sissy: beautiful, predisposed, obedient, dedicated... Somehow, even if it doesn't make sense, most of the time I don't even think that what I'm doing is gay. I don't see myself as a faggot. I only think about my wife and that I am, in some way, like her. A version of her. A poor version of her, because there is no one like her.

I don't know if Gema understands my reasoning or thinks something different... And Vicky, what do you think of your daddy?

Even so, it excites me to explore that part of me, although it terrifies me at the same time, because more than exploring it may be transforming me. It may be more than a role that I can occasionally turn on or off. It is possible that the change is permanent, on some level.

When I ask Gema if it is wise to continue with my training with Mauro, she tells me, after a few seconds of silence and swallowing saliva, that I must continue because that is what her master wants. Alan does not desire me as a man; He loves me like Sissy.

I am beginning to understand his motives. The other day I came back from a training session at Casa Mauro. The Moor forced me to return home transvestite, like Daniela, instead of Daniel. Fortunately, it was already dark and no one saw me in the car. I think. When I entered the house, I found him by surprise: Alan, my wife's master, my daughter's boyfriend. I did not know that he would come that day and that he would stay a few days to visit us. With him were my wife, our daughter and also Lidia. All three of them in sexy lingerie. Stockings and garter belts, like me – like Daniela. The three of them around him, caressing him, massaging him, entertaining him. Two on the couch, one on each side. And the other, on the ground, at his feet. Or rather, with his feet. Alan gestured to me, and I soon joined them, at their feet, completely Daniela.

We alternate kisses and licks on his feet with blowjobs on his cock and kisses on his balls, swapping our positions. The four of them together giving him pleasure. He, the master of the house, the only man in the house.

I had to serve drinks and food to the four of them. When Alan comes, I'm a sissy servant of his. Also of my daughter and my wife. And also of Lidia, when she joins us.

Afterwards, we went up to the dormitories. I must say it in the plural because I had to sleep in the guest room. The excuse my wife gave me is that we don't all fit in our double bed. Thus, the three of them slept and Alan there. I could hear their laughter and moans all night, until they finally stopped.

But I wasn't alone all night. I received an unexpected visit from Alan. I'm not sure if the girls know he visited me. He took me there, on the guest bed, face down, by my pussy. That is, my ass. Me, still in lingerie, all Daniela, except for the wig and makeup. That guy has an inordinate sexual appetite! He possessed me after he had possessed my wife, my daughter, and my friend. And as he stuck it in me from behind, he gave me clues about the things he had done with the three of them and what he had made them do to each other... He did not materialize. He never does. He leaves it to my imagination and that's terrible! Gema and Vicky together... as if it wasn't enough that they share the same lover and boyfriend! Even when I'm totally into my role as Daniela, it gives me chills.

And I don't dare ask my wife to clarify some things for me... Not just what she and Vicky do in the bedroom with Alan. Nor do I dare to ask him about what happened in Alan's country house in the vicinity of Barcelona. Is it worse to imagine it or is it worse to know? Obviously, I don't dare to ask my daughter any of that either.

I don't know if our daughter has gotten used to seeing me like this. Initially, it must have been a shock, but you don't notice anything strange, which I thank you for. Maybe it's because she's locally in love with Alan and knows I'm just doing what he wants. When I'm in Daniela mode, I'm hardly ashamed that my daughter knows that side of me. The problem is that I'm not always in that mode. I'm also Daniel, still, although I know that Alan and Mauro want me to stop being one or much less so. Mauro insists that I must continue to progress and that I must take the next step, but I am afraid. The next step is a real change, physical, not just makeup, clothes and mentalization. Mauro pressures me to take hormones. She wants me to get tits. He wants me to be one of those sissys from the comics he's ordered me to read. Men transformed, not into women, nor into she-males, but into beautiful and brainless submissive sissys. He says that this way I can better fit into the role I now have at home when Alan is visiting.

As I said before, when I consult with Gema, he replies, after a few seconds of awkward silence, that I must do what his master wants, that we are very happy when he is visiting and I assume that role. It's true that I feel happy those days. Things are easier as sissy. I don't feel the pressure of having to lead the household. That's what HE is for.

And when I ask HIM, he replies that I have to make that decision and that Mauro is my coach, not his. Then he orders me to kneel down and suck it. I'm ashamed to say, now that I'm writing these lines like Daniel, that I really like it when he ejaculates in my mouth. I feel that it brings me closer to Gema.

Although, at other times, I feel it very far away.


Chapter LXXXVI – Rota

"And regarding behavior modifications, I am very concerned about those that carry a risk to your health.

Whiskey fans can have a pass. But tobacco...

The problem is not that you are fond of it. I also think that when your relationship ends you will probably not smoke again, because what you have really become fond of is the event of preparing it, what you feel when you share it with him and all that, and not the smoking itself.

But I do think that you should watch your internal process that has led you to accept it because you could find a gore who would make you take coke or pills, for example. There are very dangerous things and your mental processes to admit them must take that into account."

– November 14, Gonzalo

Alan was not happy. On the contrary, he felt ignored and had reasons for it. He was supposed to be in control and that of the two he was the smarter. Most likely, Biel wasn't acting with bad intentions and didn't even realize how he was making him feel. Surely, it had no meaning behind it and there was no hidden intention whatsoever.

Alan tried to convince himself of that, while the wind shook his clothes. The noise of the motorcycle did not calm him, as it usually did. It wasn't his bike and he wasn't on the handlebars.

He couldn't help but think that it had a greater meaning. I wasn't in control, not at the time. And that made him feel anguished and belittled. She wondered if that was what her dog experienced. But he, unlike her, could not extract any pleasure from those sensations.

There I went, as a package on the motorcycle. A vulgar package, nothing more.

Gema was also a package, but that was different for her. She liked to lose control.

The traffic light turned red and they had to stop. Biel roared his bike and the small group of bikers followed suit.

He did not know them, although he did know his ilk and tried to avoid them. Biel was the exception because their friendship went back to earlier times, when they were children and had no political conscience. All the motorcycles had either a sticker or, even worse, a little flag with the stupid Estelada. Alan thought it was an extremely ugly flag. Unfortunately, the motorcycle on which he was on the package also had that little flag, which, to make matters worse, was waving next to him.

His motorcycle zigzagged and approached Biel's. Like his own, Biel had a sports bike, although where his was a sports bike with a slim and aerodynamic silhouette, Biel's was a naked one, with a powerful but inelegant look.

The motorcycle on which he was riding as a package, in return, was a chopped. It was not fast or agile, although the rear seat was much more comfortable than that of the sports bikes. Still, he didn't feel at ease.

Quim rode the bike until it was parallel to Biel's. Quim... Alan's instinct told him that his real first name was Joaquín. The man looked like a charnego who, in order to leave no doubt about his Catalanness, had become a radical nationalist. For Alan, roots were fundamental and he wondered what the parents and grandparents of that man would think. He was not going to check what he said on his ID, but he was rarely wrong with his intuitions.

The man's helmet, of course, proudly wore the stupid Estelada. Alan hated her. That was not his flag and he hoped it would never become one. Much to his regret, the helmet that the man had given him also bore the same sticker. Alan felt violated and wondered if his dog experienced the same thing when she was put in extraordinarily uncomfortable and unforeseen situations for her. Resigned, Alan sighed, once more. Unlike her, being violated did not provoke any positive sexual reaction for him. At that moment, Alan considered that she was very lucky.

But no one had forced him to put on a helmet or get on that motorcycle. He could have left when he saw the percale. But he hadn't, out of responsibility to her.

She could also leave, if she wanted to. No one was going to hold her back by brute force. But brute force was not necessary; There are more ways to retain a person, such as seduction and manipulation. There is also psychological pressure and emotional coercion. And, as a last resort, I could always subtly remind him that I could leak his videos...

Quim did not catch up with Biel, but stayed half a meter behind.

Horrified by the audacity of this man he had just met, he saw how he reached out and touched his dog. No, he didn't touch her, but he groped her.

Startled, Gema turned around when she felt the touch, first on her back, then shamelessly on her ass. Through the visor of his helmet, Alan sensed that he was looking at him. And there he was... but only as a package. Again, he had the feeling that Biel had gambled, although that kind of game, those subtleties were usually out of his reach.

Uncomfortable with the swelling, Gema pressed herself against Biel and hugged him tightly.

The man did not stop and managed to raise her skirt to the lumbar and exposed his ass. The small band of bikers roared their engines as soon as they noticed.

Oh, yes, it was a very nice ass. Alan sighed enraptured, not with the man's feat, but with his dog's butt. Oh, yes, he loved the ornament. He had a weakness for, although that particular one seemed to ruin everything. An anal plug with the Estelada was in very bad taste. There, his friend had not been right.

A couple of cars joined the sound party with their horns. Alan was not sure if they were cheering the woman or if they were celebrating the symbolism of the stopper.

Gema tried to pull down her skirt, but Quim was attentive and prevented her. He caught her wrist and squeezed it until she got the fabric to come loose.

The light turned green and Biel accelerated. Alan watched as his dog was forced to hold on to Biel with both hands so as not to fall off the bike. The small entourage sped up behind Biel who, in some ways, had become the apparent leader of the group, at least for the rest of the way to their meeting point.

Quim was second, very close – too close for Alan's liking – to Biel's bike. Then, he decided to let himself be overtaken and fell backwards. Shortly after, he moved back into second place. That's when Alan realized that Quim must be recording the event with the small camera he mounted on his helmet. The idea didn't infuriate him. No one had the right to record his dog, except himself and those to whom he explicitly granted it! The only thing that reassured him was that, with the helmet on, his face would not be recognized.

They left Barcelona and took the C-17 motorway in a northeasterly direction. Alan was beginning to feel nauseous, not from the driving, but from the feeling of helplessness he was experiencing. He couldn't even stop and get off! Again, he thought of his dog and envied her. Did she experience the same sensations he did when he felt helpless and out of control? How did he transform that nausea into sexual arousal?

The impulse came over him to throw himself off the bike, but he dug his fingers into the handles and managed to restrain himself. He considered asking Quim to stop, but he was even more loath to ask him for something than to pack with him on the motorcycle. She also didn't want to leave her dog alone.

Quim... Biel had told him very little about him. Alan had stayed close to his friend's flat all morning and had waited for the signal to stand there, in his house, as agreed, after he had thrown her out. Upon his arrival, Biel had told him that everything had gone perfectly.

Alan had noticed that it was strange and, after pressuring him, he had managed to get his friend to confess: he had made a small modification to the plan and had introduced someone else. It was stupid that he had not informed him from the first moment, because, sooner rather than later, he would have ended up finding out from Gema's mouth, as had happened, indeed. Biel hadn't even told him the man's name at the time, though the name wouldn't have meant anything to him either. In any case, he knew his friend and knew that he had not been given vanilla sex. Later, she had seen the state in which they had left her ass.

With no more time to lose, Alan had continued with the plan and had gone to the boarding house where his dog was staying. He was going to be their great savior. He was going to pull her out of hell, only to throw her back in, deeper than before.

Yes, everything had gone well, but the modification of the plan still did not convince him. Now she knew what kind of person her dog's signature was on her chest. Biel's idea of scoring it had seemed great to him. But was it necessary to let that man sign with an indelible marker?

In those moments, when he still didn't know Quim – or even his name – he had watched fascinated and excited the autograph scribble on his dog's breast. He had allowed himself to be marked by a stranger! Obediently, she had let him succeed. Yes, he loved that about her. That was the attitude I wanted to foster! He was educating her well.

Later, he had watched as she—again reluctantly but obediently—had unknotted the other condom and poured the liquid onto her breasts.

Until that moment, Alan still did not have all the data and did not know to what extent that man had outraged her. He could imagine it, because he knew his friend and because he had seen how they had left his ass.

It was then that he had asked her about what had happened on the floor. She had freezed and paralyzed at the question, but he had urged her to continue smearing the stranger's cum on her breasts. And she had obeyed, though not without difficulty and the occasional sob.

It had been fascinating to watch her massage her tits to rub the stranger's cum under her skin, knowing that she knew the cum would penetrate under her skin and smell like the man who had just vilified her.

To have known who and how Quim was... Alan shook his head. It was now too late to repent. Her precious dog bore that man's signature on her and his cum on her breasts. It reeked of him. And, to make matters worse, she had her mark on her ass: not only her sperm, but also the ridiculous Estelada. I could see it. He had it in front of him!

For some reason, Gema hadn't pulled down her skirt yet. He wore the same outfit, because he had no other. She hadn't pulled down her skirt for fear of falling off the bike if she let go of a hand. Or out of obedience to Biel. Or out of respect for man.

Alan had to swallow hard and shake his head to get out of the state of mind he was getting into. He was beginning to look like Daniel and that could not be. He had become aroused by helping her with the and with his story while he smeared her breasts. And now... He shook his head again, this time more vigorously. No, he wasn't like that, like Daniel. Far from it! He was not a cuckold. He was only educating her and giving himself to other men, especially strangers, was part of his education. Biel had been right there, although not with the character he had chosen.

He was not a cuckold, but a master! Unlike cuckolds, masters are jealous. They are territorial. It does not make them that other men enjoy their dogs, but that they are obedient to the point of giving themselves to others, when ordered. If they lend them to other masters, it is either to show them off or to deepen their training.

Alan tried to calm down and succeeded. No, it wasn't at risk. He hadn't felt the same way Daniel had. Although he was sure Daniel would have been aroused, too, he knew that he would have done so for different reasons.

"Yes, but the result is the same," he heard himself say. Restless, he shifted on the seat. Was it a good idea to leave Biel so much freedom with Gema, so much that they could confuse master with trainer?
***


"Let's stop at L'Almetlla," Biel informed Quim through the hands-free system built into his helmet. Tell others not to get distracted.

"D'acord," Quim confirmed and hung up. He let go of his hand from the handlebars and gesticulated to warn the motorcade behind him.

They stopped at the Petro7 gas station, a low-cost gas station of Petrolis Indepents. At the top of the monolith that announces prices waved the Estelada.

"What I was missing!" lamented Alan when he realized where they had stopped. He regretted having signed up for the excursion. He was also beginning to regret having involved Biel with his beloved Gema. To tell the truth, he had not been her first choice, but Jaume. Jaume was a much more reliable and creative person. But his friend had refused to take on that role, even though he had tempted him. How was it possible that, with all those videos he had edited of her, he hadn't been aroused enough to want to play with her? But Jaume had come out rather submissive and so he had been forced to activate plan B, with Biel's be.

Of course, Gema's instruction with Jaume would have been very different. It would not have been better or necessarily inferior. But Alan could appreciate the advantages that Biel offered him. That antipathy that Gemma and Biel professed to each other was most profitable.

He took off his helmet and took a breath. He took a deep breath. He looked around and tried to find his way around. They were in a desolate place. On one side they had the highway they had come on. On the other side there was a small pine forest. That was the most beautiful thing about the landscape. Behind the petrol station there was an arid open field and between it and the motorway languished a very long car park with battery spaces on both sides. Parking and open space were part of an industrial estate and on one of the plots you could see the ruins of an incipient abandoned construction. "Good way to spend the money," Alan said sarcastically. In front of the gas station there were brown crop fields, ploughed but nothing planted. "Someone has made the mistake of sowing to get a subsidy," he deduced.

He took a breath again. He located his dog and looked at her. She was beautiful, even with her helmet on and after everything she had suffered. The combination she was wearing looked spectacular on her. Now she regretted not having seen her before that man sullied her.

The skirt covered her ass again, but he had lost his mind and was not sure if she had adjusted it or if gravity had simply intervened and pulled it down by itself.

Alan approached. Gema tried to take off her helmet, but he told her not to.

He saw her frown through the viewfinder. "What's going on?" he interpreted.

"Don't take it off yet. Wait.

He turned and went to talk to Biel. His friend was pouring pro-independence petrol, as if it did not come from an Arab country like all of them and as if it was not distributed by the CLH company, like all the petrol and diesel in the country.

"Hey, Biel," he said. One thing: No cell phones! he warned him. No photos or videos. Tell your friends. Then he turned to Quim and said the same thing. He did it as dryly, if not drier, than with his friend. Turn off the fucking helmet camera," he explained. The length of the conversation rivaled the one they had previously had, before getting on their bike.

Quim raised his hands and nodded. He twisted his rictus into a gesture that seemed to say: "Okay, kid. Whatever you say. Don't get like that either." Then, as soon as Alan turned, he looked at one of his fellow motards, looked for his complicity, pointed his index finger at Alan, shrugged his shoulders, and laughed.

Alan did not see or hear it. Or he didn't want to hear it. Or he thought that the laughter was not about him. Undaunted, he returned with his Gem.

"Now you can take it off.

Gema took off her helmet. The sun's rays filtered through her short hair and caused copper and orange flashes that illuminated her in a special way. She was radiant.

"You're beautiful," he complimented her. He reached out and touched a strand of hair. Not even the best sunset would rival you. "I meant it.

The woman's face lit up and smiled at him, and her smile lit up his. To his joy, the woman shook her hips, as she had done every time he complimented her or congratulated her. She was still his dog.

"I'm not even combed," Gema replied, who didn't look pretty enough for HIM. He blushed with the compliment. She had put on makeup, but that makeup had nothing to do with the one she had created for the visit to Biel. It was not due to a decrease in care, but to the lack of utensils. At home, in Madrid, he had had the entire arsenal of powders, creams, colors and brushes at his disposal.

"You know I like the look like this: disheveled.

"But not so much," Gemma replied and tried to fix her hair with her fingers.

Alan thought it was a very sensual gesture. He looked deeply into her eyes. He couldn't say he loved her, because he loved Vicky. But he loved her and desired her. He didn't regret what I was doing to him because it was what he wanted to do. And she, deep down, wanted it. Besides, it was the only possible way to have both the mother and the daughter. Gema and Vicky looked alike... and they were nothing alike.

"I'd like to..." Gema parted her lips and moistened them. She wanted to kiss him. I wanted to go with him, somewhere, but only with him. But because they didn't have any, they didn't even have a vehicle, neither of them. I'd like to show you a picture, from this morning, before we catch the train. Before leaving home," he said. In that photo she was beautiful, made up and recently dressed. Daniel had done it for him, excited with his appearance and troubled that he was going to Barcelona, nothing more and nothing less than to meet Biel.

"Then do it," Alan invited her. Show it to me. He looked at her enraptured. His voice was so mellow...

"I'm sorry, Master. I can't. Biel has taken my mobile phone.

His words brought him out of his reverie. He felt stupid, but he nodded. Yes, it was true: she didn't have the bag and neither the top nor the skirt had pockets. Yes, it made sense: it was to make her feel helpless. No cell phone. No money. No documentation. He had nothing but his body and his scanty clothes and there was no guarantee that he would keep them. I only had that and Biel. And him. Of course to him.

"Are you having fun?" Quim asked him. Unknowingly (or on purpose), he interrupted that precious moment they were having. How about the ass? he said and gave him a whip that made him start. Heh, heh, heh, heh," he laughed and, without waiting for the answer, walked away, beer in hand.

Gema's face soured and a nervous twitch took hold of one of her eyelids. Out of the corner of his eye, Alan saw that he was clenching his fists.

He took pity on her. "You don't have to put up with this. Not with him. Let's go somewhere else," he was about to tell her. But he realized in time that he was becoming embellished with her. She didn't like Quim, not for herself or for anyone else. But if she looked at it, she came to the conclusion that this man was just what she needed at that moment. It was what was convenient in that phase of his training. Not him, who was too soft on her. Neither did Biel, who was her friend and with whom, therefore, she felt somehow protected. The woman might have thought that Biel was so her only because it was part of the game and not because he really looked down on her. He was wrong, obviously. But he probably thought so. With a stranger, especially someone like Quim, he wouldn't have the same impression, but would know that everything would be genuine, contempt, vilification, and danger.

In a way, Biel had been right, although it seemed more the product of luck than of deep analysis. Luck or vision, Alan was not sure why Biel had introduced Gemma to his friend.

He would have to keep an eye on that Quim, but for the moment he would not interfere.

Even so, he leaned over to her and kissed her. He was still the master and she was still his property. And it was in his best interest to be empathetic to her and offer her moral support, if there could be any morality in everything he was doing with her.

It was a short kiss, little more than a little bit, that left her wanting more. But when he opened his eyes, Alan was already gone.

Even so, he smiled, although he tried to hide his joy so that no one would steal it. Alan still liked it. All of this was nothing more than evidence. All she had to do was make HIM proud of her.

"Nois! Quim's voice thundered. NOIS! Escort me for a moment. "We'll meet here," he shouted, pointing to the parking lot next to the freeway, which was completely empty. Arrenqueu les motos!

Gema observed that the motards obeyed instantly. Practically in unison, they started their machines and began to parade towards the indicated area.

Quim stopped his silver motorcycle, a Harley Davidson with a roar that reached the soul, next to him.

"Bid! he told her.

Had it been an order to get on the bike or an invitation? "But who is he to give me orders?!"

He bowed his head. He preferred not to look him in the face. That way I wouldn't have to remember his face. His own face flushed, if not with shame, with indignation, and if not with anger.

He looked for Biel with his eyes, but he did not see him. He looked for Alan and found him. He had stood aside, though he was walking toward her. He considered running away and running towards him. To run towards him, that was what his heart was asking for. To flee, that was what his soul screamed. The body wanted to flee and run towards him.

His heart was pounding and he felt a tremendous discomfort in his stomach again. He swallowed hard and got on the motorcycle. Wasn't that what would make Alan proud of her? He avoided, however, clinging to the man and clung to the handholds instead.

She turned her head hoping that Alan would make some gesture of approval or even compliment her in some way, but Quim sped up and they quickly walked away from him. From that distance, she couldn't see if her Master was proud of her.

The journey was short, as the parking area was a few dozen meters from the gas station. However, they continued to circulate for about fifty meters more until they were in the middle.

Quim parked the motorcycle on the left. Being able to choose between left and right, he always chose the sinister one. Biel parked next to him.

Ignoring her completely, Quim dismounted. He waited until the rest of the crowd had stopped the motorcycles and went to a small building that occupied around three widths of battery parking spaces.

Gema also got off the motorcycle. She didn't like sitting in the saddle with her legs necessarily spread wide and in front of all those men. He looked around. All were men, except for two women.

He followed Quim with his eyes and tried to interpret that kind of booth to which he was going. She regretted not having Daniel by her side, as she was sure that he had explained to her that it was a small electrical transformation center, inactive and probably built in anticipation of the future growth of the industrial estate, which never quite arrived.

Agile as a squire, Biel climbed into a closet next to the transformer substation, and from there climbed easily to the ceiling. If he hadn't left Daniel abandoned in Madrid, he would have explained to Gema that that white cabinet was nothing more than the electric meter cabinet.

From the summit, Biel scanned the panorama. Things did not look bad, although it looked like they had managed to avoid the disaster. More bikers had arrived and, although they were still a small group, there were already more than four cats. The call to celebrate Quim's achievement of the second degree of penitentiary and his first release from prison had been received with only lukewarm enthusiasm. The movement was losing traction and for that, in large part, the culprit was Quim himself.

Biel put his arms akimbo and stood upright. On the highway you could no longer see any more bikers arriving. Motorcycles were circulating, but they were not his own. Alan was crawling along the asphalt of the parking lot. Apparently, he had been left without a mount and had been left behind. He smiled. Soon I wouldn't need it anymore. He looked for Gema and found his gossa between Quim's motorcycle and his own.

With her red dress, she stood out within the group. He was clearly out of place, not only because of the colors, but also because of the type of clothes he was wearing. The others were dressed either in leather or with jeans. She noticed that her classmates avoided her, suspicious. Not even the two women in the group approached her. Although, to call them women, when they had Gema by their side, was to be very willful with them.

Quim followed in Biel's footsteps and tried to climb into the electricity meter cabinet, but he needed help to do so. Balancing precariously on the cupboard, Biel approached him with firm steps, bent down and offered his hand to help him climb onto the deck of the transformer house.

Quim walked to the center, but avoided getting too close to the edge. Biel stood next to him, though not too close to him and half a step ahead. Quim raised his hands and waited for the group's attention.

"Comrades! He began with his boring speech. Fighters! Thank you for coming. We're here because...

The leader of the group said the phrases he had to say, which were always the same and never led to anything. Even so, he received enthusiastic applause from the group. Those who had responded to the call were the die-hard ones. Biel applauded along with the others.

After finishing his political speech, Quim descended, for which he again needed help.

Biel stepped forward and stood on the edge. He was not afraid of heights. He took advantage of the fact that he still had the group's attention and let loose a few phrases of his own that raised his spirits and earned him brief but louder applause than those Biel had received. "Que corri la birra!" was a phrase that never failed to end with applause.

Then, he jumped out of the hut the two meters and a little that separated him from the ground and landed gracefully. He felt a prick in his ankle, but he did his best not to let the sharp pain that invaded him be noticed. Hiding his limp, he reached the motorcycle and sat on it.

"Good speech, Biel," a colleague said to him and offered him a beer. Surprisingly, it was cold. Some bikers had been far-sighted and had brought bags, coolers, beer, and soft drinks. That's what we need! He said and walked away.

Biel accepted the can, opened it, and sipped a drink. Except for the injured ankle – I hoped it wasn't anything serious – it was being a great day and the best was yet to come.

Gemma approached him. He had seen him limping, even though he had tried to hide it, and, with a viperine tongue, he snapped:

"So you know what it's like to have to walk with only one shoe. Senyor meu," he added, not without a certain reluctance. He threw darts at her with his eyes. Then, he turned, crossed his arms and looked away.

His brazen and disrespectful attitude surprised him and he was slow to react. I didn't want to make a fuss, not in that forum. But neither could he tolerate his lack of respect.

He got up from the motorcycle. When he put his foot on the ground, he felt the prick in his ankle again. It was a pain that burned. However, he walked to Gema. Fortunately, he had only taken a couple of steps away.

"Do you want a beer?" He asked kindly. He spoke quietly so that they would not hear him conversing in Spanish.

"No, thank you," Gemma dismissed coldly, without deigning to look at him. I don't like them. Senyor meu," he added again, with the same joke.

"Drink," Biel ordered and put the can in front of his nose. Beu! He ordered in Catalan, seeing that she continued to refuse. He tilted the can and poured the liquid into his mouth.

Gemma had no choice but to open her mouth and drink. Even so, much of the liquid spilled down his chin and fell to the ground, between his feet.

Biel turned the beer can and stopped, but barely moved it out of his mouth.

"Don't you like the yellow liquid?" He sneered with seconds. Too bitter? I understand. It's too cold. Maybe you prefer it hotter. Then he grabbed her by the hair and forced her to look at him. Look around, gossa! You're alone and there's a lot of hot beer around here. He shook her and forced her to look at him again. "I know what you're playing," he warned. You like to play me, but you're really dying for my bones. He looked at her fiercely. I didn't need to act to look at her that way. During the day you pretend to be offended, but at night you and dream of me. With me and with what you want me to do to you. Let him force you to do it again," he said, a sarcastic smile on his face. Isn't that right, gossa? He shook her again. He saw the fear in their eyes, but also the desire. He saw what he wanted to see. With his eyes out of orbit, he said, "Tell me again." I want to see it pronounced by your pretty lips.

Without waiting for him to say anything, he pulled her hair and tilted her head back. He raised the beer can, swirled it, and spilled it on his face.

Gemma opened her mouth and tried to drink the liquid, but, frightened as she was, she choked and coughed. The beer fell down her neck and wet her top.

Alan saw what was going on, but stayed away. She wasn't in danger and it wasn't anything she couldn't deal with. If her friend had seen the need to treat her that way, he would have her reasons. If he didn't want to have to take care of all the details – if he didn't have time to do it – he had to trust him. That is why he had delegated to him.

Biel continued to grab her by the mane and forced her to look at him again.

"You'll be a pig!" Look how you've been doing! he complained. It looks like he's on you like a dog! He shook it again, then poured more beer on it.

Gemma choked again and suffered a coughing fit.

Biel did not let go of her and, still while coughing, said:

"Gossa! Now it looks like two dogs have on you. He waited for his coughing fit to subside. "Tell me again," he insisted. That I see your lips pronounce those beautiful words that you promised me on the phone.

"I'll be your dog, whatever it means and whatever you have in store for me. "I promise, senyor meu," he repeated the promise he had made to him over the phone, this time in Spanish.

"No, bitch, no," Biel corrected her. Gossa! It sounds the same, but it's not. For you, it's not. And for him, neither. He doesn't like to be spoken to in Spanish. But don't tell me that you don't know what it means or that you can't imagine what I have in store for you. Beg me to train you and promise me that you will do everything I tell you. "You already did it," he shrugged his shoulders to play it down, "but I didn't like the way you said it.

Gemma took a breath, as well as she could in that position. He could imagine the worst with Biel. But he was right: he had already given him his word. She thought of Alan and thought that was what he expected of her.

"Please, Senyor Meu, I beg you to train me as your gossa, and I promise you that I will do whatever you ask of me."

Biel nodded as he repeated the words in his mind. They sounded good, very good. But they still weren't perfect.

"I'm tired of you calling me that. I'd rather you call me a trainer. Repeat your promise.

Gemma snorted. Trainer? Yes, it was. That was his function. He felt a tingling in his stomach. He sighed.

"Please, Mr. Trainer meu, I beg you to train me as your gossa and I promise you that I will do everything you ask of me."

"Hmm," Biel said. I think I like it. And now in Catalan.

"I don't know how to say that word in Catalan. "I'm sorry, senyor meu," he added quickly, this time without a hint of joking.

"It's enustrouring. Have you forgotten yet? "Was she playing dumb with him to provoke him?"

Gema thought the word sounded sinister, but she repeated the promise in Catalan nonetheless.

"Please, my lord Trainer, I beg you to... train me? —I wasn't sure I had conjugated the verb well—... like your bitch and I promise you I'll do whatever you ask me to do

"Very good!" He congratulated her. You move your ass like a happy bitch every time Alan praises you, but I'll teach you how to have an orgasm every time I compliment you. And now, repeat it, but without hesitation. You said it right.

Gemma repeated the promise without, apparently, hesitating. He was shipwrecked in a sea of doubts, but he tried not to be noticed.

"Any problem with this?" Quim asked, who had approached with a new beer in his hand.

"No, no. I was just sharing my beer with her. He was thirsty and no one offered him anything.

—I'm not surprised, in this guise.

Quim and Biel laughed at the supposed joke. With such a folkloric ensemble from almost North Africa, it was normal that no one had approached him even to offer him a soft drink.

"Tot teva," Biel said to Quim and pushed Gemma towards him.

Gemma turned, and though she had just begged and promised, she gave him a furious look.

Quim welcomed her with open arms and pressed her against him in a bear hug.

"El teu i jo serem bons amics," he predicted in a tone that did not allow Gemma to guess whether he was convinced of it or if he meant it ironically.

What she was sure of was that her breath still stinked. He wrinkled his nose, turned his face away, and tried to breathe as little as possible.

"Come with me," he said in Catalan and took her with him to his chopped. He leaned back on the bike and made it lean on top of him. Ah! "This is life," he said, beer in one hand and the other on her chest. It's not pee, is it? He asked, feeling her through the wet top. Apparently, he had overheard the entire conversation between Biel and her. It's just beer," he commented, always in Catalan.

He continued for a while in silence, enjoying the sky, the veneration of his pupils who had come to see him, the beer, the comfort of his motorcycle and the curves of the woman.

Standing away so as not to interfere, Alan observed the scene. He noticed that Gema was uncomfortable. He understood. And he was happy about it. But, despite her visible discomfort, she had folded and was submissive.

She wondered how much, if she continued to move forward like this, she would have left to accept without hesitation to have sex with her own daughter. He had cummed inside Lidia and Vicky had then wiped that slut's pussy with her tongue. Then, with his cum still in his girlfriend's mouth, he had managed to get mother and daughter to kiss and share his cum. But he couldn't get Gema to eat Vicky's pussy, not even after cumming inside her. Drastic measures had to be taken to sweep away the unacceptable reluctance of her mother-in-law. Besides, she wasn't the only one who wanted them to share...

As for Daniel, he didn't have much left. She had just spoken to Mauro and had received a promising status update: she had put hormone cream on her breasts... just to taste the sensations... Soon she would be a sissy as the canons dictated, with sensitive tits and nipples!

He put his eyes on his dog again. I had the impression that he needed to show a little more enthusiasm. Not much! He didn't wish to deprive her of that delicious discomfort in any way! But there was still something she needed to improve. The bad thing was that Biel didn't seem to be able to notice those small but crucial details. But that was predictable. Everything was so predictable...

His friend was sitting on his motorcycle, pensive and with his eyes on infinity, without noticing his dog or Quim.

Alan decided that it was finally necessary to intervene. He walked over to Quim's motorbike, nodded at the man, and leaned over Gema.

He kissed her. Again, it was only little more than a little bit that left her wanting more.

"You don't like this guy, huh?" he whispered in her ear. Neither do I," he confessed. But nothing at all! He added forcefully. However, I wish you would be a little more ardent with it. Listen carefully! He urged her. I don't ask you to like this guy. In fact, I ask you to dislike it. But that's easy, right? Now, listen to every word well! What I wish is that you want to kiss him, precisely because he seems vomiting to you. I don't want you to do it because I tell you to. What I want is for you to want it. "Smile," he said, finally, and took a few steps away. He took out his mobile phone and took a quick photo. "For Daniel," he said to himself.

Gema watched him walk away. Quim was still lying on the motorcycle, enjoying the good life outside prison with parsimony. With his gaze, he chased cotton sheep in the sky. Or maybe he imagined dragons. Or maybe he had his eyes closed and was dozing. What was true was that he continued to touch her breast, but otherwise he was still.

Gemma reflected on what her Master had just told her. He had expressed himself cryptically, but he thought he could decipher the message. "He wishes I wished...", he meditated. She could turn around and kiss that man. She was sure that was what Biel would want, and surely the man would too. But that was not what Alan had asked of him. "He wishes that I desire..." How do you manage to desire something? On top of that, Alan hoped that she wanted to kiss that man because he disgusted her. It was a contradiction! Quim disgusted her physically and because of how he had treated her.

He made the feint of turning to kiss him and thus fulfill his mission, but he refrained. I was only wanting to appear to fulfill the mission. That wasn't what Alan expected of her, and even if he didn't notice the difference, she would know that he had done nothing but pure theater.

In the sky, the wind pushed the clouds, moved and shook them at will and created unlikely shapes. You only had to look at a cloud for a long time to see in it any shape that occurred to you.

Gema began to feel a slight tingle in her crotch. The nipple of the breast that the man had been breastfeeding had been hard for a long time.

She had a knot in her stomach, but it wasn't the discomfort she had felt before. Still, the man still disgusted her. His heart was pounding, but in a different way.

She looked at Alan and saw that he was watching her. He refrained. It wasn't ready yet. Not yet. He breathed in and out as calmly as he could. He concentrated on the tingling in his crotch. What would Daniel say if he saw her? She, giving herself to a stranger, to a man he would like as much or less than she does.

A wicked man – he had mistreated her.

Dangerous – it had really hurt him.

Daniel would be very annoyed to see her with someone like that. The tingling in her sex increased. He would feel humiliated, more than usual.

The man was an independentist, one of its leaders, and hated everything Spanish; Daniel loved Spain. He would be devastated if he hooked up with someone like that. Even more so, if she kissed him voluntarily. Kissing for Daniel had always had a greater significance than penetrative sex.

Politics didn't matter much to her. Of course, he was against the independence movements. Obviously, he was not amused at all to hook up with someone like him, so exaggeratedly radical and with that hate speech. But what about Daniel? For Daniel, when he found out, it would be even worse. Devastating.

She would kiss him and be that man's whore. He had already taken from her, but now she would give him willingly. She would be his voluntary whore. That would be much worse for Daniel.

She remembered Sylvester and how Daniel had cheated on her with him, doubly. First, by hiring him and making her believe that he had flirted. Making her fall in love with him, when everything had been a farce. And then, having a threesome with him in secret.

She had long since forgiven him for that, but that disappointment was still a source of inspiration for her.

She would voluntarily be Quim's whore. I would kiss him. And he would do it because Alan wanted him to. And because of that, she wanted to kiss Quim. "See, Daniel? It's not just that I want Quim, that stinking nationalist, but I want him because Alan wants me to."

Worse than devastating: deadly.

"I love Alan so much, I even do that for him and I do it very willingly."

He shuddered. I was excited.

Quim was powerful – he had seen how he had cheered the masses.

Quim was mysterious – she was attracted to motorcycles like that.

Quim was stinky – because he really had a fetid breath.

I needed to feel his stench in my mouth. Ugh! It was disgusting. But for that very reason I wanted to taste it with my tongue. Back home, she would kiss Daniel. I would tell him everything. Well, the version that interested her. But I wouldn't skimp on telling him who and what Quim looked like or describing how he smelled and tasted.

Ugh! It was disgusting. But at the same time... It was not a normal smell. It was not only corporal. It emanated... darkness. It promised... abyss.

Slowly, he turned on Quim's body. He touched her cheek with his hand, tenderly. His heart was pounding. His stomach was closed. But I felt the shudder.

Their lips sought his, and their mouths met.

Gema held her breath.

She split his lips with her tongue and entered his mouth.

He perceived its taste. It wasn't as bad as its smell, but it was pestilential. He focused on the flavor and explored it. Slowly and at the same time, her tongue began to explore his mouth.

Her miasma was delicious. There were so many nuances; many more than could be expected judging by his simplistic speech. The darkness was not only bitter. It was also sweet.

He opened his nostrils and breathed in slowly. That stench! With my mouth covered, it had subsided, but it was still there. He breathed again. Delightful!

He could never get used to that. For that reason they were an interesting smell and taste.

She turned her mouth away from him a little and exhaled into his mouth. An inch or two from Quim's mouth, she took his breath and shared her own with him.

He covered her mouth again with his and, again, he found the infected taste. He tasted it. He analyzed it and tasted it again. The taste reminded her of someone who had possessed her months ago at a party to which Biel had taken her. Was that individual that same man? He explored with his tongue other corners of his mouth in search of new flavors, equally or more corrupted. Memories of that encounter returned to his consciousness, like an ex-alcoholic who after years of abstinence returns to taste the liquid of perdition. How could he have forgotten those sensations when they had reached his soul?

He opened a small hole between their mouths again and gasped. He was succeeding. He had done it! I was excited. His body was electrified; There was no doubt. It was wet. She would never forgive him for what Quim had done to him, she would always hate him, but he wanted his mouth, his lips, his tongue, his taste, his smell! His darkness drawing hers in, enveloping her.

She moaned barely perceptibly, as if she had had a tiny, tiny orgasm, without even touching herself.

He sealed Quim's lips with his own and inserted his tongue back into his mouth.

Alan watched the scene, admiring. It was grotesque! And it was incredibly erotic. He noticed that he had spliced together like a teenager who sees his first topless on the beach. He regretted that, enraptured, he had not recorded it to review it and share it with Daniel. He had the photo of her lying on top of him, but the video would have been the bombshell.

He was proud of his dog. It had exceeded his expectations, to the point that he wondered if he should worry about it. He had kissed Quim so passionately! Alan had no doubt that his passion was real and that he wasn't acting. "We're going to do so many things together, you, Vicky, Daniel and me!"

At last – should I say at last?! Gema detached herself from Quim's mouth. She remained lying down and hugging him, on the motorcycle.

Alan expected her to immediately look for him with her eyes and was disappointed when she didn't. He came a few steps closer, but then he noticed his glassy gaze. No, it hadn't been a performance. He waited patiently until his gaze cleared.

"God! How beautiful she is!" she said to herself. Biel had ruined her makeup with the beer and the wet top wouldn't normally have made a good impression, either. The lipstick had smudged with the kiss and now it was missing on the lips and was left over on the contour, but with that glassy look it was incredible.

At last—this time she lamented that it was over—Gemma returned to Earth. Disoriented, she looked around. His eyes passed Alan, but he didn't see him. She looked around again, and now she found him in front of her.

She smiled at him a little dazed.

"Uh! he exclaimed. He sighed and shook his head slightly.

"Yes, uh! Alan agreed. What a trip, huh?

She nodded. He smiled again and seemed happy for a few moments. But he was immediately troubled and the blush rose to his cheeks.

"Congratulations. It has been incredible. Just what I expected from you. I'm proud.

The congratulations had the usual effect on her.

Alan and Gema looked at each other for long seconds – perhaps minutes – without saying anything. They didn't need words; his eyes said it all.

Quim was still touching his chest with one hand, but the idiot hadn't even realized what had happened. He had taken the kiss for just that, when it had been so much more. Biel hadn't noticed either. Only she and Alan knew.

It was a pity that Daniel wasn't there to have witnessed it. He would have understood it too.

Alan bowed his head slightly in a considerate greeting and walked away. For the moment, he did not need to continue interfering to correct small details. But he lamented that he couldn't do it more often. Life did not give him for everything. Gema was a priority, but she was not the priority. And Gema demanded a lot of time, which was the only thing he didn't have.

"Carry a beer!" Quim told him.

Gemma was glad to be able to turn the page and walked away quickly. She had kissed him, yes. But that didn't mean I wanted to be with him. He had experienced something like an orgasm, yes, but that didn't mean he wanted it.

The microorgasm she had had had had had had had a strange sensation: unmistakably an orgasm, but very different from the ones she had experienced in her life. It had been the first time she had cummed without stimulating her sex. Not even with anal sex could she cum, but she needed to complement it with clitoral stimulation.

He looked for someone who could give him a beer. The congregation, in his opinion, was a ruin. There were few people and the place was not ideal. The music was a medley that came out of many small screeching speakers and intermingled and stepped on as if it were the Tower of Babel. There were no benches to sit on and there were only the motorcycles, although some had climbed the booth to sit on the edge.

There wasn't much to do. People simply chatted with each other in small groups, and as far as Gema could understand, politics was the least important topic. It seemed to him that, in the end, they were talking about motorcycles and football, about the weather, about work and about family just like here or there. But it is possible that he was wrong, since he understood Catalan only in a limited way.

He found someone who had a cooler bag and deduced that, with luck, it must contain beers. He asked for one and took great care in pronunciation. It was not a difficult phrase, but the man was startled, turned away from her as if carrying the plague, and looked her up and down with a mixture of distrust and displeasure.

"Can you donate a beer, if you please?" She repeated the question, even though she knew the man had understood her perfectly the first time.

"It's five euros," he finally replied.

Five euros for a can of beer? Where were they? In a luxury nightclub?

He explained that he had no money and apologized, but the man did not think of giving her the beer for free, either to honor the Catalan stinginess, or because he did not want to do her any favors, as she was dressed.

He realized that he had nothing on him, neither money, nor documentation nor mobile phone. Biel had not allowed him to pick up his cell phone. She also didn't have her lipstick and other things indispensable for any woman.

She was thoughtful and pondered her situation. Yes, he felt helpless. It was entirely up to Biel or Alan. Or even Quim. He realized that this was exactly what Biel intended. He inhaled through his nose and closed his eyes. He focused on that feeling of helplessness.

I could always walk to the gas station and call for help. They could call the police. Or a taxi; At the boarding house he had credit cards in his wallet. Or he could ask me to call Daniel. He could ask any of the bikers for help – there were not only Alan, Biel and Quim – and not all of them would be as xenophobic as the idiot in front of him. I wasn't so helpless.

He pushed those thoughts away and refocused on the feeling of helplessness. Yes, she was completely helpless and at the mercy of Biel and Quim. He excluded Alan because he sensed that he preferred to observe rather than intervene. It was up to them. I had nothing. She was almost naked. As much as when Biel had kicked her out of her apartment. A shiver ran through his body, but it wasn't all unpleasant. Biel, his trainer, knew what he was doing.

"Sense diners no hi ha cervesa," the man snapped at her and looked at her as if she were crazy. The woman must have been, not only because she came dressed in that way to a congregation like that, but because she had been stuck in front of him, not saying anything, not moving, and surely even not breathing.

"It's for Quim," he pointed out.

There, the explanation took effect and the man bent down, took a beer from the cooler bag and gave it to him without asking for money in return. Although, maybe he only did it to lose sight of that crazy woman.

"Here," he said to Quim. I didn't have to speak to him in Catalan.

Quim picked up the can.

"It's as hot as the floor!" He exclaimed, but opened the can anyway.

Yes, the beer wasn't cold anymore. The cooler bag had lasted as long as it had.

"Vols pee?" He asked and offered him a sip of the can.

There was no doubt that she remembered what she had heard Biel say to her.

Gemma shook her head, disgusted.

Quim took another drink and insisted:

"!"

Repulsed, Gemma crossed her arms and turned her back on him. He didn't like beer – neither hot nor cold – and even less did he like pee. And he didn't like that kind of rudeness either, even if it was just a joke.

Quim took another drink. Then, he got up, grabbed her by the arm, and turned her to him.

"Beu pis! He insisted with the chufla.

"Leave me alone!" Gema snapped. She broke away from him and turned her back on him again. He was powerless, at the mercy of Biel and that asshole, but that didn't mean he had to laugh at all the jokes. There were things that did not amuse him at all.

Alerted by the screaming, Biel got up from the bike and limped towards it.

"Què està passant?" he asked, sullenly. In the end, he had injured his ankle. I wasn't sure I could drive the bike home. He spoke to him in Catalan because Quim was in front.

"Your friend, he's an asshole!" Gema blurted out, without holding back. She looked like a choni. Then he realized it and added in a low voice, "Senyor Ensinistrador meu." He crossed one leg in front of the other and genuflected slightly.

Biel felt too tired and sore to argue with her. It was clear that he had been bitten by a fly and his rebellious and disrespectful streak had come out again. He rolled his eyes. At another time, he would have relished the opportunity to put her on the sidelines, but he was not in the mood for that.

He saw that Alan was watching him and looked for strength where there was none, but he found only just enough. Gema made him horny and it was a joy to fuck and humiliate her, but his friend was right: she demanded a lot of dedication and effort. Now he understood that I delegated it to him. Very clever. That way he could play with it whenever he wanted, without having to continually take care of it.

"You're going to listen to me," he muttered in Spanish, but then turned to his friend, "Quim, it's yours. It's my welcome gift. Do with her what you want, but make her stop screaming! "You have six hours left until midnight," he looked at the clock and calculated how much was left until midnight. Take advantage of them! —And with those, he pushed her towards him and prepared to disregard the matter.

"I will," Quim assured her and caught her in his arms. I've had your pussy and I've had your ass. Now I'm going to have your mouth," he announced, evidently in Catalan, but avoiding raising his voice so as not to make too much of a fuss. You're going to drink pee. He turned it to face his friend and pressed it against him so that it would not escape. He pressed the beer can against his jaw and turned his face towards Biel. The other slid it under the top and he squeezed one. I know you love this," he said, and he didn't just mean what he was doing to his chest.

Gema resisted and tried to get away from him. He grabbed one arm to take his hand away from his chest and grabbed the other so he could move his head, but the man was too strong.

"You're probably wet by now, but I don't give a damn." I'm not going to fuck you. I'm going to use your mouth for the first time. And you'll love it when it fills it up. And if not," he shrugged, "bad luck. So my friend is your trainer? He asked rhetorically, showing that he was aware. Let's see what you've learned. He reached for the nipple and squeezed it tightly.

It was the longest conversation Quim had had with her so far.

"Kick. Shout if you want. No one is going to come to help you, Spanish whore! He spat poison every time he uttered that word. "Better not scream," he said and twisted her nipple. "I think your trainer has a migraine." He let go of her nipple, quickly searched and found the other, and squeezed it tightly. Tell me what you are!

"No!" Gema resisted.

Alan watched intently and pondered whether he should intervene. He knew his dog. I knew she was tough. But I didn't know Quim. He came a few steps closer and remained alert, ready to intervene, even if it meant provoking a fight and dealing a few punches.

Then, he realized that if he fought with Quim, his followers would defend him. At most he could count on Biel, but, with a twisted ankle, he was only half.

Even so, he and Biel together were worth ten. But they were vastly outnumbered. It was crazy to fight. In addition to taking broken ribs and a black eye, it would put Gema in real danger.

He gritted his teeth. The madness was to have allowed that scenario. He could only entrust himself to Biel and pray that he knew how to control Quim.

His teeth gnashed and he realized he was being hyperprotective. Oh yes, I loved her! He loved her, too, in a certain way, though not as he loved Vicky. I wasn't being rational and I was suffering an emotional reaction. Gema was perfectly capable of dealing with this situation on her own. And even if he were overwhelmed, that would be nothing more than a lesson he had to learn. They were not going to kill her. At most, they would rape her. And she would endure it for him. That changed everything, especially for her.

He tried to relax, but realized he wasn't succeeding.

"Tell me what you are!" Quim exhorted her again. Isn't that the game you like to play? Whore Spanish bitch.

He twisted her nipple and again urged her to say what it was.

"NO! Gema taciturnly resisted. Fuck you, fucking catfucker!

Quim did not give up. On the contrary, his resistance encouraged him. He let go of her breast, stepped out of her top and quickly reached under her skirt. He found the pubic hair, grabbed a bush and threw it away.

"Last chance," he warned, "you fucking Spanish bitch." He looked at his friend Biel. He had it right in front of him.

Biel nodded appreciatively and licked his lips. I wasn't there to fight with her, but I did have the strength to enjoy the show. He noticed that it was already hard. Apparently, his cock was still strong.

"Fuck you, you fucking Catalan bastard!"

I hated it! I hated that son of a bitch! And I was sick of all that pro-independence meetup shit and xenophobic comments!

Yes, I had kissed him before. She had had a kind of orgasm while kissing him. But that had been at that moment and with a very specific state of mind! And with a specific purpose. None of that influenced or applied now. And his breath... it was just stinky and disgusting again. It didn't turn her on at all!

Quim let go of the pubic hair and found the clitoris. He grabbed it, pulled it and squeezed it, all at once.

"Ayyyy! Gemma shouted and squirmed. Ahhh! "It hurt so much!"

Quim slackened and asked the question again.

"I'm a fucking Spanish bitch!" Gema finally gave up.

"Speak well!" Quim warned her and pulled the clitoris again, although not as hard as before. If I hear a word in Spanish again, I'll rip it out of you! He emphasized his words, squeezing it and pulling it again. He had found the magic lever.

"Sóc una puta gossa espanyola!" Gema finally admitted. Sóc una puta gossa espanyola! She repeated screaming, just in case he hadn't heard her, because he was still squeezing her.

"See?" It wasn't that difficult," Quim said coldly and let go, for now, of the magic lever. And now, prove that you are a well-trained dog. You don't want to put your trainer in a bad light, huh?

Actually, he did want to put Biel in a bad light, but after the damage the man had done to his parts, he had lost his desire.

"No, no," Gema groaned. I'm a well-trained Spanish whore bitch," she replied in Catalan. He looked at Biel and saw that he was licking his lips and discreetly touching his crotch. A large group of people had gathered around them. Everyone looked at her, some uncomfortable, others indecisive, and others hungry.

"We're going to check that right now.

"You're going to let go of me and put your hands behind your back," Quim said calmly. You know the posture.

Gemma nodded. Anything but the horrific pain in his private parts!

His hands and arms trembled, but he obeyed. He crossed his arms behind his back and grabbed the nostrils of his elbows.

"Mm-mm," Quim said appreciatively. The woman vibrated, but began to behave in a rational way. He abandoned his sex, placed his palm on her lumbar and gently pushed it forward, all while still grasping her jaw. Throw your legs forward," he ordered in a calm but blunt voice. Throw them in. More. Mm-mm. Open them. Open them! he repeated. Keep it up.

Slowly, the pressure on the lower back decreased. He had her where he wanted her, both physically and mentally.

Quim saw that she was able to maintain the awkward posture and that she was willing to do so, and adjusted her hold on her neck. He no longer needed to bend it with physical force. Now he controlled it mentally.

He changed the can of beer and took a drink. He belched loudly and intentionally, which provoked laughter from the crowd that was beginning to gather around him.

He changed the position of his arm and imprisoned his neck in a half-mataleón posture. Then, he changed the hand beer again.

"Slowly," he calmed her down, as if she were a horse. He took a half-step back, forcing her to lean even further back. Mm-mm. See how easy? He waited a few moments, not for his reply, but to make sure he had calmed down.

His legs, despite being toned thanks to the dance exercises on the bar, trembled spasmodically and threatened to fail him.

"Are you uncomfortable?" Quim was interested. It seemed like a sincere question.

Gemma nodded. The posture was extremely uncomfortable. His situation was no less so.

"Good. That's what it's all about," Quim said. And now, tell us again what you are.

—A fucking Spanish bitch.

"This bitch votes for Vox," Quim announced to his audience, raising his voice. It was what his friend had told him and, frankly, he didn't care if it was true. It was useful for him to spur on the group and remove any moral doubts from the most self-conscious. Does anyone want to see her tits?

The shyness and initial amazement of the group was transformed into jubilation and enthusiasm. Like free beer, in a group of men seeing tits always cheered up the group's spirits.

"And you, do you want to show us your tits?" Quim asked and tensed the muscles of his arm to produce an increase in pressure in his neck.

Gemma shook her head barely perceptibly. Either way, he could barely move it. Then, he nodded just as imperceptibly, only to finally deny again.

"Ha, ha," Quim laughed at his muteness or because he had perceived and interpreted his attempts to move his head. Do you think we care about your opinion, bitch? Answer! Answer or...! He threatened.

"No," Gema answered, now, instantly. You don't care about my opinion. "You didn't have to be a fortune teller to know the answer.

"And why not?"

"Because I'm a fucking Spanish bitch." —It sounded terrible in Spanish, but in Catalan it was even more degrading.

"Whore smart! Quim said. Or not so smart. He changed the hand beer and sipped a drink. He sighed, satisfied. Then he extended his arm and put the beer on the saddle of the bike. In exchange for the beer, he unbuckled the buckle of one of the saddlebags. It took him a while to do it because it was not easy with one hand. He succeeded and opened the saddlebag. He reached in, rummaged, and finally pulled out a military-looking knife. Without letting go of the woman, he put it in front of her face and showed it to her.

There was a great exclamation of amazement in the group. The first row of the circle that had formed tried to retreat and the second to advance.

Gemma looked at the knife with a panicked face. Now he knew that Quim was serious. It was no longer a game. They were going to lynch her!

It had never been a game with him! He must have noticed that very morning. He had raped her! I had broken her ass! Only a stupid woman could think that this could be part of a game of domination and submission.

He was an ex-convict! He had just been released from prison! He was a criminal and had been put in jail not for political reasons, but for resistance and aggression against authority!

It was really dangerous! And the knife and the group gave him real power!

The blade of the knife was perfectly polished and flashed in the sun. Quim wondered if the woman was able to see herself reflected in the blade and if she would be able to recognize herself if she did.

Alan? With her eyes out of orbit, Gema searched for it, but she did not find it. Biel? On the verge of panic, she looked for it, but she did not find it either. He kept looking. Biel?? He finally found it, but only to see it retreat.

"What's wrong?" Quim snapped at Biel. You told me it was my gift," he emphasizes, "and to take advantage of it! Don't look at me like that. That's what I'm doing. I'm going to cut off those ears and I'm going to keep them as a souvenir. He didn't specify which ears he was referring to.

Alerted, Alan advanced among the ranks that had formed around Quim and looked at Biel. Their eyes met. Alan was about to lunge at Quim, no matter what, but Biel stopped him with a discreet wave of his hand. He shook his head and took half a step back.

What was that, Alan wondered. A fake knife, the kind in the movies? It looked authentic. Were Quim and Biel playing a very bad joke on him and her? That must have been what it must have been about, for otherwise he did not understand his friend's gesture.

Quim put the knife in her belly. Gema felt the contact with the cold metal and shuddered.

"Don't move!" Quim roared suddenly.

Gemma had not moved and was not planning to. Nor could he. She was shocked and her body had become paralyzed. The only thing he could do more was stop breathing, and he did so as soon as he felt the tip of the knife dig into his navel.

"Don't move," he insisted in a calmer tone. With the knife oblique, neither flat nor with the point perpendicular to her, it climbed up her belly to her chest. He did it outside the tight top. He caressed the roundness of one breast, then did the same with the other. The nipples were marked below the top. She took the path through the center of her left towards the nipple. He touched him and pampered him with the tip of the knife. Then, he flattened the knife and pressed the blade against the nipple. He pressed for her to hide and got her to back away. Then he pushed the knife away, climbed up with it, and laid it flat on his neck. She did not lose sight of the nipple and observed that it did not take long for it to come out of hiding to emerge again.

"Don't move," he urged her again, this time in a calm but tense voice. He tucked the tip under the narrow strip of cloth that served as a choker and cut it off.

The knife was sharp! But the fabric was thin and flimsy. She tried to convince herself that even a plastic knife would have cut her.

Quim repeated the operation with the upper strip and cut it with equal ease and equal merit.

He left the last strip, the middle one, the yellow one.

With the knife again oblique, he went down from his neck to his right collarbone. From there, she went to the breast and entertained herself with the nipple. He repeated the previous operation. First, she contoured the nipple with the tip. Then, he flattened the blade and crushed it against the boob.

He squeezed. And he pressed harder.

"Ah! Gema exhaled, more because of the tension she was suffering than because she had cut it.

Satisfied with the reaction he had provoked—his exclamation of pleasure had been a sweet note in his ears—he went down to his belly. There, he pressed it flat against the woman's skin again.

He felt his abs tense and that, although he tried not to move, they throbbed.

He climbed back up with the knife. He tucked it under the top. He waited a few moments. Then, he advanced inside to her breasts, with the flat part of the blade on her skin.

Alan looked at Biel again in alarm. What the hell was going on? That Quim was a madman! He narrowed his eyes and looked at his friend in anger and despair. "I swear to you that if I do something to him I will kill you!" But Biel shook his head again and asked for calm.

Quim scaled the curve of his chest with his knife until he reached the top. He touched her nipple with the blade.

"Oh, God! He's crazy! He's going to cut it off!"

I couldn't keep my breath anymore. His heart was pounding out of his throat. He tried to breathe as flat as possible.

"Calm down. "Calm down," Quim tried to reassure her.

If I wanted him to calm down, why didn't he just put the knife away? Why didn't he let go? Why didn't he leave her alone? Why didn't I want to let her live?

Undeterred by his state, Quim moved the knife left and right, a few centimeters, nothing more. He stroked the nipple with his edge. If he intended to cut it off, he would have made the same move

"I've always wanted to know if they're silicone or plastic," he whispered with his stinky breath.

He put the knife on his sternum. Then, he turned it out. The top stretched. Quim gradually increased the force until the cloth gave way and the knife pierced it.

It was really sharp!

Gemma moaned, pure fear in her threaded voice. Until the last moment, she had hoped that it was a fake knife and that it was all just a farce to frighten her. Hope is the last thing to be lost, but now she had lost even that. He had neither Daniel nor Alan nor Biel left. He didn't even have hope. And soon he would not even have his life left.

"Stick it in my heart! It is of no use to me in every way." He felt something hard and cold make its way into his heart. It wasn't the steel of the gun, but something worse and just as deadly. It was being the downfall for Daniel. What I was doing for her... because of him... Their reputation in the neighborhood, that of both of them, destroyed because of their continued prostitution in Salama at the hands of Pepe. Biel despised her. And what Àngels forced her to do, when she participated, was even worse. Alan didn't really want her. And what he made her do with her own daughter... Mother and daughter shouldn't do those things. Where was he dragging her? Vicky's downfall was also her fault. Alan had fallen in love with her just because she was his daughter. Everyone would be better off without her.

Quim pulled the knife down and slit the cloth in two.

The knife was pointed and very sharp.

"Who wants to see the tits of this Vox whore?" He asked, knife raised.

Alan lunged at Quim at that moment. It was now or never! It was the opportunity to take his arm and disarm him. Then, let it be what God willed!

But Biel put his hand on his chest and stopped him. He had crept up to him. He shook his head.

Was it too risky? Did Biel fear reprisals from the group? Did he trust Quim? Had she planned it with him?

This time, Quim received silence as an answer. He had gone too far and not even his die-hard supporters supported him.

But Quim was out of his mind and continued with what only he could think was an erotic show. With the handle of the knife pointing towards her, he opened the top that, in the front, was only attached above the sternum to the neck and at the shoulders.

She exposed her bare breasts. He found them succulent and had no doubt that his followers would see it that way too.

"Who wants to touch them?" he shouted. Suck them? Bite them? he offered. You, maybe? Or you? He pointed the knife at different followers, but each of them stepped back and shook his head.

Finally, he found a volunteer. Or rather a volunteer. She was one of two women in the group. She was the one with short, blue hair.

Quim put the knife in his saddlebag and took the time to close it with the buckle. Then, he helped himself with the hand – now freed – to grab Gema by the hair.

The blue-haired woman came over. He received a timid applause that, in the absence of an echo, immediately ceased. The woman grabbed the top at the sternum with both hands and pulled in opposite directions. The fabric opened and tore all the way to the neck, where the reinforced seam on the edge prevented it from opening fully.

The woman gave up. In any case, he had already achieved what he wanted: to be noticed by the group, to assert himself before the leader and to have full access to Gema's breasts.

"Oops! she exclaimed, amused. He covered his mouth with his hand. Someone's excited," she commented, laughed and caressed her. He found that Gemma had an erect nipple. He placed his index finger vertically on top of it and moved it quickly to strike the nipple alternately with the dome of his finger and nail. Don't tell me you're," she said, put her nipple down and put her hand between her legs to check it.

"Nnnn," Gema made before the unwanted contact in her private parts.

The woman split her vaginal lips and penetrated her with two fingers. With skill, he reached up to the G-spot and rubbed it. At the same time, he stimulated the clitoris with the palm of his hand.

"Mmmm," Gema groaned. Mmmm. "I was still paralyzed with fear and I couldn't even articulate her moans well.

He did not know and could not know that Quim had put the knife away. In any case, that knowledge would hardly have made a difference to his mood. With or without a knife, she was at the unlikely mercy of a gang of sadistic Motard extremists and she was alone.

Finally, the woman took her hand out of Gemma's sex and raised it as if it were a trophy so that everyone could see that her fingers were wet. Then, he put his hand to his mouth and felt his index finger.

"Yes, you're, honey," she commented, almost sweetly. Then he added in a stern tone, "You dirty Spanish bitch! Why did you come here? You were looking for this, weren't you? You've asked for it!

He put his middle finger in his mouth and made him suck it. He took it out and put it back in. And again, but more deeply this time. And then, again, faster and deeper, always rubbing his tongue so that Gemma tasted herself. He fucked her mouth with his finger.

Suddenly, it stopped. Still with his middle finger inside Gema's mouth, he approached her face, extended his index finger and sucked it.

"Suck it. "Suck it," he encouraged her

With the rictus crooked, Gema did what she could. He sucked it like a mini. The least important thing was to savor herself, although it was humiliating to be made to do that in front of everyone.

The woman put her index finger back in her mouth and sucked it while Gema sucked her middle finger.

"Grrrr," the woman purred. You know well. Do you want to taste me? He tempted her. Without waiting for her answer, he turned away from her and slid his hand under his worn jeans. She tucked it inside her panties until she reached her sex. The rubbing with the clitoris electrified her. She parted her labia with her middle finger and checked that she was wet. Then he took his hand out of his pants and put his finger near his nose. Doesn't it smell good? He moved his finger from one nostril to the other. Smell me! He urged her.

Gema tried to turn her face away, but she couldn't because Quim had her immobilized. It was enough for the leader of the bikers to tense the muscles of his arm and increase the pressure on her neck for Gema to give up her futile attempt. Terrified and thinking about the knife, she had no choice but to breathe in through her nose. Her nostrils opened and picked up the tomboy's pussy smell.

"You like it, darling," the woman cheered. It smells. Smell me!

Gemma's nostrils opened again, and the smell penetrated her nostrils.

"Wow! The woman pretended to be surprised. What a bitch! I see you like me. And we already know that you are also into men. He wrinkled his nose. You like everything here and, despite that, you despise us," she said, turning the tables, convinced of the plot or just to her victim. You want to give me. "You want to," he said. Open your mouth. Stick out your tongue. "Take it out," he insisted slowly. "Don't be afraid," he said, which sounded like a joke, considering that Quim had threatened to cut off his ears. He brought his finger to his mouth and millimeters above his tongue. I knew you wanted to put me down. Ask me. Beg me, Spanish bitch!

Afraid of closing her mouth and having to face the consequences, Gema tried to swallow with her mouth open and her tongue out, but she couldn't. Finally, the swallowing reflex was stronger than his fear and he closed his mouth.

"Please," he begged. "Please," he whimpered. But he meant to be let out, not to suck the woman's thumb.

"Say it well!"

Gema needed to swallow again. Why did they do that to him? Why didn't Alan or Biel do anything?

"Because nobody really loves me. And the only one who loves me I am leading to his destruction."

Had that group of fans done something to them?! But Biel was one of his own! Where was Alan? What had they done to him? Alan! Alan!!

And Biel? Had they also done something to him, despite being one of his own?

But Biel had enjoyed seeing what was done to him, at least at first. Besides, he had been the one who had given her to that madman Quim!

But what if he had tried to put an end to the subject as soon as he had seen that Quim had gone too far? Perhaps Quim had become deranged in prison and was no longer the man Biel thought he knew.

Biel and Alan had tried to save her, but they had been on top of them! He had hope again, but it soon turned to sorrow. Those crazy people were too many! What if they had been killed? What if they were about to do it? And all for that, for trying to save her!

Fortunately, Daniel had stayed home. He couldn't have endured something happening to him because of him.

It was better for him not to give them arguments to torture her more than necessary and, above all, not to enrage them and prevent them from venting their anger on Alan and Biel.

—Please. I want to taste. Let me suck my finger.

The woman's face lit up and she brought her finger to her mouth again.

Gema waited for him to put it in, but the woman held it just above her tongue, untouched.

"I liked the way you said it. I want you to tell me again.

—Please. I want to taste. Let me suck my finger," Gema repeated. She felt humiliated, having to beg him again.

The woman brought her finger closer again, but, again, kept it out of reach.

—Venga. Chupa. Saboréame.

Gemma thought of Alan and Biel. Their fate, if it wasn't too late for them, depended on her. He reached for the finger. He managed to shake his head a little, but the woman pushed him away just enough. He tried it with his tongue, but the damned woman had good reflexes. He tried to bring his head closer and lengthen his tongue at the same time, but again the woman won.

It was exhausting. And with every passing second, the risk for Alan and Biel increased. He tried again... and this time he succeeded! The woman did not take her finger away and allowed him to suck it.

"Mmmmm," the woman did, seeing how she sucked greedily.

But Gemma did not do it out of gluttony, but because she feared for her two men, and for herself too.

"Mmmm," the woman repeated. There's more where this comes from. I knew you liked it. I realized as soon as I saw you. He put his finger in it and pulled it out of his mouth, only to put it back in. Just like before, he began to fuck her mouth with his finger. Then, he stopped. He stuck his finger all the way in and poked at his mouth. He scanned the mucus on her cheeks, ran his finger under her tongue, and left no place to visit. Did you like it? He asked, at last, when he finished the treatment.

"Yes," Gema lied.

"Don't you want to thank me?"

"Yes," he lied again.

—Thank you for allowing me to suck it. It's very tasty.

"Do you want more?" He offered.

Gemma knew what she had to say, whether she wanted to or not.

"Yes, please. Give me more. Please!

The tomboy woman put her finger to Gema's mouth again, but it was only a feint and she withdrew it. He considered that the tits of that Spanish dog were crying out for attention. Her nipples were still hard. It was clear that she would shudder under his caresses and wanted to see him. With an expert hand, he caressed her breasts. It was just a touch, absolutely light but tremendously effective. He watched as his caresses turned smooth women's skin into goosebumps.

It was then that he noticed the scribble in marker

"But what is this?" she exclaimed, intrigued. It took him a few moments to recognize him. Surprised, she looked at Quim and looked at the scribble again. It was his signature! He knew Quim's signature well; he had signed more than one document. It's his signature! — she discovered, excited— His signature! He threw himself on her breast and sucked it.

It was the moment Quim had waited for, one of them. He looked for Biel with his eyes. He had moved from the site, but he found it. He smiled at her and winked at her.

Biel winked back and put on the same mocking smile as his friend.

Quim nodded, pointing at the woman who was licking Gema's tit and Biel did the same. He nodded, still smiling mockingly. Yes, that woman, an inveterate tortilla maker, a hater of men – with the exception of Quim, whom she had as her beloved leader – was swallowing a macho cumshot without knowing it! No one else knew. They would tell him when they saw it appropriate...

Biel elbowed Alan in the side and nodded at him. Alan looked at him. He frowned. He didn't understand what his friend wanted to say to him and why he was smiling so stupidly. What fun did he find in the woman sucking his dog's breasts, at a time like this!?

It took him a few seconds to understand, and when he did, he snorted. Frankly, at that moment he didn't give a damn that the woman with the blue hair, whom he didn't know at all, was licking Quim's cumshot. All he cared about was that Quim had at least put the knife away. Even so, he did not have all the questions about how they were going to get out of this situation safely. With or without a knife, that Quim was in the pot and dangerous! And Biel was to blame for putting Gemma in a situation she couldn't control!

He and Biel had gotten into difficult and dangerous situations on more than one occasion, mostly because of themselves. They had had fights in nightclubs over silly arguments. Biel had saved him several times and he had saved Biel on as many occasions. But it was one thing to put themselves in danger, and another thing to endanger Gemma!

"Enough," Quim exclaimed when he was bored. The woman respectfully stepped aside. Let's see if you're well trained. I'm going to let you go and when I say come down!, you're going to get on your knees. I want to see your hands behind your head. I told you you were going to drink pee," he reminded her and put on his most sadistic smile. Don't try to run away. You have nowhere to go. You've seen that no one has lifted a finger for you. Then, he qualified with a joke: "Except her.

He let go of it and, just as he expected, Gema lost her balance and fell.

"Hey, you're falling!" he exclaimed with a laugh. He caught it in time in the air. What impetus! I told you on your knees, not on your nose," he sneered. He straightened it and his paws from it. Come down," he ordered softly. He was sure that, in the state of mind to which he had brought her, he no longer needed to raise his voice to make her obey.

Gemma felt her vision blur. He had lost his peripheral vision a long time ago, and although he could see, it was as if he could not see. It seemed to him that he was floating and experienced an imaginary bittersweet taste. I knew that feeling. It had been a long time since I had experienced it with such intensity. He felt that it was difficult for him to think. I didn't really need to do it anymore. He just needed to obey. Obeying was easy.

The darkness enveloped her, cold and comforting at the same time, little by little, more and more. He was entering subspace, a space of infinite depth. The first time he had experienced those sensations had been with Luis Alberto.

She felt calm and calm.

He raised his hands, put them behind his head, and knelt before Quim. The man was right. She couldn't do anything against him. Not against him or against anyone. Nor did he want to.

"Open your legs." A little. He hated it when women closed their legs. A little more. He tucked his foot between her thighs and rubbed her sex with the toe of his boot. Like this. He pressed upwards, as if to penetrate her. Gema let out a muffled groan. Moderately satisfied, Quim walked around her to evaluate her from all angles. "Look at me," he said, when he stood in front of her again. Look at me," he insisted. He spoke softly but unequivocally.

Reluctantly, Gemma raised her head and looked up. He saw his face, but was unable to see his face.

"He opens his mouth. Open it.

Gemma obeyed. Kneeling on the rough asphalt, his clothes torn to shreds, his hands on the back of his neck and his head thrown back, he opened his mouth and waited.

"Stick out your tongue."

Gemma took it out.

Quim had sullied and raped her in unimaginable ways. His cum kept floating in his ass inside the condom. And on her breasts, she still had her cum under her skin.

He had fucked her pussy and that had been the least of her vile acts. I had broken her ass. I had torn the beautiful top that she had worn that same day. He had threatened to cut her off.

And he had marked it with his signature.

Before long, he had done more than Alan and Biel combined.

And in gratitude, she had kissed him. Things had changed and now, not before, it seemed to him that he had done it to show his gratitude.

"I'm going to give you a gift," Quim announced. He cleared his throat twice. He looked at it, but did not find full satisfaction. Pull up your top. Though torn to pieces, the top still covered her breasts by the force of gravity. But don't take it off," he said. He preferred to see her with her clothes torn to shreds than naked.

Gemma took her hands off her head. He grabbed the two halves of cloth that hung in front of him and, without letting go, put his hands back to the back of his neck. She exposed her tits to the public and, with them, Quim's brand.

"I'm going to give you a present," he repeated. And I want you to thank me in advance. Will you know how to do it?

I heard it, but it did so through a permanent hum. Miraculously, his voice, so serene, so firm, filtered clearly.

Everything he said made sense.

Gemma nodded.

"Thank you, sir, for this gift." Their Spanish bitch thanks them.

Quim cleared his throat twice. He cleared his throat a third time. Then, he spat out a large spit, a mixture of saliva and gargajo. He slowly expelled it from her lips and dropped it into her mouth.

"Don't swallow it!" He warned him quickly. It's a gift.

It wasn't just mucus. It was also an infectious part of his rotten soul.

He stood behind her and held her by the hair. He did it with one hand, while with the other he grabbed his neck.

He wasn't afraid that she would run away, but he wanted her to always keep his power over her in mind. It was on his ass, on his skin, on his chest, and in his mouth, and now it was on his head too.

He pulled her up, but not so far that she would get up. He just wanted to make her feel his power. He made it go around in a circle and, proudly, showed his repugnant incipient work to his pupils.

It was clear that the woman had previous training. In fact, Biel had informed him. But neither Biel nor his friend, that Alan, had been able to see the true potential of the woman. It was normal; They were just a couple of young, inexperienced boys. The woman was an unpolished jewel. Polishing to, in the end, destroy. There were many things that could be done with women like that, but it was possible that it would break before she finished polishing her. It had already happened to him before with others.

The work was not yet finished. Not even the first phase was.

"Shut your mouth." But don't swallow.

He let go of her neck and, in return, caressed her breast. He did it almost affectionately. He observed that the woman shuddered at his touch and that her flesh turned like a chicken. He felt with satisfaction that the small bumps on his skin were now more pronounced than before.

Again, he looked at his pupils. Everyone had witnessed the power he had. The woman ate him out of his hand (or rather out of his mouth). She was silky smooth – not only her skin, but especially her demeanor. She was no longer rebellious, annoying and insulting, as before, with Biel, or even with himself, at first. He had transformed it. It had been him. Now it was his.

On top of that, he was Spanish. I could do a lot of things with it. No one in his circle would blush. And he would have no reason to regret it.

"On all fours," he ordered.

Gemma obeyed. The hand in her hair, pulling her hair, comforted her. "You're a bitch; This posture is natural for us," whispered one of her little voices. More than a single voice, it seemed like a chorus. "No, a bitch, no. You're a 'gossa'," others told her. "Bitch!" "Little dog!" "Gossa!" The cacophony of voices competed with the confusion of his mind for the term most suitable for it. Gone were the euphemisms such as personal assistant, secretary or even whore.

Quim was in no hurry with her. Although the parking lot was near the gas station, those of Petrolis Independents belonged to his union. Among the workers of the industrial estate there were also many left-wing nationalists and those who were not did not usually get involved in other people's affairs. They knew it was better not to do it. And the highway, although close and parallel to the parking lot, was far enough away that, at the speed the vehicles were going, nothing strange could really be observed. No one was going to call the Mossos d'Esquadra and they would not come unless they really had no choice. They did not like to get into a hornet's nest and the Motards were a family that defended their own. Besides, I wasn't really doing anything wrong.

He had humiliated her, but she was a Spaniard. What else could I do but spit on him?

He had broken that woman's spirit, that was all. He had ridden and tamed her like a wild colt, and now he would eat sugar out of her hand. Or whatever put it in front of him.

He put his hand on the woman's lumbar and gently touched her with his fingers to correct her posture. He only needed to push for her to understand that she had to arch her back down.

He let go of her hair and stood at her side to study her posture. Dissatisfied, he put his index finger under her breast and corrected the tilt of her head. He looked at her again, on one side, then on the other. It wasn't bad, but the woman needed to pay more attention to the small details. He corrected one of her arms, then made her arch her back more.

That was fine, with my ass in pomp and my breasts forward.

She grabbed him by the hair again. He liked her to feel him very close.

"Memorize the pose," he said. He gave her a couple of seconds and then ordered her to turn. He led her by the hair to indicate which direction she should turn. He liked that they always did it counterclockwise.

Gemma moved slowly. It was not easy to turn without losing your posture.

Quim made her make a complete turn so that she presented the pose from all angles to all the attendees. Then, he turned it another hundred and eighty degrees. The people he cared about most were located in what he considered the front semicircle. It was a completely subjective definition. I wanted them to be able to observe the ass well.

It didn't happen to him with everything, but for certain things, Quim was a perfectionist, to the point of being considered a compulsive disorder. Newton's strength once again played against him and in favor of the woman, because, again, he made the front tear of the top cover the breasts.

"Throw that part of your top back," he said, tapping her left shoulder with two fingers. Show us your udders, will you?

The question was rhetorical, but Gema answered it. He didn't nod, but a shy "yes" escaped his lips.

From four legs, Gema went to three. She took the fabric from the top that hung from the side of her hand and carried it behind her back. But the fabric was smooth and slippery and her skin thin, despite the goosebumps she had. The fabric slid down its side and returned to its original position. It didn't cover her breast completely, but she didn't uncover it either.

He tried again.

Quim watched intently. It would have been easier and faster if he had done it or if he had asked for a volunteer. He was sure that, at that point and with that placid attitude that she showed now, more than one and more than ten would have come forward.

The fabric held in position this time, but only for a few seconds.

Quim smiled. Oh, yes, he liked it when she did it, that she denigrated herself and that she showed her submission.

This time, Gema seemed to have achieved it and the top held the position.

She had not been the one who had not held the position. Between turning and getting on all threes to place the top, he placed one hand further forward than the other. He didn't notice, but the one who did was Quim.

"I told you to memorize the posture," he lectured her. Without giving him time to correct her, he stepped on her hand.

"Nnnn," Gema complained, too faintly for the pain she was in. He couldn't scream if he didn't want to spit or swallow the man's gargle.

Quim didn't stop, he put more weight on that foot and made another groan out of him. The noises of that bitch were music in her ears. He lifted his foot.

"And?" he asked.

Gemma slowly withdrew her hand and placed it parallel to the other.

"Let's do it again. Turn.

He turned it to the left again, counterclockwise.

This time it was more difficult for Gema. Not only did she have to maintain the posture of her body, but she also took care that the top did not fall forward and cover her chest. It had been difficult to put him in that position; it was even harder to get it to stick.

His fingers hurt and that made it more difficult to lean on. All the muscles in his body were tense and he was beginning to show signs of exhaustion. His knees ached and he thought that the rough asphalt was leaving them raw.

With a lot of effort, she managed to make the full turn without the top covering her chest again.

Quim decided that he should reward her for it. He bent down and grabbed her breast with one hand. The other he kept in his hair. He caressed her breast. He sensed that the woman was shuddering. Yes, they all liked that. Then, he massaged it. They used to like that less. He intensified the mashing. He massaged her up and down, from the base to the nipple. It was like milking a cow.

—Nnnn–nng —protest Gema.

"Silence!" I didn't tell you to talk. He continued with the intensive, deep massage of the udder. He could feel the implant with his fingers. He continued milking it, from top to bottom. He stretched and squeezed his chest.

It hurt. That was not a caress or a passionate rubbing. Nor was it like the pain in the nipple that, in the right way and at the right time, could become exciting. The pain the man was causing her was deeper.

Finally, Quim stopped treating her like a cow and left her breast.

"Now, pull up your skirt," he said, in return.

That meant showing everyone's ass. That meant they could look between his legs and watch his sex!

He wanted to swallow his saliva to gain strength, but he still had the sputum he had given him in his mouth. He hadn't dared to spit it out. Not even to swallow it.

She put her arm back and pulled up her skirt with one hand. His fingers hurt and he noticed that they were swollen.

She thought again of the man's gargajo in her mouth. He hadn't dared to get rid of it. Or he hadn't wanted to.

She heard rude whistles when she pulled her skirt up to her coccyx, but she kept raising it up to her lower back so that it wouldn't come down and make her repeat the exercise.

Quim took it easy and allowed everyone to look at her. He wanted them to appreciate the woman's conversion step by step.

Finally, he decided it was time to serve the second course. He let go of her hair, bent down and opened her buttocks wide.

"Oh! exclaimed the audience, when they saw the and discerned in its lid the sacred Estelada. Many had already seen him on the way to the meeting point, but others had joined in later and were now observing him for the first time.

"She's a Spanish bitch," he reminded them. That bitch who voted for Vox, now had the Estelada up her ass!

Quim whipped her buttocks.

Gema was startled by the impact. It had hurt him. But, although it itched, it was a sweet pain.

With the start, the top moved over her back, the fabric slipped and covered her breast.

Quim was about to give him a second lashing, but he stopped short. I couldn't allow that. The woman was ruining her work! Now I had to start over from the beginning.

He stood up and waited. He said nothing. He made no gesture. He just waited with his arms crossed.

At last, Gemma realized what he wanted from her. Humiliated by having to expose herself again without even receiving an order – let alone a threat! – she put on her top again. Fortunately, he got it the first time.

He paid attention when it came to putting his hand back in the right place.

Fearful, she waited for the man's reaction. Had I read his intentions correctly? Or had he made a mistake again?

Quim said nothing. He just walked up to her, bent down and milked her. This time he did not mess around with nonsense such as caresses, but squeezed and stretched his chest intensively from the first moment.

It was excruciating pain! His chest still ached from before. Tears welled up in her eyes, but with the man's spit in her mouth, she couldn't even sob.

Quim decided he didn't want to bore his audience and skipped the step of making her go full circle. I would give it, in any case, later.

He hit her buttock, the same as before, and he did it with a little more impetus.

Gema endured the blow without moving.

Afterwards, Quim spanked him again, on the same buttock. And then, with hardly any pause, a third time.

They were all sound impacts and the buttock quickly turned the appropriate color.

Not content with having left the imprint of his paw on his buttocks, Quim put his hand on the footprint, flexed his fingers, dug them into the flesh, moved his hand and scratched it. That way, it would be perfectly marked.

He took a short break to watch his ass redden.

"He opens his mouth. Do you still have my gift or have you already swallowed it?

Gemma opened her mouth and showed it to him. He still had it. It was sweet and full of nuances, new flavors to discover at every moment and that exploded in his mouth.

The flavors brought back the memory and she had a déjà vu. She had kissed him. The situation had been different, but some sensations were converging. At times, she had latched onto those flavors and sensations to endure the pain it inflicted on her.

"Stick out your tongue." "Not much, just a little," he instructed her. Like that," he congratulated her. She was perfect like this, with her mouth open, proudly showing what I had given her and her tongue sticking out just enough, covering her lower lip exactly, asking for more.

Quim spun it again, a full turn to show everyone his exploits: her ass with the Estelada and her brand, her chest with his signature and her mouth with his essence.

"Shut your mouth," he ordered, satisfied but not yet satisfied. He waited for her to shut her mouth. I expect a lot from you," he warned. I hope you know how to appreciate what I am doing and that you behave properly. He counted a couple of seconds hoping she understood. You can swallow now.

Gemma stirred. I wanted to be a hot wife again, nothing more. At most, a slut. Or, better yet, a normal housewife and faithful wife. What the hell was he doing with his life?! The gargajo was revulsive. It was big and disgusting. He couldn't swallow that! I should have spit it out! She should have spat on him, instead of letting herself be spat on! I should have told him to fuck off from the get-go! That man, but also Biel! And Alan, too! And Daniel, the first! I was in that situation because of him. Because he had encouraged her to be a hot wife. Because he had led her astray. And because he hadn't dared to stop her and because he hadn't known how to protect her. Protect it, from itself.

But that was only a part of it, the part that was getting weaker and weaker. "Bitch!" "Gossa!" The chorus returned, less and less dissonant. Oh, God! Why did I want to be that? Why did he dive back into subspace? He had managed to catch a breath of air, but now he was sinking back into the abyss. Why did she want to be that, a gossa, if she wasn't even sure what it meant?

"Nothing good!" a little voice warned him, but that was the last thing he said.

"Thank you, senyor, per permetre assaborir-ho," he heard himself say. How could I tell her that, after how I treated her!? On top of that, I thanked him for allowing her to beat him—. "Thank you, per permetre'm portar-lo dins meu, senyor," he was heard saying. The worst thing was that he knew I wasn't lying to him. They gagged him, not only for swallowing his sputum, but for thanking him for allowing him to carry a part of it inside. It was too much! He wanted to expel it, but his body refused and he only managed to regurgitate his own saliva and drool.

"Look at her!" Quim exclaimed. He loves it! —he assured his audience. He turned his back on the woman and raised his arms triumphantly. His mouth is watering and he wants more. He turned to face her. Want more?

"No!" Gemma cried with her eyes, but her ears heard something different, "Yes, si us plau. Doni'm més de vostè. "She gagged again, but she only managed to vomit her saliva. It was as if her body refused to let go of the man's gargle. He broke out in a cold sweat and got a tremor that made his top fall off.

"Stupid cow!" When will you learn? The man was angry. Not even one simple thing you know how to do well. You talk a lot, you promise more, but then you don't deliver," he rebuked her. He was disappointed in her. You're only good for spreading your legs and being a hole. Or rather, three. When will you learn?! Now we will have to start again!

"No, if you plau, no!" he whimpered, but he did it in Catalan.

Alan stepped forward and broke Quim's closest circle. He was not willing to allow me to continue degrading her in this way! She was going too far, and what she was doing wasn't safe for her physically or psychologically. He regretted having listened to Biel and not having launched himself against Quim earlier. Although, who knows what would have happened if I had tried to disarm him and fought with him? In the fight, with the knife in the middle, it was easy for someone to have been injured, perhaps seriously. He could have stabbed him or, worse, Gema, unintentionally. Biel had been right, at least in that, and had done well to calm down and wait. The man had put down the knife and no longer posed an immediate threat to her life. Still, I couldn't tolerate that anymore!

Once again, Biel stopped him. He put his hand on his shoulder and pulled him back behind the first circle.

"Look," he said.

Alan looked. Without the man having to order her to do so – or maybe he didn't hear him because he was talking to his friend – Gema tried to put the top back on her back to expose her chest.

Quim ni congratulated her for her attitude. He bent down and milked her, with two hands, painfully.

Gemma groaned. The pain was unbearable. Her breast was sore from her two previous treatments and now she was squeezing and pulling her breast harder than before. He feared that he would pull out the implant. Again, her eyes filled with tears and they slipped down her face and dripped into the puddle that had formed her saliva on the floor. The mascara ran and the puddle blackened.

Alan felt sorry for what his dog was suffering. It hurt as if he were in his place. He would never do anything like that to her.

But even with all the pain, despite all the extreme humiliation, she had asked him for more. He probably did it out of fear. Quim had threatened to slash her and even scratched her with the tip of his knife, though it didn't look like he had left any marks. But the tone of her voice told Alan that Gema did not submit only out of fear.

In spite of everything, Gema maintained the position, no doubt, for fear of reprisals. At last, Quim stopped torturing his chest and turned away. He left her sobbing, raised his hands to show his parish the tools like the champion he was, and turned for all to see.

He stood in front of her again and asked:

"And?"

Just that. Nothing more.

Gemma raised her head and looked at him, but she still couldn't see his face. He opened his mouth, but immediately closed it again. It seemed like she was struggling with herself. He managed to open it again, stuck out his tongue and waited.

"And?" The man repeated. And then, without showing any reaction to her receptive mouth and without letting her answer, he asked, "Did you like my caresses?"

Gemma swallowed. He had to do it to answer. What did a torturer like him want to hear?

"Thanks for me, senyor. "Thank you for milking me." He had treated her like a cow.

"You didn't tell me if you liked it.

"Thank you, sir." I liked it a lot. "Her breast would hurt for a week, at least. That is, if he hadn't torn it apart.

"Do you want more, eh?" He asked and prepared to bend down to resume milking.

A jolt ran through Gema's body and panic showed in her eyes. But he managed to calm down. By that path, it would only make things worse. He had learned his lesson.

He opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue.

"And?" "Again, he didn't add any more words or explanation, nor did he give him any clues.

"Please, sir, give me more of you," he managed to say after thinking about it for a few seconds.

The man was skeptical and did not react.

"I beg you, sir: your bitch needs you more!" She added desperately, fearing a new milking. He opened his mouth and offered his tongue.

Quim didn't let him say it twice. Or, rather, he did not let him say three. Or had there been four? He cleared his throat deeply and spat a gargle into his mouth.

Alan watched and listened in amazement. He sensed that Gema was deeply submissive. But he would never have imagined that it would be to plunge so quickly into the depths of his submission. Next to what Quim was doing, they had only had vanilla sex with decaffeinated coffee. He felt envious. Perhaps jealousy. The knife thing had been too much and he wasn't sure if Quim was serious or just playing. Was there a difference for him? But she recognized that, if her dog submitted in that way, it was because she needed it and because the man had found the right key for her.

He pondered the revelation he had just had. Now he regretted having incited her to kiss him. He was guilty of what was happening.

A shiver ran through her body and she was afraid of losing her. Would she stop being his faithful dog and change masters? Would he, despite his assurances that he loved him and despite what he had promised Biel? The way in which he bowed to Quim's demands... If he lost it, his dream would fall apart.

However, he would still have Vicky, and in fact, losing Gemma would greatly simplify things with her. But he would also lose Daniel.

He wasn't going to give up on his dream! He could give his dog what Quim offered him. Not all that nationalist shit... although, that too, through Biel. Biel, the culprit of the situation they were in...

His forehead beaded with beads of sweat. He had to step forward, intervene and take her away. Perhaps if he gave a warning to the Mossos... Or if he simply took her by the hand, stole a motorbike and fled?

However, he did not do any of that, but was captivated by admiring his dog's submission.

"Chew it!" He ordered him again.

Disgusted, Gemma wrinkled her nose and closed her eyes. He gagged again, but managed to hold back the man's generous sputum and his own saliva without spilling anything this time.

She struggled with flavors, which was fighting with herself. At times, they were horrible and she felt like vomiting, running and escaping, even if they were captured again. They would return her, because that was what they had already done: she was captivated by this man and his patrons. At other times, the taste reminded him of that magical kiss he had given her.

Quim let him taste it. He knew the aphrodisiac power that his sputum had on some women. It was better than the vainglorious sperm. Some of them couldn't get enough. Those were the ones that ended the worst.

"Don't swallow it," he warned. Open your mouth and stick your tongue out.

Gema obeyed, but was alerted when she noticed that the gargajo, now liquefied and mixed with her own saliva, was spilling from her mouth.

The man noticed the fright that was drawn in her eyes and reassured her.

"Okay. Don't worry. Keep it up. You're perfect.

He took her by the hair and made her turn completely so that none of her faithful would miss any detail. A trickle of saliva and sputum formed between the tip of her tongue and her chin and from there she ran to the ground, but she remained hanging without cutting or falling completely. Yes, of course, she had good qualities to be perfect.

Biel looked similarly enraptured at his friend Alan. But, unlike him, he kept a cool head and checked that everything was in order. Quim was taking Gemma further than he had thought possible, but that was perfect for his plans...

"It's time to drink pee," the man said to Gema. She had not forgotten the mockery that Biel had made of her and that he had then continued. It was time to resume that. In fact, it was time to finish it.

Gemma twisted her rictus and her eyes begged no, but she didn't dare to close her mouth. She knew that if she did, the man would punish her and that she would end up in the same situation anyway. He would milk her again and he didn't think he could handle it a fourth time. He would make a mistake in the posture and step on his hand. He would spit in his mouth again, although that was the least of it.

"I beg you, senyor: la seva gossa necessita més de vostè," he was heard saying, not knowing whether he was referring to his urine or his sputum. Fortunately, he only heard it in his thoughts and did not verbalize a word. "What's happening to me, that I seem to want him to humiliate me more?" he asked himself in a moment of relative lucidity. If she had been really lucid, she would have started running. "They must have drugged me," he thought. But he had only drunk from the same beer as Biel. "The drugs are in his sputum," he heard one of his little voices suggest. "His soul is in his sputum," corrected another. "His soul is drugs," the chorus sentenced. That's how they'd done it! They had injected burundanga into Biel's beer! That's why she reacted that way and that's why Biel wasn't there!

Then she pleaded again, though she pleaded with herself, "No, please, not this! Not this. Not in front of all the people."

The man was a vile and merciless monster. She would on her mouth in front of her coreligionists and there was nothing she could do to prevent it. They would laugh at her. They would mock. They'd call her a pig, instead of a bitch! and they would have reason to do so. There was no more abject act than that.

Despite this, he kept his mouth open and his tongue out. I didn't want to infuriate him. They would tear her to pieces if she did, but the monster, her followers. The thread rushed to the ground and joined the pool of saliva, tears, and mascara.

"And?"

Biel stirred and watched expectantly. That would be the high point. He only hoped that technology would not fail him. Although it can still end up being better. I knew Quim...

"I have to stop this," Alan muttered to himself. That privilege was hers and hers alone.

"You're going to do shit now!" Biel, who had heard him, snapped.

But I didn't expect to wait. I didn't plan to do nothing. Not this time. Quim, his followers, even Biel himself, he didn't care about all that.

"And?"

—Vull més de vostè, si us plau. I desitido el seu pis. She turned red as a tomato. Although, it would have been more appropriate to say that it was red like the buttock that the man had whipped her.

The man laughed. His supporters' club, which until now had maintained a tense silence, burst into laughter.

"Do you want my apartment?" The man sneered. Are you proposing to me? But we have just met! Yes, I know: yours has been love at first sight. Love at first sight. Don't think I don't appreciate it when you ask me on your knees or, better yet, on all fours. But I could never marry someone like you. With a dirty Spanish bitch. But don't despair: I think I'm going to adopt you. It depends on what you do next.

He waited a few moments to see if that stupid woman who thought he mastered Catalan would notice. Either way, I was in a hurry. The peña was having fun. Those who had not attended the call would regret it for life. And they would not hesitate to flock to the next one.

"I want your pee, please," Gema corrected.

He let out a new laugh and his followers laughed with him. It was really hilarious.

"Pee! He sneered. Maybe you need to wear diapers. He leaned to the side and pretended to look at her ass. Tell me how you see it! She shouted to the crowd behind her, without addressing anyone in particular. Need a diaper?

"Yes!" Her pussy drips back here.

The comment provoked a new fit of laughter.

That humiliation seemed to Gemma even more unbearable than the previous denigration she had suffered.

—Desitges la meva pixada? He spoke to her in Catalan as he always did, but he emphasized the last word to help her with the correct term. He loved to make me beg him and that he had to repeat the phrases over and over again. That was much more humiliating than accepting the first time.

"I desist la seva pixada," Gema confirmed, much to her regret and with the sole purpose of ending everything once and for all and preventing them from laughing at her anymore. Although, now they would do it for another reason, a worse one.

"And?"

Gemma opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. Why did he make it so difficult? But I didn't want to provoke him and torture his chest again. Or to make it spin again. He was running out of skin on his knees.

"And?" The man asked again, looking unimpressed.

His ears were burning and his cheeks were burning too. Where had he gone? I just wanted to finish it once and for all.

"My lord, please, I beg you. I need more from you. I wish you piss, please. "Unconsciously, he called him my lord for the first time. He opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue.

"In the mouth?" Quim asked unconvinced. He loved to prolong the psychic torture. Do you want to drink me?

Gemma sighed. A trembling ran through his body. I was exhausted, physically and mentally. The next day she would have stiffness in her arms, but that was the least of it. The next day she would have a black eye from the blow that the man had given her on the cheekbone against the ground, when he had raped her. His anus would be torn. He had also broken that in the morning in Biel's apartment. His hand was swollen and he only hoped that he had not broken any phalanx. Her breast would hurt and bruise. The spanking on the ass was the least of it and so was his scratch, but he would still have red. It was possible that his knees would also get bruises from being on all fours so much. What he would likely have were abrasions on his knees from spinning on the spot on the rough asphalt.

The next day he would still have his signature on his chest. His semen would continue under his skin. And her sputum would remain inside her, in her guts, if she hadn't digested it and if it didn't pass into the bloodstream from which it would feed the cells of her body.

"I need more from you. My lord, please, I beg you. I wish for your piss, please," he roared. The man's dark soul had infected his own. I need to drink it. Please move me in my mouth, my lord.

And in his memories, he would feed his mind and in his nightmares his spirit.

She had been drugged, no doubt! There was no other explanation for what he was doing.

She opened her mouth, stuck out her tongue, and stood anxiously and anxiously waiting.

"Your wishes are my orders," Quim said ironically and drew a new laugh from his audience. In the end, they had been encouraged and had done it with the dumbest thing.

He turned away from her and went to the motorcycle. He picked up the can of beer and went back.

He took a drink in front of her. He put his hand to his fly and unzipped it. Then, he tilted the beer and poured the liquid into his mouth. He moved the boat so that not everything fell into his mouth. Thus, with her face bathed in the yellow liquid, she was more beautiful. The rimen corrido, fortunately, partially endured.

Alan sighed, relieved. It was just beer, in the end!

Gema suffered a concussion. For a moment, even though he had seen the can of beer, he thought it was on his face, just as he had begged him. It couldn't be happening! Fortunately, it wasn't happening. Then, she became overwhelmed and had the sensation of choking and had to swallow to breathe. But Quim continued to pour the warm, yellowish liquid over her. Pee or hot beer, it tasted just as bad.

No, anyway, no. Anyway, that was exaggerating.

Quim dropped the empty beer can on the ground and crushed it with his boot in front of her. The boot creaked and shrank.

He laughed. He mocked her. He joked. He sneered.

"Did you think I was going to on your mouth?" He laughed again. Did you really think that my would be given to drink? I continue laughing.

Although relieved that in the end she had not on him, the chufla seemed just as opprobrious.

No, anyway, no. There are things that are worse than others. Which ones, that depends on each one.

He returned to his motorcycle and returned with a second can of beer, just as warm and dissipated as the previous one.

"And?"

Despite the scorn she had suffered, Gemma tilted her head back, opened her mouth, and stuck out her tongue.

Quim crouched down beside him. She feared the worst. He feared for his chest. Wasn't he going to leave her udders alone? Unconsciously, he used the term udder instead of breast, breast or breast.

Quim took her udder in his hand, but instead of milking her, he just caressed it affectionately. He wasn't a monster, after all.

"This is going to be a secret between you and me," he whispered in her ear, as he continued to caress her chest. I promise that if you don't tell anyone, I won't either. I won't show anyone how much of a bitch you are either. He moved away from his ear and, feeling the pocket where he kept his cell phone, winked at him. Just tell me one more time. You know, the last thing you said. "Beautiful," he praised her for some reason that only he understood, "I really liked how you said it before. He got up without, for once, hurting his chest.

"Biel has passed him my video with the dogs!" admitted Gema, dismayed. The revelation shocked her more than she already was. Why had he done it? Who else had it? "Now I really have to do everything he asks of me!"

"I need more from you, my lord, please," he repeated. He had no choice. His dog begs him," he changed as he went, for some reason he didn't understand. I wish you piss, please. In the mouth. I need to drink it. Please move me in my mouth, my lord. "Please, put me in the mouth, my lord." Put your bitch in your mouth. Quim would do horrible things to him and he couldn't do anything against him!

The man picked up the beer can and scanned it over his face. He moved it to hit her mouth and to wet her hair as well. He ran over his face again and aimed again at the mouth.

"Take my piss, you Spanish bitch," he blurted out. Your wishes are orders to me. —he said ironically.

Things went well at first. Gemma drank, but then she suffered a panic attack and thought she was drowning. It was useless for him to swallow. In fact, it was worse. He choked and coughed. She shook her head away from the waterfall, but the jet chased after her.

His body failed him. His mind had failed him before. "Horrible things..." His arms gave way first, and, unable to hold himself, he fell to the ground on his face. He opened his chin, but he was lucky to save his teeth. This is called hitting with a ridge in the teeth. It was one more medal that he had won with that man. Or that he himself had imposed on him. He rolled and fought for every breath of air.

Biel looked on disappointed. That was not what I had wanted to see, but all together it could be worth it all the same. In any case, it wasn't over yet.

Alan called the show over. For him it was over, definitively. He felt guilty for having allowed it. And although he didn't want to admit it, he felt threatened by Quim.

"Let's go!" He said to Biel and gave him a colpe on the spatula with his open hand to get him going. Without expecting it, he advanced and stood between his dog and Quim, who continued to celebrate the applause of his parish. He took Gemma by the hand and helped her to her feet. Let's get out of here, darling," he said. He couldn't help but add that he was sorry.

Gemma got away from him. He got dizzy. With one hand on his forehead he staggered a few steps and almost fell. But Alan caught her.

"Let's go," he urged.

But Gemma pushed him away from him.

"Where were you??? he asked. She was still dizzy. He was nauseous and gagged, but he couldn't vomit anything. Where were you??! he asked again. She looked drunk. Certainly, she was drunk. You could also say drinking. Again, he gagged again, but he didn't vomit. Where were you!! he exclaimed. It was not a question, but an accusation.

He had left her alone. Worse, he had incited her to kiss him. Worse still, he had become uninterested in her, he had left her in Biel's hands, as if she were a mere object or, at most, a pet to be cared for. A mare to ride. A mare that is lent to friends when one does not have time or desire to ride. And Biel had left it in the hands of that beast! And I had given him the recording! "It's over!"

Both Gema and Alan thought the same, although one from anger and indignation and the other from a feeling of guilt.

Alan persisted and approached her. He tried to grab her to take her away and, although she was still drunk, she dodged him.

"I'm sorry," he repeated.

"Go away!" She snapped. I didn't want to see him again. I didn't want to know anything about him. She remembered that her skirt was still up and she cleaned up. Now, because of her, for lifting her, everyone had seen the peculiar shape of her pubic hair! In any case, she was thinking of shaving the heart that united her to Alan. She would change the dye in her hair, and as for the hair underneath, she wouldn't dye it again to match her hair. Go away! Leave me alone! Let me live! Let me DIE!

"I came!" Quim offered.

And she, though only out of spite, accepted. He left Alan for good and walked to Quim. "He has my video. He has control over me."

Quim put an arm behind her and grabbed her ass. Chance wanted it to be the same buttock as the one he had tortured.

Gema felt the pain. She felt the humiliation that this man caused her. I didn't know his face. I only knew his name. I didn't know his last name. I hardly knew anything about him. Although, he knew enough to run, if he still didn't want to go with Alan.

Quim squeezed her buttock and pressed her against him.

He gave her a tender kiss on the cheek and didn't care what the state of her face was. He wasn't picky about those things.

He turned to his audience. In reality, it was a circle, but he knew in which sector the most important were. He raised his free hand and saluted.

"Until next time, friends!" I want to see you all at the next meetup! He squeezed the woman's ass. Then, he turned and walked with the woman next to him to his motorcycle. He didn't let go of her ass, although she didn't hug him or put her arm around his waist.

"And that's it?" said Biel to himself, somewhat disappointed. Quim hadn't even made him suck it! However, he had to be worth what he had done.

The woman was stunned. Quim put her on the motorcycle and put the helmet on her. Then, he got in, started and drove away.

"Biel!" That they are leaving! Biel! What are you up to? Alan exclaimed agitatedly. That he takes it!

But Biel seemed more interested in checking the helmet resting on the saddle of a motorcycle than in the screams of his teammate. What I was doing was of the utmost importance.

Finally, he limped to his motorcycle.

"Start!" Alan urged him.

"I can't drive like that," Biel informed him, parsimonious to Alan's liking. It's the ankle. I broke it.

"I'm going to break your face if you don't start now!"

"Impossible. I can't. It's over.

"Then bring the keys!" I drive. Anguished, Alan watched as Gemma moved away at an increasing speed.


EPILOGUE

"Being dominant does not mean insulting her or barking orders. It means teaching it with gentleness, a firm hand, trust, love, honesty, and understanding. She may have submitted to you. But he did it because he trusts you. Not because she felt insecure." – anonymous

"Do you know that m'allotjo here?" Gema asked, so nervous that she forgot to talk about you. In any case, the man had never demanded it of her and that treatment had come from her.

Did he think they weren't in game mode anymore, if that could be called playing? His body was bruised and his mind was shattered. Did this man differentiate normal life from sexual play?

He quickly realized that it was a stupid question. Obviously, Biel had told him. She had felt compelled to say something to break the silence that was suffocating her. That man was not exactly talkative and needed to converse in a normal way. "What if what is normal for him does not exist? What if it is this?"

He turned the key and unlocked the door. At the reception they had looked at her as if she were a prostitute with a client. I couldn't judge them for that, with the looks he wore. For some reason, they had not been surprised and had given him the key to the room.

To her surprise, Quim replied, but the answer was different from what she thought. His answer made her uneasy.

"There are few things that happen in this neighborhood that I don't know about," he commented ominously, in Catalan, as always.

Quim reached out and pushed open the door, which opened with a sinister creak.

With his hand back on her ass and with his torso against his back, he pushed her inside. The darkness welcomed him. With surprising success, Quim found the key to the light. The tiny cabin seemed even more gloomy than the first time.

His heart was pounding and he felt that his hair had stood on end. What was he doing there, with that man? He caught himself breathing heavily.

Quim closed the door behind her. The door made an even more frightful creak than when I opened it.

She knew what the man wanted from her. But did he really know?

He took off his top. He was filthy, and felt the urge to get rid of him, even if it meant staying on tits in front of him.

He hadn't even brought a suitcase. He was supposed to have come to Barcelona for a single night and that, as part of the game, Biel would give him what he needed. Gemma had hoped that it would include a daring dress, at Biel's whim, and a date night with Alan, maybe a three-way date, why not? And what had they provided him in return?

The man hugged her from behind, took her breasts in his paws and kissed her neck. Although he barely squeezed it, her left breast hurt with touch.

"No... Deixa que vagi al bany a rentar-me. "She felt dirty... because it was. It smelled like pee. He needed to clean himself. Did he intend to use it as an excuse to escape from it, even topless on the street, if necessary? "There are few things that happen in this neighborhood that I don't know about," he had told her. A shiver ran through his body. Had it been a chill or a shudder? Even if he tried to flee, he had nowhere to go. I couldn't escape it. It was dirty and smelled of his.

The man played with her breasts and took time to answer her. He touched them affectionately and his nipples, in a purely reflex act, hardened.

"I'd rather you sleep like this tonight."

His words made her think of Biel and what he had said to her. She had promised to be his gossa, unconditionally. And he had rebuked her for showering after Quim raped her. He had forbidden her to wash for twenty-four hours after lying with her friend. And what good had it been for him to promise her anything if not only had he not been able to protect her, but he himself had put her in danger? And Alan hadn't done anything either.

"Faig smells bad," she insisted. It stank. He needed to wash.

He stirred in his arms. The caresses of her paws on her breasts gave her something. He was shuddering; The goosebumps he'd felt on end were nothing more than goosebumps.

"You smell and taste like me," the man established and continued kissing his neck. It didn't even seem like a reproach. He had only cemented the truth.

How could he have done that? Not him – who also – but her.

At some point, Quim had gone to the bathroom, which in that lost corner of the world was nothing more than a euphemism for pissing behind the transformation booth and against a fence, bush or lamppost. And he had filled an empty can of beer with his urine, the second one he had put in his mouth. The scarce thirty-three centilitres had been enough to bathe her. "Baptize me," Gemma said to herself, and a new shiver or shudder ran down her bare spine. The meaning of the term was worse than the disgust he felt when he remembered it. It would burn the top, but that was the least of it. In any case, he had remained irretrievable. "Like me," he thought and felt another shudder. Now she wore that man in her hair and on her face, on her neck and shoulders. Among other places. And, above all, he had it inside. Not only had he swallowed his disgusting sputum (twice!), but he had also drunk his pee.

The man continued to play with her breasts, affectionately. Only now and then did he squeeze her left breast a little to remind her of what it meant, and he did it carefully. He played with her nipples and made them grow.

He needed to get rid of it. Escape! Flee. Far away.

She had not been drugged. The fact that both Biel and Alan had appeared lucid and unharmed in the end proved it. She had been drunk, yes, but not from alcohol or any other chemical substance, none exogenous to her body, at least, but intoxicated by it, with his highly contemptuous way of treating her. He didn't care about her at all; He had made that clear and continued to do so at every moment. Neither his feelings, nor his health... surely he didn't care about his life either. It was aberrant that such vilification could have captivated her in such a way. It was more insane that now, when she was sober, she continued to shudder with her cruelty.

The motorcycle trip had cleared her and she had thought of a thousand ways to escape. He had even considered jumping off the bike in full gear. The man had her imprisoned.

"You were able to jump off the bike at a red light," she told herself. The man's caresses continued to give her something and shake her at the same time. He felt a lump in his throat. "You could have asked for help at the front desk, but you only asked for the key."

Jumping off the bike? Flee? Where? And for what?

Certainly not to return to Alan and Biel! If I was in that situation, it was because of them. He was never going to forgive them and he was going to punish them for it, even if it meant punishing them through their own martyrdom.

"I can give you much more than those two," the man said, as if he had somehow guessed that he was thinking of them. "And I can steal a lot more, a lot more," he thought and gave a sadistic smile. I would take everything from her. He would squeeze it out to the last drop and then, if it survived, he would discard it like the trash it was. If he was lucky, he would get bored of it sooner. "I don't think I'm going to get bored of this one so soon."

The man's hand went down to his thigh. He didn't linger long there, but slowly slid up the leg, every inch he went up, a little more down the inside of his thigh. She went under her skirt, but she did not stop. She knew that she would give in and that she would not block her way to her sex.

Gema leaned back to avoid him, but only managed to smash her ass against her crotch. The man had it hard; it had been spliced. With her. The impact reverberated in her ass, in her sensitive anus, through the anal plug.

He felt his vision blur again. She had already lost her peripheral vision when she entered the ill-fated boarding house with him. Maybe even before you get off the bike; that is why he had not jumped on it, not even at a traffic light or when a patrol of the Guàrdia Urbana had stopped in the lane next to them.

With dusk, it had cooled down and had been cold on the motorcycle. He had frozen, and apparently his rebelliousness had also frozen. He had clung to the man and clung to him to shelter from the bow breeze and seek his warmth, and to cover his shame. At full speed, the apparent wind produced by the movement of the motorcycle had insisted on opening her top in front and baring her breasts. Were they still breasts or were they now only udders? The man had been more successful in exposing, again, his butt and with it the stelligated anal plug.

She was intemperate and shivering, though it would have been better for her to tremble with fear than from the temperature. He had barely eaten and felt weak. After Alan had said goodbye to her, he had wandered the streets until he found a dirty tavern where he could grab a bite. He may have only imagined it, but he had sensed animosity towards her in the eyes of the inhabitants of the neighborhood. Her admired Alan hadn't even deigned to have lunch with her. He had been served a mixed sandwich, but the knot in his stomach had prevented him from eating more than half of it.

Weakened, in body and spirit, she had neither the strength nor the desire to oppose anything. The useless shock he had just given had consumed his last quantum of energy.

The man climbed up the inside of her thigh. I was close to touching her sex. Would he touch it gently, as he was doing now with his udders? Or would he be ruthless and cruel, like the previous time he had touched her there? He gasped and hoped to do so in Catalan.

I could always go back to Daniel. In fact, I had to go back to him. He had to leave, leave that behind, close that chapter, even that book.

But Daniel was on to other things and I couldn't blame him for that. He was doing what he was because of him. And Daniel would never take her in, if he found out what she had done, what she had allowed, what she had consented to, and what—"

"If I go home, the only thing I will achieve is drag Daniel and Vicky into the abyss with me. I've fucked up both of their lives enough."

"Ah! She gasped as the man's fingers found her clitoris. They rubbed him. They touched him. The man knew how to touch his little magic button. After all the experiences of the day, he hadn't cummed yet and didn't need to. She had cummed kissing him. But it had been a microclimax, only. The tiny orgasm had made her and still hadn't released her sexual tension. It didn't help that she had jerked off for days to the brink of orgasm to prepare for Biel, always hoping to meet Alan too, if only as a surprise gift from Biel for having been so nice to him

The light in the room was on, but the dark fog was thickening.

—¡Ahhh!

Now the man pinched her nipple and pulled it, but he did it the way she liked it.

And Daniel? I would never forgive her for having sex in that way with a radical independence fighter of Quim's nature. He would not swallow how she had allowed herself to be humiliated by him. Her humiliation was his. He wouldn't forget how she'd wanted to fuck him. Fuck, in every way. Fucking, in many more ways than that of mere penetration of the body.

There would be no pardon for her and I couldn't blame him for that. Nor amnesty. All that remained was exile.

Sometimes, when the tensions between them had been greatest due to her desire – the need! – to give herself to Alan and his opposition to her deepening the relationship in that way, she had dreamed of doing something that Daniel could not forgive. Something that would cause the rupture and that would not allow a return to be returned. Something that would force him to repudiate her and kick her ass that she deserved, and that would force her to move forward and throw herself unconditionally into the arms of her lover.

She would never abandon Daniel motu proprio. She loved him and, although it seemed to him that she did not, she respected him. He was faithful to him or he tried to. Faithful in what really matters: not in sex or in the heart, which has room for more than one relationship, but in commitment. If Daniel wanted to break up, he would have to get out of it, even if she was the one who caused the disaster.

And now he had succeeded. What he had done there was no turning back, not even with his beloved and incredible Daniel.

The man dipped his fingers in her vagina. With lubricated fingers, she played with her clitoris. He removed it from the foreskin. And he pulled it, the same way he did with the nipple.

Gemma turned her head towards him and tried to kiss him. The man was disgusting. He was cruel. Very cruel. But not everything would be brutality with him. It turned her on a lot. For some reason he did. He would not always be brute with her; now he played it sparingly.

I couldn't see anything anymore. I was back in subspace. He was again, if he had ever left it.

He reached back and felt his vile hardness. Speeding up, she managed to open her fly and put her hand in. She grabbed the burning flesh that had raped her.

He deserved punishment for what he had done to Daniel: His madness with Sylvester. His madness with LuisA. Her infatuation with Gerardo and her attempt to get pregnant with him. Her blind passion for Alan and her atrocious lie about her pregnancy with Biel. And now, his aberration with Quim. Yes, Quim would give him the punishment he deserved for his sins. Daniel, at last, might be free and happy, if it were not too late for him to get off that journey, and she would burn deservedly in hell. His immolation would be his last act of love for Daniel.

She tried to reach the man's lips, but she did not succeed.

Aladdin's lamp. Now the magic lamp was the man's joint. Would he ask the genius to turn back and undo everything? A wish and Quim would disappear. Another snap of the fingers and Alan and his uncle would vanish. And a third desire, and Sylvester would never have entered his life nor would Daniel harbor the cuckolded desires that had awakened his own dark desires.

"Besi'm! He begged him hoarsely. He still tasted like his in his mouth, but that was probably more in his mind than in his taste buds. Besi'm! She begged him, but the man didn't take what she offered.

No, not yet, no. Not that way.

"Besi'm, si us plau," he continued to plead. The seva gossa necessita assavir la seva llengua, senyor meu. He took a deep breath and inhaled his corrupted breath. The scent excited her, as if an association had been created in her brain between her smell and the torment and pleasure it had given her and would give her until her end.

The man knew how to touch her clitoris and breasts masterfully, when he wanted. In fact, he had always touched them masterfully and given her what she needed.

He tensed up. She felt close to orgasm. He needed to cum. Would her perception of him change once she had cummed and her libido had gone haywire? Would he then be able to think rationally and do the right thing, which was nothing more than to save himself? The man masturbated her as if it were a mini-penis instead of a clitoris.

"Senyor meu, si us plau, folli'm," she continued begging, since the man refused to kiss her. La seva gossa necessita el seu canut dins del cony. "She needed her rapist's cock inside her, although she preferred to kiss him to have the taste of his mouth on her tongue again. That kiss had been the switch. The seva brute gossa espanyola necessita sentir-ho al seu brut cony, Senyor meu. She added, denigrating herself even more, since the man still didn't react. She was just a dirty Spanish bitch with a dirty pussy, if that was what she needed. Posseïu-me, Senyor meu.

"Possess you?" The man finally deigned to answer it. Haven't you noticed? I already possess you. You are already mine. And I'm not going to let you go. He squeezed her breast and squeezed her sex, just enough to make her moan in a mixture of pleasure and pain. The pussy? I prefer your mouth, this time.

It was logical. The man had cummed in her pussy and ass. Only his mouth was missing to complete the day and to complete his initiation.

The idea turned her on, even though she assumed she wouldn't have her orgasm. In any case, she was willing to give it to him. She was grateful to him because only he was cruel enough to take her away from her family for good. Even if that was not her intention, pushing her away would prevent her from destroying her husband and daughter. His heart was racing, his breath was short, and a knot in his stomach that cried out at the same time to stop and to accelerate.

"Thank you, my lord."

The man could be generous, after all.

In his enormous generosity, the man took his hand out of her skirt and stopped touching her sex. If before Gemma had instinctively thrown her pelvis back to avoid him, now she reacts by moving her forward, in an attempt to chase and reach her hand.

His other hand also left his body, although, fortunately, he touched it again. In a quick movement he had gone from caressing her udders to grabbing her neck. He squeezed it and compressed both carotid veins with his paw.

"You're mine," he said.

Gema felt heat in her head and that her brain was beginning to lack oxygen. But hadn't he been missing it for a long time?

"Sóc seva, Senyor meu," she confirmed. "Do with me what you want. I give myself completely to you."

Was it the submissive who spoke, dependent, blinded and in love with her dominant, even if he was a dangerous self-centered sadist? Or was it depression that manifested itself in that way and that drove it toward self-destruction?

"He desires my mouth. He desires it so that he has possessed me through the three holes and is entirely his." He imagined turning around and going down to take it in his mouth and bring him to orgasm with his tongue. It would spill into her mouth and join her semen to the other liquids she had already deposited in her. He imagined sucking it with enthusiasm and mastery, with those skills he had learned with Silvestre. If by chance her skirt were pulled down, she would pull it up and expose her sex and her ass. That's how Sylvester had taught him to do it: if his sex was outside, hers should also be in the air. This is what Daniel had taught him through Sylvester.

Daniel. He had failed him. He to her, for being more cuckold than husband. And she gave in to him, for giving in so much to the darkness she had discovered. And for always falling in love with her lovers. But she would not fall in love with Quim; I couldn't. He also put Daniel out of his mind.

"Hold on to my cock," the man ordered, as if his sex were a life preserver that he threw at him so that he would not drown. Or as if, instead of a cock, it was a hand he offered to pull her out of her hole. The other hand behind your back," he indicated in a soft tone that did not allow for a reply. Above. More.

Gemma obeyed. His hand behind his back, though unrestrained, was as if he had handcuffed her.

Suddenly, the man pulled out the knife and showed it to him. He held it at his eye level so that he would not miss any detail of his gleaming sharp blade.

"Ah! Gemma sucked in air, even though the man was squeezing her throat. Instead of defending himself, but with the hand he had occupied with his cock, with the other one behind his back, he did not move it, as if he had it really tied.

Quim turned the knife so that she could see it well. The cutting blade flashed furiously.

"Are you afraid?"

Wide-eyed, vainly trying to turn her face away from the dangerous weapon, Gemma nodded nervously several times. As a result of the tension, more than because of the man's paw on his neck, he barely managed to move his head a few millimeters up and down.

"I know this gets you going," he said, and put the flat part of the blade on his chest. He slowly ran the knife over her breasts and stroked them. You're mine. I could cut you into pieces," he warned her and continued to caress her with the metal. He inhaled her smell The woman smelled of fear and her hair of his, but that did not matter to her. He was marking it, making it his own. He put the blade on her nipple and played with it. Do you want to say it? Mm?

Gemma couldn't breathe. The least important thing was the hand on his neck.

"Mm?" The man insisted and pushed the nipple up with the blade.

"P-pot ta-tallar-me en tro-trossos," Gema stammered, terrified. "Senyor meu," he added quickly.

"I'll cut off everything I don't need from you," the man informed her in a way that Gemma didn't have all of them with her if she spoke metaphorically. That's what you want, to cut you off, to cut off everything that's left over and to reduce you to being a bitch, a pig and a cow, according to what I like at any given moment.

Yes, after her disappointments – especially after she had disappointed others – that was what she expected of him: to cut ties for her.

"Mmm?" The man did. I'd like to hear you say it, he whispered in a warm voice in his ear. She pulled the knife away from her nipple and caressed her breasts again with the blade.

"I wish it," he managed to say. I wish so," he repeated, this time without stuttering. Cut me to pieces, my Lord. I'm hers.

"Shh!" the man told her to shut up. "You're playing with fire," he warned. Do not summon the beast. I don't want to cut you to pieces. I will only cut off what is left of you.

The way he said it made Gema doubt if he was serious about cutting her off or if he was just saying it to scare her. A shudder ran through his body.

"This turns you on," the man observed and continued to play with the knife on his chests. You want to tell me," he added, whispering in his ear.

His exhalation tingled his pinna in a hot way.

"Mm?" He encouraged her.

"M'e... "M'excita," Gema acknowledged, quietly. What else could I do? That was what the man wanted to hear. He gasped.

"Do you want me to cut you a little?" Mm? Now?

Gemma shook her head.

"No," he exclaimed, feebly.

"I think so," said the man.

To his relief, he pushed the dangerous knife away. Gema breathed a sigh of relief. The man also removed his hand from her neck.

But it was only a mirage. Instead of the hand, he put the knife in his jugular. And the free hand lowered it. He grabbed the edge of her skirt and pulled it sharply upwards.

He checked her swollen clitoris and put a finger, then three, into her sex. He plunged them inside and fucked her with them, slowly, unhurriedly.

"But what a whore you are!" he commented. You're even wetter than before. Are you sure you don't want me to cut you a little, now? Mm?

"No, no, please!" Gema was distressed. That man was crazy! If I said so, I would really cut it off!— Ah! Ah! She moaned with her three fingers in her. No, no, please! Don't cut me! He pleaded. I'm your bitch, my lord. Don't cut me, please! He gasped.

"You ask me to do it, you convince me to do it and now you don't want to," he reproached him. I expected more from you," he said and looked disappointed. He pulled her fingers off her sex and put them at eye level. He looked at them fascinated and said, "Your mouth says one thing, but your sex says another." Maybe you should agree," he commented and put his fingers in her mouth. He made her taste herself and brutally pushed them all the way back, almost making her vomit.

Gemma struggled with the gagging. The more she allowed herself to be denigrated by man, the more disgusted she became. Quim didn't need the knife to disembowel her.

The man pulled the knife from his neck and lowered it. But he did it only to put it on sex. At first, Gemma didn't notice; So much was he struggling with the man's hand in his mouth. Then, when he realized it, he thought he was going to cut something real and he froze.

"You'd better suck these fingers like the whore you are," Quim snapped and put the flat sheet on her clitoris.

Gemma's paralysis did not last long and, frightened, she began to move her head back and forth to obey him.

"That's right. Suck it like you like it. I know you like it, in every way. To the bottom!

Gemma threw her head forward until she swallowed her fingers to the bell. Another gag came in and he regurgitated saliva and God knows what else. Then, he tried his three fingers all the way back again. He practically had his entire hand inside his mouth. And she was fucking her own mouth with the man's paw.

The man pushed the blade away from her clitoris. He turned the knife over and stimulated it with the handle.

"We'll end up being good friends in the end," he said sarcastically ironically. He loved to terrorize his sluts that way. That game was psychologically intense and those who did not flee in terror ended up establishing an emotional bond with it that could become a sexual and even emotional dependence.

The adrenaline rush produces a feeling of addictive euphoria. Cortisol triggered in response to fear – and also pain – is the hormone responsible for creating the feeling of stress relief. Those who practice extreme sports such as base jumping know this very well. Quim, intuitively, knew how to take advantage of that effect.

Gemma was completely at the mercy of that man. He was and the man made him feel it at every moment. With his hand on his mouth up to his throat, she could only breathe if he allowed her to. Or at least that was the feeling I had. And the knife in its most delicate part...

Involuntarily, he moved his pelvis back and forth and rubbed against the knife.

The shot of hormones and endorphins he was receiving in his body intensified the altered state of mind he had and his amygdala was saturated with chemical and electrical signals. The adrenaline triggered by fear caused that, among other things, his muscles were induced to release more sugar, food that he lacked after barely having eaten all day. The fact that the sugar in her body was rapidly depleting only multiplied the effects of the rest of the hormones and she began to have a strong sense of dissociation between her mind and body.

Excessive levels of adrenaline over a prolonged period of time are detrimental to memory and concentration. Quim also knew that instinctively and applied it. The roller coaster ride was going to be long for the woman – it would not be limited to a single night – because it was not convenient for her victim to function at the height of her mental faculties. That would end up causing depression and thus, lack of energy, it would be easier to manage.

The dopamine levels in Gema had dropped sharply due to the continual disappointments – one after another and the next greater than the previous one – that she had suffered. Dopamine is responsible for competitiveness and the will to defend oneself and, thus, consequently, she was lacking in energy to defend herself from the aggression of which she was being a victim.

Dopamine also plays a critical role in the brain's reward mechanism and Quim, although ignorant of the functioning of biochemistry, instinctively knew that, after the stress to which he was subjecting her, it was time to give it affection to activate the brain's reward system and relate the reward to it.

The stress that the woman suffered did not help to generate this hormone, but dopamine multiplies during sexual arousal and accumulates until climax. Keeping her sexually stimulated was as important or more important than terrifying her.

In turn, sexual stimulation ensures that the body produces oxytocin, the love hormone that helps create bonds between people. Together with the shot of cortisol and adrenaline, an addictive bond was being created for Gema with those emotions and with the person who caused them. The prolactin released explosively during orgasm produces the subsequent feeling of well-being and relaxation that definitely establishes that affective bond.

Of course, Quim would make the woman cum that night, but only at the end.

But first, he would take her on a long roller coaster full of steep climbs and falls into the void to activate those mechanisms repeatedly. For this reason, although he mostly did it only by instinct, as soon as he was relatively affectionate with her, he stressed her again and unexpectedly led her to a new uphill, with its consequent subsequent collapse.

"That's right," the man praised her. You're doing well. Keep it up. Fuck your mouth with my hand and rub yourself with my knife.

Hyper-excited and gone, Gema was doing just that and was doing it practically alone. It was she who pushed her head to swallow the man's hand until his fingers touched the bell or passed underneath. And it was she who desperately moved her hips, trying to rub her against anything. With one hand chained to his cock and the other virtually tied behind his back, he could do nothing but move his pelvis and find pleasure in what the man offered him: the handle of the knife.

The man skillfully and sadistically held the knife close enough to tempt her and far enough away that she had to strain to touch him with her sex, allowing her only a few insufficient rubs before pushing him away.

"Si us plau!" I need to run me! Gemma would have exclaimed in her despair if she had not had her hand in her mouth. He would have done so, despite the fact that moments before he had considered giving her his orgasm. But now I needed it!

The man took pity on her – or simply needed to use his hand – and snatched it out of her mouth. He also took the knife away from her sex and put the blade on her belly.

"I'm going to cut some of you," he announced, and slid the flat sheet over his belly to his hip. He put his hand back on his neck. His strong arm pressed against his aching udder.

What did he intend to do!? A tremor seized her and lasted a few seconds. He felt the need to empty his bladder and it is even possible that a few drops escaped.

"Don't move!" The man urged her and Gemma tried to stay as still as she could.

Her body hair stood on end as she felt the man sliding the blade under her skirt at hip with horrifying slowness on her skin. Disturbed, she recognized that the grotesque experience excited her in some way. He gasped first; Then, he held his breath.

The man turned the knife. He was no longer flat on his skin. Was he going to crack his thigh? Was he going to mark it?

Quim pushed the knife and the tip went through her skirt and out the other side with the edge facing up, away from her skin.

"Ah! Ah! Aahhh! He did and breathed heavily. The man hadn't touched her, neither with the edge of the knife nor with his hand on her sex, but she had just experienced something like an orgasm. A microorgasm, that was what best described what she had felt and the closest thing she had experienced in her life had been during that kiss. Different, this time, but similar at the same time.

The man let go of her neck and slid his hand down over her bare chest. He caressed her breast and brushed her nipple, which responded instantly to the touch.

He grabbed the skirt from underneath and pulled the knife in the opposite direction. She pulled the knife upwards and her skirt gave way to the sharp edge and slit to her waist.

"Ahh! Gema moaned again, although this time without experiencing any microorgasm. He hadn't even cummed before, though he thought he had. Ah! Besi'm! he begged him again. Kiss, if you plau! He turned his head back and searched for the man's mouth.

This time, Quim gave it to him. He first let her enter with her tongue into his mouth. He liked his whores to be passionate, rather than passive holes. He loved to warm them so much that they showed him their desire even in the most aberrant circumstances. Then, he penetrated her with his tongue. The pungent taste in his mouth didn't matter to him.

The man let go of his skirt and it, cracked as it was, slid down Gema's legs and fell to the ground.

"It's stripping me," she acknowledged. It was what he needed me to do, to help him sever all ties with the past. Shattering would have been a more appropriate term.

Quim let go of her neck and caressed her breasts in return. With the handle of the knife he stimulated her clitoris again. He squeezed one nipple, then the other, and pulled it the way she liked it. Unconsciously, Gema moved her pelvis forward again in search of the knife when he pulled it away from her sex to provoke her.

With her hand behind her back, Gema caressed his torso through the shirt.

The taste in her mouth, against all logic, drove her crazy. The memory of the kiss returned. Their tongues writhed around each other, now in his mouth, then hers, then his again.

"I'm going to cut you into pieces," the man warned her when he detached himself from her mouth for a moment. Then he plunged his tongue into him again.

"Yes, si us plau!" Gema agreed, turning away from his for a moment and then kissing him again passionately.

Either she wasn't aware of what she was asking of her or she thought the man wouldn't really cut her. He had only torn her clothes, but anyway, after the disappointment she had had with Alan and Biel, she did not intend to oppose it again.

She was completely naked, except for her heels and the red skirt that lay on the floor and surrounded her feet. It was red as blood and the two strips came out of her waist like rivers.

A crime had been committed... or it was being committed.

"I'm going to cut you into pieces," the man warned her again. The slut was very excited and ready for anything. He looked for his knife as if it were a vibrator and waved his cock furiously. He had to control himself so as not to run. The tongue, every time it penetrated his mouth, frantically explored all its corners. And the two full breasts that she touched alternately with her hand made him very strong. They were siliconized, but they were very successful. He squeezed her chest and hurt her on purpose.

"Oh! Gema exclaimed. It hurt when I did that, when I milked her that way, squeezing from the base of her udder and sliding my hand slowly to the nipple, only to release and return to the base. If he continued like this, it would leave that udder just as sore as the other. Yes, talli'm, Senyor meu! Talleu-me, si us plau! Gema exclaimed, beside herself with pain and excitement.

I still didn't understand what this man was capable of. The clothes had only been the outer layer, the first layer.

The man, perhaps tired of her chattering, let go of her chest and put his hand back in her mouth. Just as before, his three thick fingers fit.

"Fuck you, my bitch. Fuck your mouth," he encouraged her.

Now it was again she who moved her head to put her hand as deep inside as she could. Now, she was still the one who moved her pelvis to rub herself with the handle of the knife.

The two microorgasms – if that was what she had experienced – had not been enough to give her the sexual relief she needed. On the contrary, they had only served to raise her level of sexual tension. She obeyed the man and fucked his hand as if her bell were a second clitoris. She couldn't help the gagging that kept hitting her, but, alienated, she persisted in what she did. With equal avidity – although less successful because the man pushed the handle away and allowed him only an insufficient touch – he chased the knife with his clitoris.

"I've decided I'm going to cut you off, finally," the man announced suddenly and coldly.

However, despite his coldness, his aromatic voice struck warm as a sirocco against Gemma's ear.

"But I see you're in love with my knife," he sneered. I'm not a bad person," he said ironically. If you like it so much, I'm going to leave it to you. But first, I'm going to cut you off," he insisted.

He put his hand down her throat and made her vomit saliva and bile. Then, he quickly pulled it out.

"What do you want me to cut you first?" A breast? A nipple? No, that would be a shame, right? He asked as she grappled with the gagging, unable to answer. She continued to play with the clitoris with the handle of the knife. The clitoris? "It wouldn't be a bad idea," he muttered. After all, it's my pleasure, not yours. But it would be a waste. I see that it is very useful to me. But I know what you want: you want me to take your heart out. Don't worry, I'm working on it," he assured her. Is that what you want?

He didn't care about her answer, but Gema, still unable to speak, managed to recover from the gagging in time to nod.

Whether the man had observed the answer or had already made the decision, it didn't matter for him to jump in and cut it. He was willing to cut out her heart, literally.

With his hand full of drool, he managed to quickly grab the woman's pubic hair and pulled it out. Gemma squealed in pain. The man handled the knife skillfully and managed to cut a tuft of hair.

"See?" "I've already started," he said.

Gemma took a repeated breath deeply and loudly. His heart was in his throat and he thought it was going to come out at the same time as his eyes. Perhaps his heart had decided to make things easier for the man and go out to meet him to be stabbed. Or perhaps, for a few moments, his instinct for self-preservation was awakened. For a moment, she had believed that the real man was going to cut her something. Fortunately, he had only done so metaphorically. She had made sure of some of the pubic hair that Alan had urged her to wear in the form of his family's initial.

Little by little he managed to calm down, although his breathing continued to accelerate. She had been killed or mutilated. But the man, after all, had proved not to be insane.

Did he really believe that a sane person would behave like that?

Without realizing it, because she was too alienated to think rationally, she was relativizing after the death scare she had had and so she saw it.

"Take the knife," he urged, after letting her breathe for a few seconds. He hadn't stopped stimulating her clitoris during that time. I told you I'd let it for you.

"It's a trap. It's a trap," he said to himself, but still, with a trembling hand, Gema freed herself from the virtual tie of his arm and extended it to take the knife. "It's a trap. It's a trap," her subconscious continued, alarming her, unsuccessfully. It was better for her to have the knife than for him to have it. "It's a trap. It's a trap." The man would take it as an attempt to attack him as soon as he tried to take the knife and he would find the excuse he didn't need to slit her throat.

"Be careful! The man warned her, and Gemma gathered her arm as if she had pushed away a stone and found a viper. "I told you to take it," he urged her next, his tone calm but threatening. Take it this way, where it doesn't cut," he instructed her and showed her the blunt side. See? Nothing happens.

Quim was boasting about the power he had over her. Not only did he not need the knife for her to belong to him, but he even dared to put it in her hand.

"You rub like a bitch in heat against my knife and tell me you want to have my joint inside your dirty pussy. Well, this is my joint. Put it in!

"No, no. "No," she groaned and pleaded in terror again. No, si us plau, Senyor meu! Això, no. "It didn't matter what I told her, the man would force her anyway.

But wasn't that what she really liked about him?

"So, put it in," the man said, undaunted by her pleas, and guided the handle of the knife to her sex. Stick it in. "It's okay," he insisted. Do it for me.

He guided her hand and convinced her – or frightened her enough. Holding the knife on the blunt side, he commented on splitting his labia with the handle. The man helped him point the tip of the knife down and the handle up so that he could put it in.

"Fuck with that. I want to see how you do it.

"No, no. Si us plau! No, no," Gema continued moaning, without the strength to resist and inserted a few more centimeters of the handle into her pussy.

He rolled his eyes and almost fainted. His trembling legs gave way, but somewhere he found the strength not to collapse. If she fell with the knife into her vagina... It was easy to stumble, with her feet still inside her skirt on the floor.

The man let go of her hand. She no longer needed me to guide her. With both hands now idle, he caressed her breasts. He alternated soft caresses with moderate squeezes.

"Ahh. Ahh," Gema groaned and gasped. Despite her restraint, her bruised breasts sent signals of pain, mixed with those of pleasure. She needed to cum and, although the knife did not touch her clitoris (fortunately!), the handle managed to rub the sensitive points of her vagina.

"Put it in more," the man told her, even though he couldn't see how deep she was putting her handle in. More! More. "What he saw excited him a lot. Eventually, he would end up fucking her with the blade, instead of the handle. He loved to take his dogs to extremes like that and, stupidly, foolish them, to be fiery. The woman he held in his hands was promising. Of course, he owed one to Biel.

"No. No! Not with the knife," Gema protested to herself, but she continued masturbating with the gun. He was about to cum.

The man, however, was not done with her yet.

"Turn around and look at me!" He urged her. He had to grab his wrist to stop him from getting in and taking out the knife.

Reluctant, because he was stopping her at the worst moment, Gema turned in his arms. She looked into his eyes, then looked at his mouth and remembered the first kiss that had changed everything and the kisses that had happened before.

The kisses. Kisses for Daniel had a special importance. Definitive. That's how their romance had begun, with a kiss. Then they had walked hand in hand under the starlight.

But Daniel deserved someone better than her. The best way to free him was to give himself to that particular man. And the best way to do that was to wish for it. To convince himself until he succeeded, as he had done before, that he wanted to kiss and beat him. To convince herself, looking for something that would attract her to do so. With the kiss, it had been to fulfill the mission Alan had given her and make him proud of her (and get to renew his interest in her). Now, convincing herself consisted of all the evils that this man would do to her and that would serve to keep Daniel and also Alan away from her. They would also serve to receive his deserved punishment.

He made a new effort to get Daniel and Alan out of his mind and focused on the man's mouth. He half-opened his and licked his lips. I wanted it. He took a deep breath through his nose and inhaled its unmistakable aroma. I wanted it.

She approached his mouth and wanted to kiss him again, but the man stopped her.

"Put your hands behind the back of your neck," he ordered, even though it meant she would let go of his cock. You'd better keep my knife in your pussy without dropping it! He threatened her. Then, in a softer tone, he said, "Focus." I know you can do it. He loved to scare them, abruptly changing his tone, then speaking sweetly again. He grabs the knife with his pussy. Do it. Raise a hand. Take your time with each other. When you're ready, let go of the squeal and put your hand with the other behind your head.

It was not easy for Gemma to obey this time. On the one hand, what her body asked her to do was to touch her clitoris, masturbate and cum. It had not sat well with her to be deprived of orgasm moments before reaching it. She felt electrified in an awkward way, and the hand wanted to do everything but obey her in that. On the other hand, contracting the vaginal muscles at that moment, in their state, and enough so that the heavy knife did not fall to the ground, was not easy. He tried several times. She let go of her hand, but the knife slipped down her pussy. Maybe the problem was not the vaginal muscles, but that her pussy was too lubricated.

At last it seemed to him that he had succeeded. She let go of the knife completely and, tense, concentrating on her vagina, raised her hand and intertwined her fingers behind the nape of her neck. She threw her elbows back, as she knew the man would like. Its udders rose and offered themselves to the man to milk, as he liked to do.

"Well done," the man congratulated her. But now you have to keep it," he said, returning to his threatening tone. Duck down and suck it, he told her and, with his hands on his shoulders, pushed her down.

He bent down without taking his hands off his head and squatted down.

I hadn't seen his cock yet, although I had had it in his ass and pussy, and also in his hand. He didn't know what it looked like, even though he had drunk urine from it, albeit canned, not on tap.

The lighting in the room was poor and cold. Cool LEDs require more power to be pleasant, but the bulb was scarce, despite its coldness. However, it is also the light that least falsifies colors. The man's cock was beautifully ugly. It wasn't big, but he had already noticed that in his hand. Still, it had been big enough to break his ass. Alan had told her it wasn't that bad, but it hurt. Now she was sure that he had lied to her even on that, because he didn't really care.

Alan. She pushed him out of her mind, just as he had pushed her out of his life. Her master had lied to her. He had neglected it! He had been crueler to her than this man would ever be. She would not fall in love with Quim; of that she was sure; She wouldn't fall in love with anyone ever again! It was not love that she sought in Quim, but punishment, for herself and for others through her suffering. He repeated those reasons like a mantra. He made a new effort to push Alan away from his thoughts.

The man's tool was dark, though less than what he did with it and less than his soul. Her soul was also dark. The man's weapon had hairs along the phallus and at the base its corresponding tuft of hair.

Gemma kissed her. Tenderly. He held back the desire to put it in his mouth and shovel it. He restrained the desire to give him pleasure and to relieve him of his demons quickly, even if the relief lasted only a few moments. It would make him enjoy; it would give him pleasure, physical and sadistic.

He kissed the glans. The man had great demons and proceeded to go slowly. Then he kissed the hairy phallus. He took his time. She wasn't an apprentice and I wanted to prove to her that she wasn't.

He didn't want to follow that line of thought. She did not want to think about who had taught her to be a high-class celebrator.

Concentration broke and the knife came out of her pussy. Fortunately, as he was squatting, the tip hit the ground before the handle came off completely.

The man noticed. Perhaps he heard the noise of the impact, metal against ceramic.

"Put it back in," he said dryly. Not like that! He noticed her when he saw that she intended to do it with her hand. Lower your ass and push it inside against the floor!

Gemma obeyed. It was uncomfortable to squat down so much. But the fact that the proximity of the ground prevented it from slipping out completely had its advantages. That way you don't have to focus on your vaginal muscles.

"It goes down more." "Get as much as in," Quim instructed, who seemed more aware of what he was doing with the knife than of the incipient blowjob he was receiving.

The man grabbed her hair with both hands and pulled her up. He liked to do that and already had a sore scalp from the repeated treatment.

But he did not complain. She felt very much her own when I did that to her.

"Go up and down," he ordered and pulled his hair, this time to indicate that he should go up a little. Go up and down. Fuck your pussy with my knife. That's right. Don't stop exercising those legs.

It was very uncomfortable and I was sure that I would soon be unable to do any more mini-squats. But, at least, she felt that taste in her pussy again.

He kissed the phallus on one side and did the same on the other. He was going to pamper her. He was going to show him everything he knew how to do.

Now I wanted to inhale its aroma. She had convinced herself that her body odor made her, and in a bad way, she did. She was quickly learning to associate her smell with his cruel way of treating her. She didn't matter to him at all and that was how it should be. Her impiety made her. It would sink and hit rock bottom with it. Why prolong the inevitable? Why beat around the bush with Silvestres, Gerardos, Alanes or Bieles? Why cause Daniel suffering for so long, if he could take a shortcut?

I would never see him again. It was a drastic but inevitable measure. Daniel would end up watching the videos that Quim's bikers had surely recorded of her. Undoubtedly, more than one had picked up their mobile phone and recorded it. And if that had happened, the videos would soon leak to the internet. Someone would end up recognizing her. What's more, it would probably become the scandal of the moment.

It was too late to undo what had happened.

There he was, Daniel, again, sneaking into his mind.

Did he regret it?

Alan had done nothing to stop it, even though he knew it would break his power over her. Hadn't that been the realization that she didn't matter to him anymore, after all she'd done and sacrificed for him?

Did he regret it?

She had allowed herself to be recorded to break the power that Alan had over her. Alan recorded it, but he always ended up putting a filter on it. Exposing it was a single-use weapon: once used, it lost power. Now Alan would no longer have any power over her. Others had recorded her in her worst scene and those others would make the images public without obfuscating her face. She had broken up with Alan.

There he was, Alan, again, getting into his thoughts. But she had broken up with him.

He closed his eyes and inhaled. It smelled as bad as I expected. Sweat. Pre-semen. Urine. It was normal, after a meeting like that and without having had the opportunity to wash himself. Quim smelled down there as good as I expected it to. It was what I needed. The smell clouded her mind and erased Daniel, Alan and the others from it.

He dared to put his tongue in the frenulum. The taste was not bad, not on the tip of the tongue where what abounds are the papillae for the taste of sweetness. He tickled the frenulum with his tongue.

He hasn't put it in his mouth yet. We had to go little by little. He stuck out his tongue and licked his beautiful member. From the base to the middle of the phallus with the first lick. From the middle to the frenulum with the second. Then, he licked it from the bottom up, from the beginning of the scrotum to the end of the glans.

He inhaled again. She wanted this man to flood her and erase everything else. Her legs were getting tired, but she kept rocking up and down and down to fuck her pussy with the knife.

He licked his lips and opened his mouth and swallowed the glans. He ran his tongue over it. The taste of smegma flooded their taste buds. It tasted like lightning; tasted so good.

Flavors are acquired, as they say. Would that end up being an acquired taste for her? It almost seemed to him that his breath was.

Almost?

The man was right: he already possessed it and all he needed from him was to make him feel it.

Salivó. He licked her glans, above and below, on the left side and on the right. He ran his tongue over its folds to wipe the smegma. It was normal for the first sucks of a blowjob to taste bad; it was unavoidable except fresh out of the shower. It didn't matter; It was only at the beginning. But Quim was more intense, in everything. He continued to suck, however.

The kiss. That was the most important thing for Daniel, the most intimate. Wasn't blowjob even more so than vaginal sex, even more than anal sex?

He had the cruel man in his mouth and there would be no turning back. He would cum inside her mouth and make her swallow his cum. Daniel had to understand the extent of his depraved acts, precisely with a man like Quim! He had to turn away from her and seek her happiness. He also had to separate himself from Mauro. He would do it as soon as she was no longer manipulating him and as soon as Alan no longer had power over him. And if he didn't... If he didn't, that was his problem, his decision. It would no longer be her fault.

I had wiped her cock and now, unfortunately, it didn't taste as bad as she deserved. Now it only tasted like presemen.

He had made an effort and it hadn't been that bad... after everything he had experienced that day. He had tried hard and wondered if he would end up liking doing that to him and receiving him that way in his mouth. She sensed that the man would demand it of her and give her no choice, but that was the punishment she deserved.

He put it halfway through. She stepped back and did it again, as if her mouth were nothing more than a pussy. I didn't expect it to be more than that for the man. He took her out and smooched her balls, as much as the fly of his pants would allow. Then he put it back in his mouth and impaled himself with it until he was halfway past his cock. He made another attempt and managed to touch the man's lower abdomen with his nose.

Quim grunted excitedly. That bitch knew how to give a blowjob! He had definitely hit the jackpot with her. And how he went up and down and fucked himself with his knife, with the tip resting on the ground! The handle had a guard, but if, vicious as it was, it went too low, if it pushed too hard, it could get the cutting blade inside. But that was not his problem, but hers. He would force her to finish the blowjob anyway.

Gema took her cock out of her mouth and kissed the cock laterally. He embraced the glans with his lips; Then, he pulled out and inserted his tongue successively, licking the frenulum

The man hadn't said anything to her, but Gema was fed up with not being able to get to her balls well. He took his hands away from his head, opened his pants and pulled them down. Then he raised them up again, behind the back of his neck and interlaced his fingers.

"Ai! he exclaimed. Each time the fingers of his battered hand were more swollen and sore.

Her muscles also refused to continue responding to her, but she was willing to give the blowjob of her life to this man who treated her so cruelly.

He looked at the legs. It was the first time they had been seen. They were hairy, like all men's, except those who shave. Except for Alan, who shaved them to be more attractive. And even less Daniel, who now, half turned into Daniela, shaved to be more feminine and become the sissy than Mauro. She and Alan were to blame for that: they had manipulated and pushed him.

He struggled to push them both away. But she was doing something wrong with the blowjob: she was looking at the legs and not the man's eyes.

Now, with full access to the scrotum, he dived under it and kissed and licked it. His deft tongue found the gaps in the jungle to reach the sensitive skin.

He sucked it and swallowed it completely again.

The man must have gotten tired of standing and moved to the bed. A small step – really, half a step, because the room was narrow. He lay down on it – or rather tripped over his pants and fell.

She, somehow, managed to accompany his movement without taking her cock out of her mouth. She had to, however, let go of her hands from behind her head and lean on the bed and the man's legs. As he rested his hand, he felt a painful prick on his fingers again.

"Put that in again, bitch!" The man snapped.

When he accompanied the cock in the movement so that it did not come out of her mouth, he had sat up a little and the knife, mischievous himself, had come out of his vagina.

"Ho sento, Senyor meu," she apologized. He reached back to reach for the knife, but lost his balance and had to kneel. His knee hurt when he rested it on the ground. He sighed. Both were in pain, but he forced himself to support the other as well. He had never liked half measures. In any case, it was on his knees as he should have been before him.

Before him or before HIM?

It was easy to replace Alan with man.

No, that was impossible. I wasn't looking for that in Quim. He was looking for his cruelty, nothing more. The punishment. That Daniel would divorce her and turn away from her.

He pushed Alan out of his mind again. It wasn't worth it.

He reached for the knife. He grabbed the blade on the blunt side, though that seemed more lucky than mental reflexes, given the state he was in, and shoved the handle into his pussy. On his knees as he was, he could have his legs closed and would not fall again. Although, she couldn't fuck him either.

"Suck my balls, bitch!" The man ordered, without even commenting on his performance. No "how well you do it!", not even something like "what a magnificent mouth you have, bitch!". No compliment like that or comment of any other kind. But he had growled. And he had continued to pull at his hair. That was enough for him, although now his scalp was sore.

"Yes, Senyor meu," Gemma confirmed and threw herself, tongue in front, at her hairy eggs, now fully and easily reachable.

The man's contempt for her excited her in some aberrant way. He kissed and licked them through his thick jungle and sucked his glans and tickled his frenulum to keep him aroused. The man had raped her – twice. and she had been nothing more than passive holes at his disposal. But now she was an active part and could put all her mastery into practice. I could show her all that she was worth. Perhaps I was trying to impress him. Was she afraid that the man would leave her after that day? If he did, what was left for him then?

The man pushed her head down, towards her perineum. Gema knew that this was a highly erogenous zone of men. Alan liked it. And with Daniel... Really, I had never tried that with him. There they were, again! He focused on what he was doing and licked and tickled it with the tip of his tongue. Then, it returned to the sensitive part of the glans.

He grunted with pleasure, but again he led her down. Towards their eggs. Below. Towards the perineum. Gemma licked him and the man growled.

"You Spanish whore slut," he insulted her between grunts and moans, but Gema thought they were compliments. It was easier for him to be cruel to her if he despised her. Do you want me to cum in your mouth? he asked. He was about to do so.

It was obvious that he was not asking for permission. He just wanted her to humble herself and tell him.

"Yes, si us plau!" In the meva mouth, Senyor meu! I design to serve. "Yes, I wanted to serve him, not as a one-off sexual relief, but to really serve him to receive his punishment; day after day, one more tip in his coffin. I dissipate dye in my mouth. Tóll vetar-lo, senyor. Taste-ho! Empassar-ho! "I would swallow his semen and it would join inside his body to his sputum and his. How could it not belong to him, after what he had done? Even Daniel would understand. How could anyone love her, after that? It didn't matter that the was a secret between him and her and that he couldn't be distinguished in the videos that had surely been recorded of her. In any case, he told himself again, there was no turning back and, if necessary, he would even tell Daniel in order to free him and allow him to be happy. Portar-ho sempre dins de mi, Senyor meu.

Swallowing semen is dangerous. That man – an ex-convict – could carry all kinds of sexually transmitted diseases. It's dangerous in general, not just with criminals.

For penetrative sex, the man had used condoms on her. But after sucking it as he had done, did it matter if he swallowed it? She had already committed the temerity and was ready to face the consequences. She would do it alone, without harming anyone else. There was no turning back.

"And what do you give me in exchange for my bullfight?" He managed to ask her, taking advantage of the fact that Gema had her mouth in her perineum and not in her glans. That slut knew how to give blowjobs and if she was careless she would cum before her time! There was little I could teach him in that area. Little... but there was something.

"What do you wish of me, my lord?" He already has everything. "What was left for you to give him?" "You're right: you already possess me.

The fox was right. He himself had told her that he already possessed her and she had ended up nodding. There was a lot he planned to take from her, but at that moment, what else could she offer him?

"You said you want to serve me," he said. He could use a little talk to cool down and prolong the pleasure. Do you intuit what that means?

"Yes, my lord. You're going to treat me like a bitch, like a whore. A fucking Spanish bitch. "It was nothing, and even less would it be for him." Negligible, nothing more. "It was despicable, nothing more." I'm already devastated. You're going to crush me. "The man couldn't destroy it because he already was. But he could crush her, annihilate her.

Quim was surprised by his words. The woman was clairvoyant and had been completely right. Or was it just empty talk? Would he take it to the ultimate consequences? He, of course, would. The ultimate consequences, never better said, would indeed be the last for her. He could only save her from getting bored before her, but it didn't seem that would be the case. On top of that, she was Spanish... I would take it to the end. She could only save herself if she backed down, but she was clear that he turned her on too much for that, not precisely because of his beauty, but because of how he treated her.

Whatever trauma she was carrying and driving her toward him, she would take advantage of it. Biel had told him a few things – few, in fact – and he sensed that there was much more. But I didn't need to know them. The woman was already his; That had been made clear.

"Then promise me that you will serve me unconditionally," she said, to say something, not knowing or intuiting what that meant to her. And beg me again to give you my semen.

"I beg you to always treat me like the despicable Spanish bitch that I am." And I promise you that I will never complain or pretend to be more than that. "It was done. Now there was no going back, no matter how much Daniel and Alan were still remembered. He had promised her. He wouldn't complain or pretend to be more than what he was: a despicable person and for him, she would be a despicable Spanish bitch; The worst—. Serve your semen in my mouth as a sacrament to seal the covenant. "He blasphemed at once, in order to cut the sacred bonds as well. His cum in his mouth would be the sacrament that would seal the pact with the Devil. Your despicable Spanish bitch begs you, my lord. Please, I beg you, grant me this honor.

The man was amazed by his words, so poetic and tragic. Also so bombastic, too grandiloquent for a mere bitch. Did this stupid woman intend to impress him with her intelligence? He was not very intelligent. He was not interested in his IQ, but in his body and what he would do with it. Did she think she was refined by expressing herself in that way? He shook his head. I was going to erase all that delicacy from him. But, in reality, his manners constituted an excellent opportunity that he would not despise. In the future, if it was necessary to sew her lips shut up, I would do it. But she was lucky because at that moment she was interested in her mouth.

"I grant you the honor," he said without knowing it. All that was left was to cum in his mouth.

Vicious, the woman gobbled him up again and milked him so that he would give her his milk. But he wasn't going to make it so easy for him. Hadn't he just assured that he wanted to serve him unconditionally?

"Are you a despicable dirty Spanish bitch?" She asked and included one more term, one that she herself had already used very successfully. More success than he imagined.

"I'm your despicable dirty Spanish bitch, my lord. I need your cum, please! She answered and went back to the slash.

"Ahhh! The man groaned with pleasure. Not so soon, bitch, he thought, and pushed her down.

The tongue went to his sensitive perineum, but he wanted more and kept pushing her head to base more.

Quim thought about the stupid words he had said to him. This woman, in spite of everything, spoke haughtily and must have thought that she was of good birth. "You've got the wrong neighborhood and the wrong person, beautiful!" I would definitely enjoy sewing her lips together. It would serve as an example. He needed nothing more than to moo like the cow he was, bark like the bitch he was turning her into, growl like the sow he would transform her into, and bleat like the innocent little sheep on the way to the slaughterhouse.

Although, the "senyor meu" thing that he had invented, suited him frankly well. Maybe she wouldn't sew them up, but would just attach her sybaritic tongue to the clitoris string and needle in hand. He had done that on one occasion. You always found a woman stupid enough to let herself do something like that. It was only a matter of influencing his submission. The worse the treatment, the more dependent they were treated in that way again.

She would learn that he didn't need her high-sounding phrases. He preferred his women who were sparing in words, just enough to beg, but without so much prose. Yes, he would sew them up as soon as he had better trained her and offered her an excuse, which he surely would.

Gema resisted going any lower. Despite what he had said, he couldn't do that. He had a hairy ass and who knows what he could find in that jungle!

"Do you want me to tear you apart, to crush you, and now you refuse?" "You're dirty. You have said it yourself, what do you think it means?" "You already have his pee and his sputum. Soon you will have his cumshot. Complete the task! Completely denigrate yourself. Neither Alan nor Daniel nor anyone else will ever want you if you do that. Deny yourself!" "You promised. You promised unconditionally. Did you think it didn't include that?"

"NO! I haven't promised it yet. The covenant has still been sealed! NO!"

"I'm cumming!" The man announced suddenly. The woman's skillful tongue in his perianal area and his visions of the cruel scenes he would perform with her in the future took him beyond the point of no return.

"NO! Gema exclaimed.

Imprisoned by orgasm, the man let go of her head. In the end, he hadn't cummed in his mouth, but he would make her swallow the cum anyway.

Gema quickly pounced on the cock and swallowed it greedily.

The man continued to ejaculate, with each grunt, one more ejection.

"Don't swallow it!" He warned him when he recovered.

Gema, still with his cock in his mouth, shook his head. He had not yet swallowed.

The man had come. Now he had enjoyed his three holes, all in the same day. The relationship with him was going at a dizzying pace. Quim had known how to treat her. Actually, I had been lucky to treat her that way at a crucial time, a very low one for her. At any other time, things would surely have ended badly for him. But he had appeared in the right place at the right time. And he had known how to take advantage of it.

Now it was his. Now he could do with it everything he wanted. He had promised.

What if he didn't swallow? The pact would not be sealed if he did not. Or is it?

He kept his cock in his mouth without swallowing and looked him in the eye. Why couldn't I see his face? I saw it, but it was as if I had forgotten it instantly.

"You're traumatized with him, stupid!" a small voice told her. "Don't you realize? You have all the symptoms! Come out! Run away! Stay away from him!"

"Show me."

Gema took out her cock and opened her mouth.

"Do you like it?" He asked, not because he was interested in his opinion, but because he liked me to say it. He caressed her face affectionately.

Gemma nodded. What else could she say with that man?

"Shut your mouth." Move it inside, from one side to the other. Chew it.

Gemma obeyed. What else could I do? The man had cummed and she was still.

It tasted like... semen, obviously... but different... it always tastes different... Did you know... worse... although maybe not as much as with Gerardo... Did Quim smoke?... And with him she had become accustomed. He had come to like it. He liked to give pleasure.

Now, apparently, he liked to denigrate himself.

"And?"

Gemma swallowed and said:

—Thank you, my lord. I thank you very much for the gift you have given to your dog. Now I'm ready to serve him in whatever he asks me to do. "Yes, she had sealed the pact and was ready for him to annihilate her, one at a time or little by little." "I'm just a despicable dirty Spanish bitch," I reminded her.

"Clean that up." "I knew I didn't need to tell him to do it with my tongue.

"Yes, my lord. Thank you.

Gema searched and found the sperm that the man had ejaculated on her hairy belly. Obedient, submissive, hardworking and dedicated... and deeply confused, traumatized and deranged... He licked and slurped the remains of the bullfight. It was yellowish, like the one he had found in the condom.

The man stroked the back of her neck almost affectionately as he did so. Without knowing it, the man had found one of his sensitive points, one that only Daniel and Alan knew.

They were still there... In spite of everything... He licked his belly so as not to leave any remains.

He was unrecognizable. She knew she wouldn't recognize herself if she looked in the mirror. But she didn't want anyone to recognize her. The man would transform her into that, into a being unrecognizable to all who had known her.

Quim congratulated himself. Again, he acknowledged that he had won the lottery with that woman. I was absolutely dedicated... and he would make her repent of her stupidity. Passionate and skilful, and on top of that she was very good looking. He could only have had better luck with a very young, naïve and unhappy young girl, one who had run away from her family. He had been lucky once.

The woman in front of him was not naïve. Not that. Although unhappy... The ones he managed to hunt, all had deep emotional problems of some kind. These problems were a blessing: instead of alleviating them, they served to delve inside them.

"Take out the knife and give it to me." "He was sure that the woman was no danger to him, and that she would not use the knife against him. Really, he deserved to have his cock cut off. It was easy, as it was exposed at the time. But I knew she wouldn't. He would endure his degradations, one after another, the next worse than the last.

He took the knife offered to him by the woman and was emboldened. It may be that he also had his mental faculties impaired at that time. She put it on her belly next to her cock, parallel to it. The knife was longer than her sex, but her knife was like a second cock to him.

"Clean it up," he said.

Gemma leaned over him. Definitely, the man had denied her orgasm. And she had given it to him. He stuck out his tongue and licked the handle of the knife over his belly. He alternated licking his cock with tongues on the knife.

"See?" I warned you. They're not going to come looking for you," he ventured to say, while enjoying the double blowjob. They don't care about you.

END.


OR WILL IT CONTINUE?

"The family is those people for whom we would shed our blood." – Charles Dickens

Hot Wife Gem – Vol. 14 Volume VII?

¡Sold!

"Oh," Alan exclaimed plaintively. We've killed each other, Biel." His words are weak and barely intelligible. It had burst inside and was bleeding from different parts of the body.

"My motorcycle. My motorcycle. Biel lamented. The motorcycle was destroyed, just like he and his friend.

Alan managed to muster the strength to be indignant with him. Was that what mattered to him? They had crashed and were dead. He had crushed his chest and felt an unmistakable tightness in his heart. But worse had been how Gema had broken it, going with that Quim. By preferring Quim to him. Alan didn't understand how she could have gone with him, after what that man had done to her. I only found reasons to despise and hate him. It wasn't even attractive. He was a not-so-well-preserved fifty-year-old, about the same age as her, but she looked ten years younger, at least.

Quim represented everything Alan despised. Rude and cruel and with questionable personal hygiene. A radical nationalist, when he was nothing more than a charnego. He had become obsessed with fighting for the revolution and had even been imprisoned. He probably had psychopathic tendencies. He had put a military knife to Gemma's neck and threatened to cut off her breasts!

But it had all been his fault. I had to admit it. Now that he had only a few heartbeats left, he had to do it. He had put Gemma in danger and lost her because of his excessive ambition. He had wanted to have her and his daughter at the same time and had delegated his friend Biel to train her, since he did not have the life for everything. He had made a mistake and his friend had proven to be unreliable.

"I told you not to go so fast," Biel told him. They were lying on the side of the road, in the position with which the motorcycle had left them after crashing. She turned her head toward him, but couldn't see his face because of the helmet. It was dark, and he couldn't even see his eyes through the viewfinder. It's not a sports bike like yours.

"I'm going to kill you, Biel!" "He had introduced her to Quim and had acted on his own without her consent. And on top of that, what worried him was the motorcycle!

Biel tried to laugh, but only blood came out of his mouth.

"But I'm already dead."

"I'll kill you anyway."
***


"Stand up," Quim said to Gema. After cumming in his mouth, he had become fried. How long had he slept?

Gemma sat up. She hadn't fallen asleep, but she had dozed off with her head on Quim's lap, her face pressed to her cock. The knife had pushed him away and he lay limp on the edge of the bed. He had snuggled with Quim. The man was all he had left. Her sin was to have given in to her husband's cuckolded desires, knowing that she always ended up becoming too passionate about her lovers. I always ended up developing strong feelings towards them. It was inevitable; She was like that. But for that very reason he must have stopped Daniel and refused to play with the consensual cuckolds. It wasn't a game.

Each lover, each more dominant, had fallen even more in love with them. That could not be avoided either. He had discovered that he liked dominant men. It was strange because Daniel was the opposite. In fact, pushed and manipulated by her, he was increasingly submissive. Too much.

Quim was an escape, not for her, but for Daniel. I would be free and I could find happiness.

Gemma got up and stood in front of the bed. Quim looked at her and she, uneasy, corrected her posture, even though she did not know what the man was up to. He opened his legs a little and kept his arms down, although a little separated from the body.

She was naked, except for her heeled sandals, the yellow ribbon that served as a choker (she had previously formed the Spanish flag with two others, but Quim had used his knife to cut the red ribbons) and her hoop earrings.

Quim looked at her, then looked at his knife. Gemma could have slit his throat in his sleep, but she hadn't, despite what he had done to her. He could have fled too, but he hadn't either. Certainly, she had torn her clothes, both the top and the miniskirt, and she would have had to go naked, but that would not have stopped her from calling the police. He hadn't done it because she wanted to. She was turned on by the way he treated her.

He looked at the watch on his wrist. It was not yet midnight. That meant she still belonged to him. Biel had left it until the beginning of a new day. But his pupil and co-religionist was wrong. She did not wish to return to him. He took the knife and put it down on the bedside table.

"Undress me," he ordered and Gema, solicitous, came to help him with her boots. Later, he helped her with her pants, which the woman had already pulled down before to give her a blowjob. He did not forget his socks. Submissive, she even briefly massaged his feet. Then, he helped him with the leather jacket and, finally, with the T-shirt. The woman even affectionately caressed his nipples and kissed them.

Quim had met and enjoyed many women with submissive tendencies—young, helpless girls who had run away from home, in some cases, and mature women in others—but he had never met any so dedicated, fiery, and loving at the same time.

"Let me see you," he said.

Gemma stood in front of him and returned to the previous position.

"Put your hands behind your head."

"Yes, Senyor meu," Gema replied. He raised his arms and threw his elbows back. Her breasts rose suggestively towards the man. She winced in pain as she intertwined her fingers because they were inflamed from the man's stomp on her. He swallowed hard and waited for further instructions.

The man studied it. Gema felt how she looked over every square inch of her skin. He had already made her undress at Biel's house, but now they were in private, just the two of them. The man had already cummed inside her three times that day and now he would observe her with less blinding lust and with a colder, more analytical gaze. He would see all its inevitable flaws and the ravages that the passage of time had wrought. She felt uncomfortable, as if she feared she didn't like it.

Quim watched her. Beauty was a plus, but it was not the most important thing for him. What interested him most was that they were submissive to the point of being able to take them to the extremes that interested him. To do this, apart from submissive tendencies, it was usually necessary for them to carry some type of trauma, either from childhood, or because of a recent traumatic experience, or because they were depressed. But beauty, though not key, was always welcome.

The woman was of good stature. With heels I couldn't get so much out of it. She had a good type and the heels, logically, made her more slender. She had the curves of a woman her age. He didn't care if a young girl was very thin, but he didn't like mature women who were excessively fit, vigorous, and with a chocolate bar. It seemed to him that this looked bad on them, in addition to the fact that he spoke of a very active sports life, which did not make it easy to manipulate them.

The woman had good curves. You could tell that she was toned and did sports, but not excessively.

The udders were plastic, obviously. They were beautiful, although there the credit was the surgeon's, not hers, but he preferred them natural. Plastic breasts limited what could be done with them. At least the nipples were thick and easily hardened. Even if they were not upright at the time, I remembered them.

Her hair had been dyed an orange color. It didn't look bad on him, but he wasn't sure he wanted me to keep it that way. In fact, it used to be advisable to subject them to a change of appearance. The mane was short. Surely he would order her to grow her hair long, only to shave her head later. That used to break the spirit of those whores.

The features of the face were pretty. The nose was funny. I would put a ring on it. And the lips, while not fleshy, were not thin, either. The lips... Quim noticed. What was she doing? Why was he biting his lower lip? Was he regretting it? Or was he bothering her with his gaze? He smiled. He loved to make them uncomfortable. He went over his body again with his gaze just for that reason.

The very presumptuous one had even done her pedicure and sported red toenails, matching that intolerable outfit (although, if it weren't for the symbology, it looked really good on her), which she would never wear again.

Her pussy, although she had it perfectly shaved underneath (she had felt it, more than seen it), had a stupid letter on her pubis. The fox had even dyed her pubic hair to match her mane! That was quite a detail. What would you do about pubic hair? Would he have it shaved all the way down, so that it would look childish? Or would you create a new design for it? The current B or R, or whatever, could easily adapt to a Q. Unintentionally, he had taken the first step by cutting a tuft of hair with the knife.

The nipples... I would definitely put some rings on them.

Those tits, if Biel had told her the truth and she hadn't lied to him, had smeared them with her cum, the one he had unloaded in the condom when he had fucked her pussy at his pupil's house. Now he wore it under his skin, apart from on his stomach.

—Date la vuelta.

The back was nice, but the ass was even better. It hadn't fallen off with age and he still had it upright, with a good size. Although, the best thing was the I was wearing, with the Estelada on the lid! She was still wearing it and, if Biel hadn't lied to her, she had sheathed a condom that he had used on her, so she wore it in her rectum, along with her cum remains.

"Look at me.

He got up and stood in front of her. He raised his hand to caress her face, but the woman was frightened and turned her head away.

He looked at her sternly. That was something I would have to correct in her. It was already the second time he was scared in that way.

He touched her cheekbone affectionately. I wasn't going to hurt him. He noticed that it was a little inflamed and squeezed gently.

"Does it hurt?"

—Yes. A little.

"Did I do that to you this morning?" He remembered that in Biel's apartment he had stepped on his head, although he did not think it had done so with such force.

"It's going to be with the sòl." Em vaig colpejar quan em va posar el peu a la cara. "Although she did not speak Catalan, she made an effort to speak to him in her language. She was sure that she made many mistakes, but she hoped that the man would appreciate her effort. Understanding him when they spoke to her, was easier for her, especially with this man, because his orders were usually simple. He, of course, only spoke to her in Catalan.

"You're going to have it purple, tomorrow," he told him without apologizing. Then he touched her chin. And this?

"M'ho vaig fer aquesta tarda. "On all fours in the parking lot, exhausted from maintaining her posture, her arms had failed and she had hit her chin against the asphalt, but it was nothing more than a scratch.

The man stroked her cheek.

"Show me your hand."

Gemma reached out and showed it to him.

"Is this from when I stepped on you?" "His phalanges of two fingers were swollen.

"Yes, my lord.

"And do you remember why I did it?"

"But don't stop at the position. The man had made her make a full turn on all fours, but when she returned to the starting point, she had not been careful with her hand and had moved it a little further forward than the other.

"And?"

"Thank you for correcting me, my lord.

"Does it hurt?" He asked and squeezed a phalanx gently.

Gemma sighed in pain. It looked like he had broken a bone or two.

—Yes. My lord.

"Tomorrow it's going to be worse. Put it back behind your head and interlace your fingers.

Gemma obeyed, and as they intertwined, she felt a painful prick in her hand again.

He touched her breast.

"Does your nipple hurt?" he asked. He had pinched, twisted, and stretched it. He played with it, although he did not do it gently, without squeezing it.

"No, my lord.

Quim continued with the nipple until he saw that it was standing up again. The woman had not yet cummed and was easily aroused.

"And what is this?"

"Són els meus..." Gema hesitated with the correct word, because in Catalan nipple and udder were the same word. "Mugrons, Senyor meu "In any case, the man was feeling both udders, while stimulating her nipples with his thumbs.

"Yours?" The man sneered. Does it hurt? He asked and squeezed her moderately.

"She's a little sore," Gema admitted.

"And this one?" He asked and lightly squeezed her chest that he had signed with an indelible marker. Signature was still very visible.

"Ai! Gema complained and moved her shoulder in a reflex as if to try to get away from his hand. Em dol molt, Senyor meu. Ai! She continued to complain, as the man continued to tighten it. Although he did it lightly, he had that very painful udder.

"You'll have bruises tomorrow," the man said and continued to feel her chest. He barely exerted strength, but apparently the woman was in great pain after the treatment he had subjected her to. It hadn't been that big of a deal either. He had only made a handful of milking exercises, grabbing the udder by the base, squeezing and sliding his fingers tightly to the nipple. Did you like that I did that to you?

Gemma shuddered. She didn't know if her hair had stood on end out of fear or if she had goosebumps because the inconsiderate way he had treated her turned her on. It was the punishment he deserved.

"And?" The man insisted and continued to suck her, this time squeezing a little more.

"Yes, Senyor meu," Gemma finally replied, almost whimpering. It hurt her horrors, but worse was having to admit that her truculence put her on.

The man's face lit up.

"Then we will do it often. "Over time, some women ended up with their udders shattered. They were all stupid for letting themselves do that, but it was a joy for him to take them to perform more and more intense scenes. In prison he had had time to think about what he wanted to do when he was released, and those kinds of things were just what he had in mind. He had to admit that they were even more important than the revolution against the oppressive state. In Gema's case it was a shame, because the surgeon had left them very pretty. But he valued suffering and dedication more than aesthetics. He let go of his udder and squatted down before her. And this? He inquired and stroked her pubic hair. Does it hurt?

It took Gemma a few seconds to answer, but when she did, her answer surprised the man.

"Yes, Senyor meu," he answered, finally meditating on the answer. It's what hurts me the most.

The man frowned. I didn't understand. How could her pubic hair hurt the most? He had only pruned a little with the knife. They were just hair. Then, he understood and nodded. Gemma had answered metaphorically. The B-shaped pubic hair must have had a special meaning. B for Biel. It symbolized their failure. Or was it an R? Wasn't one of your dogs called Rei?

He left the pubic hair, which he could always make him change to his liking, and focused on his genitals. He liked them. The clitoral hood was clearly visible and the inner lips protruded over the outer ones.

He put his hand between her legs and felt her vulva.

"And here, does it hurt?"

—No, my lord

Not yet, the man thought. He had fucked her in the morning, but that was no reason for it to hurt. There were beautiful ways to mistreat the female sex.

"And here?" She put her finger on the clitoral hood and played with it.

Gemma shuddered, this time clearly sexually. He had had three very intense sessions and had not yet run: one, in Biel's flat in the morning, with the man, as soon as he arrived from Madrid by train, another, in the open-air car park, next to the petrol station, at the biker meeting that the man had organised, and another in the same room, just an hour before. It had been intense; It had been dreadful. He had been excited—to say otherwise would be a lie—and it had hurt him and he had considered leaving a thousand times.

He gasped.

"I like it," he confessed.

"I didn't ask you if you like it, but if it hurts," she insisted and continued to stimulate her clitoris with her finger through the hood.

"No," he snorted. No, Senyor meu. "It was warming up rapidly. Quim had reminded her of all the marks he had left on her. It was terrible that he did it without apology and without even a grimace of compassion.

"Did you like it when I grabbed you from there and pulled him?" "He had done it and, after torturing her nipples without much success, he had managed to hit the nail on the head and provoked in her the desired reaction. She had bowed to him. One more demolished barrier.

"Yes, Senyor meu. "It had hurt her a lot when he had grabbed her clitoris, her vulva or both with his paw, when he had squeezed it and had pulled her mercilessly in front of her group of fellow bikers who saw in her nothing more than a Spanish bitch. But now, that he was only tickling her with his finger, he was getting aroused. Yes. Yes.

"Do you want me to do it again?"

— Yes. "Yes," she replied excitedly, though not with the idea of suffering a new torment. What I wanted was for him to keep playing it down there, albeit softly, like he was now.

"Ask me, then."

Gema bit her lip, this time with gustorinín.

—Please, my lord. I wish he would grab my clitoris again and pull it again.

—In front of an audience? Do you want me to do it again in front of people so that everyone can see that you're just a bitch?

Involuntarily, Gema moved her pelvis in circles, seeking to increase the intensity of the stimulus.

"Yes, my lord. Let everyone see that I'm nothing more than a fucking Spanish bitch.

To his despair, despite having said what he thought the man wanted to hear, Quim withdrew his hand and left it wanting.

The man put his hand on one knee, then the other.

"And this?" Does it hurt?

His knees were raw because he had had to make several turns on all fours on the rough asphalt. They were also sore from the time she had had to stay on all fours.

—Yes, they are sore.

"Dogs walk on all fours, right?"

"Yes.

"And the sows, too." Are you a pig to me? He'd made him drink his pee out of a can of beer. Don't worry, it's a secret between us. "For now."

"Yes.

"And a cow?" Is it also on all fours? I'll milk you. I'll do you very nice things.

"Yes, Senyor meu. "His words and the fact that he ran through the stigmata he had caused made his vision glassy again.

To his surprise, Quim leaned over and kissed his knee. Then, he did the same with the other.

Then he stood behind her, still squatting.

"And here?" Does it hurt? He asked and felt his buttocks. He had whipped her and she was still a little red. Then, he had sunk his fingers into the flesh, squeezed and dragged them hard. The mark was still visible, although only in a blurred form. He ran gently along the furrows that his fingers had traced.

"No, my lord.

"Tomorrow the mark will be gone," he informed her. He sounded disappointed, but he leaned over and kissed her buttocks. And here? Does it hurt here? He took the between his fingers and moved it a little.

"Yes, my lord. He used to have blood," Gema informed him, not to accuse him, but because she thought she would want to know.

Was he trying to make him proud of her for how she had endured all his torments? More than torments, it should be called abuse.

"Did I break your ass?" The man inquired dispassionately. It had been a bit rough to penetrate her with no lubrication other than that of the condom. But she had arrived ready for the meeting, with the butt plug in her ass to widen it. Surely, he had poured lubricant on it before putting it in. Did it bleed, you say? He asked rhetorically. He had seen it, after raping her. Biel had even taken a photo of her and even sent it to her for souvenirs.

"Yes, my lord.

He bent down and kissed her ass again, this time the other buttock.

Then he got up. His hands ran over her body from bottom to top from the front as he sat up behind her. He hugged her from behind and caressed her belly and tits. He felt them gently. He considered it a shame to deform them, but sometimes sacrifices had to be made.

She played with the nipples, which did not take long to respond. The woman moved her pelvis again, looking for something to rub her pussy against, like the bitch she was. He took pity, lowered his hand and touched her sex.

"I'm going to make love to you," he announced, whispering warmly in her ear.

He left the clitoris and breasts and got back in front of her.

He raised his hands, but she, despite her excitement, again exhibited the reflex act of trying to dodge his caress on the face. But I had no intention of stroking her face. Instead, he put his hands on her head and gently massaged her scalp.

"And here?" Does it hurt too? "If I shaved her head and made her bald, I couldn't pull her hair, but the humiliation would make up for the loss of control.

—Yes, a little.

"Remind me of all the places that hurt you."

Gemma listed them. In a single day it had left her scalp, cheekbone and chin sore, both breasts, especially one, her hand, knees and ass. They were war wounds to be proud of. Every time he had touched one and reminded her of how he had hurt her, it had been as if he had put a medal on her.

"All that in one day," the man admired himself. "You've done well," he congratulated her. Do you want me to do it again?

No, I didn't want to. In fact, I feared it. But I needed it. That was his exile. He nodded.

"Then beg me to make love to you." He put his hand on her pubis and played with her clitoris.

—Please, my lord. I beg him to make love to me. I really pray for you.

The man stood her up, or so it seemed to her. Without saying anything, he pulled away and disappeared behind her. She heard him rummaging through her bag, but she didn't dare to protest that he was violating her privacy.

Quim found the mobile phone and turned it on. There were several calls from a certain Daniel. Who was that? Was it her husband, perhaps? Biel had told her that she was married. But there were none of his pupil or his friend Alan. "Well, it's not midnight yet, I suppose," he said to himself. But he wasn't going to settle for that.

He continued to search and found a condom. "I imagined that the dog would have condoms. Always ready to fuck."

He returned with the condom and offered it to the woman.

"Put it on for me." "It had gotten hard to see and touch the injuries he had caused.

Gema lowered her hands from her head and took the condom. He crouched down. Although his knees hurt, he thought it appropriate to kneel before him. With his cock in front of him, he saw fit to suck it a little first. Then, he opened the wrapper and sheathed it in the glans. Then, with his mouth, he unrolled it over his phallus. The condom was perhaps a little too big for him, as he had bought them for Alan and Biel's cocks, but it was worth it all the same.

He sat up and waited for his instructions.

The man grabbed her by the breast, but did not squeeze, and, taking her by the udder, led her to the bed. He made her lie on her back and lay down on her open legs. He placed his member at the entrance of her sex and penetrated her slowly. Her pussy was ready to receive him and his cock entered her without difficulty. He pressed his pubis against hers and made her moan with pleasure. He pumped without haste. It had just cummed not long ago in his mouth and he didn't have the urgency to quickly spill again.

Gemma groaned. The man was doing very well. After such a hard day, after experiencing – or rather suffering – his cruelty and contempt, it was just what he needed.

"Ai. Ai. "Ai," he moaned nonstop every time he penetrated her, every time his joint slid inward into her pussy and his pubis rubbed her clit.

She looked him in the eye. The man could be loving and kind after all. It wasn't going to be just truculence with him. That too she needed from him, a little empathy, if only occasionally, and a little human warmth.

She intertwined her legs behind her buttocks and pulled him to her, as if she feared that if she didn't, the man might slip away from her. It was all he had left, after all.

She could become independent, away from Daniel and Alan, and, above all, from that man. But the best way to keep Daniel safe and away from her was to be with Quim. She could be independent, but then she wouldn't get the punishment she deserved. Could she really be alone? He had never been in his life. I had always been with a man, with Daniel, mainly, although Daniel was less and less of a man. That is why he had to turn away from him, to save him, now that it was not too late. Eventually. Then, as she had learned to enjoy the dominance of her lovers, she had developed that need to belong to a dominant man. At the same time, Daniel had become more and more enduring. He had felt that he belonged, in some way, to Silvestre, then to his roommate LuisA, although that relationship, fortunately, had not lasted long, then to Gerardo and, finally, to Alan. Alan and Biel, perhaps. She couldn't imagine living without that feeling of belonging.

The man gasped, and his rotten breath hit him in the face. Instead of disgusting her, he became excited and inhaled. Yes, it smelled bad, but that increased the morbidity. Yes, it sucked, but that added to the merit. Yes, he was stunned, but all the more so, if he was convinced that he liked it, he would feel more united. Stink or the perfumed aroma of his virility... It was all in the brain. Gerardo and Alan had shown him that theirs was tremendously plastic and that it could adapt. She could convince herself that she wanted it and that it made her.

She tried to kiss him, but the man moved away from her. I would have to beg him. He loved that I did it.

"Besi'm," he begged. "Kiss, si us plau," he begged.

The man took pity on her and kissed her. He was kind, after all. Their lips came together, their mouths came together, and their tongues twisted together, wetly. There was, again, that characteristic taste of hers that Alan had driven her to appreciate.

The man bit his lower lip and pulled it. Gemma looked him in the eye.

"You are mine and I will always hurt you," they told him.

"Sóc teva," she said with her eyes, "and I desitjo que ho facis. "If I continued to bite her like this, it would end up giving her a cold sore. One more brand.

They changed their position, which was not easy in the narrow bed. He got under her and she rode on top of him. He adjusted his movements carefully so that the man would not cum yet. They were doing something beautiful and I didn't want it to end now.

He straightened up and put his hands up. He put them behind his head and, despite the pain, interlaced his fingers. He threw his elbows back and showed him – perhaps proudly – his udders. Her breasts swayed succulently with every movement.

The man caressed her thighs affectionately and enjoyed the visual spectacle. The cold light in the room was still on.

When she got tired of seeing her udders, she stretched out her hands and took her breasts. He felt them gently, but the battered left breast responded immediately with pain. What that man had done to him in front of his co-religionists! What Alan and Biel had allowed and, Daniel, for submitting to Alan, too! The man would do it again. I had warned him. And she would put up with him again, but she would learn to enjoy the sacrifice to him. Daniel would be free and Alan and Biel would know that his martyrdom was their fault.

The man grabbed her nipples. They were hard. He played a little with them. Then, he pulled them and pulled her to him. Gemma put her chest on top of his chest and searched for his mouth. And the man gave it to her, this time without making her beg. He wasn't a bad guy, after all. Their tongues met and danced together.

Quim stretched out an arm and looked for the butt plug between her buttocks. He found it and gently pulled it. He moved it, put it back in, and pulled it back in again. The plug, pressing through the rectum and the wall of the vagina against her cock was a very pleasant sensation.

Gemma groaned inside her mouth. He liked what he was doing. And it hurt. He had broken her ass when he had broken her back entrance. His pain and his willingness to endure it for him excited him.

He bit her lip again, in the same place as before. It would cause him a wound. Gemma pulled, not to escape his bite, but to help him. Everyone would know that she belonged to him.

They changed positions again and, again, she got underneath and received him with her legs open and her pussy desired.

She enjoyed the friction of her pubis on her clitoris. He was going to cum, after all. She hugged him and stroked his back.

"I'll run," he warned. Do I have your permission, my lord?

"He opens his mouth.

And she opened it. He even stuck out his tongue, as he apparently liked it, just a little, just enough to cover his lower lip.

The man did what he had done before. He cleared his throat. He coughed up and dropped his sputum into her mouth.

"How do you say it?"

—Thank you, my lord.

"Don't swallow it. Chew it," she said, and stood far enough away from her to watch her do it. And run with me. He accelerated his movements and rammed her deeply.

His movements, his order, his own imperious need to cum and the man's ruggedness propelled her towards orgasm. She restrained herself from climaxing at the same time as him and succeeded. As soon as he growled deeply, she came with him.

Exhausted and satisfied, they lay on the bed, one on top of the other.

The sheets were still damp, from when she had taken refuge between them after having to shower with cold water. But he would have that man to warm him up.

"Do you still have it in your mouth?"

Gemma nodded.
***


The ambulance finally arrived, although they would have been better off sending it to the funeral home. For some reason that did not obey any rational explanation, his heart continued to beat, despite the pain in him. He thought of Vicky. Perhaps that is why he had not died yet. But how could he explain to her that he had disgraced his mother? It was what I had planned to do, but not that way. He was not a psychopath like Quim. He liked morbidity, but in a more leisurely way and without losing humanity.

Now he knew that he loved her. He loved them both, the daughter and the mother. Vicky and Gema. But he had probably lost them both.

"I can't stay here!" He said to Biel, who was lying in the bed next to him in the hospital. They had been x-rayed and scanned urgently with a CT scan. He had bandaged them. He had several broken ribs and if they didn't hurt when breathing it was because he had been saturated with painkillers.

He got out of bed. It was a superhuman effort.

"But where are you going?" Biel questioned his intentions. He was as broken as his friend.

It had been Alan who had crashed the motorcycle chasing Quim like a madman, who was kidnapping the woman with him. He had not kidnapped her, but she had voluntarily gotten on the motorcycle, ready to go with him, instead of staying with them. He had chosen Quim and, if he had, he had his reasons for it. Alan had to understand. He had failed his dog. Both had done it. And she had chosen another, though it was possible that she did so only out of spite.

"I shouldn't have let him drive him," he lamented. "Not in that state of mind." She now understood that Alan had experienced Quim's vilification of Gemma as intensely as she did. But even so, he had not intervened. And now he regretted it. Now, that it was too late to fix things. "She has chosen, damn it!" he wanted to shout at his friend, but he was silent. It had been his fault, for introducing him to Quim and doing so without Alan's permission. Then, for playing dumb, for trying to show off to the bikers, he had broken his ankle. He had not been able to ride his motorcycle in that state and, therefore, his friend had ridden it. But it would have been better to ride without an ankle than in that emotional state.

"You don't know where he may have taken her. Get to know the neighborhood. He grew up there, just like me, and he has friends. That is if he has returned with her to the neighborhood. It can be anywhere!

"No," said Alan, taciturn and ready for anything. He has taken her back to the boarding house.

"There?" How do you know?

"Because that's what I would have done!" Your friend is crazy. He thinks he can get away with it with impunity and plans to rub it in our faces. Do you think what she did at the get-together in front of her biker friends was for her? He did it to give us on the nose! He asserted, convinced but with the same crazy expression that he blamed on Quim. Above all, me. "They hadn't gotten along. And the man must have known from Biel that this woman belonged to him and that he had only lent her to Biel to help him train her. "They're there," he assured him. I know! "He had taken her back to the boarding house so that they could find her with him and so that she would tell them again that she was staying with him. He was so sure of himself! On top of that, he had been lucky. The accident they had suffered had delayed them and Gema must have been thinking that he was passing her by. But I was going to show him that it wasn't like that. He was going to apologize. Even to beg him on his knees, if necessary. He cared a lot. Are you going to help me or not? You owe me the fuck!

Biel made an effort to get out of bed. Alan was right: he had made a mistake about Quim. He should not have introduced her to her, and she should not have allowed him to treat her in that way. The matter had gotten out of control. But he could not confess to his friend the reason why he had done it. They were for the common good. Even if I explained it to him, he would not accept it. He did not know how important the struggle for independence was. He did not share his political vision. But he still had an ace up his sleeve that could save them. He could achieve his goals and get Gema back. In the end, although he had run out of motorbikes, everything would be fine.

Determined to do anything, they removed the drips and removed the line from their veins. Together, limping down the aisle, like two wounded but not yet defeated gunmen, they headed for the exit. The security guard and a guard wanted to arrest them, but they pushed them away. No one and nothing would stop them!
***


Exhausted, they had managed to fall asleep in the narrow bed next to each other. They hadn't even turned off the light. She had fallen asleep with her gargajo in her mouth, but she must have swallowed it in her sleep.

She had slept with her cum in her pussy. The man, after spilling inside her, had come out of her, but he had taken care to grab the condom with one hand and take out the cock, leaving the condom inside her. He hadn't even knotted it, and some of the sperm had oozed down to his thigh. Most of his cum must have remained inside the condom, however. The dirty condom peeked out from between her vaginal lips, two-thirds inside her and one-third outside.

She now carried her cum under her skin, on her breasts, on her stomach, on her ass and in her pussy.

It was one more way of denigrating it, of marking it or of taking possession of it, if the three things were not the same. The man had obscene, even disgusting, ideas about it.

Her bladder was full, but the man had not allowed her to go to the bathroom, which was shared among all the rooms on the floor, if the hovel in which she was staying could be called a room. Were you afraid that he would run away?

In fact, she hadn't even set out to do so. Was she the one who was afraid to change her mind and run away?

The man woke up excited. He was spliced back together and Gema felt his cock against his buttocks. That he made it so horny was a source of satisfaction for her. Ever since she had begun her life as a hot wife, she had learned to derive pleasure from the excitement she produced in men. Until then, she hadn't really thought about it and had always dressed in a rather demure way, out of respect for her husband and because she hadn't felt the need to provoke. But things had changed over time. Now she was excited to be looked at and desired. Many things had changed; perhaps too many.

Still asleep or dozing, almost unaware of it, Quim rubbed his hungry cock against the woman's beautiful ass.

Finally, he woke up. His mouth was dry. He was surprised to find himself spliced together, again. Such a libido was not normal for him. But the woman, beautiful and very dedicated, made him very horny. There were so many things he could do with her and he was sure that she would make his most perverse fantasies come true. Also, he had just been released from prison and it was normal for him to be hungry for a bunny. The two things together explained why I felt like fucking again. Four times in the same day, that wasn't bad at all. He smiled.

Although... He looked at his watch. It was already past midnight. Cinderella should have gone home. But she hadn't, and neither had her prince charming come to pick her up. Biel had told him that he could dispose of her until that hour, but he was a fool if he thought he would not keep her. The woman was too special to give up. And that friend from Biel... What was his name? Alan? Or something like that. That must have been stupid. According to what Biel had later explained to him, Alan believed himself to be its owner. An owner who left it in the hands of a friend, instead of enjoying it himself, and so that he, in addition, would give it to him, even if in principle it was only for a few hours! I wasn't going to make the same mistakes as them. For that, the woman was too valuable. He would control her and not take his eye off her.

He got out of bed. He could have entrusted it to her, but he wanted to stretch his legs a little. His steep cock swayed from side to side and out of the corner of his eye he observed that the woman looked at him. He smiled again. Yes, she was crazy about him. It wasn't his cock, but how he treated them. She knew how to handle women like her. It didn't work with all of them, of course. In fact, he did it only with a minority of special girls and women. Dogs with low self-esteem or emotional problems. He knew how to leverage them and how to create an addiction to him.

She dug into her bag again. Sneakily, he glanced at his mobile phone. The lock screen showed additional missed calls. There were several of that Daniel, who must have been her husband. She would have to deal with him somehow, although it seemed that the woman had no intention of returning to him. But there were also a few recent ones from Alan and one more from Biel. "They call her, but they don't come?" she wondered. Sure of himself, he had made no gesture of hiding. Fortunately, the phone was an iPhone 12. That mobile phone still had a physical switch on the side to activate the do not disturb mode. Quim had noticed that detail and turned on the mode, so the annoying calls hadn't distracted her.

She took a new condom from her bag and also a small bottle of lubricant. The dog was apparently very promiscuous and prepared.

He demonstratively placed the bottle on the bedside table and offered him the condom.

"Put it on for me," he said, standing in front of her.

The whore didn't hesitate and sat up. She liked to be paid attention to and to be fucked. She had had a strong orgasm and had moaned like a bitch in heat. All this indicated that she liked the party very much and that she was neglected, both her husband and Biel and that Alan. "Idiots!" he sneered at them. But I had also noticed that not only was she there with him because he needed hard sex, but that he was showing a lack of affection. He had been able to give that to him too. She had even shed a few tears of joy with the orgasm. And now I would give it to him again, although with a little pepper.

Before unrolling the condom over her phallus, the dog sucked it. Sitting on the edge of the bed, she kissed him, licked him and sucked him. Phew! How well he did it! Did he want it to cum in his mouth again!? Didn't he want me to nail it again?

But it had only been a few puffs to warm him up. He didn't need me to warm him up any more. She was already burning for her.

Quim was amazed by the woman's dedication. Not only had he not made a bad face at her because he wanted to fuck her again – and he knew how he intended to do it! – but he had sucked and kissed her affectionately. Of course, she was made to give pleasure and not only with her body, but with her spirit. His attitude was unbeatable.

The woman sheathed his raincoat.

"You should use that too," the man told her and pointed to the little bottle of lubricant.

The woman was not alarmed. He had already realized his intentions before. But she lowered her gaze, as if dejected. Then he picked it up again, though he said nothing. He took the little bottle and lubricated the turnip.

"Don't worry. We'll make it soft. I liked how we did it before. I'm not going to fuck you. I'm going to make love to you, again. You want that, right?

"Yes," Gemma admitted laconically, her voice somewhat muffled.

Was he back in subspace? Or had he not yet left it? Or was he taking it with a necessary additional punishment?

He put his hand under his balls and kissed affectionately the base of his penis and scrotum. He then applied plenty of lubricant.

"I don't want you to touch yourself," he warned, lubricating his tool. I'll touch you. You are going to indicate me with your body and your moans. I want us both to cum at the same time, again. You want that, don't you?

—Yes, I do.

"Lie on your stomach."

Gemma obeyed and threw herself at length on the bed. Her long legs seemed even longer with those red sandals that she had not yet taken off.

The man sat on the edge and stroked her back. His hands brushed her skin like a spring breeze, her spine, buttocks and legs. He took his time with her. His caresses soon thrilled her. I was about to cry, of misery, of happiness, perhaps of both at the same time.

"Take advantage," the man invited her. Touch yourself while I caress you. But then, not anymore," he warned.

Gema slipped a hand under her belly and reached for her clitoris. Touching each other down there changed a lot of things. The man was generous with her. It didn't take long for her to start moving her pelvis rhythmically, up and down, while the man continued to give her affection.

Slowly, the man pulled the and pulled it out.

"Ai! Gema complained, although she managed to stifle her moan on the mattress. His ass hurt. It also didn't help that in all that time he hadn't been able to renew the lubricant in the cap. Although the lubricant was not with water as a base, the anus had absorbed it.

The man opened her buttocks and inspected the sphincter. He was red and as if he came out. It was a beautiful image.

He poured lubricant on his fingers and smeared his anus.

"I'm not going to penetrate your ass to hurt you," he said, as he carefully lubricated the narrow orifice, "but because you belong to me. You're mine and I want you to feel it. You will always keep it in mind. I'm going to take care of you and I'm going to give you what you need. Every day.

The words shook her. It was what she needed, a domineering man who really wanted to be with her. Not one that was limited to a few video calls and a few sporadic visits. And that, lacking desire, he had delegated to his friend.

"Yes, my lord.

Even if the man was cruel to her, he would be there for her. Being ignored was worse than being mistreated. Where was everyone? They hadn't gone to see her. They hadn't even bothered to call her. Not even Daniel. "Mauro has it busy and that's my fault," he excused. Mauro was dangerous, although in a different way than Quim. That is why I had to let him go and, since he would not leave on his own initiative, I had to expel him.

Quim left the little boat on the bedside table, jumped over her on the bed, and stood on the side of the wall. He lay on his side, with his back against the wall. He grabbed the woman by the pelvic bone, pulled her and twisted her in such a way that she left her lying on her side, like him, with his ass he made his cock.

"No touching you," he reminded her and took her hand away from her sex. He then put his arm under her head so that he could touch her breasts with that hand. With his other hand he pointed his joint at its back entrance. Relax. You're going to like it. If you find it a little uncomfortable or painful, think of it as a sacrifice you make for me. I know how to value it. He pushed his pelvis forward and pushed. His turnip penetrated through the narrow entrance.

"Ahhh! Gema did. He didn't want to complain, but he hadn't been able to stifle the moan. Scottish. Although he had lubricated it, he did it.

With the tip already stuck in her ass, the man had his hand free to do other things with her. He passed his arm over her, caressed her breast – her plastic tits did not obey the action of gravity – then the belly, the lower abdomen and the pubis and, finally, the clitoris.

"Do you like it?"

Gema tensed the muscles of her abdomen. He was getting a taste of it.

"Yes," he groaned.

The man continued to touch the magic button. He pushed and penetrated her a little more.

"Oh! It still hurt, but the pain in her ass was mixed with the pleasure in her sex.

A little more and another whine, although softer. And a little more.

The man left her clitoris, but continued to caress her breasts with his other hand. Fortunately, they were only petted and not squeezed.

He pushed her upper buttock up and pushed it in. He advanced his pelvis and drove his stake all the way into it.

"That's it. I'm already inside," he confirmed. He then placed the leg on it. He made her bend her knee so that it pointed upwards and so that she rested the sole of her foot on the bed. More than the sole of the foot was the sole and heel of his sandals. He found it very sexy to see her like this, naked except for her heels, and impaled by him from behind, with her ass sting, probably even hurt. He touched her clit again and checked that she still had the used condom in her pussy, half inside, half outside. Very sexy. He pumped gently, the rhythm of his hand always a little ahead of his cock. How do you feel? You like it? He was interested and it seemed that he was genuinely doing so.

Gemma gasped and moaned. It burned every time the man moved inside her. It was not pleasant, although it was at the same time. She liked anal sex, both for the physical sensations – only if she was well lubricated and only if she was in a proper state of mind and only if it was combined with clitoral stimulation – and for what it meant. If for Daniel the kiss meant total surrender, for her it meant anal sex.

Yes, man really possessed it.

"I love it," he groaned. The man was doing well, very well, after all. I knew how to play it down there. He knew how to penetrate her from behind. M'encanta, Senyor meu.

The dog had hard nipples and a swollen clitoris. But having to touch her clit every time I hit her ass, that couldn't be. The dog would have to learn to enjoy herself without that. With proper training, you could learn to cum only with anal sex.

Quim paused, though only with his hand. He kept pumping. With his hand, he picked up some semen that had spilled on the woman's thigh of the condom in her vagina. Then, he smeared it on her cheek. He repeated the operation and put it in his mouth and made him suck his thumb.

"What a!" she said to herself. "You and I are going to have a lot of fun together."

He smeared his finger on her thigh again, and this time brought it to her clitoris. He smeared it as best he could with his semen and, now well lubricated, continued to touch it.

"Tell me again how much you like it." The woman melted under his attentions.

"I love it. He groaned with joy. "I love it," he repeated, beside himself. It hurt. He liked it. And it belonged to him. He was about to cum and made him understand it by his moans. He didn't need to make a special emphasis. Ai, Senyor meu. Ai, Senyor meu.
***


"See?" They're here! I told you! Alan exclaimed triumphantly.

Quim's motorcycle was parked almost in front of the entrance door of the boarding house. In anger, he kicked her to knock her down, but only managed to hurt herself.

Biel wrinkled his nose. What was the fault of the motorcycle? She did not like that her friend mistreated her and vented his anger on that beauty.

"Don't worry," he said. I'm going to kill him. To his surprise, instead of trying to stop him, Alan didn't protest, but nodded convinced.

They entered the boarding house. At the reception they looked at them asleep and tried to startle when they were already going down the stairs.

"If I did something to him, I'll kill him!" Alan said, overlooking that Quim had already done something to Gema and that he had just watched and got excited about what she allowed herself to do.

Alan hurried away, and Biel limped behind him down the hallway. Not only did she have a broken ankle, but she felt horribly bad inside. Maybe it was just because he regretted introducing her to Quim. Or maybe the motorcycle accident had burst his organs.

Alan didn't wait. He turned the handle and pushed the door open. To his surprise, it burst open. He hadn't even locked! She had been willing to tear it down, even in its weakened state, but it was easier that way. He burst into the fourth and Biel did so after him.

Gemma was startled.

"What are you doing?!" she exclaimed in surprise. Quickly, he covered himself with the sheet.

Alan looked at her in dismay and took a few seconds to react. Gemma had quickly covered herself, as if she were suddenly modest in front of him. What were those two doing? What was Quim doing to him? Judging from what he had seen for a few moments, it seemed that Quim was hitting him from behind. The posture, the two of them lying down, he behind her and she with one leg bent, with the knee pointing upwards, the foot behind the other leg, did not leave much room for interpretation. Had she caught him moving back and forth? Now he was paralyzed. Was he... giving... in the ass?? I had it broken!!

—¡Beast! —masculló.

He thought he had seen the on the mattress, but now it was hidden under the sheet that Gemma had pulled up to his chin. He quickly scanned the room with his eyes. She was small and in a split second she saw everything. The bottle of lubricant on the bedside table cleared up the doubts – or hope – that remained. Up the ass!! How could he??!! And the knife, the damn knife!, next to the boat.

"Let go!" He exhorted him. Let it go, you bastard, or I'll blow you up!

Quim looked at him unimpressed.

"Go away!" Gema ordered.

His terse words – only one – were a slap in the face for him. He had killed himself on the road for her, and that's how he received it?

"You've heard it," the man snapped, in Catalan. He never spoke Spanish, if he could help it, which, to his chagrin, did not happen as often as he would like. Columbus was Catalan and what good had he done them? The Castilians had ripped them off and now hundreds of millions of people spoke Spanish, when Catalan could have been their mother tongue. Although he remained still, he did not stop rubbing her clitoris.

"Dog, please!" Alan implored her. Come with me.

"No.

"Dog." I almost died! But I'm here.

—Vete. No quiero saber nada de ti.

"You're angry. I understand. You are right. I... I'm sorry. Really. Come with me. Everything will be different.

"Go away!" She looked at him furiously. Get out! Alan had promised her so many things. And what had he left behind? She and Daniel had done everything she had asked of them, and what good had it done? Daniel was hardly a man anymore. And for what?

"Dog, don't do this to me," he begged. I...

"There's no dog," she interrupted him. No more. I'm just a bitch. Do you remember? A gossa. Didn't you want your friend for that? You didn't love me and neither did Biel. But Biel was right about that: I'm just a bitch that can be kicked, even abandoned. But I'll be his gossa, not yours.

On the verge of panic, his eyes bulging out of their sockets, Alan implored her to be reasonable.

"You don't know Quim. It's dangerous! He insisted.

"And you introduced me to a dangerous man?"

The argument bounced off her and hit her in the face.

"Have you offered me a dangerous man?" And now you come with these? Fuck you! Both! Quim knows how to give me what I need. He turned his head and looked at the man with affection demonstratively. An affection he didn't feel, but whose expression would be a dagger in Alan's heart.

Alan looked at her dumbfounded. Was he serious or was he doing it to punish him?

"Please...!" He tried to beg him, but he was unable to finish the sentence.

Quim tugged at the sheet. At first, Gemma resisted and clung to her, but she eventually gave in. Slowly, inch by inch, the man uncovered it.

"Gem!" Alan stammered, on the verge of dejection.

Dismayed, he watched as Quim began to move his hips and pump inside her. And what was it that was seen in her sex? A condom crawling, trying to get out of the vagina? He twisted the rictus.

"Gema, how did you...?"

Her dog's cheeks reddened. At least it meant that he was ashamed. He sensed a glimmer of hope, albeit a faint one.

"Shut up!" If you need to know: I promised! I'll be his gossa, his whore or whatever he wants me to be. "I had already promised it twice in the same day, to two different men. "No, not two men. A man and a boy." I had no idea if I would have to reconcile his two promises. But hadn't Biel broken his engagement with her by allowing what had happened in the parking lot?

"Listen to him, Gemma," Biel put in the trump card. Quim is dangerous. "Now I saw it. Quim had changed in prison. It was imperative that he take it out of circulation. However, the sparks in Gema's eyes silenced him at once and he closed his mouth.

Finally, Alan realized it.

"But what do you want?" To stay with him? Go with him? Gem! And Daniel? And Vicky?

Gemma's eyes flashed for an instant, but they were neither sparks nor darts. He had told her about his daughter, but when had he told her the name? The thought was quickly lost in the tumult.

"Vicky hates me. And Daniel will be better off without me. Tell him I'm sorry, but it's what's best for him. Tell him to get away from me and you. He deserves better. He would not find happiness with us.

Quim, undaunted, continued to fuck her anus gently. What the woman said sounded like heavenly music and that would take her to hell with it. Without ceasing to touch her, he caressed her breast with his other hand.

"Please. Go away," Gema begged. Don't make it harder than it is. He is determined. I have promised you," he stressed.

"Quim, listen to me, you damn bastard," Biel interjected. Unlike Alan, he spoke to him in Catalan. His friend had already tried everything. Now they only had one last bullet left, the one he had. I was going to kill him!" "This is not what we agreed on. It's in your best interest to stay away from it and stay away.

Quim paused for a moment. There was something he didn't like about his pupil's voice. However, convinced of the woman's loyalty, he smiled sarcastically and continued to pierce her ass. He played with a nipple and pulled it.

"You've heard it. He doesn't love you. He prefers me. This is a free country...

It sounded like a mockery, after he had dedicated himself day in and day out to preaching that they lived in a state that oppressed them.

"You're not listening to me, old friend. I'm telling you this for your sake. Don't force me to—" I was about to shoot him. But was the bullet he had real or was it blank? I hadn't had time to check it.

"Or what?" Quim asked, a bully. Or what, Biel?

"Or you're going to go back to Chirona." And this time there will be no one who will be able to get you out of there. You know how the laws for sexual abuse are now.

"Abuse?" He laughed. Do you think I'm abusing her now? You tell her, little one. Tell him how you like what I do to you. He took her leg behind his to penetrate it better.

With eyes wide open, Alan was forced to observe what he did not wish to see. Now there was no doubt that the man was drilling her ass and that what was sticking out of her vagina was a used condom.

"M'aplät tot el que emfa. Ara sóc la seva gossa i ell el meu Senyor. "Why didn't they just leave?" Why did they make it so difficult for him? It was about to collapse. Leave Daniel. Leave Vicky. But it was the right decision. To give herself to that man, whom she barely knew. But it was the right thing to do. Marxar-vos!

"It's recorded," Biel continued in Catalan. What you did was horrible and...

"And you allowed it," Quim interrupted. It must not have seemed so horrible to you. Tell me: Did you get excited? And you? He looked at Alan. Did it get hard? You are hypocrites! In addition to liars. No one recorded it. I gave orders that they should not do it and those people are faithful to me.

"Did they record me?" asked Gema. That was the logical thing to do, what I expected. That would definitely keep Daniel away from her and her ruin. She also assumed that Alan's power over her had been broken. "Didn't they record me?" So... Alan was still the only one who owned intimate videos of her. But, in any case, it was over. If he exposed it, the result would be the same: he would break his power and Daniel would be free.

There was a debate between the two possibilities.

"I recorded you," Biel confessed. From three different angles," he exaggerated, since he had only used two cameras.

Two small cameras on motorcycle helmets, properly oriented towards the scene. That's why she'd been slow to ride Alan's motorcycle, other than because of her limp, because she'd had to retrieve the memory cards first. But he hadn't had time to check the recordings. And even if everything had been recorded well, had the cards survived the accident? He had barely done it, but he felt that he was dying. Maybe all I had was just a bluff. Maybe it was the last service he could render to his friend, after having screwed up very badly.

Alan looked at him incredulously.

"I didn't do it alone," Biel lied. As you can see, those people are not as faithful to you as you think.

He looked at Gemma, but turned his attention back to his former master. He and Quim had known each other for a long time. He had always been like a father to him. She had introduced him to the world of motorcycles and also to politics. But it was time to put an end to him.

"You're going to let him go. And if he doesn't want to leave, you're going to kick him in the ass to get him to leave. The kick in the ass thing was funny, considering I was putting his cock all the way in, but the situation wasn't funny and he focused. And you are going to resign from your positions as president of the club.

"Ha, ha, ha," Quim laughed, but he did so with a bad taste in his mouth. What you want is my position!

"Of course," Biel confessed without blushing. I have had a good teacher. But it's time for you to go. "You're not sane," he said, and put his index finger on his temple and turned it. And you're hurting our movement. Everyone gossips, but no one has dared to tell you. Until now.

"And what are you going to do?" Are you going to leak those videos to the press? Are you going to exhibit it? Is that what you care about her?

Biel shrugged.

"Resign and let her go or you will spend many years in chirona. Now it's not like it used to be," he warned. Things had changed and now, at the slightest suspicion of violence against women, the alleged aggressor was going to jail preventively.

—The videos? Bah! She will testify before the police and before the judge, if necessary, that it was nothing more than a planned and consensual show. Right?

—I loved what he did to me. It was a fantasy of mine that I asked him to make come true and he did.

"Gem, please!" Alan burst out. This is serious! How can you...?

Biel stopped him with a gesture. He wasn't done with Quim yet, though he was resisting him unexpectedly. But that only proved that he had gone crazy in prison.

"You don't understand, do you?" Biel told Quim. I don't need to leak it to anyone. You don't need to report it to the authorities. As soon as the Generalitat sees the video, they will deny the club subsidies. They will fear a scandal if they are found to be helping a rapist. Don't you understand? Don't you know what our politicians are like? They live off appearance and yours... It frankly sucks.

Quim seemed to blanch and stopped pumping. He also left her clitoris, raised his arm and gesticulated with his hand.

"They won't dare!" We are too important to them. We are the ones who do all the dirty work for them.

Yes, that was true and that's why, because they did the dirty work, they had put him in jail. How many politicians had they brought in? And how quickly had they been released?

Truth be told, I no longer believed in the movement. He was still pro-independence; That would never change. But he was no longer willing to sacrifice himself for those of the caste. In prison he had learned to value his life more. But I wasn't going to leave the club because Biel said so. He had been a good pupil, but he still had a lot to learn. He would continue to lead the motorcycle club, but not to protest in favor of independence, but to take advantage of it. The club provided him with power and contacts and that, for his plans with the woman, suited him very well. Besides, I needed to make a living from something. In reality, at that moment, he had nowhere to drop dead.

"You don't know the politicians. And you don't know your people. How many have gone to the rally today? The few unconditional ones you have," Biel answered the rhetorical question he had posed himself. And the others? Everyone will end up leaving as soon as they see what you have done. It doesn't matter a pepper that they agree with you! They will drift away for fear of being associated with someone like you. That's not good for the job. Some have businesses...

"Resign?" I am not going to resign. I am not going to resign! he repeated vehemently. And I'm not going to leave this bitch who needs me lying in the lurch. Enraged, he began to pump hard and frenziedly and rubbed her at the same rate. I am not going to resign! He insisted.

It took Gemma less than five seconds to start moaning and less than ten seconds to gasp.

"Corri's amb mi, si us plau," she begged, both because she wanted the man to cum at the same time as her, and to sever any ties with Alan. Corri's amb mi.

Biel took Alan's arm and took him with him. They had tried, but failed. He had failed his friend and regretted it. But there, in that room, they had nothing to do. She had decided. Biel recognized that one could not save those who did not wish to be saved. They had lost that battle, but that didn't mean they had lost the war, although, at the moment, he couldn't think of any other options.

Crossing the threshold of the door, Alan turned.

"Gem. I love you. Forgive me.
***


Quim rammed his ass furiously. I hadn't planned to fuck her like that. He had tried to do it gently. But now he only had anger in his body and he needed to dispel it.

It hurt. It hurt a lot. If in the morning I hadn't already broken his ass, now he was busting it. The man buried himself in his anus up to the balls, again and again, with strong and rapid thrusts, all the way to the bottom.

"Ai, ai, ai," she complained, but they were a mixture of moans and moans. He understood the man's fury and understood that he had to relieve himself like this. The man had many powerful demons, but she would manage to appease them. Sometimes, at least.

The man squeezed her chest and that hurt her too. But it had hurt him more that Alan and Biel dared to look out at those hours. If they really cared about her, why hadn't they done it before? Why leave her alone with the man for so many hours? Had he been promised that he would have it until the beginning of a new day? And then, had they been distracted and delayed? Had they gone to party and gotten drunk and that's why they showed up at that time?

The man grunted and, with a few last thrusts to the bottom, poured into her.

Gema knew that orgasm was coming to her and that catapulted her to hers. He ran with him or shortly after him.

She was broken, in more ways than one, but it had been an incredible new orgasm with him.

"You're my bitch, aren't you?" The man asked, when he caught his breath.

"Your bitch, my lord. Gema confirmed. Your whore, despicable and dirty Spanish bitch. I promised. "I had promised you.

The man came out of his ass. He did it carefully. He left the condom he had filled on the bed, in full view of her.

"What a bullfight!" admired Quim. "Four in one day and I've filled it up again. Not bad for a fifty-year-old." He was fit. If anything, prison had filled him with rage and charged his sexual batteries.

"Let's go away.

Submissive, Gema offered it to her and the man plugged her ass again with it. He first inserted the condom into his rectum, which hung from the plug because it was longer than the bulb on which it was sheathed. Then, he put the plug in. He entered without problems. He would have to make him buy a thicker one. And then, I would make him buy and put an even thicker one...

"How do you say it?" He asked in a stern voice.

—Thank you, Senyor meu. Between cock and plug, he doubted that he would ever be able to close the sphincter again. But, at least, Alan was gone and had done so for good.

"He said he loved you," whispered a little voice that she didn't want to hear right now or in the future.

"I didn't like that you spoke in Spanish," the man lectured her. Stick out your tongue. More. More. Completely. Point it up. On point! Like this.

He took the condom he had just filled and sheathed it on his tongue, as much as he could.

Disgust and sorrow were reflected on Gemma's face. Bringing a man to climax with his mouth and swallowing his explosion is one thing. Although the matter is the same, the meaning is very different and what this man was forcing him to do now was simply disgusting and degrading. Resigned to the future she herself had chosen, she let herself be done. It was part of his penance. Man was a self-imposed punishment, but it did not cause any less suffering. In any case, the feeling of defeat was greater.

The affliction that had taken possession of her face did not make the man feel sorry for her. On the contrary, the man lifted the part of the reservoir and made the sperm drain to his tongue. She squeezed the condom so that the semen impregnated the taste buds well, although not so much that the juice oozed from the edges and that she could end up with the taste in her mouth by swallowing it.

Gema felt nauseous, but she no longer had the strength to gag and much less had the strength to cry.

"You're going to sleep like this," the man announced. Then he ran the rest of the condom hanging from his chin inside the choker. So you don't swallow it," she informed him and made it sound like he really cared about her. And?

Gema understood that she had to thank him for it.

"Thank you, Senyor meu," she said, though even she couldn't understand his joke. With the tongue out and inside the condom it was difficult to pronounce well, even in Catalan.

"You're welcome, bitch. I take care of you.
***


"And you did all that to blackmail him?" Alan was indignant when they went out into the street. He looked at his friend in anger. All because you want to be president of the motorcycle club? But they are crazy nationalists! I'm going to kill you!! Did you offer Gema for that, to be able to record him raping her, to blackmail him and run the club yourself?! "And he had allowed it, if not what had happened in the morning, which he had no prior knowledge of, then what had happened in the afternoon." I'm going to kill you! He repeated and went after him, ready to keep his word.

But before he could give him the first punch, even before he could shake him, Biel began to convulse. He fell to the ground and only Alan's reflexes prevented him from opening his head against the cobblestone. He continued to convulse.

Alan stirred. What could I do? What was happening to him? If I hadn't even touched it?

Instantly, Biel began to bleed from his mouth.

"Help!" Socors! He shouted in panic. Que algú m'ajudi! Help! "Biel was dying. He had killed him, first crashing into the motorcycle and then forcing him to escape from the hospital with him! And it had been for nothing!
***


"I will never forgive you!" he exclaimed angrily. How many times in the last three months had he spoken those same words to them? Each time he uttered them, there was less anger in them and more dejection. He hadn't given up hope of finding it, but without it he was fading into nothingness. He had lost a lot of weight and had an emaciated appearance, with huge dark circles under his eyes and a gray face.

"Don't worry, Daniel. We'll find it! Biel said. He had barely survived the serious injuries from the motorcycle accident. But he had been in the hospital for too long. Only he knew the underworld through which Quim moved, and he had been unable to help when the trail was still fresh. His conscience was uneasy and he didn't dare to look Daniel or Vicky in the face. But he was doing his best to make amends for his mistake, searching everywhere, talking to everyone who might know something. Anything to find it! To him and to that hideout Quima. He clenched his jaws. I was going to kill him, yes.

Daniel shook his head. I wanted to have faith, but I felt only despair. Both Gemma and that Quim had disappeared from the face of the earth. I didn't want to think that the most likely thing was that he had killed her, that he would have made her body disappear and that she had vanished to another country. How could Alan and Biel have left her with someone like him?! "It's my fault. How could I leave her with someone like them?" He watched in horror as Vicky squeezed Alan's hand in spite of everything. Not even the disappearance of her mother, because of that spoiled child, had made her fall out of love with him.

"Dad." She's alive," Vicky said.

Daniel shook his head again. He had tears in his eyes. Vicky must have been right! Surely, if he had died, he would have felt a pang in his heart! Still... That Quim looked like a psychopath! He had threatened her with a knife. He had put it on his chest and torn his skin with the tip! And yet, Alan and Biel had allowed her to go with him!! Yes, they had gone after them. Yes, they had found them. Yes, Gemma had refused to return with them. So what?!! For other good things that they did not hesitate to give him orders! And that was important...! Why didn't they beat Quim up and drag her out?! She wasn't well. It was not sane. "Why didn't I realize it sooner?" Something was wrong with him. Quim had taken advantage of that. Under that circumstance, what she wanted at that moment must not count for anything! "They should have taken her out of there!" He tormented himself every day with the same questions.

"We've found a clue," Alan said. He was using all his resources to find her. Although the private detectives he had hired had not achieved anything, at least they served to rule out options. The police, that is, the Mossos, the Civil Guard and the National Police, had not managed to make progress either. In fact, it seemed that they had marked the case as that of an elopement of a wife dissatisfied with her lover. They did not say it openly, but they insinuated it. I understood that it might seem that way. After all, Gema had voluntarily stayed with Quim and had sent them to fry asparagus.

Daniel's face lit up, hopeful.

"What clue?" His heart was beating fast. Nervousness took hold of him. Something had to be done and it had to be done now! What the fuck were they waiting for?! "Speak!"

"We think he does... in clandestine brothels. The adjective did not do justice to the seriousness of the situation. It was the worst of the worst. They were not brothels where they worked as prostitutes. Only the most heartless customers with extreme, even illegal, tastes ended up there. The victims, male and female, were held under duress or even drugs. It didn't look good for Gema, if he was there, but the alternative was worse. He did not detail that the clue had to do with a rumor that was going through the underworld about an unusual dog fight that was going to take place soon. This kind of pitiful and usually bloody spectacle was not unusual in such circles. The exceptional thing was that the winning dog was going to receive a particular female in heat. The award ceremony was to be part of the show. The female, according to rumors, would have two long legs...— The clue is from Biel. "It wasn't true, but your friend would be grateful if you tried to leave him in a good place in front of Daniel and Vicky. The warning had actually been given by one of the detectives he had hired, a guy with a dubious reputation and even lower morals.

"So what are we waiting for?!" Daniel's eyes flashed alive for the first time.

"It's not that easy," Alan warned. In fact, it was going to be very difficult. It is not a fixed place. "That's why it was being extraordinarily difficult to keep track of him." They move continuously. Abandoned warehouses in deserted industrial estates, isolated villas in the mountains... "That such an organization had not already been eradicated indicated that they had the protection of the upper echelons. Powerful customers. Former clients with influences, blackmailed with recordings. The plan is to infiltrate us. It is the only way.

"Infiltrate?" Daniel asked, skeptical.

"I'll let myself get ready," Lidia declared.

"How?"

"It's the only way, Daniel. We have to work from within.

"No, Lidia..." He was willing to do anything for the slightest chance of getting Gema back, but he couldn't lose her too.

"Me too, Dad.

"Are you crazy?!" No way!

"I know it's dangerous, but it's about Mom!" Now, at last, we have a clue. We have to act before it fades away. I'm going to do it. We are going to do it. He grabbed Lidia's hand. With or without your help.

"My help?" He shook his head. They had all gone crazy! "And what can I help with?"

"You should talk to Mauro, Daniel. We may need your skills. And his Russian friend, too.

"Mauro?" "I hadn't spoken to him for a long time. When Gema disappeared, she had sought comfort in her arms in a rapture. The Moor had barely managed to console him one night. Afterwards, she had not contacted him again. None of that made sense without Gem. No... I'm not sure he wants to know anything about me. No... We started on good terms. "Even with the drama of Gema's disappearance, Mauro had pressured her to take hormones. He was obsessed with growing boobs. At the time, he had been on the verge of doing so. He had even applied the cream once to his torso. But without Gema... for what?

"Daniel... I'm sorry to tell you this way, but we're all desperate. And now, at last, we have a thread of hope. Vicky and Lidia are going to infiltrate. Believe me, I'm not excited that my two girls are taking that risk either. Not to mention the things they will have to do and endure until we find Gema. But I don't see any other option. And we need you, too. That is... we need Daniela.

"Daniela?" He frowned, as if he didn't know who they were talking about. His alter ego had disappeared with Gema. He didn't shave or put those clothes back on. Nothing.

"You have to infiltrate too. Like Daniela. We understand that you are... untrained. But we need you. Talk to Mauro. To bring you up to date. I suspect there are people in those circles who like that thing. "Like me." "But at your age, and I don't want to offend you, you have to be perfect for them to notice you and admit you." Sexi, but also submissive and brainless. An easy victim. Compelling and... sexi," he repeated. He touched his chest with one hand, in a gesture that seemed unconscious.
***


"Did you bring what I asked for?" Quim snapped in Catalan.

"Sure, boss. Here it is," the woman replied in the same language. He showed her what he had bought.

"Blue?" Quim made a disgusted face. You like the fucking blue color!

The tomboy-looking woman shrugged.

"It's turquoise," he said. I thought it would match her hair.

"Who the fuck do you think cares about colors?" No one is going to notice that! "His assistant could not help but fall into the typical corniness of a woman. But she was a faithful follower, completely devoted to the cause, that is, to him. She had endured the interrogations she had been subjected to, first by the police, then by Biel, who had apparently regretted the deal they had made. In reality, rather than repenting, he had tried to deceive him to coerce him. In part, he had succeeded. But he didn't need that whole band of useless people. With the toughest and most loyal bikers it was enough for him and they were still with him. Okay. Put it on. Let's take the photos and get out of here. We have to start distributing the announcement. He rubbed his hands together. Between tickets, bets... and whatever came next, they were going to make a good paste.

The tomboy woman grabbed the redhead by the hair and dragged her mercilessly to the Harley. He liked that about her, that she was not empathetic... less with him. He saw in that woman what she was: a bourgeoisified Spanish whore whose husband voted for the Vox fascists. He deserved any punishment that was inflicted on him. After being subjected to tedious interrogations, in which he had had to lie well, albeit intelligently, he had taken it out on her. The fist in her pussy, he had threatened to put the other one in her ass and burst it. If everything went well – and there was no reason why she shouldn't – they could soon break it for the fake husband. He was not particularly interested in the husband, beyond the fact that he could also make money with him. There were people with very special tastes... He would let her take care of him. She deserved it and was proving to be tough and ruthless enough to take things to the necessary extreme.

The woman put the leather necklace and restraint wristbands on the redhead. Her short hair matched perfectly with the color she had chosen. Then, he hooked a matching strap to the collar and tied it to the bike's handlebars.

"Damn dog!" The formidable dog, imprisoned in his cage, did not stop barking and his head was beginning to hurt.

"He smells it," Quim replied.

"I don't know if he wants to fuck her or tear her to pieces..." The Doberman had become aggressive since they had taken him over, but that was necessary for him to survive the fighting. They had done everything they could to eradicate his shyness from him. He's going to bite your boob! He warned his prisoner. The dog showed its sharp fangs. It would be nice if I ripped off her boob, ate it and then fucked her, huh, boss? "He did it to torture her, although he wasn't sure it wasn't going to happen for real.

"I don't think he likes plastic," Quim observed. Let's get this over with! Take the photos. So, squatting first, make sure that the motorcycle is well seen. Let the whole world know who it belongs to! And then, climb. And in the end, we tried the dog.
***


"You know I'm not the one to criticize you. It's all my fault," Biel admitted, regretfully. But this is dangerous. Are you sure you want to get Vicky into this?

"Vicky and Lidia," Alan said.

"Vicky and Lydia," Biel repeated, nodding. In the end, his friend had also grown fond of the other girl. If Gem is there, she is at the lowest possible level. You know how she is.

Alan nodded.

"That means that to get to her, your girlfriend... your girlfriends," he corrected himself, though he wasn't sure if he should call Lydia that, "they're going to have to—" fuck a lot... and in a way... aberrant. Imagine the whole spectrum of perversions...

"I know, Biel. But I'm not going to leave Gemma abandoned, by any means. We'll get her out of there. This time, against his will, if necessary.

"Yes, but..." "It's very dangerous," he repeated. They may enter voluntarily, but they will be retained by force. With hard drugs, if necessary. Or worse.

"Biel, my friend. I don't want them to do it. If I saw another possibility... But I don't see it. Besides, at this point there is no one to take the idea out of those two taciturn minds. Don't think I haven't warned them of what's in store for them. But she is his mother. Wouldn't you do that for your mother? And Lidia... she is in love with Gema. He shrugged. And Vicky's. Neither is he going to let Gema rot nor is he going to leave Vicky alone. It's not in my hands.

"Okay, okay. Got it. One more thing—" He cocked his head. Daniel. About Mauro and the Russian, I understand. At the right time, their experience as combatants will come in handy. It's good that you recruit them. Even that you make them think that they sign up thanks to him. The poor man is devastated and it will boost his morale to feel useful. I also understand that it would be great if it managed to infiltrate as... you know... as a transvestite or... whatever you want to call it. I know what he's capable of. He had said it without thinking, and blushed in embarrassment as he said it. But... was it necessary for you to tell him about...? You know..." She touched her breasts with both hands.

"I guess you don't need to grow boobs, Biel," Alan admitted. He smiled despite the seriousness of the situation and shrugged. But when we get Gema back and everything goes back to normal, I want to pick up where we left off. I don't see why to delay it and waste the opportunity for Daniel to finally take the step. You can imagine that Mauro will make it a condition in exchange for giving him his help...

I had already talked about it with him and that part was tied. Moreover, he had also agreed to pay him and Boris for their mercenary services, although no one else except Biel knew about that. Daniel was going to think that Mauro was getting ready for him.

"Anyway, friend Biel, you know that if you get caught, they're going to take you on hormones to turn you into a complete sissy, whether you want to or not. Especially if he intends to reach the level of Gema.

—Is that why you have encouraged him to let himself be captured by the organization? So that they will profoundly reform it for you?

Was it possible that Biel, the culprit of the situation they were in, was reproaching them? He did not answer him. He just smiled and winked at him.

"And you and I, what do we do?" Biel asked, even though he knew the answer.

"To pass ourselves off as customers." By the way, you owe me four hundred and fifty bucks.

Biel threw his head back, surprised. He frowned. He didn't understand what his friend meant. He didn't remember that he had lent him money recently. Was he referring to some old debt that he had forgotten to pay back?

"Three hundred a month, for three months. Half for you, the other half is mine as a rental from me for profit. Did you think she was unaware of the agreement you reached with Pepe to prostitute Gema?

Blood shot into Biel's face. He looked at him embarrassedly.

"No, she didn't tell me, friend Biel. Neither did Daniel.

Biel didn't understand anything. How had he found out then?

"You are too predictable, Biel. You, Pepe, Gema... She counted from the beginning on that Pepe was the kind of man who would take the opportunity to blackmail her. I could see it in her eyes, in how he looked at her... I sensed that Pepe is the kind of man Daniel hates. It is the antithesis of what he is. And he knew that Gemma would seduce him; I just had to hint a little bit at the idea of how that particular antler would make Daniel feel every time they went for a drink there. Put yourself in her and his shoes, Biel: having slept with that slug... Do you know how humiliating that is for Daniel? Can you imagine how those particular horns must have turned her on? Oh yes. Of course you know that. He nodded. That's why, apart from making personal gain, you reached an agreement with Pepe to continue prostituting her, although in a controlled way. Too tempting...

"I—" Biel stammered, looking for a way to apologize for the petty betrayal.

Alan waved his hand, dismissing it.

"So, I only had to push a piece lightly here, another gently there..."

"But for what?" I still didn't understand.

"It was part of your training, Biel. Or as you prefer to say it, training. Humiliation, prostitution, exposure in their social environment... How else do you think I could get them to the point where I need them to be? Do you think I'm satisfied with? Do you think I could do it on my own, without delegating anything, and at the same time take care of my girlfriend, Vicky... and now also of Lidia? All of these are levers that are there. I just have to use them.

Biel gaped at him. Had all this been planned by his friend from the beginning? But they had gone to Pepe's flat to threaten him for what he had done! "Yes, of course. To score a goal in front of Gema". I was beginning to understand. "And by the way humiliate Daniel in front of her. And to have Pepe under control so that he doesn't get out of control."

"I know it's my fault," he admitted for the umpteenth time. He felt terrible about what had happened, but so much arrogance on the part of his friend began to touch his cataplines. Besides, he didn't like it at all to have been used by him as a mere pawn!—But you could have foreseen Quim better with that supernatural power you have! He told him. If you are so smart, why didn't you do anything to prevent it?! His friend's wider, swaggering smile was driving him crazy. Why??!, huh! Why??!

His friend kept smiling smugly. A shiver ran through his body. He felt the revelation like a sledgehammer. Was it possible that Quim and the disappearance of Gema, now imprisoned in the networks of that gang of heartless criminals, was part of his friend's plan??? He clenched his fists. His knuckles were marked in white. Not only had Gema disappeared, but shortly afterwards they had entered her house and kidnapped her dogs. I was beginning to see a relationship between everything. Was it a way to speed up the training, not only of her, not only of Daniel, but now also of his girlfriend and Lydia??!

"Why, damn you, why?!! Do you know what you've done to them?!!

.END.
***


"A USB stick," Mauro replied with a calmness that contrasted with the threatening look of the Russian, hardened in a thousand battles.

"I see that. I have asked you what it means. Where is the pasta?

Boris mumbled something in Russian, an unintelligible mix of threats and insults. Mauro barely understood half of it, but he decided to ignore it. He knew that when Boris was upset, he mumbled to himself.

"The money," he explained, with a sigh. You have to catch up, Дорогой Boris. Nowadays you pay with bitcoin. It is easier to carry and hide.

"No friend Boris, no! The Russian grumbled. However, he accepted the small device.

Mauro invited him to check the contents on his laptop. He guided him to have the Russian import the digital wallet into the Exodus software. It was his computer and he could have done it faster, but he knew that Boris distrusted everything, even him. Maybe that's why they were still alive... both.

The Russian whistled appreciatively upon seeing the current value of the cryptocurrency. He looked at his shady business partner, with whom he had shared the occasional bloody battle, with a mixture of joy and suspicion.

"And that's only half the payment," Mauro told him. He rested his hand on the Russian's burly shoulder. Quim has an event tomorrow with that fury and the dogs. He has already collected a good amount of money in bets and tickets. It has a USB ready for each of us...

"Shall we go and pick them up?"

"Нет," he replied in Russian. He patted him on the shoulder and added, "We'll go see the show and pick up our share."

He gave a dirty smile to his friend, who returned an equally complicit one.

—Давай! It's been a long time since I've seen a woman fuck a dog.

"We'll do more than that. Mauro paused dramatically. We will infiltrate to investigate that criminal network and rescue that woman.

Boris frowned again, looking at him in confusion.

"Are we now policemen or what?" "He didn't like the idea at all.

"We are the one who pays the best," Mauro replied with a sarcastic smile. As always. And for now, that's still Quim.

—Не понимаю. "I didn't understand anything.

"That fool of a kid... Alan... the one who thinks he's very smart," his friend nodded. He has asked us to go and investigate. So, our little trip is at expense paid.

"I still don't understand you. So, are we going to rescue it or not? It would be very ugly to sell it to Quim and now steal it from him.

"It would be very ugly, indeed," Mauro agreed. The fool has followed all my suggestions and has handed it to Quim. He laughed. He still thinks he's going to train for him. For HIM! He laughed again. He doesn't know how this world works. No, Boris, we are not going to steal it from Quim. We have a code of honor and we don't work like that.

"And that Alan?" Boris objected, knowing that they were playing a double game with him.

"It's a yogurt," Mauro discarded. It doesn't count. It will mature, with time. He is an amateur. And Quim, from the third division. You and I are first-rate. He patted the Russian on the shoulder again. What we are going to do is go and negotiate with Quim for the next installment. The silly Alan thinks he's in control, but he's doing nothing more than what I've planned from the beginning, ever since he came up with the idea of contacting me to transform her husband. Now she's going to hand over the rest of the family: that woman's daughter and her special lesbian friend. And our Daniela, of course. We're going to get a good slice for them. Young girls are worth their weight in gold.

"But they weigh little.

Mauro nodded.

"But a creature like Daniela is paid at twice her weight. There are places in Arabia – he used the generic toponym to avoid specifying where – where beings like this, fully trained and developed, are highly valued. Quim's henchmen will end up taming her and Daniela, believing that she must make the sacrifice to rescue her wife, will finally make her breasts grow. When it's fully developed, we'll help Quim export it, for a hefty commission, of course.

He rubbed his hands together. The play was perfect. He was going to charge four times for Daniel. First, for training him, which he had done with great pleasure with Boris. Now, for making him fall into Quim's nets. The Catalan would prostitute him in the vilest way, but that was not his problem. In fact, creatures like Daniela liked to be used that way deep down. He was just helping her make her dreams come true. Later, the boy would pay them again to help rescue them all. The apprentice manipulator still believed that he had some control over Quim and that the ransom was little more than a paripé, but he was seriously mistaken. I would never see them again. At most, I would manage to visit them a couple of times by infiltrating as a client, but then they would disappear. Of course he could rescue them, if he wanted to. He had done more dangerous things in his life, but he wasn't interested. Instead, he would put Quim in touch with certain sponsors abroad who were playing big. And he would get paid for it, for all of them and, for Daniel, for the fourth time.
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