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ABOUT THE AUTHOR





“Just hearing your voice on the phone: ‘I wet my panties’. After almost two months without seeing each other, probably due to some dark and feminine hormonal whim, and although our relationship lasted just long enough to come home to get rid of the heat accumulated during that time, I liked that he told me, it was a good start.” – Mario Ortiz





Encouraged by my husband, I started writing about my adventures on a blog. The blog gave way to the book format, thanks to Amazon’s facilities for self-publishing. The first books were translated into English thanks to an initiative by the followers of my husband’s thread on the English-speaking cuckold forum Ourhotwives.


Writing allows me to process what I live and that helps me, although criticism is not always benign. I still remember well the rejection I received when I announced my breast augmentation operation on my blog on Tumblr. It was the time when, as an experiment, I began to narrate in real time on that platform my experiences with my boss, Gerardo the elder. I am still not sure if the rejection was due to the operation itself or because it was Gerardo who financed the operation, chose the surgeon and, of course, decided on the size and shape.


After Gerardo’s death, I entered a depressive phase. Being a hot spouse didn’t interest me anymore. Sex is fun, but feelings develop, and breaking up with a lover is always painful. In this case, logically, it was even more so. Writing again has helped me get out of depression. Gerardo’s young nephew encouraged me to do it.


The pandemic has paralyzed what could be with him, but it has not prevented us from developing our imaginations and preparing for the future. In the end, most sex happens in the mind.


Meanwhile, our daughter has grown and matured. She is now a young adult woman, although for me, inevitably, she will always remain a child, my child. But that doesn’t stop us from exploring and maybe even breaking taboos…


At the same time that the fiction develops in this series of books focused on my boss’s nephew, real life continues along its paths that partly intersect and partly run parallel to the fictional plot. As you will see, parts of the fictionalized story that I narrate here are real. Pay


attention to the chapters I narrate in the verb form of the present, rather than that of the past.


A big kiss and I hope you have fun.





Gem


ABOUT THE CO-AUTHOR





“What makes the lover jealous is not the affection he feels for her but the fear of public humiliation if his mistress were to change her feelings towards him.” – Marquis de Sade





All that was missing was for the lover to be the one who is jealous! That’s as far as we could go. Jealousy is mine. They belong to me. And I don’t plan to share them with anyone. They are my greatest treasure because they make me feel alive and full of love.


Apart from me, only she has the right to be jealous, even if she is so without reason. I prefer it that way. I like that I tie myself short, not because I’m sensitive to temptations, but because that’s the right order of things.


Otherwise, we would end up being a swinger couple and that’s not what I want. That would be humiliating for me. Because there is nothing more humiliating than the desired humiliation. In the face of imposed humiliation, there is always at least the shield of imposition.


However, my mistress, the mistress of my heart, is cruel to me. It forces me more and more to collaborate in his writings. At least I can still say that it forces me. I can still excuse myself. I can say that I write, I only write my fantasies in that way because she forces me. OR HIM.


Because HE incites her to force me. And I wonder what would happen if HE directly forced me.


“Yes, sir.” Indeed, we have agreed to address it as you. It is strange. He is a little older than our daughter. His beard fails to hide that fact. To treat my wife’s lover as you and call him sir… But he is not satisfied with that.


“To put the horns” supposedly comes from the Vikings. Clan chiefs had the right to have sexual relations with any woman, even married women. In fact, it was supposed to be an honor for the husband that the boss chose his wife to spend the night and relieve his stress. The traditional Viking helmet was then hung on the door: “Do not disturb”, as in hotels. “Don’t bother, the boss is so-and-so’s wife.”


I really like to see her enjoy herself with someone sexually better than me.


She deserves it. And when I can’t see it, I like to imagine it. The bad thing about horns is that they don’t go away even with bleach: Once cuckolded, always


cuckold. I’m left with the quote from a stranger:


“No arcade is as well equipped as your mind.”





Daniel


ABOUT OUR DAUGHTER





“Lolita, light of my life, fire of my entrails. My sin, my soul.


Lo-li-ta: the tip of the tongue begins a journey of three steps down the palate until it rests, on the third, on the edge of the teeth.


The. Li. Ta.


It was Lo, simply Lo, in the morning, when she was upright, six feet tall, on one foot in a sock.


It was Lola when she was wearing her pants. It was Dolly at school.


It was Dolores when she signed.


But in my arms she was always Lolita.”


– Vladimir Nabokov





Hello. I’m Vicky. I am the daughter of Gemma and Daniel, in fiction and in reality. Now that I am part of the fictional story and that I know the truth about my parents, I have decided to actively intervene in this book.


Although the work is mostly my mother, I have suggested some ideas and I have written a few paragraphs.


My mother, as always, shows that she doesn’t trust me at all and that she doesn’t completely like what I do. So I’m afraid that he has ironed my sentences to impose his own style. But the important thing is the content, not the form. And in some places, it has gotten my way. (And more than I will still get out).


Knowing the truth about my parents initially shocked me.


I’ve always thought my mother was boring. Apparently, I have been bored, although not as boring as my mother describes me in her novel. As for my father… I think that’s been the hardest thing for me to digest.


I haven’t quite achieved it yet. I don’t really know why I haven’t seen the signs before. I mean my mother and father. I suppose my mother is right when she says that I am only interested in my own things. Hey, I’m a teenager! That’s what I’m supposed to do.


It is also possible that he simply decided to ignore the signs of their double lives.


I didn’t get to know Silvestre, although I’ve seen photos of him. But with Gerardo? Please, Mom! Anyway… It’s not right to judge people, I know.


As for me, in real life I study piano. It’s not a profession that excites my mother, although my father has always supported me. ¡Thank you


daddy! I like it when you look at me… touch.


With regard to history, I am aware that here we touch taboos…


The idea is supposedly Alan Manuel’s, the one of reality. I still don’t know him. (Or maybe, yes?…) My mother didn’t even want to show me pictures of him. Jealousy or fear? (Yes, Mom, I’m much younger than you. But I’m not like you. I don’t think I could give that boy what you and Daddy give him.)


I don’t bore you anymore with my life and my reflections. Enjoy the story.


We have all contributed a little to it. I just want to say that at the end of the book, after a few small editions on my part, my parents have been in for a huge surprise. Whoever gives them, takes them.








Vicky


CAPÍTULO XX – MONSTRUOS





“Life begins on the other side of despair.” – Jean-Paul Sartre Lidia watched the breath. He had barely slept a couple of hours all night. The times she had managed to enter the domains of Morpheus, her friend’s heavy breathing had brought her back to the earthly domains. Vicky had slept in one sitting, but she had alternated periods of agitation with periods of placidity. Now he slept peacefully.


“What are you dreaming, my love?” asked Lydia. Unable to fall asleep, he had watched all night how he breathed and at each change of pace he had asked himself the same question. She had been tempted to wake her up and ask her, but she hadn’t wanted to wake her, knowing that it had been an intense night for her friend.


I empathized with her. Having a boyfriend and being madly in love with him, but still agreeing to dress up as a schoolgirl to accompany her friend on a date with her mature boyfriend, must not have been easy. Because Vicky had not only accompanied her; he had danced with Amancio very closely.


Lidia knew her client well and knew how much young girls turned him on.


He knew he wanted Vicky and he knew he had gotten hard while dancing with her, perhaps even earlier in anticipation. And Vicky must have noticed it. Then, he had allowed his thigh to be caressed, first in the car and then in the strip club where Lidia had taken them, to the surprise of both of them. Undoubtedly, in Vicky there was a debate about idyllic romantic love, monogamous by definition and by conditioning and only for that, and sexual awakening with its most depraved instincts, inherent in every human being, even in those who deny it. He hadn’t danced with Amancio just to return a favor to her, nor had he let himself be touched by him because of it. Nor was it likely that Amancio seemed attractive to her and that because of his physique Vicky had developed an irrepressible sexual desire, which so often leads to infidelity. It was morbidity that moved her.


“Poor thing,” Lydia pitied her, “you have only had two boyfriends in your life.” He wanted to caress her face and brush the hairs from her forehead, but he restrained himself. Her friend deserved to rest and didn’t want to risk waking her up.


All her life, Vicky had believed in stories in which prince and princess or prince and damsel in distress end up together, are happy and eat


Partridges. Only now was I beginning to realize that there was much more to it than that and that it was a crime not to experience it.


Of course, Alan, her boyfriend (or Manuel, as she knew him), didn’t have a classic romance with her in mind. In her profession as a sugar girl, Lidia had met all kinds of men, but she considered Alan a full-blown pervert, at least mildly deranged and potentially dangerous. It would undoubtedly give Vicky very varied sexual experiences, even if she did not yet suspect any of that. They were still in the phase of falling in love and Alan was waiting patiently on the prowl to move on to the next phase.


It was ironic that she had beaten him to it and that Alan still didn’t suspect anything. Of course, she had had a lot to do with it. But


Was it not her responsibility as a friend to save him from the clutches of such an individual? Against his infatuation he could not fight; Vicky had her idealized Manuel and any comment against him would have been not only sterile, but even counterproductive. The only thing Lidia had been able to do was to awaken morbidity and curiosity in her friend to show her that the world was much bigger than she thought.


“Of course I have not done it only for her,” Lidia acknowledged. A bad conscience pricked her. It happened even to her. Saving her had not been his main motivation. In fact, Alan had hired her to do the opposite. That apparently chance meeting in the Temple of Debod had not been a coincidence, but had been carefully studied. And the crush had had an effect. It hadn’t been difficult: knowing her friend’s preferences, she had been able to instruct Alan to prepare the script. Even now it was assumed that she was influencing her friend to help mold her to the taste of the capricious young man.


“He’s much worse than his uncle,” Lidia acknowledged. She had fallen in love with her friend and Alan no longer liked her. He was no longer a friend, he was not even a customer, although he continued to pay him. Nor was he an equal. At some point, Lidia had dreamed of filling her loneliness with Alan. At that moment, he had seemed to her to be of his stature, irreverent, adventurous, with a desire to explore and a great desire to manipulate. He had imagined putting his little world at his feet with him. Apart from Vicky, both had a common link: their deceased uncle, Gerardo, and Gema, the old man’s submissive ex-lover and Vicky’s mother. Gerardo had also hired her, on that occasion to befriend the woman. “I’m a monster,” Lidia acknowledged.


Tormented. Gerardo had also hired her to take Gema away from her husband, Daniel, and to take him away from her. “And he almost got away with it!” he lamented. In the end, between sex with her and sex with him, he had fallen in love with both of them, although the one he missed the most was her. “It is normal that he repudiated me and forgot about me so soon,” Lidia admitted. “I’m a monster,” he repeated. It still hurt her that the couple had left her so quickly after Gerardo’s death. He knew that the main culprit was Gemma and he had not yet forgiven her for it.


“No, I’m to blame,” he acknowledged. He had tried to separate them on request. Now he regretted having tried to hurt that magnificent couple. Despite this, she still dreamed of reconciling and maintaining a loving relationship with both of them. The three of them complemented each other very well. Daniel was submissive, but Gema, although he tried, was unable to dominate him day after day as he needed; his own submissive character prevented him from doing so. At the same time, Daniel liked to see his wife hit with others and Gema loved to please her husband in that. “I could have acted as a bridge,” he lamented, looking back. “I could have given Daniel what he needed. And together, Gema and I, we could have had a lot of fun, much to Daniel’s delight.” That had worked for a while… until the old man had died. Dramatically deprived of her boss (as Gema said to avoid having to say master, besides the fact that Gerardo had really been her superior in the company) and suddenly brought out of her state of submission, Gema had seen her for what she really was: a treacherous whore and a monster.


“But, without Gerardo, if I hadn’t accepted his commission, I wouldn’t have met them!” he tried to defend himself. However, she knew that this did not make her any less guilty. The insatiable Gerardo had even asked him to approach Gema’s daughter… “And I did it, even though I sensed what I wanted,” Lidia acknowledged bitterly.


Later, Alan had wanted to pick up where his uncle had left off. He considered Gemma his inheritance. Not surprisingly, her uncle had bequeathed her everything he had about her: all the information, all the photos and even a contract in which the woman gave him the rights to exploit her image.


Gema must have signed it in a state of complete and irresponsible submission. And with that, Alan was blackmailing her. With the contract in hand, he could publish his intimate photos with impunity.


“And I have helped him,” Lidia lamented. Spiteful, her thirst for revenge


he had been able to overcome her and had been carried away by his desire that Gemma –


especially she – to suffer as she had suffered. Alan intended to completely humiliate the woman and her husband as well, even using his daughter to do so. What could be the greatest humiliation for a mother and father?


“But if I hadn’t accepted his proposal,” Lidia tried to defend herself again, “I wouldn’t have resumed my contact with Vicky.” Reconciling with Gemma and Daniel was impossible. But he had fallen in love with his daughter. In it he saw Gemma and Daniel; Vicky has things from both. And she also saw herself, a kindred spirit, a close friend, a little younger than her.


A bad conscience stirred her. “Little good can come out of bad bases,” he acknowledged. But didn’t she deserve to be loved and to feel that love that Daniel and Gemma felt for each other? The couple had fascinated her, much more than Gerardo. The old man had been an admirable person in several ways, but he had been only one customer, one more, memorable, but only that. Really, he didn’t wish any harm to Vicky. Nor did he want to take revenge in any way through her on Gemma.


A psychology student like Lidia could have realized her alarming ease of falling in love. It was a symptom of the loneliness I felt. However, the young woman only marginally realized this. Psychologists love to psychoanalyze others, but they rarely apply their prescriptions to themselves. They are attracted to the traumas of others, perhaps because they are pushed by their own trauma. “I didn’t fall in love with Gerardo,” Lida concluded. “I’m not in love with Amancio or any other client.” No, she did not fall in love with just anyone and the age difference was not what prevented it, nor was the sex of the person or even their physical appearance. « I like Amancio. I like him very much, but nothing more,” he continued his speech. He always liked his customers, or almost always. No, she had loved Gema, then the couple formed by both of them.


If he loved his daughter now, that was logical, because he had the best of each father. And


I had never loved Alan; he had only been excited about it at first, but it had been nothing more than a mirage.


Alan gave her chills. He intimidated her. “I understand that Gema likes it,” he accepted. Fear is a strong feeling, as much as love and hate. Lidia knew that in the eighties researchers from Glasgow had studied the cardiac response of users of a roller coaster. No one is surprised by the increase in heart rate, but the production of hormones, including dopamine – the hormone of happiness – and endorphins


– substances chemically similar to opiates and heroin is among the opiates – is striking and significant. People who experience strong sensations at an amusement park often report increased feelings of well-being and euphoria. The higher the level of endorphins released, the greater the euphoria… and the need to repeat the experience, with an even higher level.


Alan could well produce that effect on Gemma or anyone. She herself, even though she had realized his true nature and even though he was the enemy in her fight for Vicky’s love, still felt a tingle in her stomach when she thought of him. Sex with him, hard and violent, was not for daily consumption, but from time to time or from time to time… Of course, Alan paid him. He also hit him. The young man was well aware of this fact and took advantage of it to bring to light his most bestial instincts.


Studies show that there are people who enjoy the sensations that arise naturally in response to a situation in which there is only room for fight or flight. “Or submit,” Lidia pointed out.


Eustress is a type of positive stress. The prefix eu comes from the Greek and means good, hence the word euphoria. Alan was as much or more stressful than riding a roller coaster. But unlike the fairground attraction, the young man was really dangerous, at least in Lidia’s eyes. Would Gemma and Daniel have realized this?


“It’s not really my problem. They are already grown,” Lidia excused. The supposed contract aside, if Gema tolerated that he blackmailed her, it was because she wanted it. She had always been dramatic with those things; He had always shielded himself behind his promises, his commitments and his contracts so that he would not have to take responsibility for his actions and the shame of his lasciviousness. If she did not hide behind it, she excused herself with the fact that, in truth, she was only doing it for her husband. Mind you, it had been fun while it had lasted.


“I, in return, have never allowed myself those luxuries,” he acknowledged. “They hire me because I want to be hired to do that. No one forces me, not even the need for money. I have always proudly done what I wanted to do.” But that didn’t stop him from regretting some things.


“The one I have to take care of is Vicky.” He was already taking a big risk by interfering with the young man’s plans. “When you find out…!” the young woman warned herself. When he found out, not how he found out, because Alan,


inevitably, he would end up discovering the cake. “So be it!” agreed Lydia. “That’s how his mask falls off.” She was willing to take it off, even if in the process she was damaged. Alan, like Manuel, had deceived Vicky. Under Manuel’s mask, she sweetly made love to him, while, without her, Alan tore with his claws and with his cock. Not Vicky, of course. “Not yet,” Lidia warned, but she knew she would end up doing it, as soon as she had Vicky completely under her control.


What he had done to Gemma and what he would continue to do to her was horrible.


Lidia had seen the video. In fact, she herself had helped to post it on a pornographic portal. He had even felt enormous satisfaction in doing so. Despite this, he had not quenched his thirst for revenge. Spite after love turns this feeling into hatred. But Vicky had made him change his focus. He was no longer interested in Gema.


“I can’t lie to myself!” Lidia acknowledged lamenting. “I’m a horrible person,” he accused himself again. “I love Vicky, I really love her, but I can’t stop thinking about her mother.” The night before, just a few hours after little sleep, she had touched her friend in the toilets while talking to her mother. He had made her and had cummed with her.


I was at a crossroads. He didn’t need to complete his psychology studies to realize that. She could only get scalded out of the situation and she would be left alone again, completely alone. Vicky would never forgive him. And neither did Gemma and Daniel, and much less when they knew that he was courting his daughter. And even less so when they found out that he had initially done it for Alan.


“Monster!” he accused himself. Next to sweet Vicky she was a monster.


Seeing her sleeping next to him, so beautiful, so soft, so innocent, the contrast made that description an understatement. And on top of that, instead of respecting her sweetness and innocence, he was perverting her. But he was doing it to save her, Alan and herself. “Maybe I’m wrong,” Lidia doubted. “Maybe what you need is a boring romantic love. What if that kind of love is for the best, after all? “She had never been attracted to conventional love. He loved the unknown and variety too much. Maybe that’s why I was alone. I loved Vicky, but not romantically, not in that romantic way. He loved her to live adventures with her, but not to isolate himself from the rest of the world as romantic couples do. “As Daniel and Gemma did, until they woke up,” he said to himself. But had they gone


Bad like that? It was obvious that it was not. And it was obvious that it did, because, otherwise,


Why had they changed their lifestyle?


Lidia was in a mess. She had always suffered ups and downs, she had always been attracted to one and the opposite. Male or female. It was the curse of bisexuals. Young or old, handsome or ugly… It was the curse of pansexuals. It had never been difficult for him to make up his mind – that was easy for him and he did it spontaneously – but it had always been difficult for him to remain consistent.


“I love her,” she said bitterly to herself. Once again, she was tempted to pet her, but she held back. “But she deserves better. He doesn’t deserve Alan and I’ll make sure he doesn’t get it, but he doesn’t deserve me either. “The night before he had rejoiced that his plans to lure Vicky to his side were going well and had even been accelerated. Vicky had cummed from his hand and she had cummed with her at the same time. She had been elated with the achievement. But now she felt downcast. He had fallen from heaven and had come face to face with the hell of his personality. “I am unhappy,” she lamented. “But enough of disgraceing others.”


He got out of bed carefully. She had barely slept and hardly moved, afraid to wake her friend, but it had been the best night of her life. The best and the worst; her conscience had not left her at ease.


When he got home, he had undressed Vicky and she had let herself be done, stunned. He had put her to bed with maternal care. Then she had undressed and had lain down beside her. He had wanted to touch it one more time. He had burned with desire to do so. But he had decided to respect her. For Vicky it had been too intense a night and she was exhausted. He did not wish to take advantage of her in this way. She was bisexual, but Vicky? She had had a hard time accepting her sexual condition. It sounds fun, it sounds like having twice as many options, but the only thing you have at the beginning is twice as many doubts. Vicky may not have been bisexual, not in the classic sense. But aren’t we all sexual? What does the prefix matter? Isn’t the brain a plastic wonder?


“Plastic like plasticine,” Lidia recalled. The wise Gerard had seen it that way and with them he had set out to mold Gemma. And to a large extent he had succeeded. The woman was not bisexual, but he had had a wonderful relationship with her. Both their souls and their bodies had spoken to each other. But they had only done it with Gerardo in life. Maybe


They could have continued, but Gema, more than Daniel, had realized what she was like. He had blamed her for it, when he had no right to do so.


Vicky would have to find out what she was like and to do so she would have to experiment. Hopefully, bisexual or not, he would fall in love with her somehow, on some level, in some way.


“If he’s lucky, he won’t do it,” Lidia said to herself, looking at Vicky with a sense of affection and bitterness through the gloom. The blinds were down, but the sun had long since risen, and its light filtered through the cracks.


“I have to go,” Lidia proposed. He had to leave for real. The night before he had left Amancio alone and decomposed. “Not so alone or so decomposed,” he warned. She had left him in a strip club surrounded by beauties. In any case, she and Vicky had left precipitously, hardly giving her an explanation. After cumming in the toilets while talking on the phone with Gema (Vicky and Gema had spoken and she had listened and whispered in her friend’s ear), she had realized the need to get Vicky out of there and take care of her.


But Amancio also deserved better treatment.


“I’m afraid I’m incapable of atoning for my sins,” Lidia acknowledged.


Amancio deserved an explanation and compensation for leaving him lying there. But she needed the money he paid her monthly for his services. “Besides, I still need it for Vicky,” he proposed in spite of everything. Again, she shielded herself by saying that this would keep her away from the ogre Alan. Yet again he was acting selfishly. Again, it had oscillated from one end of the scale to the other.


She put on makeup trying not to make noise. Then, with lipstick, she planted a kiss in the mirror. “I hope you’ll forgive me someday, my friend, but I’m not going to give up on you. I can’t go on alone,” she said to the mirror and, as she said it, she stood up and wondered if she had told her reflection or Vicky.





CHAPTER XXI – HE OWES IT TO YOU





“The greatest coward is a man who awakens a woman’s love without the intention of loving her.” – Bob Marley





“When will you return?” Gema asked Alan. She had accompanied the young master naked to the door of the house. In his eyes you could see joy for the night he had lived and sadness because it was over. She pressed herself against him, resting her palm on her collarbone and her cheek on his chest. Her subconscious betrayed her and without realizing it she used the singular instead of the plural: “When will I see you again, master?” Gema insisted. It was possible that Alan would not return to Madrid so soon, but she could always go to Barcelona. The only place he would not go for it was to the end of the world and he would not do it because it would take forever to arrive; I didn’t want to be separated from Daniel for so long, but for a few days or even a week, why not? She had done it with Gerardo and the experience had always made both of them, Daniel and her, nervous, but it had been in a good way, for the most part. To tell the truth, the vacation with Gerardo had always been intense and she had not had time to miss her husband, but when she met again she had realized how much she had missed. However, it had not been the other way around, no matter how much Daniel assured her that he had missed her very much; the treacherous Lidia had taken care of this in his absence, always claiming “Gerardo’s orders”.


“Ah, my dog,” Alan replied, affectionately caressing the back of her neck to comfort her. He knew that weak spot, the back of Gema’s neck. He had an advantage in having read his stories (although not everything added up exactly) and his uncle’s diary (that yes, precise in everything, although it lacked subjectivity).


His fingers ran down the woman’s bare back, and Alan imagined goosebumps being given by the electrifying touch of his caress.


She tried to make it as smooth as a light breeze, just as she thought Daniel did, and as her uncle had almost succeeded. However, he could not resist when he reached the coccyx and gave him a resounding whip.


“Oh! Gema said, more surprised or theatrical than pained. Thank you, Master.


Alan marveled at her words. He was very excited to be called that and addressed you as you, and he was fascinated by how docile and predisposed you were. He caressed and


He alternately squeezed his buttock as he pondered an answer. He had not yet decided when or how the next match would be. He burned with the desire to somehow bring mother and daughter together. She’d always had it in mind, but the experience in the car, with the two of them talking on the phone while he shoved his cock into her pussy, had stoked the fire of her obscene desires. But he had to act patiently and with a plan behind him if he didn’t want the adventure to end in disaster. “No, I don’t want it to be a mere adventure to show off to my friends,” Alan reminded himself. “I want it to be more than that, something permanent, a family, peculiar but my family.”


“We’ll see, dog,” he dodged the answer. He loved to call her that


—. “Surely you will have to pass some test first,” he predicted ominously. “Hmm,” he said, pretending to be thoughtful. I don’t like you barefoot,” he finally clarified. Go upstairs and put on some nice heels,” he ordered.


“Yes, Master,” Gema confirmed and turned. She suppressed the urge to run up the stairs like a teenager and tried to walk away as gracefully as possible, controlling her haste. Something in her warned her that Alan might leave without saying goodbye.


“Daniel,” Alan said dryly and walked over to him. Are you Daniel or Daniela? He asked mockingly.


“Daniel,” Daniel replied laconically. Unlike Gemma, he was fully clothed. He wore normal men’s clothes, except for the panties he always wore instead of underpants: jeans and a lumberjack shirt. She was aroused by the sensation of fine women’s lingerie, though not at the moment in front of Alan.


“Okay,” Alan conceded and took another step toward him.


Daniel liked to observe his wife from at least two meters away to capture the whole scene better. He had observed his wife naked, leaning against the young man’s chest, he had seen how he touched her ass, he had heard how she addressed him as you and called him Master, in capital letters. Scenes like that always had more impact on him than the. As he walked away and up the stairs to the bedroom floor, in a hurry and with her tits wobbling, she hadn’t even looked at him. It seemed to Daniel that she was worried about something. “She is sad because her lover is leaving and because now she is alone with me,” she concluded.


“But you have homework to do,” Alan warned. You will find them more


easy as Daniela,” he advised. There was no mockery on his face; he meant it. It was imperative that Daniel walk that path. Only then could he succeed with his wife… and with his daughter. He suddenly raised his hand, perhaps to intimidate him with the explosiveness of the movement, perhaps to see if his subconscious was betraying him and trying to dodge him. He was surprised to see that Daniel didn’t even blink, even though the hand had come dangerously close to his face and without warning. However, that didn’t stop Alan. He smiled and put his thumb in Daniel’s mouth… or tried to.


Daniel turned his face away. The night before, that is, just a few hours ago, he had sucked his cock. He had even eaten her cumshot from his wife’s pussy. But she hadn’t felt like Daniela, despite the lingerie and her caged bird. He had only felt like a cuckolded husband and a beaten cuckold, as all husbands and all cuckolds should be, those who like him, of course, and those who have a wife with the temperament to make their fantasies come true.


“Shhh,” Alan said, reproving him for his behavior. But he was not impressed, and tried again, saying, “Do you know why I sent her upstairs for shoes?” I’m going to take her with me like this, well dressed, only with high heels. Alan smiled contentedly. See?


He asked with his thumb in Daniel’s mouth. Better that way. She played with her thumb, with her husband’s tongue and lips.


Daniel imagined Gema leaving the house naked, tapping her feet as she walked away, holding Alan’s hand. He imagined her adorned only with sunglasses, perhaps a hat too, and a necklace, better a pearl one than a submissive one; it didn’t matter the material of the necklace, because deep down they meant the same thing. Her hands were imagined in black gloves of transparent gauze. They were of no use except aesthetic, and above all they only accentuated their nakedness. She imagined how she would walk away with Alan wherever he wanted to take her, possibly to the Uber and from there…


To the airport and to Barcelona with him?


He was still excited from the night before, and he hadn’t cummed yet. When was the last time he had done it? Gema told him that she would soon uncage him, but she hadn’t. He had told him that when Alan came he would, but he had not released him. And the trouble was that he, although he did not admit it in front of her, preferred it that way. Without cumming, he was permanently aroused, in a kind of nirvana, perhaps in a kind of subspace, not that of the submissive, but that of the cuckolded. If you ran, the


libido would collapse and then for a few days he would have doubts about whether what he was doing, what he was allowing, was the right thing to do. He may even have gone into a temporary depression until his libido increased again; It was very strong to see his wife so devoted to that young man and what they both wanted him to do was even stronger.


“Daniela,” Daniel sighed to himself. “I’m here,” a part of his being replied, and that reassured him as much as it made him uneasy.


“You know she will,” Alan went on, continuing to play with her husband’s mouth, “if I tell her.” She would walk out this same door with me, naked, only in heels and she would do it proudly by my side.


“You know he will,” Daniel heard the hypnotic voice say.


She will walk through the garden with her long legs, knowing that your neighbors will see her. What do you call them? Oh yes: The Rose and Hawkeye. They do not miss anything and are a sure source for gossip. She will do this by biting her lower lip, as she always does when she is nervous or excited. And he will do it by showing his chest… never better said. Don’t you think Hawkeye wants to see how his tits turned out after the operation he had to satisfy my uncle? Don’t you think he wants to take a closer look, not only with his eyes, but with his hands, how are those pots that my uncle put on him? You know that Gemma would go out that door with me into the street and ring the neighbor’s doorbell, if I ordered her to.


Daniel felt that he was aroused and tense at the same time. What could be better and worse for a cuckold than his neighbors knowing? There are so many things that are better and worse at the same time… For example, that his wife was solicitous with the neighbors and that they then looked at him with disdain. And worse still was that she was predisposed to the neighbors not because she wanted to, but because her lover wanted it. “He’s a devil!” admired Daniel. He could understand why Gemma ate him out of his hand, not to mention eat other things as well. It wasn’t just how he fucked her, so vigorously, so roughly, even violently. It was what I proposed to him on an intellectual level.


Is it in her case? It is, without a doubt, in his case, but in hers? Isn’t the only thing she wants to be taken by a male who owns her? But no, she is not just looking for a stallion. Or does he not seek only that because he knows that for Daniel that would be insufficient?


“You know I’ll end up doing it,” Alan warned Daniel. His hand continued to massage the eggs through his pants. I had been doing it for some time.


The chastity device prevents full erection, but it does not prevent the member, as far as it is capable of its pressure, from gaining weight and trying to get up.


“But don’t worry,” Alan continued, “I won’t let him fuck her.”


I’ll just allow her to touch her tits. She had noticed that Daniel was aroused and that he had hit one of his fantasies.


Alan sensed that it was just as important to give the woman incredible orgasms as it was to satisfy the husband’s fantasies. In fact, in a three-way relationship like that, the latter could be even more important than the former


—. This way he will be left with the desire and will be more vigilant. Then, without warning, he took his balls as best he could through the thick fabric of his jeans and squeezed them, but he put his thumb in his mouth, and warned him, “Gema deserves the best Daniela.” Alan was sure Daniel would understand: He would only continue the game, if he did his part and did what he wanted. Don’t forget your homework,” he reminded her just in time to see the woman get out. At each step, her tits bounced suggestively, in time with the clappering of her heels.


“Slutty tits,” Alan wondered, “but I would have made them bigger.” His uncle had guessed the shape of the implants. Without falling into bad taste or sloppiness, they made it clear that they were not natural. “A fox must show her condition at all times and she must do it with pride,” Alan said to himself, paraphrasing his uncle. In fact, he had written about the breast augmentation operation:


“I don’t care what others think. What I want is that, when they look at her, she thinks that they know that she has gotten tits. I want him to always keep him in mind, when he comes to work, when he goes down the street, when he goes out at night in a nice dress, and when he goes to the beach, with me or with him.”


By him she obviously meant her husband. Gerardo had always avoided calling him that. That had been a mistake his uncle had made. Although he had been on the verge of snatching it from Daniel – between his intrigues with Lidia and her increasing dependence on him he had almost succeeded – Alan was sure that, if he had not died prematurely, his uncle would have failed in that objective anyway. Unlike him, his uncle had never understood the dynamic between a hot spouse and her cuckolded husband.


“And I want her to know that she belongs to me, just like her tits belong to me


now,” her uncle had concluded regarding the breast operation he had paid for. “It’s a symbol and a permanent reminder.”


“That’s why I would have made them bigger,” Alan said to himself, as if they weren’t already marked enough under his clothes, “to make me even more aware of his condition. One size up would have been just right for her. »


That is Alan Manuel’s opinion. He may express it just to dramatize or he may actually think about it. In any case, she can’t imagine to what extent Daniel and Gemma are aware of what their breasts mean. Daniel will always be reminded that it was another man who chose the design of that part of his wife’s anatomy. And it reminds Gemma of the tingling she felt when she gave someone else that power.


Although she tried to be blunt and natural about it to her husband, she suffered from tachycardia and shortness of breath when she thought about what she was getting into, half driven because she knew the effect it would have on Daniel and half seduced by the comforting sweetness of submission that it entailed. Reckless or confident in her knowledge of people, Gemma trusted her boss’s good judgment. But maybe he got them too big, one size too many.


Correcting the shape to make them smooth again like a young woman would have been enough for her. If this reflection appears in several parts of the books, it is because of the profound impact it has on the couple, something that Alan Manuel cannot fully understand, even if he tries.


Alan didn’t particularly like big tits, nor were small or medium-sized tits in particular. Large, medium or small, she liked boobs if they were the right shape. Size was really the least important thing to him. Even so, Gema, if she had been in her uncle’s place, would have put them on a larger size, preserving the shape, so that at no time could she hide them and thus hide her sluttiness and her submission to another man.


Alan left Daniel and took Gemma by the hand to chivalrously help her with the last step. She wondered that he had even had time to put on black stockings and paint her lips suggestive red. Holding hands, he returned with her to the initial starting point: the door of the house.


“Ask me again, dog,” Alan invited her. He caressed her ass with one hand, as before, and with the other he groped and valued her tits.


Gemma understood at once and answered:


“When will we see each other again, Master?” She asked hopefully.


“Soon,” he assured her, playing with her nipple, but without committing to anything. He looked at Daniel, proud of the show he was offering him with his wife. For a moment, he felt envious. From his position, Daniel had privileged views, something that he did not have from the vicinity. “But it’s always better to have a tit and an ass in your hands than to just look at them,” she said to herself. He wasn’t wired like that, but he could understand Daniel’s fascination. “But I’ll see her like that when I feel like it, too,” she reminded herself. In fact, he had done so in Barcelona, when she had gone to visit him. He had watched in wonder as another man, a nobody to whom he had rented her, took her from behind in the street. “I have the best of her,” he said to himself, but he soon realized that it was not true: he would never have her heart, but he did not want it either. The heart he wanted was that of his daughter Vicky. He wanted other things from her. “And I’ll get them all,” he said with inordinate confidence. You’ll have to pass some tests first,” he said again, this time using the plural. She would see to it that her husband moved in the direction he was interested in.


I would do it so that I could see him again and, above all, feel him.


“Yes, Master,” Gemma confirmed and stretched to kiss him. Their mouths melted and their tongues fluttered, and they did so in front of her husband’s nose. Alan was right: the shoes made her elegant and highlighted her nakedness. The stockings had been her business, despite the rush. For some reason, she couldn’t shake the feeling that Alan could have left without saying goodbye to her, if he hadn’t hurried in. “I’m afraid he’ll abandon me,” he acknowledged. The young man was suitable despite his age, for her and for Daniel, and surely he did not lack young girls.


Daniel watched the scene, admiring. His wife melted in the young man’s hands. “He’ll do with her what he wants,” he thought, terrified, fascinated, and excited.


“She’s so pretty!” she was dazzled. The contrast accentuated her beauty and, above all, her sensuality. “Goddess of Sex,” he exclaimed to himself. He, dressed, and she, naked. He, a young man, and she… a goddess! He, so recalcitrantly domineering, and she, pure hot wax. What was he compared to them? She was neither young like him nor sensual like her. Alan was making it his, in his house!, and he could do nothing to prevent it. The kiss proved it. I could only observe. He could only help to make it happen. The scene was worthy of that and his wife was deserving of even more.


Not for a moment would he have preferred to be the dominant one on the scene. Of


to be so, you would lose your vision and what you felt. What did Alan feel in return?


Pride, satisfaction, even superiority and mockery? “I’ll give it to you all that,” Daniel told him lost in thought. That was nothing compared to the love and admiration he felt at the time. Strangely, Daniel imagined at the same time that he touched her as Alan, that he saw her as a cuckold and that he felt the touch of Alan’s hand as she did. He tried to absorb every facet of the scene unfolding before his eyes and within his heart. There, in his heart, he felt a pang the time he admired himself, but it hardly hurt, because he understood what his role was in that relationship.


“Look how you have put me,” Alan confessed to Gema, whispering in her ear. “Let him imagine what he wants. It’s better to stimulate their imagination,” Alan said to himself, referring to Daniel. He felt the woman’s hand feeling his hard cock through his pants.


“Oh, Master! Gemma exclaimed proudly. Let me fix this —


he proposed and, without waiting for his permission, knelt in front of him and prepared to take his cock out of his fly to take care of her. It was going to be a parting gift.


“Does this do to you, Daniel, too?” Alan asked in a sarcastic tone. Uhh! He has a privileged tongue,” he acknowledged, his hands on the woman’s head, guiding her in her movements. Then, looking back at Daniel, he added, “Oh, excuse me! I forgot you can’t —


she said, pointing to Daniel’s crotch, where the chastity device was. He laughed at his own joke.


Gema, still with his cock in his mouth, imitated him, but immediately returned to concentrate on what he was doing.


Alan indulged in the pleasure and let her pamper his cock for a couple of minutes. I had to admit that the woman did it deliciously well. To make matters worse, he did not take his eyes off his. What he still had to do was teach her to take it all the way down, deep inside the throat. His uncle, although he had tried, even with Lydia’s help, had failed at it. He had not yet checked it – but he would soon – but according to his uncle’s diary, the woman still had not controlled her vomiting reflex. Alan was happy to be able to train her in that fundamental aspect. “And it’s not the only new thing I’ll teach you how to do,” he proposed.


Groping, still looking at her, he managed to grab the door handle and opened it.


“Master!” Gemma exclaimed, violating one of the sacred rules of the


perfect blowjob, that of not letting yourself be interrupted by anything or losing concentration on what you are doing. The rules had been taught to him by Sylvester, that is, by Daniel through him. They were Daniel’s invention, but a well-thought-out one, and I was sure that Alan would have nothing to object to about it, not even to add. However, she couldn’t help but take her cock out of her mouth to exclaim in surprise.


“Yes, you can see us from the street,” Alan observed impassively.


Although the side of the house, where Daniel and Gemma have the entrance gate, is protected by a fence, from the street it is possible to see what is happening inside the property, perhaps even inside the house, if the door is open, because the property is on a slope and the street is higher, so it is possible to see over the fence.


“And?” Alan added insensibly. Either way, he had his back to the door and was blocking the line of sight.


“No, Master, it’s not that,” Gema began to explain. “I’d go out with you, naked, if that’s what you want,” she thought. She would do so, even if her neighbors, who were always on the lookout, saw her naked. He did not wish to do so, not on his own initiative, but he would do so if he ordered him to. “Many young women are prettier and suck it almost as well as I do,” she reasoned. “What can I offer Him that they cannot, except obedience and devotion?” He thought about Daniel and the plans Alan had for him. They had finally found a lover who would include him in their games just as Daniel needed. In that sense, she was even better than Sylvester, whom Daniel had controlled, and she was so precisely because she did not control him and because, unlike Sylvester, he would show no mercy, neither to her nor to Daniel. It’s just…


He stammered, “Are you leaving yet?”


“Yes, little dog,” Alan replied impassively. I must do it. My Uber just arrived. I have to go. He caressed the cheek of the woman, who was still kneeling before him. He looked sad, and his lipstick had smudged.


Give my cock one last kiss and say goodbye to it… until we see each other again.


Gema obeyed, kissed his cock devoutly and put it in his fly.


Even so, before buttoning his fly and with his hand still grabbing his cock inside his pants, he insisted:


“Couldn’t Uber wait?” It can’t go like this, Master! he exclaimed.


“Oh, little dog,” Alan replied in a sympathetic tone. However, showing no mercy, he took the woman’s hand from his fly, closed it,


he took her suckling between his thumb and index finger and said, “How adorable you are! He turned his hand to run his thumb over the woman’s lips, both at once. Think you’re the only one? He asked rhetorically. “Your daughter is the other one,” she thought, but she didn’t tell him. We don’t have that kind of relationship,” he reminded her. You’re my dog and I’m your master, aren’t you?


“Yes, Master,” confirmed Gema crushed.


“Good,” Alan said. Barks!


“Wow,” Gemma said pitifully.


“Again, with joy!” Alan encouraged her. If you behave well, you will be able to see me one day with another and help us. “Wasn’t that what your uncle had done?” Hadn’t she loved it? “But this time it will be with your daughter,” Alan said to himself. “Of course, for that to happen, indeed, you will have to behave very well, very, very well. You, Daniel and her. »


“Wow! Gema did, pretending to be a little more animated. The prospect did not please him at all. She preferred to have Alan all to herself. “My jealousy,” he acknowledged and sighed to himself.


“But you’re right, as much as it annoys me. He is the master and I am the submissive.


He has that right,” it was recalled. Hearing from the young man’s mouth what should have been evident from the beginning made her feel as if she had been slapped.


“Stupid!” he said to himself. “It was clear that a handsome young boy would not settle for a mature girl like me. How could I have thought that I could compete with youth? He will end up finding an equally submissive but younger and then he will get bored with me and leave me,” he acknowledged. “How could I make him not bored with me?” he wondered. For once, his little voices were helpful and whispered, “You’re not alone. You have Daniel,” one told him. “And Daniela,” said another little voice. Gemma turned and looked at her husband. Yes, the key, given what we have seen, so that Alan would not get bored and leave her - leave them, he corrected himself - was in her spouse. Daniel would have to do what Alan asked him to do. “He owes you,” whispered a little voice. Alan was apparently as interested in dominating her as he was in dominating him, albeit in a different way. What young girl had a boyfriend willing to do the same? “What young girl can get her partner to do the same?” a little voice whispered to her.


“Goodbye, little dog.” Goodbye, Daniela,” Alan said goodbye and went out the door, leaving it open. He was proud of his idea of confessing that he was seeing someone else. It was better to mentalize her. Besides, it was not a lie, but


truth. The least important thing, at that time, was that this other one was his daughter. “His daughter and his ex-lover,” he corrected himself. If he had the chance, he would fuck Lidia too. With it he could let off steam without contemplation and try things that he would later try with Gema. He had always had a huge sexual appetite.


“Excessive,” an ex-girlfriend of his had described him. They had ended up breaking up, of course; she felt like it much less often than he did.


Every three days just once a night was enough for her, while he was hungry, even on the night they did. “Knowing that I see someone else will make him try harder with me,” he said to himself, satisfied and confident. Since he was with Gema, his sexual appetite had increased and he was always aroused, remembering what he was doing and dreaming of what he would do.


Gema watched him, still on her knees, as he walked away from her, looking for a younger slut. Sad and self-absorbed, she did not care at that moment that she could be seen from the street.


“By God, the door!” Daniel exclaimed and slammed it shut. They can see you from the street!


However, despite how abruptly she had reacted once she had come out of her rapture, Gema continued to kneel, longing for the young man who had just left.


Understanding what he must be going through, being empathetic to her, he put a hand on her shoulder and silently looked at the door closed with her. The young man was really turning their lives upside down.


CHAPTER XXII – I’M VICKY, DADDY





“There is a difference between being loved and valued.


A lot of people love you. Not many value you.


Be valued.” – unknown





“Oh… hello! What a surprise! I wasn’t expecting you,” Amancio said to Lidia as he opened the door. You could have warned.


“If I catch you badly, I can come next week,” Lidia commented, pretending to be offended.


“No, no. Come in,” Amancio invited her in, moving away from the door.


She’d rang the doorbell, opened the door, and found her lover, if you could call a sugar girl that. It’s just that you’ve risked making the trip in vain,” he clarified. But I’m very happy.


Come in,” he insisted, confused.


“Thank you, daddy,” Lidia replied flirtatiously and planted a kiss on his cheek before entering.


The weather was fine and Lidia had put on frayed jeans with some rips, and a white T-shirt. Her tight and young breasts did not need a bra. In addition, it was hot and bothered by the quintessential feminine underwear. I had gone by metro because where Amancio lived it was difficult to park. In addition, he did not have a clear head to drive. She couldn’t stop thinking about the night before, how they had both cummed at the same time and how she had heard Gema’s voice again. Nor could he remove his head from Vicky’s bare skin and how she had breathed in her narrow bed, made for one person, but in which both had fit without problems. On the subway, at the thought of it, her nipples had become hard. In return, he had not been affected by the barely concealed lascivious looks of the men and boys or the disapproving attitude of the women. She hadn’t put on those jeans that were too short, which let her small but appetizing buttocks escape, for them. He had put them on, first, because he felt like it and, second, because he knew that Amancio would like it; he had more and more developed his philia for young girls. Now Lidia had hard nipples again because she knew that she would talk about Vicky with Amancio and because she would have sex with him.


She hadn’t touched it and didn’t know whether to be proud of it or consider herself a fool. Had he missed an opportunity or had he created the


opportunity for something lasting to emerge? And if he wanted something lasting with her, why couldn’t he stop thinking about Gemma and Daniel? “Maybe Alan is the one who is right,” he had said to himself on the way from his home to Amancio’s. “He aspires to the three of them, to Gema, to Vicky and to Daniel. Why couldn’t I do the same? »


“What is the reason for your unexpected visit?” Amancio asked him. It was late, but she hadn’t even taken off her pajamas yet. He had gone to bed late. After the two young women were scared away, she had stayed up having a few drinks in the strip bar and had consoled her loneliness by buying some erotic dances in those reserved for a couple of girls. It’s not that I’m not happy,” he said, seeing how sensitive Lidia seemed to be.


“I thought I should make up for what happened last night,” Lidia clarified.


We left without telling you anything.


“Yes, you left,” agreed Amancio. So far, the night had gone magnificently well. What happened?


“Vicky,” Lidia said, as if that one word explained everything, and in a way it did.


“What’s wrong with you?” Amancio was interested.


“I bring you a gift,” Lidia replied, dodging the question. He took his phone out of his pocket, turned on the screen and showed it to him.


“Oh! Amancio said. “Wait,” he said. He went to get the glasses and came back. Oh! He did again.


In the image, Vicky was seen naked, from behind, sleeping in bed.


Lidia had not been able to resist taking a photo of him, as a souvenir and as a gift for her boyfriend.


“Good night then,” Amancio observed. In his tone of voice you could sense the reproach because they had had a good time without him.


“We haven’t, if that’s what you think. We haven’t done it yet —


Said.


“I thought you were throwing it away,” Amancio said incredulously.


Lidia shook her head. I hadn’t come to his house just to make up for it, but because I had a need to talk to someone, and after all, he was the best friend I had. “Isn’t it sad?” asked the young woman. “My best friend is a customer. I would have to pay him for the psychotherapeutic session. “But who but him could she talk to about Vicky?


“She’s not like that,” he reminded her. I’ve already told you. It’s just one


girl. He’s not like me. He shook his head again. Is… innocent. —


He had pangs of conscience again. It was curious, for he had not had them when he had obeyed Gerard’s orders to keep Daniel away from Gema. I told you that she still believes that you and I are boyfriend and girlfriend.


“And aren’t we?” Amancio asked. There was no sarcasm in his voice, although there was in the background of the question. He hugged her from behind.


“You understand me,” Lydia murmured. She let himself be hugged by him. It felt good to feel loved, even if it was only an illusion. Her relationship with him was only a temporary, mutually beneficial relationship. Amancio would leave her sooner rather than later, as soon as he tired of her or when he considered her services too expensive. That’s what all the customers did and he was called to be the exception. He felt a lump in his throat.


“I don’t even think I’m lesbian or bisexual,” Lidia said, even though her throat ached from the tears she was suppressing. Actually, those terms did not exist for her, but she used them to make herself understood.


For Lidia, there are simply sexual people; Everything superficial about that person, and whether he has a vagina or a penis or whether he prefers men or women is superficial to him, is of no importance. Perhaps that was why he had been fascinated by Gemma from the beginning, because she was with a handsome man and had as a lover one who was of advanced age and with a physique that would once be admirable, but which had degraded a lot. From the first moment, he had realized that Gemma valued more things in a person. He had even valued her, or so he had thought.


“Wow! Amancio said surprised. You’re in love! Then, in a sympathetic tone, he insisted, “You’re really in love. He pressed her against him and tried to comfort her. He was beginning to understand. And what role do I play in…? Before he finished the question, he fully understood, “You want to have a threesome to sleep with her.”


“Yes,” Lidia lied. It was not true. The truth was more complex than that.


He didn’t want his first time with Vicky to be a threesome with a man (or woman) and even less with Amancio. But it was true that he needed it to keep Vicky away from Alan.


“Here I am, again breaking couples,” he reproached himself. “But this time it’s for a good cause, apart from myself. I can’t leave it in your hands. God knows what He will do to you! “But he had left it once more in Alan’s hands. He had fled to Amancio’s house so he wouldn’t have to face Alan.


“A threesome with Amancio and her…”, he weighed the possibility in his head. But he ruled it out. I didn’t plan to share Vicky with anyone, at least at first.


Later, once they had consolidated their relationship, why not? It could be fun… and lucrative. But not at first.


“And yet, I’m sharing it with Alan,” he lamented. “Always Alan, always him!” she despaired, although she wasn’t even sharing it with him because they hadn’t done anything yet.


For the moment, he only wanted Amancio to serve as a catalyst, an agent that intervenes in the chemical reaction, but is not part of it.


Kisses, groping… allow you to observe… all of that, of course. But only she would make love to him.


“Damn Alan!” he cursed him again. She was jealous like Gema and that did not bode well. It had to be controlled. “What I am is confused and alone,” she acknowledged, “and I don’t know if this path will go anywhere.”


“Make love to me as you would to Vicky,” he encouraged Amancio.


She wanted to be her, even if she was only her, according to Amancio. Imagine that I am her, daddy.


Amancio grunted excitedly. He immediately slipped his hand under Lidia’s shirt, but it stopped on her stomach before raising it to her breasts. Hesitated.


How would he do it to Vicky? He had dreamed it in multiple ways and now that he could live it, somehow, he couldn’t decide how to do it. He tried to imagine that it was really her. I didn’t want to be too rough with her.


But I didn’t want to be soft either.


Finally, his hand slowly ascended to one of his little breasts. It fit in her hand, but it was bigger than the girl’s. Amancio regretted that circumstance. I was finding that I preferred big breasts in women, but that in girls I preferred them small. He took the nipple between his index finger and thumb and played with it. It was already hard before I had started playing it.


“And this, Vicky?” He asked Lidia. Have you had immodest thoughts? Have you been mean?


Lidia nodded to both questions.


“I’ve thought of you, daddy,” he confirmed. And I’ve been a little bad —


Lied. In reality, she had been and was being very bad and deserved punishment for it. Secretly, Lydia wished that Amantius would punish her in order to atone for her sins. Or did she want me to punish Vicky for being with Alan?


“I see,” Amancio murmured. I had not counted on having such a skill


entertaining. He hadn’t gone to bed with a pain in his asses because a stripper had danced for him (on him) and provided him with a happy ending. Back home, the underpants had had to go straight into the washing machine. You know daddy can’t allow that, right? I have to educate you well.


“Yes, daddy,” Lidia said. But I can’t help it. I have things on my head that I can’t get out of my mind.


“Things like what, daughter? Amancio asked, as he continued to feel the young girl’s breast.


“Things,” replied Lydia, shrugging her shoulders with feigned innocence. Things,” he said again, “like—” you look at me…


“How do I look at you, daughter?” Amancio asked, following the flow.


He knew very well what he meant.


“How men look at me from—” that he lowered my period and… my breasts grew. You know how they look at me, daddy. You’ve seen them.


“Does it bother you to be looked at like that?”


“No… I know,” Lidia replied. He was mixing things from his own childhood. She rubbed her ass against her daddy’s crotch. No… I have experience,” he said. For a girl, the early change to woman is not easy. Not only does the body change, but it also changes the way half the population looks at you. And that can happen as early as twelve or as late as fourteen. Learning to deal with those looks is a process. Lidia also had to go through it, although she had learned to master it very early.


“Those men deserve to be punished,” Amancio assured him.


Only daddy can look at you like that. But you deserve punishment too —


“Because I know you like to be looked at.” I know you walk past construction sites without a bra to be looked at. I know you bend down with any excuse for me to look at you, Vicky. I’ll punish you for it. But I am understanding; Don’t worry, I won’t be too harsh.


“It’s true what you say, daddy,” Lidia admitted. I’m afraid I’m a whore.


You must punish me unceremoniously so that I am not or I will derail. —


She wanted Amancio to discipline her strongly. Only in this way could he atone for his sins with his friend, with Gemma and Daniel, and so many others he had committed. You don’t want Vicky to go off the rails, do you, Daddy?


Amancio did not know what to say. Actually, I did want Vicky to go off the rails. Only in this way could he make that fantasy come true.


now living with his substitute.


Without answering, he took her arm and led her to the sofa. There, he laid her down with his belly on her thighs.


Lidia let herself be done. She wanted to be punished. I needed it. At the same time, I wanted Vicky to live that same scene and, who better than Amancio to do it?


The experience would enrich her sexually. She made a mental note to ask her if her parents had spanked her as a child. It was not her desire for Vicky to be submissive to other men or to her either. He only wanted to broaden his horizons. The experience was highly erotic, especially if it was done by an older man. It had nothing to do with a boy like Alan spanking her. Absolutely nothing. Vicky was at the perfect age to experience that. “It would have been even better if I had done it earlier,” thought Lidia, remembering her adolescence. In her neighborhood there had always been retirees willing to help her financially when her parents did not give her the weekly salary even to buy pipes. She had made them happy for a few moments and, in return, had expanded their sexual culture to enjoy sex in multiple ways.


“Pull down your pants, Vicky,” Amancio ordered.


Lidia raised her ass so she could unbutton them. He then pulled them down, exposing a part of his buttocks. The rest he left for Amancio.


“Yes, Vicky, I want you to experience this,” she thought excitedly. “Although not as strong as I hope Amancio will do with me today.”


Amancio pulled his pants down to the middle of his thighs.


“What is this?!” he exclaimed. You’re a whore! He reproached him, when he saw that she was not wearing panties. You provoke the construction men. And you are provoking me. Look what you force me to do! —


And with that, Amancio began to whip her. He had already whipped Lidia on a few occasions, but he had not done it so hard and, above all, he had not whipped the very young Vicky.





CHAPTER XXIII – NOT A SINGLE MOMENT





“Making love is like playing an instrument. You know you’re doing well based on the sounds coming out.” – unknown





“Oh… hello! What a surprise! I wasn’t expecting you at this hour,” Vicky said to Manuel.


She had woken up tired, as if she had only slept for a couple of hours, but the reality was that it was already time to eat, although she had not even had breakfast yet. Lidia had disappeared, although she had left the mark of her lips on the bathroom mirror and a note in the kitchen, indicating that she had had to leave, without explaining the reason or when she would return.


“If only I had known…” Vicky stammered, aware that she did not look the way she would have liked to have been to receive her boyfriend. His eyes were swollen, he had not put on makeup or hairstyle, and he was wearing only a long shirt that he had taken from his friend’s closet and smelled like her.


“You don’t seem to be happy to see me,” Alan argued, partly to provoke her, partly because he was confused by the reception. He had expected his girlfriend to throw herself around his neck when she saw him, crazy with joy and pleasantly surprised because he had arrived earlier than expected. In return, he felt her distant. If it’s too early for you, I can leave and come back later —


continued to provoke it.


“No, you fool. I’m sorry, you caught me still asleep,” Vicky apologized. However, she refrained from hugging and kissing him.


“Are you still sleeping at this hour?” Alan sneered, trying to sound cheerful, even though the reception he had given him was so different from the one he had received from his mother. Gemma had thrown herself at his neck and devoured him with kisses. She had come down in her make-up and in her best clothes to receive him, although it was true that he had not given her any surprises regarding the scheduled arrival time and that Gema had had all the time in the world to get ready. Physical appearance was the least important thing to him.


Vicky was sexy dressed only in that shirt that barely managed to cover her private parts. It was the joy, or in this case its absence, that confused him. The mother had been really excited to see him and she didn’t exactly treat her like a queen. In exchange for his little princess…


“Asleep, not sleeping,” Vicky replied. What time is it? —


she asked absent-mindedly. His head was like a bass drum.


“Time to ask me in,” Alan tried to say jokingly.


“It’s not my house,” Vicky replied impulsively. He immediately regretted it: “Why did I say that?” he wondered. Was she so subconsciously upset at how Manuel looked at his friend Lidia? He had noticed a long time ago that they had some kind of affair (not necessarily sexual) between them. At first, he had taken it as a positive thing. It was good that they got along so well with each other. In addition, they depended on Lidia’s kindness for their meetings in her flat. Vicky didn’t have money for a hotel and Manuel was already bearing the cost of travelling from Barcelona by train. Perhaps as a result of his encounters with Amancio he had realized that this could be something more and that it could exceed the limits of friendship, whatever that meant. Perhaps it was his conscience, his bad conscience, that wielded that argument to shield himself and justify his own behavior that bordered on infidelity. Come in,” he finally invited him in, after a silent struggle.


Alan obeyed and was surprised that she did. If it had been Gema, he would have refused to enter into those conditions. He would have made her come out and kiss him outside, in full view of possible curious neighbors and onlookers, whether she was fully dressed, naked, or only wearing a sexy shirt that, when stretched to kiss him, left her ass partially exposed. “That’s what I should have done,” Alan said to himself. “I treat her like a princess and that’s why this happens to me.”


But, despite her domineering character, despite the fact that she was cheating on her with her mother and her friend, despite how she intended to educate her, she could not help thinking of her as her princess. “At this rate I will become his lapdog,” he admitted amused, “like Daniel with Gema.”


“Aren’t you going to kiss me?” Alan reproached him when the door closed.


“I haven’t brushed my teeth yet,” Vicky excused. It was true and his mouth must have tasted like lightning. But after having been practically unfaithful to her, first with Amancio and then with Lidia, she felt dirty and that was a type of dirt that toothpaste could not remove.


“If that’s so,” Alan began, “you can always get down on your knees and suck it in return,” he joked. He was still determined to try to be cheerful to scare away the gloomy sensations he was having.


“Excuse me?” Vicky was instinctively scandalized. She opened her eyes and raised her eyebrows, incredulous. But what did they think, that she was a street whore?”


You can also kneel, in return, and… you know,” she was surprised to hear him reply.


Vicky’s rebelliousness felt like a slap in the face to Alan, and he hadn’t yet decided if it was refreshing or if he should worry. Gemma would have knelt down instantly and made him happy to serve him. However, anything was preferable to the apathy his girlfriend had shown when she saw him.


Nor did he wish for himself a Gem; for that he already had his mother. It was clear that mother and daughter were on different levels. He had missed a good part of his mother’s education and so he was grateful that with Vicky he could start from scratch. That was one of the things that attracted him to her. In a way, also with Daniel I was starting almost from scratch. With Vicky he wanted a girlfriend, submissive but above all a girlfriend. In it he saw a special jewel, not a gem. With Gema he wanted a submissive mother-in-law. And with Daniel…


with him I didn’t know exactly what I wanted; it bothered him to reflect on it.


“I could do it,” Alan admitted and was tempted. It was so easy to pull up his shirt a little. She wondered if she was wearing panties, but she figured she wasn’t.


Unlike his uncle, he had no shame about eating a woman’s pussy. Gerardo had been wrong in that and had missed a delicacy, much tastier than the whiskey with chocolate that he sometimes tasted. In that, the husband had enjoyed more than the lover.


“But it’s you who refused to kiss me,” he reminded her, however, suppressing his urge to fall to his knees and eat her pussy until he took her to seventh heaven.


“I don’t want to end up like Daniel,” he warned. “That’s not how I should educate her.” If he wasn’t careful, he would end up cuckolded. Mother and daughter were alike in more than one thing. Just as Gemma had ended up cheating on Daniel repeatedly, Vicky could end up cheating on him, if she went that way. As tempting as it was to eat her pussy, it was better not to do it at such times: She would do it when he felt like it, not when she demanded it. Still, anything was better than the gloomy reception he had received. Why was that? He had bad feelings, but he pushed them away. I would put her on the sidelines; there he was in his element.


“Kneel down and show me that you are glad to see me,” he commanded her with a touch of authority and another of gentleness. He demonstratively stroked his crotch through his jeans. With his other hand, he pointed to the ground,


right in front of him. “I wouldn’t be good as a submissive cuckold,” he said to himself, “just as Daniel wouldn’t be good as a dominant. To each his own.” To Alan, Gemma had done well to kneel before him. Gemma and Daniel needed to live out their fantasies, just as he needed to live his. And the only thing missing for his girlfriend was to feed her with fantasies. “I’m sure if I do, she’ll kneel like her mother,” Alan thought. The idea of his girlfriend sucking it next to the door of the house, right where his mother had just sucked it (albeit in a different house), excited him. Not only would he emulate her without knowing it, but he would also indirectly taste his mother’s drool.


Vicky didn’t feel like doing it at all and she almost told him to fuck off, even though he had sacrificed himself coming from distant Barcelona to see her. He hadn’t gotten up in a good mood and his head hurt.


Her mind changed when she saw that Manuel was pulling his cock out of his fly and holding it in his hand. His conscience was uneasy. She had golfed with Lidia and Amancio. What was worse? Which of the two infidelities would you forgive her first? With Amancio she had only danced very close to him and had allowed herself to be caressed on his leg. Basically, she had just flirted with him. But how he had done it! It had been a premeditated act. She had even dressed up for him. And he was old. And the worst thing is that he had gotten excited, although he didn’t understand why. And with Lidia…


For Manuel, was it worse if she was a tortilla maker or that she got excited with an old man?


“After what I have done, I owe it to you,” he convinced himself to placate his bad conscience and finally gave in. He took two steps forward and knelt where his index finger pointed, right at his feet. He had his cock just inches from his face and it was growing. She was quite fat.


He tried to take it, but Manuel prevented him:


“No hands!” he ordered.


Without knowing why, he gave in to his wishes. Something in his tone of voice urged her to do so, or perhaps it was the thickness of his cock. The sight of a cock was not usually exciting in itself, but rather the opposite. Sometimes Lidia made her look at a photo or a short pornographic video, simply as a joke, but for her, if the scene was out of a context for which she could imagine something, it did not whet her sexual appetite, but disgusted her.


The virile member, outside of any erotic context, was not an appetizing image. But that was Manuel’s cock and the context… Something in his voice had caused him to change his countenance. He kissed her.


“Hands behind your back,” she heard Manuel indicate and she, hypnotized, obeyed. He crossed his arms behind his back, just as he thought he remembered seeing in the video of a scene that Lidia had made him watch.


With his thumbs on the bends of his elbows, he grabbed his elbows behind his back and opened his mouth. Manuel’s cock was still growing slowly in front of his eyes, although the foreskin still covered the glans. The foreskin was ugly like all of them, but at that moment it seemed obscenely erotic.


“That’s right,” she heard Manuel congratulate her, “take it slowly in your mouth.”


Feel it grow inside you. Do nothing; Just feel it grow.


Alan moved his hips slightly to provide himself with the friction he needed, though he restrained himself. He didn’t want to scare her, but to seduce her. His mother liked the sensations of feeling a cock grow in her mouth even more than doing fellatio, or so she had written. Her uncle hadn’t said anything particular about it, but it was possible, even likely, that he preferred to be sucked with more movement. Gema, however, apparently preferred to put it in her mouth while she was still flaccid and feel how it gradually filled her cavity. Alan thought he understood her. If mother and daughter looked alike…


The first drops of presemen settled in Vicky’s mouth. It wasn’t an unpleasant taste. On the contrary, it turned her on. She wanted to hold on to him, grab his legs or ass to pull him to her, but she held the position with her hands behind her back. The frustration of not being able to use them added to the eroticism. The grotesque image of Amancio taking Manuel’s place came to mind, but he quickly banished it. Where had that grotesque idea come from? He tried to get rid of her.


“Unbutton your shirt,” Alan ordered. When you suck it, and you will often, because we are going to see each other more often, you must show your tits. “Alan had learned that from Gema’s stories. It was one of the rules that Daniel had taught her through this Silvestre and, although he did not want to be a copycat, he had to recognize that it made a lot of sense


—. Unbutton her only enough to show your boobs,” he told her.


He affectionately held his girlfriend’s head and stroked the back of her neck. He avoided moving around too much, even though it was tempting. I wanted Vicky to enjoy her black cock for as long as possible. I wanted him to want to put it in his mouth not only when they were both already excited, but always, at every moment. But the imagination made him too excited and despite restraining himself from moving, his cock continued to grow and did


too fast.


The image of Amancio finally faded in Vicky’s mind and it did so as Manuel’s cock spliced together. It was as if she couldn’t imagine Amancio with a hard cock, even though he had seen it and even though he had broken into his friend’s narrow hole with it. In any case, she was relieved that such thoughts were finally gone. He had done well to obey him; Manuel deserved it, after what she had done.


“Look at me,” she heard Manuel tell her and she did. He looked up and, sure enough, there he was, beautiful as he was, not Amancio’s old man. But


Why did I keep thinking about him? He cursed himself for it. What was wrong with him?


Was she sick, broken? He tried to focus on Manuel and compensate him for his lewd and immoral thoughts. It helped him to look at her face, although she feared that through her eyes he could read her mind and repudiate her. It was what he deserved. “That’s right,” she heard her boyfriend congratulate her. Perhaps he did not mind being assailed by such fantasies, even when he was with him. She was tempted to convince herself of this, even though she knew that the explanation was simpler: she could not read his mind, not even by looking through the windows of his soul. Proof of this was that he had not run away.


“When you suck it, you must always look into the eyes,” Alan instructed.


It was another of Sylvester’s rules, or Daniel’s, another that made a lot of sense.


He avoided telling him that she should look at him when she sucked him. He didn’t intend to be the only guy he gave a blowjob to. He would offer him a varied menu, but always one of his choosing. He would decide when and with whom, just as he would with his mother, even his father. Yes, he liked that.


In fact, it did more than please him. He groaned. And now that it’s hard, you should suck it well. It is no longer enough to have it in your mouth. Lick it. Like this. Yes. From top to bottom. More tongue. Oh, yes. More lips,” he indicated. Don’t put it in your mouth yet. Do it on the outside and look at me. “I love you, Vicky,” he spurred her on. Make me feel that you desire me with every atom of your being.


Vicky kissed, licked and sucked his cock, ready to give him the best blowjob she had ever received and the best anyone would give from that moment until the end of the world. Manuel’s words had encouraged her and she was on fire. He did as he told him: He pampered his virile member not only with his mouth, but with his eyes, looking at his own. He caressed the glans with his lips – the foreskin had already been removed – and tickled his frenulum with the tip of his tongue. Judging by his words and reactions, he


I was doing well, very well. After her betrayal, she wished to be the best bride in the world for him. The presemen was already flowing in abundance and it seemed to him that it was getting richer and richer. But he rambled again and wondered if all cocks would taste like this. She didn’t have much experience in this regard, because she only knew Manuel’s and her ex-boyfriend’s and that one and she preferred to forget about him.


“Have I given you permission to touch yourself?” Manuel pulled her out of her reverie. Hands behind your back! Then, in a sweeter tone, he explained, “Trust me. You’re going to enjoy it more like this, you’ll see. Then, in a tone between the severity of the former and the sweetness of the latter, he reminded him: “In any case, you owe me for not kissing or hugging me as soon as you see me.” Then I’ll take you to seventh heaven,” he conceded, “but for now your pleasure is in your mouth and in my cock. Go on, you do it very well.


Reluctant, because she was giving her a lot of pleasure, Vicky withdrew her hand from her clitoris. He didn’t remember taking her there, but he retraced his steps and crossed his arms behind his back again. Manuel was right that he was indebted to him. Fortunately, I didn’t know how much.


“Now start putting the glans in your mouth. Just a little,” she heard him instruct her. The instructions he gave her were making her. Instinct made her hand want to go to her parts, but she held on. It was frustrating, but Manuel was right: Somehow it increased the pleasure, although he didn’t know how or care at the time.


He put the glans in his mouth and made him feel his lips and tongue on him.


Then she took him out and went back to kissing and licking his cock on the sides. He then swallowed the glans again and pulled it out again, this time with more delay. She was proud of what she was doing. The desire in her boyfriend’s eyes told her that she was doing very well. Again, she devoured his glans without taking her eyes off him. Manuel moaned happily and that was all the pleasure she needed.


“Should I tie your hands?” Manuel asked him suddenly. ¿Or


should I handcuff them? He reproached him.


Vicky wanted to apologize, but with her cock in her mouth she couldn’t articulate any intelligible words. She didn’t know how, but again her hand had gone to her clitoris.


“I’m sorry,” she managed to answer between sucking, licking and kissing.


It wasn’t his fault; It was burning and that was his fault. Or was it Lidia and her boyfriend’s? “Boyfriend?” she wondered, but she ignored the question that her husband had asked.


subconscious had just posed to him.


“That’s just two words,” Manuel replied coldly.


Her boyfriend’s tone made her apologize again:


“I’m sorry,” he said again, and he really felt it. But really, what was he apologizing for?


“Next time I’ll tie you up; You won’t have to feel it that way,” she heard him say, and she thought that if he really tied her up she wouldn’t have to apologize. She wouldn’t put her hand on her pussy or go out with Lidia and much less with her mature boyfriend.


Thought missed her; it was totally inadequate, but it was effective and, therefore, totally adequate. He did not wish to be unfaithful to him. I had simply missed him so much, so much so that I had been confused.


“But now, I’m going to in your mouth,” she heard him say, as if that were the punishment with which he threatened her. It was grotesque that he did it, but maybe it was the right thing to do, after all. It wasn’t a punishment, after all.


“It is not at all,” one understood to think. It was what good brides did and she wanted to be a good bride. She hadn’t held back and had arrived a virgin in that relationship, in that of her true love, the prince charming she had always waited for, not at all. her more and more,” she heard her boyfriend instruct her to her greater joy. Little by little, but more and more. Little by little, but as much as you can.


And Vicky did so, completely ecstatic. Manuel guided her with his hands over his head. He sucked it, gobbling it up a few more inches each time, and then kissed and licked it on the outside. He swallowed it again, deeper and longer, and licked and kissed it again. I was doing very well. I knew I was doing great.


I wanted to bring Manuel to orgasm. Why hadn’t she been glad to see him?


Why hadn’t she thrown herself into his arms and kissed him?


Fortunately, he hadn’t. “Run, my love, run!” he cried out to him with his thoughts, and thus conveyed it with his eyes. “I love you.


Forgive me. ! »


Alan groaned. I wanted to postpone orgasm to continue enjoying the blowjob, but I couldn’t. He had already left Gema and Daniel’s house hot and planning on the way to Lidia’s apartment he had warmed up even more. That is why he had been frustrated by his girlfriend’s attitude, so opposite to his mother’s at first, but everything was already solved. He had only needed to guide her and be assertive with her. It was what most girls wanted, although not all of them reacted in the same way; not all of them allowed themselves to be instructed and not all of them


they were willing to overcome their misgivings or fears, to accept their submissive side. There was nothing wrong with being submissive. On the contrary, it was a blessing for him that others were so.


His body was asking him to grab his girlfriend’s head tightly and fuck her gorks, but, apart from being too early for that, she was his girlfriend and he didn’t want that with her. For that he would have his mother-in-law, although he hadn’t fucked her throat either, yet. From his girlfriend he desired love, more than devotion, and from his mother-in-law devotion and lust. “And from Daniel, obedience,” he stipulated. Yes, he finally knew what was expected of him. Finally, he had managed to formulate it.


Gema had sucked it, although they had spent most of their time fucking than giving blowjobs. He had sucked it that same morning in the bathroom, in the shower, but only briefly, because he had had to get ready to go to meet Vicky. On top of that, she had opened the door coldly, he remembered himself again, although he was already overcome. Groaned.


Vicky was doing devilishly well for an inexperienced. At the front door of the house, Gema had also sucked it slowly, devoutly. Alan liked that. And so did she. “I’m curious to know who does it best,” he proposed. It was incredible that he had not yet released the woman’s mouth as she deserved. It was an unforgivable mistake, but time was not enough for everything. Not so their sexual energy. Far from feeling drained, he was invigorated. “Judging by what I’ve read, Gema gives the best blowjobs,” he concluded. Next time he would delight and make Gemma suck it slowly, like his daughter. This is how I could compare. “Surely she doesn’t forget the eggs,” he observed. Without a doubt, Gema had an advantage over him, but he would train them both and make them compete.


He was getting more and more excited, about to. He would flood his girlfriend’s mouth with his. It would create a chemical bond between them. Vicky would never forget its taste.


“I’m going to run,” he informed her. He held his head by pure instinct, not because he needed to.


“Come, my love, in my mouth!” said Vicky with the feelings that her gaze could convey. He felt Lidia touching his breasts from behind and bringing a hand to his crotch. Was it Lydia’s hand or was it her own? He scared away those thoughts. That moment was only for her and Manuel. I didn’t want to share it with anyone else, not even in thought. She sensed that Amancio was looking at her. He looked at them. But he chased away that image again. The only thing I wanted to have in the


head was Manuel. And the only thing he wanted Manuel to have in his head was his loving and diligent girlfriend. Loving and diligent because fidelity, apparently, was wrong.


Daniel hadn’t forgotten the eggs, Alan thought, to his amazement at that moment. Or had it been Daniela?, she wondered just before ejaculating.


He pushed his thought away. He didn’t want to like that. Daniel, definitely Daniel, had sucked it with a certain clumsiness, but with care. As a man—and he preferred to think of Daniel as a man, as a cuckolded, beaten husband—he knew the male anatomy better than a woman, but that didn’t translate into a refined technique, not like his wife’s, or even his daughter’s. But he had taken great pains. And he had made it hard for him so that he could fuck his wife later. Yes, it was better to think of him as a man. Daniela was for others, not for him. Daniela was to humiliate him and to satisfy him, even if she did not want to admit that it satisfied her. Daniela was to take him away from his wife, so that he could train her without limits. He had many plans for her, plans that, if Daniel knew about them at that moment, he would vehemently oppose. Daniela was also so that she could not come between him and his daughter, when she found out the truth. With Daniela unleashed, he would not dare to do so, neither his wife nor his daughter would allow it. That’s why I needed Daniel, not for himself. For him, he preferred the embarrassed submissive husband to the lustful Daniela.


Without giving his girlfriend time to recover from her ejaculation or finish tasting it, he bent down, caught her in the air and placed her in a frenzy on the sofa. He had just cummed, but he still felt tremendously excited, as if he hadn’t cummed in weeks. Not even in him was so much sexual energy normal, but he did not stop to meditate on it. He took a condom from his pocket and put it on.


“Now I’m going to make love to you,” he declared, “and now you’re going to.” “Neither before nor after. Now, when he told her. He unfastened the buckle and pulled the belt off the belt loops. He clasped his girlfriend’s hands together and tied them with his belt. You’ll only when I tell you.


Vicky was stunned. She felt Manuel in her mouth and also deep inside her. However, despite her daze, she instinctively understood that her boyfriend was referring not only to that moment, but also to talking in a general way. He would not again without him. He wouldn’t let Lidia touch her.


Nor would he allow Amancio, not if it meant that he would run.


Alan brought his hands tied behind his back, above his head. From a


Jerk opened his shirt and the rest of the buttons that were still buttoned were blown up.


As she had imagined, Vicky was not wearing panties. He saw her beautiful pussy and couldn’t resist this time to lick it, and then another and another.


He heard Vicky moan, once and again. His girlfriend tasted good, of pure innocence. I wouldn’t keep it for long. Its taste would change, although he would try to preserve its essence. The taste of women always changed, as they swallowed cum, through the mouth, through the pussy or through the ass. But the ones that tasted the worst were the prim ones. The ones who knew best were the lustful ones who gave themselves to passion. His Vicky would be one of them; he only had to see to it that along the way he did not lose his sweetness.


She sat up and positioned her phallus at the entrance of her femininity, moist and welcoming. He wasn’t going to be the only one to fuck her, but no one would make love to her like he did. He intended to penetrate her to the bottom, to the heart. He wanted to do without the blessed gummy that separated them. He aspired to flood her, through her mouth, through her pussy, through her ass and, above all, in her soul. He was elated. He had not been wrong about it. Definitely, he would have to move to Madrid to see her more often, make her more his own and become more of her.


I also needed to see Gemma and Daniel more often. The sporadic trips were not enough to get them where I wanted. He cursed his mother for complicating things with the inheritance; he still could not leave Barcelona.


He penetrated her with a sharp blow, eliciting a groan that sounded like a musical moan. He knew she was wet and ready to accept him, though she was still wonderfully cramped. He had recently deflowered her. Could there be a better bride for him than one who had come into virgin marriage?


“I love you, Vicky,” he assured her. Let’s make love.


“Yes, let’s make love,” Vicky agreed happily. She had the best boyfriend in the world. Now she knew why she loved him. How could he have forgotten it?


Alan began pumping between his open legs. He gasped while she gushed moans from her open mouth.


Vicky’s eyes were closed, but when she opened them, Alan saw only passion, disbelief, and gratitude in them. With her hands tied above her head, she was so beautiful… I would never untie it.


Vicky crossed her legs behind Alan’s ass and pulled him towards her. She clung to it. I would never let it slip away. It was wonderful! I would do my best


to always have him by his side. She raised her arms, opened her elbows and, with her hands still tied, passed her arms around her boyfriend’s head.


He managed to reach the neck and there he closed his elbows to prevent him from escaping.


Alan Manuel pumped with passion. He had fucked Gema with fury and lust, he was making love to his girlfriend with the same energy, although passionately. He was happy, out of his mind. That was what he had always wanted, a girlfriend like that. I could see him in his eyes that she loved him and that she gave herself to him. I could feel that they were beginning to form a single being. Vicky was exactly what he wanted her to be. In the midst of passion, he kissed her without thinking. He didn’t mind tasting himself in her mouth and sharing that taste with her. He would share everything with her, surely with his mother, perhaps also with his father.


“, Vicky!” He encouraged her. as many times as you can while we make love! “I wasn’t just giving him permission, I was demanding it.


“Oh, yes, love!” too! Vicky replied beside herself.


inside me! with me! And as if he had only needed his permission, he ran. By comparison, the orgasm he had had with Lidia paled.


Alan Manuel kissed her deeply again. That was love. He felt it in every fiber of his body and in every corner of his heart. He kept pumping passionately to give her another orgasm and then another. Last night, he had given Gema no respite, even though he had begged him, even though he had tried to resist and get away from him after cumming the first time. It had been a cerebral decision to prove to her that he was in charge with his cock, to show both of them that he would push her to the limit and beyond and to prove to Daniel that he fucked her much better than him and anyone else.


Now, with Vicky, he didn’t stop out of premeditation, but out of passion. And Vicky, with her moans, continued to ask him for more and more.


Vicky had lost count of how many orgasms she had already had. Sometimes it was difficult to distinguish them and it was as if she was having a single continuous orgasm. Making love to the right guy was so amazing.


He had done well to wait for him. She was exhausted, but she couldn’t stop moaning.


“I love you,” he said to each other. “And I to you,” the other replied to the one.


Other than moans and gasps, that was the only thing that escaped their mouths when they didn’t kiss.


“I’m going to run,” Alan Manuel finally announced. I could no longer


to put up with it longer. He had no more strength to continue nor could he restrain himself any longer.


He needed to inside her. He only regretted the damn condom that separated them. It was ironic that with his mother-in-law he didn’t use it, but with his girlfriend, he did. It was not the same to on plastic as it was to do it on a woman’s body. I would have to talk to Vicky about the pill. He wanted to really pour himself into her and fill her with him.


“Run, love, do it with me!” Vicky begged him. Her boyfriend’s announcement had catapulted her into a new orgasm, the last and stronger than the previous ones, except for the first. She could feel orgasm forming inside her.


Alan roared and emptied himself inside her and Vicky, again, pressed him against her with her heels on her ass.


“Oh, my love! Oh, my love! He groaned repeatedly. He didn’t need anyone, only him. How could he have doubted it for a single moment?


CHAPTER XXIV – ABOUT TO EXPLODE





“Burning with desire and keeping it a secret is the greatest punishment we can bring to ourselves.” – Federico García Lorca





“I understand you,” Daniel whispered to Gema. His hand was still on her shoulder, comforting her, and she was still on her knees, staring at the door where Alan had gone. Daniel also looked at the door in silence. He had had a panic attack with the door open, because of everything the young man had told him and because he was terrified that his cuckold condition would be exposed, but he had already calmed down.


Daniel and Gema remained like this, in silence for a few more minutes, each lost in their own thoughts—memories and imaginations, fears and desires—which were perhaps the same or perhaps very different. What they clearly had in common was the door through which the young man had left.


“So you liked it,” Gemma finally said. Still kneeling, she put her hand on Daniel’s and squeezed it in gratitude. Then, he turned his head and looked at him.


Daniel raised his eyebrows. He didn’t want his wife to misunderstand him. She didn’t like it when anyone humiliated her like that, especially in public. The semi-transparent dress with nipple clamps and chains had been extreme, especially in a restaurant and then in the disco. He also didn’t like to be hurt. The whipping with the belt had left visible marks and made a horrible noise. Then, in bed, Alan had practically raped her. After the first orgasm, Gema had asked him to stop and had fought to get him to do so, but the young man had continued to fuck her without her consent. And he had not intervened at any time, not because he liked it, but to respect his wife’s decision, because deep down that was what she wanted. How could she tell her that she liked to be mistreated? How could he explain to him that, although he disliked that he allowed himself to be treated like this, he was excited?


Did he excite him because it stimulated possible sadistic desires and because he actually dreamed of being someone like Alan? Or did he do it because he imagined himself being in her place? Could both desires coexist and how much of each there was in him and, above all, how much there was of each when he saw her with another?


His wife’s question was not easy to answer, and although he had a


An accurate answer, there would always be his immediate reproach that he had made the montage of Silvestre only to respond to that part of him. It was a delicate thing, especially if she admitted that in part, even if it was a very small part, she was excited to see her humiliated by another man.


Of course, admitting that it turned him on because he imagined being in his place was also delicate, especially after what had happened last night. If he told her that, Gemma would undoubtedly think that he encouraged her cheating only because he wanted to be close to another man’s cock.


“Isn’t that true?” asked Daniela very inopportunely. No, the context and the adverb he had used made the difference.


But then there was the matter of his daughter. What bad taste! What immorality, that he fucked his wife in the car while she was talking to her daughter! Of course he hadn’t liked it.


“Hmm,” Daniel said so he wouldn’t have to answer.


“She has,” Gema insisted, perhaps more for herself than for her husband.


“Mm,” Daniel said again, and took his hand away from his wife’s shoulder.


He had told her that he understood her, but he didn’t feel like talking about it. I felt ashamed and was afraid of being misunderstood.


Gema turned around and unbuttoned his pants. Daniel let himself be done.


In that same place, just a few moments ago, his wife had knelt down and sucked the young man. He had practically begged her to allow him to give her a blowjob before leaving. His wife would have gladly received – never better said – the cumshot of another man, a boy in this case, in the mouth. She had degraded herself, but in doing so she had humiliated him. He pulled her panties down from under the little boys and stroked her chick through her polycarbonate cage.


“You liked it,” Daniel heard his wife repeat hotly. Gema caressed her unprotected little boys and Daniel did feel that and shuddered.


Since carrying the cage, his scrotum and perineum area had become much more sensitive. No, he had not liked it; I couldn’t tell him that.


“What did you do in the bathroom?” Daniel asked to go on the attack and thus avoid answering him. He knew that his wife would only twist his answer.


“Why don’t you think he understands you?” asked Daniela. “The problem is that he will think I want cock. That’s what those who read our stories surely think,” Daniel replied. “And what I want is humiliation,” he clarified. “Why don’t you think he understands you?” repeated Daniela


the question. Daniel shook his head. It was possible that there were more men who understood it. But women? What would they think of him? Daniel would prefer not to answer. An “I understand you” should suffice. Why elaborate?


Nor was he really interested in knowing what had happened in the bathroom; He could imagine it and didn’t need the details. Even humiliation has its limits and that was something he couldn’t imagine doing.


Gemma’s face reddened slightly, but then she recovered.


“I cleaned him,” he replied simply. Daniel knew what it meant. I had seen Gerardo do it once through the half-open door and before that I had sensed it through the bushes on an excursion they had made to a forest in Navarre for a photo shoot. She would hold it and then clean it. It wasn’t that big of a deal, but he preferred not to elaborate. And then we showered,” he said. I soaped him up and he soaped me,” she told him.


That was easier to tell.


“And… Did you… Once again? Daniel asked while his wife continued to caress his balls. That part of the story did interest him and he felt admired with the young man’s sexual capacity. He imagined how she soaped him up with that devotion she was capable of demonstrating. The image of her soaping Alan the grandfather, Gerardo’s father, soaped Alan in the bathtub came to his mind and he cursed himself for it. He hadn’t witnessed it, but she’d described it to him in detail, even though she looked embarrassed about it.


She had done it as an act of devotion to Gerardo and the thing had not been limited to the bathtub. He forced himself to return to the scene with Alan the grandson. I would have soaped him first standing up, running every square inch of his skin, his back, his chest, his armpits… And then surely he would have knelt down to soap her feet, legs, groin, cock and balls, these with great care, and even the slit of her buttocks. And she would have looked at him with the same devout expression with which she had looked at him a few moments ago at the door of the house with his cock in her mouth.


“Yes, love, I… we did,” Gema confirmed. Her husband’s choice of words allowed her to affirm it. He hated lying to him, although he loved to hide things from him, especially if it was to leave him intrigued and to surprise him later. They had. And she had cleaned it afterwards, just as she had truthfully told her husband. But what had been the order of things? The order of the factors does alter the product, especially if some factors are not what one imagines. The water had rained hot and she had done well to lock the bathroom door. She was sure


that her spouse wouldn’t have barged in uninvited, but it was better that way. Alan had taken him a step further than Gerardo: “I soaped his feet while the water fell on my head,” she dared to point out ambiguously, but she wasn’t sure she would ever want her husband to see that. He usually loved it when he watched and got aroused doing it. It was a sign that he approved of it and so also participated. However, there were things that he did not like to see and that she did not want him to see. There are things that best remain in the intimacy between spouse and lover. He immediately regretted giving him that clue and said, “And then he soaped me.” He did it with affection —


Said. And it was true. Alan had shown her that he cared about her and that deep down he respected her. She knew that her husband would be more annoyed by that sentimental connection than rough sex and that’s why she mentioned it, to punish him for having made her talk about what had happened in the morning in the bathroom.


“I want to make love to you,” Daniel asked her. He needed to claim it, to make it his own again. Doing it with the tongue was not enough nor was it the same thing. He needed to feel her again and for her to feel him. Her caged chick wanted to stand up, even though she knew it was useless and got as hard as she could in that situation.


“No,” Gemma replied sharply as she played with the chastity device. To his surprise, he found it very easy to refuse. He pushed his chick with his index finger over his chastity device and was amused by watching it recede and then return to its place like a spring. He pushed her down again. “No,” he repeated. I’m bald and Alan has left my pussy with laces,” she said mercilessly. It was true, but I could have made an effort, if I really wanted to. I’m not going to take that away from you until…


“You’re not going to take it away from me, until what?” Daniel interrupted her, stunned and somewhat out of his mind. I gave Alan everything and he gave nothing! That, at that level, had not even happened with Gerardo. The old man had been shot once.


But the young man’s cock seemed tireless and she couldn’t get enough of it. And yet, she gave him the excuse that he had stiffness. “Surely you wouldn’t say that to Alan!” said Daniel. It was not jealousy; era… was that it was unfair, and that his weariness was nothing more than a ruse. What more do you want? —


Daniel snapped. You’ve seen me suck it! I’ve already done my job, I’ve already made up for it!


“I’m tired,” she said and got up, ending the discussion.


She looked him in the eye angrily. Daniel had made her talk about what they had done in the bathroom and she had almost told him. Alan was gone and Daniel


he had not held it back. Alan had stated that he would be relieved by a younger one.


That had hurt him because he had feared all that time that it was happening or that it had just happened. And Daniel was to blame for getting her into the garden of hot wives and all that stuff. If she had kept a simple faithful spouse, she would not have the problem of her lover leaving her for a younger one. She disliked being jealous very much, but she couldn’t help but be jealous. Prepare me a romantic bath! He ordered and left with his heels.


“Aren’t you going to uncage me?” Daniel asked incredulously. That was the last straw! How long had he not penetrated it?


First he had lengthened his chastity with silly but funny excuses. It wasn’t a game he disliked, but everything had to have its limits.


Then she had summoned him to Alan to arrive, so that he would be aroused and that his libido would not drop and he would ruin everything with his disinterest, his doubts and his opposition. Well, that made some sense. Nor had he wanted to go through a drop in his libido just then. Accumulated sexual energy changes everything. A woman can have an orgasm without necessarily her libido dropping, but in a man it necessarily always declines after cumming. “Although there are insatiable phenomena,” Daniel reminded himself and cursed himself for thinking of Alan.


And finally, Gema had told him that she would only uncage him if he sucked it in front of her to Alan. He had reminded her that he owed it to her, after he cheated on her on that occasion by making a threesome with Silvestre, her lover at the time, and Nuria, her friend. A trio of two submissives (Silvestre’s had surprised them both) and a dominant.


“And I accepted it!” Daniel reminded himself exasperated. “I did it to satisfy her.” She was right that I owed it to him. But he had already atoned for his sins. However, Daniela reminded him: “Accept yourself because you wanted to do it. You wanted to put his cock in your mouth. Maybe you can fool her, at least you can try, but not me. I know your thoughts because I am part of them. Why don’t you accept me? Why don’t you accept yourself as you are? And Daniel replied furiously: “I have done it. I’ve had her lover’s cock in my mouth and I’ve eaten her cumshot from her pussy. What more do you want!? What more do you want!? »


Gema had reached the penultimate step of the stairs when she heard Daniel throw in her face with his tone everything she was doing for him.


She was a hotwife because he wanted to! She had a desire for submission because he had wanted to awaken them in her! And he had succeeded, both. ¡Even


he had gotten away with making his gay fantasies come true and she had orchestrated it for him with Alan! And on top of that, he was ungrateful, and allowed himself the luxury of judging her for what she had done or not done in the bathroom with her Master! She stepped back with three steps, bent down to look at him from the stairwell and blurted out angrily:


“You know?” That’s the problem. I’ve seen how you sucked it like a ladybug. You say you like to see me, but what you really like is to see other people’s cocks. And you still intend to put that useless little thing of yours in me? I told you that you would only be my plan C, but in reality you are not even a man. A real man wouldn’t suck her like that. You enjoyed the blowjob and you throw it in my face that I force you!


He shielded himself behind that and she shielded herself by saying that Alan or Gerardo forced her by contract and that she did it because Daniel was excited. Gema was aware of that, but at that moment she didn’t care. By asking about what had happened in the bathroom, Daniel showed that there were things he would never approve of. He turned and heeled up the stairs again.


“Are you really not going to take this away from me?” Daniel insisted. Enraged, he tugged at the chastity device and immediately his eggs made him regret it. He could easily take off the clunker if he wanted to. He could break the plastic where the iron padlock was inserted. He could eventually open the lock without breaking anything with pins, like thieves do in the movies. In The Great Falcon, Bruce Willis didn’t even need that to take off his handcuffs in a matter of seconds. He could break the polycarbonate ring that held his eggs in the back. He could do many things, if he wanted to. But so far he had refrained from cheating. He had been deeply hurt by what Gema had told him. It was precisely what he had feared all along. Gema had shot to kill and hit the target.


Gema went back down a few steps and from above she shot at his head:


“The only way I’m going to get that out of your useless is for you to do what my Master Alan wants.” “With what Alan intended, Daniel would never judge her for her dark desires again.” And we’re not going to take it away from you now.


It would be counterproductive for Daniela. You chose the path and now you must walk it to the end. Don’t forget my bathroom.


The words had come easily to him because he had them ready for the occasion, a very different one from that. I had never intended to use them


as a throwing weapon. He had always imagined that they would be whispered to him in game mode to excite him. However, frustration had caused her to use them to really hurt him, although her objective had only been to defend herself because she had felt attacked. But it was too late to remove them.


What has been said cannot be retracted.


With those, Gemma went back upstairs – this time completely – and, rattling her heels, disappeared into her bedroom to meditate.


What would that girl – his rival – be like, with whom his Master looked? How could I compete with it? Surely with youth and beauty it would be impossible.


She could only be more submissive and daring and show more devotion to him. It was that or the young man would get tired and leave her. But to do this, he had to prevent Daniel from interfering in any way. It is perfectly due to how Daniel was aroused by what he put on him and how he wrinkled his nose at what did not enter into his sexual canons.


“No, in chastity he is better,” Gema reaffirmed. He regretted having hurt him, but not keeping him in a cage or ordering him to do what Master Alan wanted. To maintain such a relationship, they all had to make an effort, and the young Master Alan had long been in a relationship with them, two mature ones, old in comparison, as old as Gerard the Elder had been in comparison with her.


Certainly, Alan had no need to maintain a relationship with a partner of his age, just as she had not had any need to maintain hers with old Gerardo. If she had done so, it was because Gerardo had been generous with her and because he had kept the relationship interesting, surprising her with new things. For example, apart from taking her on vacation to Mexico and Switzerland and apart from taking those wonderful photos that made her feel attractive and proud of herself, Gerardo had made her have sex with another woman and had managed to make her like her. He had done his part and she had done hers. Both had liked it.


Daniel would have to do the same to keep Master Alan interested.


Was it too much sacrifice to ask him to do that? « If that’s what he wants deep down, the bastard! I’ve married a sissy,” Gema thought. And she would do her part, too, as she had done in the shower. And Daniel wouldn’t dare bring up the subject. Perhaps, even though she had acted impulsively and angry, she had done the right thing by talking to her like that.


“Honey,” Daniel said sweetly, opening the bedroom door, “the bathroom is already there…” The phase did not continue. In return, he stayed in checker.


But—” he muttered. His face turned green.


Gema quickly covered herself with the sheet. He had caught her masturbating.


Daniel turned around and disappeared, deeply offended. He had insulted him and lied to him!


“Baldada, ha! He snorted. Hot air came out of his lungs like a steam boiler about to explode.





CHAPTER XXV – GUILTY!





“‘Alice Cooper. You have been accused of mental cruelty against the masses.


How do you propose?’ ‘Guilty!’” – Lock Me Up – Alice Cooper





“I can’t believe your friend Vicky really believes I’m your boyfriend.”


Amancio commented.


The restaurant was quiet. He and Lidia had arrived in the last shift. Lidia had already arrived home around noon and then they had entertained themselves by playing. After whipping her like a bad girl, as Amancio would like to do with the even younger Vicky, they had fucked. Or


Maybe they had made love. It was hard to say. Lydia had continued to tease him sweetly by calling him “daddy” incessantly, and he had taken his time with her and avoided being brusque. He didn’t tend to be brusque in every way. With the proper exceptions, he preferred leisurely sex.


“Will you bring us the dessert menu, please?” Amancio the waiter asked him, interrupting his conversation with Lidia.


Although there was not much noise, some waiters preferred to make the longuis and passed by with their heads bowed. To ask for something, it was necessary to intercept them. Despite this, Amancio liked the restaurant because it was next to his house and offered good value for money, especially for daily dining. Amancio would have liked to take Lidia to a more select place, as she deserved it (and as he deserved it with her), but time had run out on them and they would not have been able to arrive before closing to the restaurant that he preferred to go with her. He didn’t just have Lidia to fuck nor did he pay her only for that. For fucking, sluts are cheaper, but they usually don’t charge for or offer conversation and company like a girl like Lidia. A man alone like him, apart from being relieved, needs someone with whom to share his thoughts; You need an excuse to get out of the house, get dressed up and have fun in a restaurant or a party room. Being the envy of others is not bad either, even if everyone knows or intuits the real reason for their conquest. They are preliminaries that make sex more interesting. At Amancio’s age, the flesh alone hardly attracts attention anymore if there is no kind of connection behind it.


“Excuse me,” Amancio apologized for the interruption. It’s a little bit


naïve, isn’t it? he said, returning to the conversation.


“Yes,” Lidia nodded. He laughed a little. Vicky, indeed, was and that had its funny side. But Lidia’s giggle was not entirely refreshing and had a bitter aftertaste.


Amancio noticed and put his hand on Lidia’s.


“You know you can tell me everything, don’t you?” he assured him. You always listen to my sorrows,” he said gratefully.


Lidia is intelligent and her studies in psychology help her to listen and show empathy. They also make it easier for you to manipulate people. Amancio was fully aware of the first and intuited the second.


“Don’t carry everything on your back,” he went on. We are not boyfriend and girlfriend, but we are friends. You can tell me,” he said because he saw her worried


—; You can count on me.


“I know,” Lidia confirmed. They were not boyfriend and girlfriend, they were friends, but he was also their client. However, Amancio was also the only person with whom he could open up and share his sorrows. But that was something she didn’t usually do. Usually, she was the one listening. Usually, she was the one who brought joy to others. “And sorrows and misfortunes too,” he reproached himself.


With Gema and Daniel, at the time, I had not had that bad conscience.


Now, with Vicky, his past and present sins weighed on him. I suppose he senses something,” Lidia commented. He talked about Vicky so he wouldn’t have to talk about her. He shrugged. But it’s like I told you: she’s just a normal girl, with a boyfriend, who is in the process of starting to discover things.


“Do you have a boyfriend?” Amancio asked, raising his eyebrows, in a gesture that could have been due to both his annoyance and his amazement.


“A horrible one,” Lidia said exaggeratedly.


“And that’s why you want to separate her from him,” Amancio observed shrewdly.


In the end, Lidia, with her comment, had inevitably brought the conversation to the topic that concerned her. It didn’t matter that she tried to talk about Vicky so as not to talk about herself: There was a link between the two and to talk about one was inevitably to talk about the other.


He nodded without opening his mouth. She was still not sure if she wanted to talk about it, although her subconscious, it seems, had already made the decision for her.


“Here is the menu,” the waiter told them, offering them a single menu. The apple pie is exquisite today,” he informed them.


“Saved by the bell,” thought Lydia. “Or condemned,” he added.


“Have you tried it?” Amancio asked skeptically.


“Yes, sir.” It is homemade and the cook has come out exceptionally.


—Do you serve it hot or seasonal? Amancio was interested.


“Hot.” Always! The waiter confirmed emphatically and a little offended. Even in a restaurant like hers they knew that apple pie has to be served hot, even in summer.


“Mm,” Amancio said, looking unconvinced. In reality, he had already made up his mind and was just playing with the waiter.


But it was a game that the waiter did not dislike. While he was elusive when it came to meeting customer needs, he defended his product tooth and nail when he entered the conversation and when he was convinced by the product.


“And can you serve it with a scoop of ice cream?” Amancio requested.


“Of course, sir,” the waiter agreed, concealing that he was reluctantly doing so and wrinkling his nose. Warm apple pie with cold vanilla ice cream. The things that had to be swallowed! He would be better off in the restaurant of a Ritz or a Palace. What would be the next thing that the uneducated plebs would ask of him? A hot, sweet coffee with ice and lemon, perhaps? But he had had to take the job because he had no choice. A customer of the Eurostars Madrid Tower had complained about his alleged snobbery and had been kicked out. Maybe it had been more than one customer.


Eurostars Tower… nor that it was a prestigious hotel. With or without its five stars it lacked history and cachet.


“And you, my dear?” Amancio asked Lidia.


“No, I don’t want anything,” Lidia answered. He waved his hand over the belly indicating that it was full.


“Come on!” Amancio encouraged her. A day is a day and you deserve it. —


Lidia was thin and could afford it. He had to allow it. He had a perfect type, so he had to tend to eat a little more rather than a little less.


“No, I don’t want dessert,” Lidia declined. Thank you. Then she couldn’t help but make a comment of her own to make Amancio and the waiter laugh, to embarrass the pedantic waiter and make her generous lover proud, or simply because she felt like it. “I’ve already had a delicious dessert this morning,” she said with a mischievous smile and a mischievous twinkle in her eye. She put her free hand on Amancio’s, which in turn rested on hers, looked first at her lover and then at her


demonstrative to the haughty waiter.


The waiter rolled his eyes and turned to walk away quickly.


In the restaurant of the Palacio de los Duques, behaviors like this did not occur.


He continued to dream his dreams of greatness and preferred to ignore that precisely in those places rich men abounded with vase women.


Of course, they are rich men in suits with women in expensive dresses and not in frayed denim shorts, unless it was a teenage niece, but that was not the case with the young woman, because she was neither a teenager nor was she the niece of that man. Or so the waiter hoped.


“Another apple one,” Amancio shouted behind him before his quick steps pushed him too far away. Then, turning to Lydia, he said somewhat paternalistic: “Trust me; it will suit you. Then, he dared to make his own jokes and winking at him, he warned him, “Daddy knows how to take care of you.”


And you don’t want to disobey Daddy, do you? How do you have your ass?


Lidia shook her head and smiled disarmed.


“Are you sure you want to hear my sorrows?” he asked. I want to bring you joy, not sorrows.


“Lidia, if you were a whore I would agree with you,” Amancio said. But you’re not. Don’t reduce yourself to that, because then you reduce me to a vulgar john. Shoot, I’m all ears! It’s not just about Vicky,


truth? Amancio was interested, displaying an extraordinary intuition, the result of age and experience. There must have been more than just a lesbian crush.


And so it was that Lidia, between spoonfuls of comfortingly hot apple pie, in a burst of exceptional sincerity, told him her story with Gema, Daniel, Gerardo and Alan. He did it because all this was necessary for Amancio to understand his complex situation and because he needed to vent.


“Let’s go have coffee somewhere else,” Amancio told him because he needed to stretch his legs to reflect on the imbroglio he had just told him. Here I don’t think they will give me a coffee with ice and lemon


he murmured, looking at the waiter sideways.


Amancio paid and they went out into the street. Lidia took him by the hand. It was his habit, but he was also mentally dusty and needed to hold on to someone. What if Amancio repudiated her? After everything I had told him, he was within his rights to do so. Who would want to be with a being as vile as her?


“Wow,” Amancio said. I knew something was wrong with you, but I never imagined that. It looks like Falcon Crest,” he observed.


“What’s that?” Lidia asked. I was unaware of that popular antediluvian series of the eighties.


“Don’t you know Falcon Crest?” Amancio asked in amazement. Suddenly, he felt old, even obsolete next to him. Angela Channing? —


he insisted, however.


Lidia shook her head.


“Let me guess: It’s the bad one,” he observed with extraordinary intuition.


“Worse than Joan Collins,” Amancio remarked. Then, seeing that Lydia did not understand him, he asked her incredulously, “Wait, you don’t know Dynasty either?” “Until recently Lidia had been his girlfriend, but now he had truly become her daddy. Not only would he advise her as a father or grandfather would, but he was aware of the enormous temporal distance and cultural baggage that separated them. He cursed himself for it and for his sexual tastes; it was better to be just her boyfriend. You’re not bad


He assured him mercifully. In any case, from what you have told me, Gerardo and Alan are the bad guys. Hey, but I’m not Gerardo, eh?


“It was,” Lydia corrected him. Gerardo died,” she reminded him. Y… —


He shook his head, “I wouldn’t say he or his nephew is really bad either. She was annoyed to have to admit that about Alan, but if it was fair, she had to do it. They have only acted according to their interests. What one did and what the other does is not to annoy. “She, in return, had been guided by her desire for revenge. That, more than Alan’s payment, had encouraged her to act that way.


“You’re not bad,” repeated Amancio. I would know if you were,” he said.


He squeezed her hand to comfort her, but it seemed insufficient and he stopped. He turned her around, took her other hand as well, and looked into her eyes. You’re not bad —


Insisted. You’re good. You are with me. And you’ve opened up. That wouldn’t make him an evil person. You too—” he shook his head, “you work according to your interests, nothing more. And you are young, you are confused and you get confused with some frequency, like all the people on this planet. Besides,” he cocked his head and smiled bitterly, “who am I to judge you, little girl?”


Lidia smiled with a smile as sad as his. Excited, she hugged him.


“Thank you,” he whispered. He felt weak and vulnerable. It had never been


open to no one like that. He didn’t like feeling vulnerable, but maybe he needed to. Thank you,” he repeated, suppressing a sob. After a long embrace, she separated from him and asked, “Well, Daddy, what should I do?”


“You must do what you think is right,” Amancio advised him, “nothing more. Then he added, “And if you think you should talk to—Gemma and Daniel?” He asked, doubtful because he didn’t remember the names well, “then do it.”


Lidia nodded thoughtfully and let his words penetrate her mind.


Amancio hadn’t said much to her, but he’d told her everything.


“And me?” Amancio asked. What should I do? “On the one hand, he didn’t want to get into such trouble at all, which, in reality, didn’t come or go. On the other hand, however, he had plenty of time and boredom and was not afraid of a young man, whether his name was Alan, Nolan or Attila. What do you hope she will do about Vicky? “He was willing to help Lydia with her, for to do so might win her the grand prize.”


Lidia’s face had changed. It had eased his conscience; she had confessed and had not been convicted. “Now I understand the blessed,” he said to himself and imagined how fun it must be to confess to a bitter priest to scandalize him. Amancio had not been scandalized because he was not bitter. He hugged his confidant’s neck and kissed him in the middle of the street.


The gesture excited Amancio and he felt his crotch shake, despite his age and the fact that he had ejaculated not long ago. At first he had been embarrassed to date a young woman, but he had quickly become accustomed to it and had learned to enjoy the disapproving looks of women and envious of men. Only a few used to nod in admiration and wink at him complicitly. Without a doubt, Lidia was unique in that aspect because she knew how to make her feel good. He didn’t try to resist and squeezed her ass in the middle of the street. His fingers made contact with the birth of his buttocks. If without the nipple the breast does not exist (at least for the censorship policies of social networks), without the birth of the buttocks the ass does not exist either and loses a good part of its eroticism. Excited and shameless, because he felt that at his age he was beginning to run out of time for shame, he caressed the folds of its roundness.


Lydia let herself be done with pleasure and, after kissing him, whispered in his ear:


“I’ll tell you the plan if you tell me about that Angela Channing or Joan


Collins, as you prefer. Which one do you say is more Machiavellian? Without waiting for his answer, she kissed him again. She was happy to feel Amancio’s hand on her ass.


CHAPTER XXVI – REMEMBER THAT I LOVE YOU





“She told him, ‘Forgive me for being a dreamer.’ And he took her by the hand and said, ‘Forgive me for not being here earlier to dream of you.’” – J. Iron Word





Vicky caressed Manuel’s chest with one hand, while with her ear resting on the other half of his chest she listened to his heartbeat.


Manuel had a steady rhythm and his heartbeat was strong.


Alan stroked the back of his neck. Apparently, Vicky liked to be caressed there just like her mother.


Lying on his back on the couch, with Vicky in his arms and his sexual needs met for the moment, he was at peace with himself and with the world, and he was happy. However, he knew that the momentary silence only heralded a new storm. His demons rarely left him alone for too long. In that moment of full happiness he felt sorry for Vicky. He knew that it would end up hurting him, physically and psychologically. It was inevitable. His demons always appeared. He thought that if he really loved her, he should get away from her, but he couldn’t because he loved her.


She was just the girl he needed and his family was precisely the one he wanted. Gerardo had left her a poisoned inheritance and he had done so in more ways than one. Alan cursed him for it. It was better to be vulgar. Or, at least, to be a person without the capacity to love, like Gerardo. The old man had desired, but had not loved. In his diaries, at no time had he shown regret for trying to separate Gema and Daniel. Nor had he ever regretted pulling the woman and plunging her deeper and deeper into his abyss. At first, Alan had been fascinated – he still was – and dreamed of being like him. Not in vain were they family. I wanted to be. He wanted to be fair like Gerardo, but also unforgiving like him, kind but implacable.


But at times like that, he realized that he wasn’t like that. She had the same demons as Gerard, perhaps worse than his own, fervent for the young, impatient for the immature, and with much more appetite than his.


But, apparently, he also had a heart and a conscience. From whom would he have inherited it? Certainly not from his mother! He cursed her too, especially her. She was to blame for everything, and if he had inherited her heart and conscience – which he saw as highly unlikely – then she deserved it


to be cursed twice. For a clement person to live is as easy as for a ruthless one. Those who suffered were those who belonged to both worlds. Would it pass with age?


“What do you think?” Vicky asked, caressing her chest.


Had he noticed that his breathing was agitated and his pulse was quickening? Had he noticed his bad thoughts that stalked him when he found a moment of happiness? “If so, run, Vicky, run!” shouted Alan with his soul.


“You make me very happy,” Alan replied, trying to tell her the truth.


To omit is not to lie. I would like to be with you always.


Vicky was moved by his words.


“I have something to tell you,” he confessed. “Oh, Alan! I’m happy in your arms, but you deserve someone better, someone who won’t betray you,” she thought. After the wonderful way in which he had made love to her, Vicky had pangs of conscience again. Why couldn’t I just be happy living in the moment?” He broke away from it and stood up. I have something for you,” he finally told her. He took the iPhone that Amancio had given him and gave it to Manuel.


“And that?” Alan asked surprised.


“For you,” Vicky explained the obvious. Then, he clarified: “Didn’t you drop your cell phone the other day while you were talking to me? You said your screen broke. I thought you could use a new phone.


“Oh! Go! Thank you! Alan stammered moved. He knew that for his girlfriend that gift had meant a great economic effort.


According to Lidia, the pay her parents gave her was miserable and she barely had enough for whims. Lidia maintained that this was because Daniel and Gema were not very happy with the professional direction that their daughter had taken.


They had hoped that, after finishing high school, their daughter would have started a university career, like them, or at least a vocational training degree. But Vicky preferred to continue her piano studies at the conservatory. He wanted to dedicate himself professionally to music. How he was going to make a living from it, that was a mystery to his parents. According to what Vicky had told Lidia (and Lidia Alan), Daniel was more tolerant of his daughter’s decision, but Gema had deeply disliked it. Once again, mother and daughter collided; if it wasn’t for one thing, it was for another.


Alan held the mobile in his hand in front of his eyes, but his gaze was


elsewhere. The new iPhone was pretty, but even more so was his girlfriend. The shirt was completely unbuttoned, but it covered her breasts, creating very sexy mounds. Below, in the middle, his sex was clearly visible, or more than him, his pubic hair, and the blackness contrasted beautifully with the white of his skin.


“The women of Castile have buttery white thighs and in the center in opposition a black pussy ready for action,” Alan paraphrased a verse he had once heard.


Someday I’d have to talk to her about how she liked her wearing her hair underneath. He had it neatly trimmed in length, but he preferred it differently. I hadn’t decided which one yet, and what was really important was that it should be different from how I used to wear it. He wanted to change her and for her to change for him. Likewise, he had not yet decided how he wanted his mother to take him. When I decided, I would tell both of them.


“What are you doing?!” Vicky exclaimed, scandalized when she heard the characteristic sound of a photo being shot with her cell phone. Suddenly modest, she covered her lower parts with her hands, but that only caused Manuel to take another photo of her.


“Immortalize you,” Alan replied matter-of-factly. You are very pretty.


Besides, haven’t you given me my mobile phone for that, so that I can take photos of you and take a souvenir of you? He shot another photo loudly and was amused by his girlfriend’s modesty. It’s an iPhone. Surely he takes very good photos. Besides, with a model like that, even the worst of cell phones would take incredible photos,” he praised her.


Her uncle had won Gemma over like this, appealing to her desire to feel beautiful and desired. Gerardo had seen from the first moment that this strategy would work for him and the results had proved him right. With each photo, Vicky’s mother had become more docile and predisposed. “I wonder how much the photograph influenced him to put on boobs and agree to put them on blindly, leaving the decision about the implants to him,” Alan reflected.


Had she done it because she wanted to feel and look beautiful or to satisfy him?


“If she did it to feel beautiful, that’s a bit of a trap,” Alan determined.


He wanted mother and daughter to do what he asked of them to satisfy him, not for their own benefit.


Gerardo had even threatened to open an art gallery with his best nudes and she had been excited by the idea, despite the horror


that caused her to be publicly exposed. Apparently, as far as he had been able to ascertain, they had often fantasized about the idea, but his uncle had done more than that and had begun to really plan for the realization.


Death had come to him before his time, fortunately for him. He had inherited just in time a desirous mature woman who was still very good looking, a daughter who was still innocent and malleable, a husband and father with his most intimate and unspeakable desires still unfulfilled, and a good economic fortune that would allow him to make his dreams come true. He had also inherited a versatile and effective, although not cheap tool: Lidia. However, it was not all carnations and roses. Each element I had inherited came with its own complications. Thus, the economic legacy was not yet fully resolved. “Witch!” she cursed her mother.


“Fool! Let! Vicky implored him. She covered her face with both hands, but exposed her pubic hair in return. I didn’t give you the mobile phone for that! She ran to hide, amused and feigning more modesty than she really felt, but Manuel was still aiming and shooting. He had given him the mobile phone because he would have an uneasy conscience if he had accepted it from Amancio, a kind of payment, in exchange for what? And yet, he had accepted it initially. “What kind of girl am I?” she wondered. In a short space of time I had done many things that were out of the ordinary and decent. He had recorded erotic videos. “No, more than erotic, pornographic,” he acknowledged. She had witnessed another couple having sex in front of her. She had kissed her friend. And he had allowed himself to be touched by an older man. He had even accepted a payment in exchange, although he had done so afterwards.


“Lie!” he corrected himself: The mobile phone had been given to him after the first meeting, but before the second. The only normal thing she had done in all that time was to lose her vaginal virginity. Normal girls did it before in front than in the back and they didn’t expect as much. “I’m a weirdo,” he concluded. No matter how good the cell phone was, it wouldn’t be able to take good photos of a weirdo.


“Come here!” Manuel told her.


His deep voice and his unanswerable tone made him stop hiding uselessly. In Lidia’s mini-apartment there was little room to hide and even less to escape. Vicky obeyed without knowing very well why she was doing it.


“I’m going to photograph you and you’ll get some very beautiful photos.” You’re very sensual, Vicky


He flattered her. What he said was true, especially if his girlfriend got like that. In any case, if it had worked with his mother, why wouldn’t it work with her? Certainly, the iPhone wasn’t on par with his uncle’s expensive DSLR camera and he wasn’t such a good photographer, but wasn’t it the intention that counted? “No, that is not enough,” he warned. “Really good photos must come out, at least one or two.” For it to work, Vicky had to look really beautiful; it was not enough to make him feel it.


“It’s not true,” Vicky murmured blushing.


“Yes, it is,” Alan replied convinced. The blush on his girlfriend’s cheeks made her especially beautiful and her fawn eyes were the icing on the cake.


He pressed the shutter button. “It is,” he insisted in a hoarse voice, “if you allow yourself to be directed by me. Open your shirt slowly,” he instructed.


They both suddenly felt an overwhelming stillness. They were creating something, together. Vicky obeyed and Alan continued shooting. With so many snapshots, I hoped that some of them would be salvageable. His uncle surely would have needed fewer photos to get good results, but he was not his uncle.


“Like this, slowly,” Alan told him. Show one shoulder. “How beautiful she is!” he admired. “Like father, like father. When she reaches her mother’s age, she will be as beautiful or more beautiful than her. “When his girlfriend reached her mother’s age, she would have much more experience behind her. He would take care of that. Really, for the age difference that existed, they did not differ so much in experience. The daughter was beginning to wake up and the mother had started not long ago. He could still mold them both to his liking. It would be even easier with Daniel, who had even less experience in that respect. Now turn around and show me the other shoulder,” he guided her. He fired another series of all. It would push the memory of the new mobile phone to the limits of its capacity.


“They’re going to turn out terrible,” Vicky anticipated, despite the fact that she herself had been surprised by the more than acceptable results of the videos she had recorded. “But if it pleases him, I’ll do it,” he said to himself and did not give up hope that he would look good in a photo. To his annoyance, a phrase came to his head and it made his cheeks red: “I like it when you look at me, daddy.” Immediately, she corrected the expression, but something in her resisted modifying the fundamental part: “I like it when you photograph me, daddy.”


“Beautiful,” Alan commented as he took another photo, admiring the blush on his girlfriend’s cheeks.


Alan Manuel directed it and Vicky adopted every pose he indicated to her like a professional model. Alan, for his part, had taken a liking to photography and understood that it was more than just a means to an end. He understood why his uncle had devoted so much time and energy to it and that it was more than a hobby. He was enthusiastic and sensed that he was taking photos as good as him, even better.


“Like that,” he said. And now sit here. Don’t be shy; Open your legs.


Vicky opened them, despite her shyness.


“I have to decide how I want their hairstyles,” Alan reminded himself. She liked all pussies, waxed, groomed or wild. There is a magical beauty in the female slit. He liked cocks less; that is why he preferred that Daniel’s remain caged. A man’s mouth, that was something else, at least if it was on his cock. “Maybe I’ll order Gema to leave the hairs on her pussy wild, without waxing or trimming,” she mused. If only to annoy her husband, it would be worth it. He would cum inside her and he, like a good cuckold, would have to fight his way through the bushes to claim her with his tongue, which was the only way he could claim her. “The only one I’ll allow,” Alan said maliciously. From what he had read, Daniel preferred him completely shaved.


Hadn’t he arranged an appointment with the beautician and sent her completely shaved to her first date with Silvestre? To him, his uncle had been wrong about that: He had preferred that Gemma wear a wide strip of pubic hair, but with her lips well plucked. However, his uncle had not once practiced cunnilingus on him, as far as he knew. It was a double waste: “For that it would have been better if I had worn it very leafy, to humiliate him,” he concluded. “Besides, that would have made Daniel more attracted to Lidia’s soft pussy.”


It had been a failure of strategy; His uncle wasn’t infallible, after all.


“Fortunately,” he said to himself, for he did not wish Daniel and Gemma to be separated. If it had happened, he would not have inherited that family. “You never fully understood how they work,” he told his uncle in the afterlife.


“Come, kitten,” Alan said to Vicky. If the mother was a dog to him, the daughter would be his kitten. Come, kitten,” he pointed again, pointing with his index finger to crawl behind him on the floor.


Vicky, excited, played along with her boyfriend and followed him on all fours to the bedroom while he continued to shoot photos of her.


“Good kitten,” praised Alan. He had almost said doggy, but that wasn’t what he wanted for his girlfriend. Do like a real cat,” he animated.


“Meow!” Vicky did. He raised a hand and waved it as if he were giving a claw.


“Let’s see what we have here to adorn you,” he said, turning to the closet in Lydia’s bedroom. Go! He was amazed to open it and discover a whole series of sex toys.


In fact, he knew perfectly well what he was going to find. He had thoroughly searched Lidia’s closet from top to bottom. He had done it right under his nose and had excited him to penetrate her intimacy in this way, knowing that Lydia would not prevent him. He had then tried several of the toys on her, but to tell the truth, he had become more horny about violating her privacy like that than about tying her up and fucking her next. Lidia had not given him permission to search her closet, but he had granted it to her. Knowing that she was powerless in the face of his power had made it hard for him. It was not only the economic power of the money he paid her, but also the fact that she firmly believed that he was her only means of achieving her revenge.


“Foolish!” mocked Alan, remembering the scene. Lidia had looked at him trying to hide her indignation while he searched her underwear and sex toys. “I don’t give a damn about your revenge. I will give it to you only if it is useful to me for my purposes. “I hadn’t yet decided whether Lydia was still a useful tool or if her usefulness had come to an end, but for now, she would tap into her wardrobe.


His index finger stopped on the handcuffs. She hesitated between the metal ones, the leather ones and soft pink ones. Finally, he decided on the latter. If he didn’t want to screw her up, he had to go little by little with his girlfriend.


“What are you going to…?” Vicky stammered when Manuel turned around and saw the contraption in his hand.


He didn’t have time to say more because Alan Manuel moved forward decisively, took his wrist and put the handcuffs on it. Then, without a word yet, he took the other doll and took it behind his back, where he joined them both with the toy.


Vicky finally came out of her stupefaction and made a threat of freeing herself. The handcuffs were a toy, or at least that’s what he had thought they were, but they were effective. I was trapped!


“What…?” He stammered again, unable to understand what his boyfriend was saying


Intended.


“You’re very beautiful like this,” Alan Manuel congratulated her. Hands behind your back make your breasts stand out. These photos are going to look great.


“But… and this? Vicky stammered. ¿Are… crazy? He checked the effectiveness of toy handcuffs again. As she tried to separate her wrists, she moved her arms back and her breasts rose. He heard the shot of a new photo. She kept struggling, but it was useless, she was trapped! “What if he’s crazy?” she thought for a moment in fear. However, despite the momentary instinctive impulse to run, she felt strangely excited. In any case, what could he do with her?


Rape her? Force? He had already fucked her in every possible way. “Not all of them,” he corrected himself, immediately ashamed of the obscene thought.


“Turn around,” Alan ordered and pressed the shutter again. Then he commanded him enthusiastically, “Look at me.” Yes, like this, with those little eyes. “I’ve never seen your girlfriend this beautiful. He imagined her taking her to the altar like this, handcuffed and half-naked, but, yes, somewhat better adorned. « A veil, white stockings, heels… but, otherwise, naked. “She turned to the closet and rummaged until she found a pink leather necklace. “It is missing the bell,” he lamented.


“What if Lidia comes?” Vicky dared to reproach him while Manuel put the necklace on her. The subconscious betrayed her. Wasn’t that what he wanted deep down, for Lidia to join the party? “No, it’s not because of that,” he denied the accusation in his mind. It hadn’t occurred to him to have a threesome and thus have a heterosexual excuse to have full-fledged sex with her.


“And if he comes?” Alan Manuel replied, looking her in the eye with all intent. Then he said, “I think it’s already here. He got up and left the bedroom.


Vicky froze, kneeling on the floor of her friend’s bedroom. She hadn’t heard the doorbell, but of course her friend had keys. Of course he did: it was his own house. He hadn’t even heard the lock on the door. “What now?” he asked. What would Lidia do when she saw her like this?


She felt shame, but she also felt proud. Didn’t she always reproach him for being squeamish? Lidia at her age had already had dozens of boyfriends behind her, while for her Manuel was only the second.


What would her friend do with her if she saw her like that? Even worse, what would Lidia do with Manuel? She felt jealousy like a pang in her heart. A trio implied that…


Then, he felt pride again and this time it was not for her, but for him. Jealousy continued to dig into his heart like daggers, but at the same time a tingling settled in his stomach and went down to his parts, where he felt it like a tingle. She was handcuffed and could not do anything but watch proudly as Manuel vigorously fucked his friend, making her scream with pleasure. Without a doubt, he would know how to do it much better than Amancio. Undoubtedly, she was the one who had the best boyfriend in the world.


Unconsciously, he tried to touch his parts, but the hands handcuffed behind his back prevented him from doing so. It was starting to get frustrating, but in a weirdly good way. Her clit was swollen, even without having touched it, and her pussy was wet. Even so, jealousy and fascination continued their struggle within her. I really didn’t want to share Manuel with anyone. « Or


Yes? “In fidelity was the secret of love. « Maybe with… she? »


Could love be boring? “But what if…?”


She felt hands on her shoulders that pulled her out of her reverie. Surprised, she turned around. But it was only Manuel.


He tried to look behind him. Where was Lidia?


“Is that how you love me?” She asked Manuel, aware that she was handcuffed, kneeling and wearing a ridiculous collar of who knows what pet.


In response, Manuel leaned over her and kissed her.


“Exactly like that,” he answered. It had been she who had mentioned Lydia, and it had not seemed to her that she had done so in a completely alarmed tone. “A threesome with my girlfriend and Lidia…”, Alan muttered. He shook his head and was surprised to do so. “I don’t want a threesome with my girlfriend and Lidia,” he said surprised. Lidia did not paint anything in that equation, not even that. Fucking Lidia alone and at will, without limits, without holding back, that was one thing. But doing it with his girlfriend just didn’t fit him. “The one I want to have a threesome with Vicky is with…” He didn’t finish the sentence and smiled. Yes, that was what I really wanted. The objective was clear, the how not so much, but he was taking the right steps. He kissed his girlfriend’s sweet mouth again.


“What are you doing!?” Vicky exclaimed as she felt the cold liquid on her breasts.


“That’s how I want you,” Alan explained. Impregnated with me to the core. She finished pouring the contents of the condom over her tits. He had recovered it from the garbage can; That was why he had gone to the living room and from there to the kitchen. He threw the empty latex on the floor and massaged his girlfriend’s breasts, spreading her cum. He massaged them, making their seeds penetrate into the skin and, if possible, even deeper.


“What are you doing…?” Vicky asked again, between fascination and repulsion. She admired the eroticism that her boyfriend had created and was dazzled by his sculptural naked torso. Her weakness contrasted as much with her boyfriend’s strength as his bare torso with his virile jeans, under which was hidden an even greater virility. “Yes, I want to impregnate myself with you to the core,” she confirmed enraptured to herself, “and even more.”


Alan didn’t answer her. He stepped aside and, still with sticky fingers, picked up the new mobile phone and began to take photos of his girlfriend’s shiny breasts.


“You’re crazy,” Vicky said, surrendered. She stuck out her chest so that her came out well. He felt warmth on his cheeks, but he knew it wasn’t due to embarrassment.


Alan put down his phone and stood in front of her. Slowly and demonstratively, he unbuttoned the buttons of his fly. Then, he took out his cock. He had it hard again. Grasping her with one hand in front of his girlfriend’s face, he said:


“Condoms have their advantages. He looked away at the floor, where the now empty condom lay. Then she looked him in the eye again. But you’re going to have to find another method of birth control. Nothing should separate us.


I want to impregnate you with me inside and out. “He imagined that his essence was in the semen and that his girlfriend, absorbing it through her mouth, skin, intestine and vaginal mucus, would fill herself with it until he filled her completely.


Vicky opened her mouth to reply, but she couldn’t articulate a word. Manuel had put his flesh in her mouth. With his hands above his head, he began to move inside it. Although his movements were slow and careful, his cock threatened to reach too far inside.


“You can’t imagine how much I want you and how I love you,” Alan told her, as he found pleasure in her mouth, once again. Without realizing it, he had chosen the right words: he wanted her very much and loved her in his own way. “I have great plans for you, for us,” he assured her. His plans, no doubt,


They included having her like this often, but they went far beyond that. Vicky’s mouth was special, very special. Even with only one percent of her mother’s technique, she gave her a pleasure that neither Gemma nor any other woman could provide. He had deflowered her, but, more importantly, he was initiating her into a new world for her, his own. It was virgin territory yet to be explored, clay yet unshaped.


Drool escaped from her mouth and dripped down her chin as she conversed with her boyfriend. Manuel loved her and had everything planned for her.


What more could I ask for? It made her feel loved, desired and beautiful.


Unconsciously, she tried to touch her clitoris, but the handcuffs prevented her from doing so. Yes, you would have to go to the gynecologist to have the pill prescribed.


Condoms were cumbersome, and she wanted Manuel to actually inside her. For a moment, he thought of his mother, but immediately ruled out consulting her. It was a pity that her mother did not understand her.


Surely he would try to take away her ideas and insist that condoms are much safer. What would she know?!


“I’m going to come and live in Madrid,” Alan revealed, continuing with his particular dialogue. He pushed his cock a little deeper into his girlfriend’s mouth. But I can’t promise you when yet,” he warned.


Manuel’s words filled Vicky’s heart with happiness and his cock filled her mouth.


“We’ll live together, but not here, of course,” Alan declared.


Vicky felt a bittersweet taste in her mouth. She wanted to live with Manuel.


But did he want to abandon Lydia? To see Manuel she needed to make use of her apartment and that had made it easier for her to…


“I’m going to make love to you,” Alan announced. He came out of her mouth, bent down, and picked her up to carefully lay her on her back on the bed. “This time you don’t have permission to,” he warned, as he put on a condom. I want you to give me that orgasm. Alan spread his legs and penetrated her.


Jaw-dropping – this time not because he had his cock in his mouth, but because he had her spellbound with his extremely assertive attitude – she felt her boyfriend’s cock inside her for the second time in the same afternoon. Her pubis pressed against her clitoris, making her feel suddenly the delights that the handcuffs had deprived her of and Vicky knew that it would be difficult for her to avoid cumming.


As soon as she thought about it, she was amazed that her thought implied that she was willing to restrain herself by and for him.


“I’ll give it to you, my love!” she exclaimed with conviction. I would try; he deserved it. I’ll give it to you… Yes, I can. He groaned. I wasn’t sure I could.


It was so delicious to feel it inside her. However, it did not seem crazy to him not to run because he had asked him to. Even so, I was getting enormous pleasure from him.


Intoxicated with desire, her mind wandered confusedly and she remembered again her friend who, without a doubt, would be about to return. Unintentionally, as if he were hallucinating because of a drug, he imagined Manuel withdrawing from her to end up cumming inside Lidia. Again, he felt the stab of jealousy in his heart. But, ecstatic, she felt something else and imagined that, handcuffed as she was, she could only derive pleasure from seeing and hearing Manuel. Without their touch and without being able to use his hands, he would have no choice but that. Lydia’s moans of pleasure would exacerbate her jealousy, but, in spite of this, she would have no choice but to plead for her, for her friend (and rival in her confused and impossible figurations), and to feel proud of her boyfriend’s virility.


“I can’t, I can’t,” he groaned chokedly. If he continued like this, he would end up running. Oh, love, I can’t. Oh, oh…


He tried to push Lidia out of his mind. He even tried not to think about Manuel.


He even tried to think of something unpleasant so as not to. The old man from Amancio came to mind, but he had to push it aside quickly. He thought of some exam that had gone wrong and for which he had suffered a lot, but it was insufficient. Finally, she thought of her mother, when they argued, when she scolded her for anything, when she didn’t understand her…


“I’m cumming!” Alan Manuel announced. Don’t! he warned him.


Give me orgasm,” he reminded her.


“Yes, it’s yours!” Vicky declaimed, about to. She could barely manage not to do it and knowing that Manuel was cumming inside her didn’t make it any easier. ! inside me! She exclaimed, partly because she wanted to, partly because if she did it quickly she might still be able to save herself and fulfill the promise (never verbalized) not to on that occasion.


At last Manuel’s movements slowed down. Exhausted and still inside her, he managed to sit up in her arms and looking Vicky in the eyes he asked:


“Have you cummed?”


“No, no,” Vicky confirmed, proud and frustrated at the same time. Not my love. I gave it to you, just as you wanted. But why? he asked. The


The experience of not cumming had been even more intense than climaxing. She felt his member pulsate inside her, ejaculating the last traces of semen.


Alan withdrew from within her with a twinkle in his eye. Kneeling between his legs, he took off his condom. How many times had you already run on the same day? And I was still excited. He was amazed. Even for him that was not normal.


“Because I want to,” he replied to his girlfriend. He leaned over her with the condom in one hand. Baby! he exhorted him. Baby, love, drink me, kitten. He emptied the contents of the condom into his girlfriend’s mouth, making sure that not a drop of life’s precious essence was left


—. You’ll take me inside,” he encouraged her, as he squeezed out the last drops.


“Is this how you love me?” Vicky asked him. Unconsciously, she moved her hips, looking for a place to rub herself, if only against the ethereal air.


“That’s how I love you and I want you,” Alan Manuel said. He snatched his fingers semen from the corners of his girlfriend and put them in his mouth.


“And will you never tire of me?” Vicky asked, observing that, despite the fact that she had just cummed, she still had a hard time.


“Never, kitten,” Alan Manuel assured her. Never, if you drink and crumbs.


“Meow!” Vicky did and laughed. Then, with a serious countenance, he said:


What if I don’t? Will you get tired then?


Alan cocked his head and looked at her strangely.


“You’d get tired of not doing it before,” he said without delay. I’m convinced of it,” he said, and put his index finger in his mouth, up to the second phalanx.


Vicky sucked it. She was surprised with herself. Until recently, swallowing semen would have disgusted her and now…


“Oh! Alan shouted. He quickly withdrew his finger from its jaws.


“Cats bite,” Vicky said in a mocking tone. Then, again serious, he asked her: “What if you make a mistake?”


“I don’t,” Alan said with aplomb. After what he had seen that day, he was sure that he was not wrong with either her or his mother.


He was not wrong with Daniel either.


“Do it to me again,” Vicky asked.


“Are you insatiable?” Alan was pleasantly surprised. However, even though he still had a hard time, he doubted that he could satisfy it. The


I was sensitive after orgasm. Besides, he didn’t want Vicky to.


Get dressed! He said in return. He got up and stepped away. We went out for a walk. We both need to clear our heads.


“You’ll have to let me go,” Vicky reminded him, putting on little faces. He didn’t have to feign disappointment; I still needed her orgasm. Besides, we’ll have to shower first,” he proposed hopefully.


“No,” Alan replied in a tone that did not allow for a reply. “Get dressed,” he ordered again. I want you to carry me in your skin. “Yes, they’d take a walk like a couple in love, their cum penetrating deeper through the layers of their skin. I wouldn’t allow him to shower


—. No panties or bra. “You don’t need them,” he said, again in a tone that didn’t allow for discussion. And leave the necklace behind. It fits you well.


Vicky sighed loudly, perhaps to catch a breath to reply, perhaps as a sign of resignation or just because she needed to sigh.


“Don’t protest or you’ll go out in handcuffs,” Alan Manuel warned him.


Vicky laughed to take the iron out of her words, but something told her that her boyfriend was well capable of carrying out the threat. Something had changed in Manuel, perhaps also in her.


“Meow,” he confirmed with more pretended mockery than heartfelt.


Alan approached, turned her around, and took off her handcuffs. Those stuffed animals did not have a lock with a key, but simple carabiners. He held them demonstratively in front of his nose and said:


“Remember…


He then kissed her. Again, she didn’t mind finding the taste of her own cum in her mouth.


“Remember that I love you,” he said when he stopped kissing her.


























CHAPTER XXVII – DANIELA FOR THEM,


FOR ME ANAÏS





“The world is only real if I disturb it.” – Second Testament of Alain Bosquet





“Yes?”


Daniel regretted the call when he heard the voice. He had thought about it, agitated, depressed and misunderstood. Finally, he had started to make the call. But now he regretted doing so. He knew that he was doing wrong and that nothing good could come out of it and he considered hanging up.


A long thousandths of a second passed before he did, but at last he hung up. The mobile phone was heavy in his hand. He felt his heart pounding and had a knot in his stomach. If it is a computer game, it would only have to return to a previous save point. In strategy games, Daniel had a habit of saving frequently so that he could undo bad decisions. If it were a game of chess against the computer, I would only have to undo the last moves. If you were typing in a text editor, you would only have to press control plus zeta to reverse the situation. But it wasn’t a game and it wasn’t just a rambling written in Word.


He gritted his teeth until his jaw joint cracked.


“Daniel?” The voice asked.


Daniel was only able to articulate a squawk in response.


“Daniel?” The voice asked again unnecessarily. Did you call me?


Yes, he had called her. And I shouldn’t have.


“Daniel?” The voice insisted once more.


Daniel wanted to hang up the call. Why had he picked up? Why had he called her in the first place? In real life, you can’t undo decisions. Whatever is done, the past remains unchanged and has consequences for the present and the future. Aborting a call made, pressing the red hang-up icon, is not the same as pressing control plus zeta.


“Yes,” he finally answered. “To what has been done, breast,” thought Daniel. I needed to talk to her. Who else could he talk to? Only she could


understand him. Gemma was too much in her own world. Yes, I don’t know what happened,” he lied, “that the call was dropped. Thank you for returning it.


“I didn’t expect you to call me,” Lidia said. After so long,” he lamented. It didn’t seem like a reproach. The tone of his voice seemed to indicate that he was remembering the old days. What a coincidence! I was just thinking of calling you. I swear! It was the truth. Lidia had been ruminating about getting back in touch with the couple for some time and had come to the conclusion that Daniel would be the easiest entry. She had lost faith that Alan would somehow reconnect them, but most of all, she distrusted him and had realized that more than a buddy he was a rival, maybe even an enemy. Tell me,” she invited him to declare the reason why he had called her. Then, worried, she asked


—: Has something happened? “If Daniel called her, it means that something serious had happened with Gema.” “Nothing has happened to him,” he tried to calm down. “Vicky would have told me if something serious had happened.” So why had he called her Daniel? “Maybe something serious has happened, only Vicky doesn’t know it yet,” Lidia was alarmed. Were they getting divorced?


Had they just made the decision and had not yet communicated it to Vicky? “I hope not,” Lidia said to herself. What he liked about them was the couple, not Daniel or even Gema separately. “With her maybe…”, Lidia imagined, but she quickly shook her head. She was certain that Gema without Daniel would not be the same woman she had fallen in love with.


“I—” Daniel hesitated. He had called her without even knowing what to say. Maybe I just needed to hear his voice, to know that on the other end of the line there was someone who could understand him. I—” He tried again.


“Do you want to see each other?” Lidia proposed, seeing that Daniel was unable to tell her on the phone what he was worried about.


“Eh… yes…” Daniel hesitated. Then, in a low voice, more to himself than to herself, he murmured, “I suppose.” Finally, he lunged and said, “Yes, of course.


Still living in the same apartment? “Of course I wanted to see her. Daniel shook his head. In fact, he did not want to see her, not behind his wife’s back; I needed to do it. He couldn’t meet her at home or Gema would catch them. Nor could he talk to her about such matters in a cafeteria; they were too delicate subjects… and humiliating… to be treated in a public place. And she certainly shouldn’t be left with in a hotel room. Daniel gritted his teeth again until his jaw


snapped. Meeting her at her house was not a good idea either. Meeting her was simply a bad idea, there, here and anywhere.


“Uhh,” Lidia said. He didn’t want it to sound like an evasion, but they couldn’t stay at his house. Yes, right. I continue to live where I always have. “In his apartment he had spent some good time with Daniel. At first they had been Gerardo’s orders, but soon it had been something more. But—” he hesitated


— We can’t stay here. Am… of reforms, it occurred to him to say.


Evidently, he couldn’t tell her the truth, that his daughter and his wife’s lover were in his flat, probably fucking like rabbits. They had to meet somewhere else. What if… Let’s meet for lunch and tell me? —


Yes, that was a good idea. They could meet anywhere else but in his apartment.


“Eh… to eat?” Daniel hesitated. He couldn’t talk to her about what he needed to talk about in front of a waiter and with a horde of diners around him. Hey… eat… it comes to me… A little bad.


“Wow,” Lidia said. I didn’t want to miss the opportunity to reconnect with Gema and Daniel. But, of course, they couldn’t stay in their apartment until Alan and Vicky left. “Maybe it’s the best,” Lidia reflected. Possibly, the best thing was to discover the cake as soon as possible. She would be scalded, of course. But wouldn’t it happen in any case? He imagined Daniel’s face when he found himself face to face with the cock of his wife’s lover in his daughter’s pussy and he took sadistic pleasure from the image. He could prepare it for Daniel to meet them in the living room, as soon as he walked through the door. Besides, the untimely surprise would probably ruin the plans of the damn Alan. Yes, Alan’s face realizing that his evil plans would have been thwarted at once would be even more worth seeing than Daniel’s. In the end, she could even be left as a heroine in the matter.








***





“Don’t share them with anyone!” Alan warned his friend Jaume.


Do you think you’ll have them ready for tomorrow?


“Don’t worry,” Jaume replied to the message. He was honored that Alan trusted him in such a way. It was one thing to be commissioned to edit the videos of the woman who had been hired as a submissive (or as a dog, as she used to boast). But sharing his girlfriend’s nudes, that was a


different level. Because Alan swore he was in love with that girl. But


Is that done with the bride? Isn’t it treating her like a fury? His friend’s request had surprised him, even scandalized him. The woman was a furcia, but the girl was an angel, as they should be and they were all the girlfriends with whom he is serious. Jaume decided to treat her with respect, even when his friend did not. He, certainly, would never share a nude of his girlfriend and even less without her consent. He would edit the photos, just as I had requested, but he would do it trying not to get excited by them. He was not a professional, much less a photographer, because his thing was cinematography, but he was her friend and, therefore, if the thing, against all odds, was serious between the two, he would also be the girl’s friend. But you should pass them on to me by another means,” he wrote. WhatsApp compresses the images,” he observed. I can’t do magic if the resolution is bad.


—What do you propose? Alan wrote. He looked up from the screen and smiled at Vicky. He thought she was very beautiful and that her skin was especially shiny. He looked at the screen again to read the answer:


—A cloud service. DropBox. Or better yet Box, which is encrypted.


Alan sighed. I didn’t have time for that. He quickly typed his answer:


“Do what you can with what you have. Now I can’t.


“Who do you text with?” Vicky was interested.


“You’re very beautiful,” Alan replied without answering her. Put yourself there. I’m going to take some pictures of you.


“More photos?” Vicky protested, pretending. She was actually loving being a model for her boyfriend and feeling desired by him.


“It’s a splendid day, and you’re radiant,” Alan explained. It would be a crime not to take advantage of it. You’ll see how good you look.


I had asked Jaume to work his magic with Photoshop. He was not as good a photographer as his uncle nor was the cell phone, even if it was an iPhone, as good a camera as a real SLR. Nor did he know how to edit the photos, beyond the basics that the mobile itself allowed. But that’s what his best friend, Jaume, was for. Among all the photos, I would surely be able to find a couple of them that could be improved, manipulating the lighting and some other parameters, to make them look like masterpieces.


The important thing was that Vicky was enthusiastic about them. A couple of them would be enough. The key was for her to take a liking to posing. He could take her to his own territory, just as his uncle had managed to do so masterfully with his mother. Vicky was still young and docile, and with a fist


of apparently good photos, in which he felt photogenic, would be enough. Where his lack of mastery did not reach, quantity, together with Jaume’s magic, would make up for him.


“There,” Alan pointed out, “against the tree.”


They had done well to go for a walk in the park. It was a great day to walk around and to take more photos. Moreover, they were not the only ones.


Many others had decided to take advantage of the afternoon and go for a walk in the park.


Alan had been aroused by the discomfort of prying eyes on his girlfriend. Vicky had put on the schoolgirl costume and Alan thought that seeing her like this live was much better than on video. His girlfriend’s audacity surprised him, however. Was it that he had no other clothes and had gone to Lydia’s house like that? However, occupied with admiring her beauty, and glad that his bride was becoming more and more daring, he lost little time in pondering the matter. Most likely, he only wanted to surprise and please him; Surely she had only worn the schoolgirl costume for that, to disguise herself for himself.


The areolas of his girlfriend’s were transparent through the white shirt like ripe chestnuts and attracted the gaze of more than one passerby. Vicky’s face reddened deliciously every time she caught someone looking at her indiscreetly and she nervously squeezed his hand. Alan delighted in his girlfriend’s mixture of boldness and embarrassment and made her walk along the busiest roads. He wondered if he was feeling the same kind of fascination as Daniel’s cuckold. Daniel was also aroused by the looks that other men threw at his wife.


“No, I’m not Daniel. I’m not a weak cuckold! he said to himself, trying to sound more confident to himself than he really was. He didn’t really think Daniel was a weakling, but he thought it appropriate to use that adjective at the time to differentiate himself from him. Alan knew that to do what a cuckold like Daniel did, you had to be pretty strong, actually. Even so, he simply wasn’t a cuckold. He was the dominant, the goreador in that relationship. “In that and in any other,” he reaffirmed. He was not excited by the glances that others threw at his girlfriend; what put him was the effect they produced on her. I didn’t ask him that she expose herself, but that he expose her.


“Here?” Vicky asked, visibly uncomfortable. There are a lot of people


he objected.


“There, kitten, there,” Alan confirmed. He liked me to protest, to end up doing whatever he wanted in every way.


“Surely her pussy is dripping,” she thought. The erect nipples under the white shirt did not lie and surely her sex would not either. He put his mobile phone in his pocket and approached her to kiss her.


“Why are you doing this to me?” Vicky asked her when her boyfriend moved away from her mouth.


“Because it turns me on,” Alan replied without hesitation. And because it turns you on like that.


“You’re treating me like a whore,” Vicky protested. Manuel had made her expose herself as a cheap porn model.


Oh, no, like a whore, no, Alan thought. “Later on, I may give you that experience, my sweetheart.”


“I would never do that, kitten,” he assured her. I would never treat you like a vulgar whore.


Eventually, she would occasionally give her the experience of being treated like a vulgar prostitute, but he would not treat her like that in life. She was his girlfriend.


“I wouldn’t love you if I denied you that experience just because you belong to me,” he thought. “That would be selfish of me.” He did not commune with hyperjealous men; he considered it a weakness. There was nothing wrong with sharing her partner, as long as it was under her command. There was also nothing wrong with experiencing things. Alan considered the act that, following his instructions, the love of his life had sex in exchange for money with a stranger extremely erotic. “What do women hate most?” asked Alan rhetorically. “To be treated like a whore,” she replied to herself. There could be no greater demonstration of love than agreeing to be a whore occasionally. “Whore for love,” he thought, intoxicated by the feeling of power.


Suddenly, he realized the parallelism with Daniel and, alarmed, tried to highlight the differences with the cuckold: “Daniel gets someone else to make a whore of his wife. It makes me do it,” he said. “It makes him feel humiliated through her. It makes me humble myself to satisfy me. “The act was the same, but the meaning was totally different. “It excites him as an act of empowerment of her, sexual empowerment for herself and over him. He puts me as an act of unconditional submission. It’s completely different,” he concluded to reassure himself. Sometimes, cuckold and goring can seem not so different, if one does not pay attention to the details.


However, Alan escaped wondering what, hypothetically speaking, that meant for her, for Vicky or for Gema.


Submissive bride, hotwife submissive to the gorer and dominant to the husband,


Is there really that much difference? From her point of view, is there that difference that Alan imagines? Isn’t she, in both cases, the protagonist? Does it matter what husband or goring imagines?


Alan pushed Vicky against the tree and protected only by the shadow, in full view of anyone who wanted to look, he put his hand between her legs.


He held his girlfriend’s wrist with his free hand and ran his other hand up her thighs.


Vicky objected and caught her boyfriend’s arm with her hand that was still free before he reached the critical point.


“No,” he protested as weakly as he pushed his arm down, “please!”


“I don’t need to get there to check that you’re wet,” Alan told her.


He withdrew his hand from between her thighs, but before doing so he brushed his middle finger against her clitoris. To his satisfaction, he noticed that he was anxious and inflamed. He was even more satisfied with the gasp that he tore from him.


“Do you see how you treat me like a whore?” He reproached him with the same weakness in his voice.


You don’t know what that is, thought Alan. “Not yet.” He treated Lidia like a vulgar prostitute, because in essence that was what she was. It was an instrument paid for his purposes and for his pleasure. He didn’t make love to her, but fucked her. He thought not of her pleasure, but only of his own. “And yet I make her moan,” he congratulated, “and I know she doesn’t do it out of professionalism.” Someday I would rent Vicky to a stranger to give her that experience. Then I would understand the difference. But first he would experiment with his mother. He didn’t wish any harm to his mother-in-law, but he didn’t plan to take any chances with his girlfriend. It would give Gemma the experience that her uncle had omitted to give her. And then, with what he learned, he would eventually offer it to his girlfriend as well.


“Do you think public women get aroused like that?” Alan asked, holding his hand in front of Vicky’s eyes.


Even in the shade of the tree, his fingers glistened with her juices and he hadn’t even needed to reach her sex. Without panties, her vaginal fluids slipped down the inside of her thighs.


“I…” Vicky tried to excuse herself. He was ashamed that his excitement


was so obvious… and palpable. She felt embarrassed for not being able to hide from her boyfriend that what he was doing made her.


Alan didn’t let her finish talking. He took advantage of his girlfriend’s half-open mouth to insert his fingers into her.


“There are things that don’t lie,” he lectured her, as he made her savor herself. “Don’t ever change, kitten,” he asked. He had already made up his mind: she would be his kitten and his mother his dog. Of course, they would switch roles whenever he pleased. I love you exactly like this


she assured him, “that embarrassed and that excited.


What I asked of him was impossible. Experiences shape people and the extraordinary soon becomes everyday. All that remains is the desperate flight forward, to new levels, as shown by the evolution of Gema and Daniel. Alan was aware of this. Still, his hopes were not unfounded: For Daniel, seeing his wife with another man had not become an everyday occurrence after such a long time. It kept exciting and disturbing him every time. And Gema continued to blush and bite her lower lip deliciously every time she performed in public. Alan had seen it in Barcelona, even through the motorcycle helmet she was wearing. And he had seen it the night before in Madrid. There was hope to keep Vicky like this, at least in essence.


He pulled his fingers out of her mouth and kissed her, sharing his sweet taste with her.


As he kissed her, he sensed Vicky’s desire for him to put his hand back between her legs and caress her down there. But I wasn’t going to do it. He would not give her pleasure when she wanted or needed it; I would give it to him when he wanted to give it to him. And, for the moment, he preferred to have her this desperate.


He suddenly pulled away from her, leaving her wanting to prolong the kiss. Stunned, Vicky watched as Manuel walked away from her. Curiously, she watched as her boyfriend approached a man and talked to him.


Worried, she saw how he gesticulated towards her and offered the man’s cell phone.


Embarrassed, she looked at the ground, realizing that Manuel was returning with a leash in his hand, with the man following him a few steps behind, with his mobile phone with all the compromising photos in his hand.


“I thought it was your kitten,” she said humiliated, unable to look up.


“You are, sweetie,” Alan assured him. He tried to suppress the signs of triumphalism. She did not know what Lydia had done with her, but she thought that when she had


In the end, I would have to congratulate her for achieving Vicky’s unexpected early transformation. Had it only been the videos that I had made him record? In the end he had to feel grateful to her. I’d have to talk to her about it, but for now it was time to take the opportunity and take Vicky a step further. But sometimes you’ll be my dog, too,” she said ominously as she hooked the leash on her collar. And now, get on all fours for the photo. And he looks at the camera.


Vicky hesitated and Alan had to encourage her:


“You don’t want this kind man who has lent us his dog’s leash to be impatient and start playing with his mobile phone while he waits for us, do you?”


“Manuel… please!” Vicky resisted. That was too humiliating.


“Would you rather I put my hand between your legs?”


“I’m not a whore!” Vicky protested, looking for strength where there was none. His face burned.


“Of course not, sweetheart. It’s just a game,” Manuel assured him.


You’ll remember it and laugh when our children grow up,” she said affectionately. He caressed her face, enjoying the warmth she gave off. “You’re not a whore,” she agreed. For this photo, you will only be a dog. —


Then, seeing that Vicky was still resisting, he said, “Or would you rather be a whore in this photo?” She folded the leather strap into a small “u” at one end, tucked that end under her skirt, and raised her arm.


The leash climbed up his thighs like a snake, searching for the damp cave. With his viperine tongue he sniffed his prey and climbed towards it until he sank his fangs into its weakest point. Vicky gasped as she felt the slight touch of the tip of the strap on her clitoris.


“No, please,” he begged. With trembling legs, he crouched down to all fours.


“Don’t worry,” Alan said, “I won’t make you bark.” “Not yet,” he thought.


He felt like he was getting an erection. He had broken Vicky again. « AND


She has resisted deliciously. But in the end, like father, like father,” he thought radiantly.


The libido works miracles and the denial of orgasm is an invaluable instrument in a relationship between dominant and submissive. Finding the right foothold and using it to pry is essential. Apparently, Vicky was as much into feeling desired, even being the object of her mother


of desire, although always disguised as art. Lustful glances may put you off, but when it is the camera that stands between the lustful and the object of their lust, then the so-called eighth art serves as an excuse. The reasoning is watery like a buckler compared to a cobblestone shield in the face of a rain of arrows, but it is not without its use.


At least, that is the conclusion reached by Alan, ignorant of Amancio and Lidia’s dealings.


Alan held the leash firmly in his hand. “This is going to be the best photo,” he thought. Satisfied with his feat and proud of his girlfriend, he looked down on her. The leash was long and he felt the desire to give his girlfriend a spanking with it on the ass, in that upturned and suggestive position.


“Hurry up, please,” Vicky begged, embarrassed.


“Hush, sweetie,” Alan replied, “or I’ll make you bark like a little dog.” “In return, he had a better idea. Emboldened, he leaned down and began to pull up his girlfriend’s skirt, uncovering her little ass.


“Stop! Vicky begs again. Please!


“That’s it, dog.” You make me very proud of you. You make me very happy,” he assured her with a sweetness that sounded ironic in that situation


—. It’s just a little buttock.


It was true. He hadn’t lifted her skirt all the way. He had only lifted it on the side that would appear in the photo. Still, given how short the skirt was, anyone who stood behind her would see more than just a buttock.


Again, Alan was tempted to rattle the leash over his girlfriend’s white buttocks, but he restrained himself. It was not the time. As for the place… really the only problem with the place was the timing. Vicky wasn’t ready for that yet, but Alan was sure she would be. Now I knew.


She turned to the man who had lent her the leash and who had agreed to take a picture of her. He looked uncomfortable and curious. No doubt he hadn’t imagined that when Alan had explained what he wanted from him.


Alan told him that he could shoot now.


“Look at the camera, dog,” she warned Vicky, “or that kind man will have to take another picture and we’ll be like this for a while.”


Exhausted and stunned, unable to understand how she had gotten there and why she allowed that, Vicky raised her head and looked at the lens of the mobile phone she had given to her boyfriend. If I had known that I would use it for that…


If he had known that Vicky would give it to her boyfriend, Amancio would not have it


I would have given away. Although, in reality, Amancio had not given it to him.


It had been a disguised payment for the services rendered and for the future services I would render to him. Although no one had verbalized that, Vicky had felt from the first moment that it was about that. That’s why he had gotten rid of the gift on the first occasion. But, apparently, the remedy had been worse than the disease.


“I deserve this for hitting Amancio,” Vicky managed to think. She couldn’t blame her boyfriend for treating her like that, when she had allowed herself to be groped by another man. If anything, it was a well-deserved punishment for his betrayal.


His face was burning. I hated every moment of the experience. She hated wearing nothing except that schoolgirl costume that made her feel like a cheap slut and completely inappropriate. He hated being four pants away, below him, under anyone, except dogs and cats. She preferred to be at his level; I loved the intimacy of looking him in the eye and making love to him.


She hated that he cummed while forbidding her to do the same. She enjoyed his pleasure, but she also needed hers. All this made her feel degraded, humiliated. The way he treated her made her feel like a mere pet to him.


But perhaps what she hated most about it was the fact that being treated that way made her pussy wet.


And he knew it and had commented on it. Of course he had noticed!


She smelled of sex, hers and his.


Even the man’s dog knew it. Above all, the dog knew. He had stopped tracking whatever it was he had been tracking. He had picked up a new trail and was approaching her. “No, no, no!” Vicky prayed in silence. « Stay away! »


She hated herself because being treated that way made her.


I wished it wasn’t like that, but it was. She bit her lip, trying to suppress her excitement. The shame I felt was impossible to suppress.








***





“Daniel,” cried Lidia, but in spite of their warm embrace the reunion was colder than she would have liked.


“Lidia,” Daniel replied, visibly uncomfortable. He hugged her, but he didn’t dare to press her against him. He had the feeling that he was cheating on Gema, although that was not his intention. In any case, it was


betrayed by going to the meeting behind his back. “She wouldn’t allow it,” Daniel excused, “and she doesn’t understand what I’m going through. If there is one person in the world who can understand me, it is Lydia.” It’s a good day,


hey? Daniel commented to say something and not prolong the awkward silence.


“How good it smells!” he wondered. He hadn’t forgotten its fresh and intoxicating smell at the same time. Apparently, Lidia had not changed her perfume in these years. “Or maybe it’s changed, but this one was worn to remind me of the old days,” Daniel thought. I didn’t know if I had thought about it hopefully or as a warning.


“Daniel,” Lydia replied, taking him by the hand and walking beside him, “you didn’t call me to comment on the weather, did you?”


It didn’t take a genius to realize that something was wrong. Lidia had said goodbye to Amancio in a hurry to meet Daniel that same afternoon, as soon as she received his call, and had not even been home beforehand. “He can’t complain,” he thought, referring to Amancio. “I went to see him on my own initiative, he spanked me, he laid me and I made him feel like an Iberian macho by going out with him to eat and kissing him in public.” Lidia deliberately ignored the fact that, in reality, Amancio had done more for her than she had for him. Amancio had not been scandalized by his crazy life or his machinations. He had even been willing to collaborate, as long as he obtained some benefit in return, of course. He had also advised her to call Daniel or Gema.


Well, actually, he had advised her to do whatever she wanted, which was precisely that. So it was true that Lydia had been about to call Daniel when she received her call.


“Am I so transparent to you?” Daniel joked hopefully. It was obvious that the reason for his call was not that. He wished with all his heart to be an open book for Lydia, because that would make things easier for her. It was always difficult for him to talk about his intimacies, so the less he had to tell him, the better.


“But I would never guess this,” Daniel lamented. “How could he imagine that Gemma is now with the old man’s nephew and that he is taking their relationship of submission to new extremes?” No, there were things that even such an intuitive apprentice psychologist couldn’t guess. She also couldn’t intuit the situation he was in and that meant she would have to tell him. Daniel felt nauseous at the need to tell him about Daniela, if he wanted her to help him. “And what do I expect of her, concretely?” What could the young woman do to help him, to make him


felt like a man, perhaps, in spite of everything?


“As much as I do for you,” Lidia confirmed. Daniel had realized very early on that the meeting with Gemma and Gerardo on that feast of All Saints had not been accidental, but carefully planned. She had realized that the old man had hired her and had understood the purpose from the beginning. Despite this, he had consented to continue seeing her, at first out of morbidity, then to discover more about the old man’s evil plans and, finally, because he had realized that she was not a bad person and that the initial commission had transmuted into something different. “He loved me in spite of everything,” Lidia recalled, possibly confusing passion and friendship with love. She, better than anyone, should have known that Daniel could only love Gemma. The woman, in return, had moved away from her as soon as the cake of that initial meeting had been discovered. Surely he had had his suspicions, at least at some point. In fact, Daniel had warned her about it, but Gema, intoxicated with her relationship as employee and boss, as she liked to express herself at that time to avoid saying submissive and master, had preferred to look the other way and put those suspicions out of her mind. The time that the relationship had lasted, that is, the time that the old man had lasted, they had loved each other. She, at least, had. But only Daniel had been fully aware of everything. Gemma had been too engrossed in her boss. Still, Daniel had accepted her as she was. In the same way, she accepted Daniel as he was.


“Yes, I suppose,” Daniel admitted. If you only knew, he thought. I have to tell you things, many things,” he told her. Sighed. That wasn’t going to be easy. But first, tell me,” he asked to warm up psychologically and so that, through dialogue, his tongue would be loosened. “What I must do is get drunk,” he said to himself. “Or smoke a joint with her,” he thought as he inhaled the aroma of marijuana. “I didn’t know that they had already repealed the Gag Law. What audacity these young people have to smoke in the Retiro Park! “, he was astonished to see some young people under a tree smoking and laughing. “The Retiro,” he muttered to himself. It was the great park of Madrid. Lidia lived in a good place, very central. How many times had he gone to her house? There hadn’t been many, but Daniel asked him nonetheless.


It seemed like an eternity. However, things hadn’t changed, had they? At that time, despite the fact that El Retiro was very close to the young woman’s apartment, he had never gone there with her. And yet,


Now they were walking by, holding hands like an unequal couple of lovers.


No doubt the scent came from them. Daniel had never smoked marijuana, nor had Gema. Only once, with his wife, had he dared to try the drug. It had happened in Amsterdam, of course. Or rather, they had bought it there, although they had not dared to consume it, for fear of not arriving in a very damaged way to the apartment they had rented and in which Vicky, still a minor, slept. Finally, they had committed the temerity of bringing the two astronaut biscuits, which make those who eat them float through space, on the plane to Spain. They had been lucky not to run into any canine drug controls. Months later, with Vicky outside, at a friend’s house, they had dared to eat them.


The effect, as the psychotropic component had to be digested, instead of being inhaled, had taken time to make its appearance, but when it did, Daniel, who had eaten a biscuit and a half because Gema, more prudent, had settled for half, had been hit full like a hammer.


He had experienced hallucinations, with cartoons in his head, but he had been fully aware of the reason for these visions. He had repeated the same phrases over and over again, fully aware that he was being repetitive, but unable to help himself. And they had made love or fucked or… It’s hard to define what cartoons do in bed.


The experience of the loss of control had not excited Daniel and neither had Gema. In any case, she, with only half a cookie, had hardly suffered the effects of cannabis. It had been an experience, period, something more typical of youth and that they had experienced belatedly. It was not something they wanted to repeat, one way or the other. As for Daniel, losing control had not particularly pleased him. “And yet, I’m about to lose control, the little I have left,” Daniel warned. “For that, I’d better smoke a joint under a tree,” he concluded. In a public place, it was difficult for the loss of control with Lidia next to them to go any further, beyond a possible fine if the police caught them.


It was an acceptable risk. At her house, on the other hand, that possibility would not have crossed his mind. “They should fine for what Alan and Gema want me to do,” he proposed. What they both pushed him to do was much worse than smoking a joint.


“And it’s also worse than…” He did not finish the sentence, but glanced sideways at the


young from top to bottom. Those short jeans didn’t hide their buttocks and that white shirt didn’t hide the wobble of their small breasts. Daniel didn’t need to touch her to know she wasn’t wearing a bra. “He has dressed like this to seduce me or, at least, to make me horny,” he concluded. He wanted to walk behind her to look at her little ass. His wife’s was better, but that didn’t mean that Lidia’s was not very appetizing. “Even walking next to her I prefer to be a cuckold and walk behind her and her partner, although, on this occasion, that partner is myself,” he admired, partly with annoyance. “There is no one more cuckolded than me.” Daniel imagined seeing him and her from behind, walking in front of him holding hands. “Now I’m really cheating on Gema,” he realized.


“Yes, I’m finishing my studies,” he heard Lidia answer a question he didn’t even remember asking. Then, I have to do a master’s degree. I’m going slowly,” said the young woman, shrugging her shoulders.


“Who would have thought!” Daniel murmured.


“What do you say?” Lidia asked. “Oh, I understand,” he said at once.


It squeaks you that it goes slow for some things and so fast, according to you, for others. —


He shrugged. He was doing what he wanted and he was doing it on his own. He did not need to justify himself to anyone.


“You know I don’t think it’s bad,” Daniel apologized. Who was he to give lessons in morality to anyone? Who was he to run as an example to follow for anyone?— Are you still …? He asked without daring to say it.


“Say it,” he invited Lidia.


“Are you still … being… A sugar girl? Daniel finally verbalized.


“No,” replied Lydia. Say it well,” he ordered. Say it as it is, without holding back. I thought I wanted to have a heart-to-heart conversation, so say it!


Daniel sighed. He did not wish to insult her. Not that she thought it was bad how she earned the money to live and finance her studies, as long as she thought it was okay with her. Besides, wasn’t that how he had met her?


He wrinkled his face, but finally said it:


“Are you still a prostitute?”


“Ah! Lidia did. Against all logic, his face lit up. Then, before answering, he kissed him on the cheek, leaving the mark of his lips on it


—. “I like to speak without hypocrisy,” he said. Yes, I continue to prostitute myself.


I do it with whoever I want, as always. He cocked his head and hesitated.


Finally, he added, “Or with whom I can.


You don’t always get what you want, you can’t always have the


complete control. Lidia chose her clients, but she did so from among those who were interested in her. And although he was still very young and preserved even better, he was already beginning to be at an age that not a few potential customers were no longer interested in. The sugar girls thing was often associated with very young girls.


“And how are you doing?” Daniel was interested, guessing that things were not going as well as she would like.


“Regular,” she admitted. He cocked his head again and hesitated before answering. “Bad,” he confessed. I only have one fixed one. And it doesn’t pay as well as… You know… Gerardo, may he rest in peace.


“Let him burn in the fire and writhe in pain,” Daniel wished him in return. The old man had tried to separate him from his wife and had almost succeeded. Fortunately, he had clapped them before. “For smoking and for making my wife smoke, you damned bastard!” he cried mentally. Gerardo had died of lung cancer.


“Yes, you’re right,” Lidia agreed. Personally, she couldn’t have any complaints about her contractor. The old man had always treated her well and had been generous with her. But he had tried to separate that wonderful couple. And he had tried through her. He had not even tried to understand the relationship between cuckold and hot spouse; he had only tried to take the wife and steal her from her husband, as if she were a precious booty that could only belong to one man… or woman


—. Let it burn! he declaimed. He laughed with Daniel. Then he commented, “If it weren’t for him, we wouldn’t have met. He squeezed her hand. The gesture seemed insufficient and he stopped. She stood in front of him, let go of his hand, and placed both arms on his shoulders. Do you regret meeting me?


“No,” Daniel said without hesitation. And you? Do you regret having met us?


“Every day!” Lydia exclaimed. Seriously. I think a lot about you, you and Gema. How is she? Will he ever forgive me?


Really, what did he have to apologize for? Of having deceived her at first and not telling her that she had not met them by chance? Doubtless even she, even she, being captivated as she was by Gerard, must have realized the truth!


Should he apologize for trying to separate her from Daniel? It was she who had separated from him, focusing only on her boss! In any case, it would be impossible to separate them. Moreover, she had rectified in time and,


although in Gerardo’s eyes he had continued with his mission, he had done so respecting the rules of the game between cuckold, hot spouse and goring or, in this case, goring. Although, in that case, hadn’t she been the cuckold and Daniel the hot spouse? “Not quite,” Lidia said to herself. It was more complex than that. Daniel had remained caged throughout.


Technically, I hadn’t cheated on him at any point, although, when you have to use that adverb, that means you’re in trouble.


Should he apologize for having made him discover the love of a woman? ¿Or


because he had done it as a commission, to confuse and soften it for the old man’s purposes? In that case, she must apologize for having made him fall in love with her! From the commission, it had quickly moved on to something personal.


Charging for giving pleasure does not mean having to give up one’s own pleasure, just as the commission to make her fall in love had not protected her from falling in love with her goal herself.


Should she apologize for being a paying girl? Never!


“Hey… if you’re short of money… I can help you,” Daniel offered worried and because he preferred to dodge the answer to the question that Lidia had asked him. Apparently, Gemma would never forgive him for the plot with Sylvester either. Gema didn’t like to be deceived like that… unless it was done by a dominant goring. Hadn’t Gerardo been to blame for Lidia? He to heaven and Lydia unjustly to hell, and Daniel, as a collateral victim, by the way, too! In addition, Gemma was hopelessly jealous. Although he had understood that Lidia was not trying to separate them, he had always been unhappy to see how she played with him and, even worse, to imagine it. Only as long as Gerardo had lived and as long as she had been focused on him, had it worked, and only barely.


“She is so jealous and I am so ‘anti-jealous’,” Daniel was fascinated. She couldn’t see him with any of them, and he couldn’t see her with any, though when he saw her, he felt jealous like everyone else, but he also felt pleasure.


“Would you hire me as a sugar girl?” Lidia asked. Would you be my sugar daddy? Would you take me out to dinner? Would you make me do things for you that a good girl shouldn’t do for any boy? Would you pay me for those services?


“No… I… I just want to help you,” Daniel murmured, astonished at the young woman’s babbling.


“Not then,” Lydia declined. You’re so sweet, but I don’t need


alms from no one. I manage well on my own. I’ve done it since I was very young


He commented, without explaining whether he meant that he managed well or that he had been paid from a very young age for this type of service. But if you want to hire me, I’d be delighted… daddy. He thought it was amusing to add the last word. But only if Gemma agrees. He would never accept you cheating on him. And I hope I don’t find out that you put them on.


She looked Daniel in the eye and, in the face of his prolonged muteness, acted on instinct.


She crossed her arms behind the back of his neck and kissed him. Their mouths joined and Daniel, surprised, reflexively responded to his kiss.


Her mouth was sweet, just as I remembered her. “Oh, no!” lamented Daniel.


“What am I doing?” However, he continued to kiss her. His hands rested on her back and his fingers instinctively confirmed what he already knew, that he was not wearing a bra. He felt his splice together. In those moments when his masculinity was questioned more than ever – by his wife, by his gorer and, above all, by himself – the kiss and hug of the young femme fatale, as Gema would have expressed himself in French, was just what he needed. But wasn’t Gemma more femme and more fatal than Lydia? “Daniela…”, a voice called to her that did not know where it came from. Daniela”.


“It’s hard,” Lidia observed, still hugging him, when she detached herself from his mouth.


“No… “I,” Daniel stammered. He was still stunned.


“You’re still caged,” Lidia said matter-of-factly. That’s what I said, that you have a hard time.


The young woman laughed refreshingly. She didn’t laugh at him, she just laughed.


“I…


Lidia did not let Daniel speak. That kiss had done him a great deal. How I had missed that! It was not the same to kiss him as to kiss Amancio and much less to kiss Alan. Nor was it the same as kissing Vicky or kissing Gema. Vicky was special, just like she was (had she been?) Gem. And Daniel was special, too. There were few women like Gema.


Perhaps there were even fewer men like Daniel. As for Vicky, she was simply unique. “Here is someone who really loves me!” said Lydia to herself, as she continued to kiss him. Consciously or by chance, this time he chose the right words. Daniel loved her, but he didn’t love her. But it is no small thing to love someone. “Here is someone who loves me as I am and in spite of how I am,” he thought. I had always felt that understanding and acceptance in


he, even more than that.


“What have I done to make this creature desire me like this?” admired Daniel. It was true that Lidia had initially noticed him on request.


But they had soon developed a complicity that went beyond the commission made by Gerardo, although that complicity was not at odds with the old man’s objective. Daniel had never felt betrayed, but understood. He had needed that empathy from Lidia at a time when he only perceived contempt on Gerardo’s part and when his wife only had eyes for the old man and only harbored the desire to please him in everything. Lidia had not laughed at him for being a cuckold, for being more excited to see or know his wife with another than to have sex with her. He had not despised him for allowing the chastity device to be imposed on him or for wiping his wife’s pussy after lying with the old man. She had not doubted her sexual condition by eating, indirectly, the semen of another man. She had humiliated him respectfully because she had understood the rules of the game. Lidia had understood that he was submissive to a woman. Finally, in those difficult times, when he had been the first to doubt himself, she had been the only person who had not doubted him and who had given him the attention he needed. She, a young, fresh, beautiful, intelligent and empathetic creature and, above all, a woman, had assured him with her way of treating him that he was neither less a man nor less a heterosexual man for being like that.


Perhaps, yes, she, chaotic, sometimes diabolical, had contributed to their marriage almost breaking up. In that sense, he had almost fulfilled the original commission. But it had not been his fault, but his wife’s, for giving herself up to her boss in this way. “And now we don’t even use euphemisms anymore,” Daniel thought. “Now it’s straight ‘master.’” If he had not had Lidia’s emotional support, wouldn’t his marriage have ended up breaking up completely and without cassis? Wouldn’t he have gone into depression? Or wouldn’t he have rebelled and forbidden his wife to continue with the extramarital affair? If he had done it, in the stubborn way that Gema was, wouldn’t he have refused and everything would have ended in a great crisis and a huge explosion? “I would only have managed to push her closer to him,” Daniel reminded himself. “Who knows what unspeakable desires, which he still refused, would have fulfilled him?” The reality was that, by consoling him, understanding him, supporting him and, above all, distracting him, Lidia had distracted him.


bran. “You got your strategy wrong, old man,” Daniel snapped towards the afterlife. “Or as a girl.” Then he shrugged and muttered, “Or marriage.”


“What do you say?” Lidia asked. He hadn’t understood what Daniel had muttered, but he said, “No, you know I don’t. I’m not going to take your cage away.


I didn’t do it back in the day and I won’t do it now. She looked him in the eye and felt Daniel’s conflict. Although he couldn’t play him, he stroked his face and said, “I like you like that.”


Daniel sighed.


“Thank you, Lidia. Maybe I needed to hear that.


“Listen?” Lidia pretended to be offended. And you didn’t need my kiss?


“Maybe too,” Daniel admitted. “I may need it more than I’m willing to admit, even to myself,” he thought. He smiled, but he couldn’t help the bitterness in his smile. Perhaps in an attempt to put himself in courage, he asserted: “I could take this off myself.


“No, you couldn’t. Lidia shook her head convinced, her hands still on Daniel’s shoulders. You need only a woman to do it —


Observed. It was not a physical problem, but a psychological one. The metal padlock was easy to circumvent, but mental conditioning is another matter


—. And that woman will not be me. I like you that way,” he assured her again.


Daniel twisted the rictus. Embarrassed, he looked down.


“What’s the matter, Daniel?” Lidia worried.


And then, at last, without the need to get drunk or get drunk, the words came out of Daniel’s mouth and he told him about his wife with Alan.


“And you say he’s his nephew?” Lidia was astonished, pretending to be surprised.


As agitated as Daniel was, he didn’t dare to confess that she already knew everything. Where did he leave her, if he was telling her the truth? “I could always hide behind the fact that I didn’t dare to call them. They were the ones who cut off their relationship with me,” he meditated. Still, what could he expect from Daniel if he confessed? Nothing good could come out of that line of action for her.


In addition, Daniel had contacted her for comfort and perhaps advice. Lidia knew that she would destroy him if she told him the truth in those moments. Daniel would believe that everyone was against him. I didn’t want to lie to him, but I couldn’t tell him that either.


Nothing good could be expected from any line of action. “Do what you want.” Lidia remembered the advice Amancio had given her, although she did not remember it as he had given it: There is an important difference between doing what you want and doing what you think is right.


“Well, Daniel, at least he’s young,” Lidia commented in a conciliatory tone, knowing that one of the things that had annoyed Daniel the most was Gerardo’s advanced age.


“He’s too young!” Daniel got excited. He’s an immature little boy! He lacks experience and… and—” he stammered on the verge of a nervous breakdown


Their propositions are…! Daniel searched for the right word


Creepy, firefighter, bizarre! “For lack of the right word,” he finally exclaimed three, as if added or multiplied could give an idea of how they made him feel.


“And Gema, what do you think?” Lida asked carefully. He was still pondering the advisability of opening up to him. But what could I say to him? “Hello, father-in-law. I’m dating your daughter and we love each other very much. »


Unfortunately, it was still far from that being true. « Hello silly. What you are experiencing is only the first phase. The second and third are worse. “Maybe that’s what I should have told him. The right thing to do was to warn him of how dangerous Alan was. But how to do it without giving herself away? “Hello, fool. I am to blame for everything. I have played the role of celestina so that your daughter falls in love with that monster. I helped him with Gema. I had an assignment for your daughter and Gerardo. I still didn’t see it clearly.


Daniel snorted.


“You know her,” he replied resignedly. She is more determined than ever to live out her fantasies of submission. Can you believe that he even talks about you and calls that yogurt “master”!? Did I say living out your fantasies of submission? Daniel shook his head, slumped. If only it were that!


If they were only punctual fantasies! But he wants to develop his submission and adopt it as a lifestyle! What you want is not limited to a weekend excursion! He assures that he needs to live it in depth before his youth is over.


Lidia was tempted to ask him if Alan, as his uncle Gerardo had done, had introduced a female lover into Gema’s life to make her even more putent. Alan hadn’t told her anything about it, but what guarantees did she have that Alan was telling her


the whole truth? Alan had promised her that he would reintroduce Gemma to lesbian relationships and that she would be that woman. He had assured him that Gemma would be submissive to him, though he would always be the supreme master. But


Would he keep his word? It was quite possible that he was leaving her aside, now that his relationships – with Gema and with Vicky – were going from strength to strength. “And it’s all thanks to me,” he recalled bitterly. That decision to help him had been made at low hours and now he regretted it. “I must not regret it. I wouldn’t have delved into my relationship with Vicky if it weren’t for him. “Alan had taken her out of a dark place, only to throw her into a bright, scorching place by the fires of his particular purgatory.


“There’s something else, isn’t there?” Lidia observed in return. Daniel’s desperation could not be due solely to his wife wanting to be the submissive lover of a young man. I knew Alan: He was cruel and ambitious, but he wasn’t an idiot. And he knew Daniel: If there was one thing he hated, it was a lack of intelligence. You can tell me. You know I’ll understand,” he assured her.


Daniel had a lump in his throat. It was difficult for him to talk about it. But hadn’t he come to talk about just that?


“You want me to—” He pretends that… I don’t know if it’s his or hers idea anymore! —


he exclaimed, before he even said what it was. He wants me to be… submissive… “A man!” he cleared his throat to open the lump that was reforming in his throat. Alarmed by his outburst, he looked around, afraid that someone had heard him. The park was crowded, but everyone was focused on their own thing. There were screaming children, people walking their dogs, couples taking selfies or allowing themselves to be photographed by a willing stranger. It was an idyllic place where Daniel felt completely out of place. It was not a place suitable for perversions, or for performing them, or even for talking about them. Daniel would have preferred to meet in a more discreet place, in the young woman’s apartment. Fortunately, he hadn’t done it in the end. With his male self-esteem sunk, he couldn’t guarantee what he could do if Lidia wanted to.


What he lacked in all that imbroglio was also to feel guilty for cheating on his wife. But what she and her lover wanted was grotesque! “They want me to get a lover, a masculine one,” she whispered. He had finally said it! “What now?” he asked. Were you more relieved to share the secret of that weight? Because, certainly, he had not gotten rid of it. But if Lidia advised him not to give in…


Once again, Lidia feigned surprise, but this time she had to pretend less.


Alan had told her his ideas about it, but she did not know that his plans were already so advanced. “I can’t trust him,” he concluded. Things were going too fast, too fast. If Alan had already proposed that… “No, proposed, no. Tidy! “, corrected himself. I knew Alan: He didn’t propose.


“What should I say to him?” asked Lydia. They were the right time and reason to lash out against Alan. Daniel had to refuse this humiliation. Alan intended to emasculate him psychologically in order to have free rein with his wife and daughter. And Gema? Was she doing it because she had not yet forgiven Daniel for the montage with Silvestre, for the trio with Nuria and Silvestre and for the relationship that Daniel had developed with her? Was that his way of taking revenge? “If she is not able to forgive him, how can I hope that he will never forgive me?” lamented Lydia. “And I,


How could I have loved her? he wondered, seeing the state of mind Daniel was in.


“He does it to get me out of the way and have free rein with him,” Daniel commented. He doesn’t want me to forehead her, as I supposedly did in his previous relationship. He was referring to the old man, but Daniel preferred not to say his name.


“And he doesn’t…?” Lidia asked carefully.


“No!” Daniel replied instinctively. His face turned dark red, more than it already was. “Yes,” he admitted, but then said, “No.”


He closed his eyes. The scene of having sucked it came to his mind and he made a sour face. “I don’t know,” he admitted. I don’t get it.


“You gave him a blowjob,” Lidia deduced. It was not difficult for him to come to that conclusion, just as Daniel was reacting and getting to know Alan and his ideas.


“No!” Daniel exclaimed, denying the majority, the obvious, the obvious, the undeniable, but also the unspeakable.


“Daniel,” Lidia said patiently and in a slightly disapproving tone. I know you. And you know me. I’ve sucked pussies and cocks of all kinds. I have done it for pleasure and for money. And here I am. Do you think that makes me less of a woman? Do you think that makes me less of a person?


“No,” Daniel admitted, his head down.


“So?”


“I sucked it. A little,” he admitted. It wasn’t a blowjob if he hadn’t come to cum with her. Likewise, she had not sucked Silvestre in the threesome of female domination that Nuria had set up.


“And?” Lidia insisted. “I can’t help it, but I’m getting wet with what


that he’s telling me,” he thought very reluctantly. She was not amused that Alan’s machinations had such an effect on her. Nor did he wish to be disloyal to Daniel. Could he be even more disloyal to him? But he couldn’t help but get excited.


Daniel twisted the rictus. He took a breath to explain it to him, but expelled it and wasted it without saying a word. How could I explain the dilemma to him without seeming to want to? There was no way they wouldn’t misunderstand him. But hadn’t he come to her because she was the only one who wouldn’t misunderstand him?


“Why can’t it be HIM?” he murmured in one go. Why do you want it to be someone else?


Lidia marveled at Alan, much to her chagrin. There had been a time when she had fantasized about dominating the world with him. That had lasted until he realized how little she really cared about her.


Even so, she could not help but admire him. With his machinations, Alan had managed to make Daniel want to give him a blowjob, if only to avoid having to give it to someone else. With his plans, Alan had gotten Daniel to pray for a chance to submit to him and avoid having to do it with another man. “He’ll get me to beg him to in his mouth,” Lidia wondered. There was beauty in Alan’s twisted plans.


“It would be easier for you to submit to your wife’s lover than to have a domineering lover of your own,” Lydia observed.


“I’m not gay!” Daniel exploded, red.


Lidia made a contemptuous gesture. She was bored by those definitions.


“Of course not,” he said, however. “That is my dilemma,” he thought. “Should I help him or should I help him?” Should I help him by warning him about Alan and turning him against him? Or should I help him assume his role?—It wouldn’t be humiliating if it was easy, would it?


“Do you think it’s easy?” Daniel protested, resigned. If I object, as she is, I lose her. Either he stays with me and will always hate me for my cowardice or he will throw himself into his arms and leave me.


“I don’t want that to happen,” thought Lidia. She didn’t want to break up the couple, she had never wanted to. Not even when he dreamed of taking revenge for having left her aside had he wanted to break up the marriage. “This is too advanced to rectify at this point,” he acknowledged. “How could everything have happened so quickly?” he was astonished. Gema’s desire for submission and/or her desire to take revenge on Daniel must have deep roots.


“Daniel,” Lidia said in the most sympathetic tone she could, “you may have skipped that phase, that of being helpful to the gorer.” Things do not always follow an order. “Gerardo was wrong,” Lidia reasoned. “It would have been more effective for him to have found Daniel a master than to find him a female lover, my Gem.” Fortunately, the old man had erred.


“Daniel will never fall in love with a man. He’s not like me. I don’t care if it’s a woman or a man, young or old. But Gema would not have seen her husband with the same eyes again. And Daniel would not have dared to oppose their relationship. Gerardo would have advanced more quickly towards his purposes following his nephew’s strategy than hiring me. But he was a homophobe, except when it came to two women. “The situation looked like a checkmate. Whatever advice he gave him, whatever Daniel did, he couldn’t stop Gemma from ending up completely in Alan’s arms. “And one, on the one hand, the other, on the other, will get them to accept their relationship with Vicky, with all that that implies,” Lidia acknowledged.


“I can only avoid Vicky and only by influencing her. Whatever he does with Daniel or Gema, with them Alan will get away with it.”


But when you argue that Gemma says she wants to experience all of this before she runs out of rice, aren’t you really referring to yourself?


“What?!” Daniel said with a broken voice. What did Lidia imply by that? I hadn’t come to hear him say that!


“I think the one who is most afraid of time passing without experiencing things is you, Daniel,” Lidia replied relentlessly.


Wasn’t it you who persuaded Gemma to cheat on you?


Weren’t you the one who later formed a threesome with Nuria and Silvestre?


“Enough!” Daniel barked, helplessly. Why did Lidia do that to him? “I’m not gay. Not bisexual,” he warned him, angrily.


Again, Lidia made a contemptuous gesture. He was bored by those definitions. Unimpressed, he continued with his sermon:


“Didn’t you push her to have lovers again, after how she ended up with Luis Alberto?” Didn’t you incite her to go down the path of submission? Don’t you see yourself reflected in it? Don’t want to experiment through it?


“Yes, yes, and yes!” So what?! Daniel spat.


“You’re right, Daniel. Time is running out.


“But I don’t want to do that!” “He had gone to Lydia so that she could tell him


he said it was a bad idea, not to encourage him!


“You can’t experience everything through her. You can only go so far. The rest, you must walk alone.


“But I don’t want to!” I’m not…!


“Gay?” Lidia interrupted him. “Of course you’re not,” he said boredly. I understand. It makes you humiliated. What is the name of that? he said again with boredom. Well, live it! With Gerardo you didn’t dare and he dared even less. Only Gema had guts. This is your chance. “Damn it,” lamented Lydia. “I’m playing Alan’s game. But it’s the fucking truth. And that’s what Daniel needs.”


Grab it!


“No, no, no,” Daniel murmured.


“You yourself have said that in one way or another Gemma will follow the path you have in mind. You yourself admit that it puts you humiliating. You yourself accept that you would like to submit to his gorer.


“No!” Yes. But it’s not the same! Daniel protested. Was it that Lidia didn’t see it? He was willing to submit to Alan, if necessary, as long as Gemma was present, somehow. As long as there was a woman present, he could do anything. But to have a lover, a man, that was very different! “I don’t want that,” she objected for the umpteenth time.


“It’s exactly what you want, Daniel. Exactly. What you say you want, that’s too late for you. That is water in the past, even if it has never happened. You’re on another level and you know it.


“I—” Daniel sobbed.


“Do you want Gemma to be proud of you?” Do you want to support her? Well, show them that you are up to their standards. It’s your chance. Be a man and take advantage of it!


“A man,” Daniel murmured, dejected. If he did what Lidia asked of him, if he did what everyone asked of him, he would cease to be a man.


“You’ll lose Gemma if you object. You know how stubborn she is for certain things. Then he says you’re the stubborn one.


“Yes,” Daniel agreed.


“You can always come to me when you need support.


“Thank you,” Daniel said, devastated but relieved.


“But you know that I will never go directly against Gemma’s wishes,” Lydia warned him. I could have taken that away from you and I didn’t,” he said, pointing


to his bulging crotch, thanks to the chastity device. I could take it off now, but I won’t. And you won’t take it off either. You must respect their wishes, even if it costs you. Precisely when it costs you,” he pointed out.


That’s the essence of a femdom relationship and it is even when your goddess is submissive to someone else. He sighed. He hated having to advocate for Alan. Everything will be fine. I’ll take care of it —


he said enigmatically. “I’ll get Vicky to fall in love with me and not with Alan. That is the key. Without Vicky, there is no Alan. Gemma only interests him to a certain extent. With Vicky… I would like Daniel and Gema to be my in-laws. Or that we were all lovers. »


Curiously, the latter was what, in his own way, Alan wanted. After all, Lidia and Alan weren’t that different. The difference was that Alan didn’t see himself in any role other than the dominant one, while she was flexible in that aspect.


“Gay, straight, dominant, submissive… what does it matter?” thought Lidia.


“What matters is pleasure and love.”


Curiously, if she were to take Alan’s place in the family, she would have to go to a third party (or a fourth? or is it a fifth?) to offer Daniel that ultimate humiliation that he deep down craved, even if he refused to acknowledge it and despite the fact that he opposed it. Lidia, of course, would not agree with that parallelism, but as she herself would say, it is the fucking reality.


“Would you?” Daniel asked weakly, still reluctant, still looking for the last push. And you know…?


“Daniel.” Lidia sighed. In your place? You know I could never be in your shoes. I experience sex in a different way than you. Those reservations that you have, and that are logical, I don’t have. But I envy you. Those qualms are what make it interesting. But in your place? I would do it exactly like you: with many doubts, which is when you live most intensely and enjoy it the most.


Daniel hugged Lidia. I needed that human warmth. I also needed that feminine warmth.


“You’ll have to call me Daniela, the next time we meet”


Daniel managed to joke, in spite of everything. He was already starting to feel better.


Lidia had really helped him. At no time had he laughed at him.


She had been sincere, accepted him as he was and saw him as normal. And he agreed with Gema; Otherwise it would have put him in a terrible situation. « Did you know that


she would understand us,” whispered her little voice that until now had remained respectfully (or cautiously?) silent.


“Daniela, huh?” Lydia did. Do you see how you won’t be gay? You will be a girl and not a boy. And I’ll have a wonderful friend. Will you come to visit me as Daniel instead of as Daniel? I would love to! Yes


I would be very excited! Lidia enthused. She had been with older men and young boys, she had been with ugly and handsome men, she had been with girls and mature women, she had been submissive and domineering, she had done it for money and for pleasure, but she had never had a friend like that. Transvestite, transsexual, sissified… Lidia refused to use any noun or adjective. He knew Daniel submissive and chastity. But he was intrigued to meet Daniela. Daniela,” he said again. Was it your first choice?


“It wasn’t mine,” Daniel admitted. He had thought of that name, but had discarded it because he preferred to keep a greater distance from his alter ego. I preferred Anaïs. “Daniela,” her little inner voice murmured. “I would love to be Daniela, Lidia’s friend. I think we could be really good friends and have a lot of fun together. “‘They’re not going to allow us that kind of fun,’ Daniel replied in his little voice; I did not wish to take it to those extremes of which Lydia would undoubtedly be capable. I had enough with …


well, with that.


“Anaïs… Like perfume?” Lidia was surprised. Anaïs, Anaïs.


I like it for you.


“Anaïs, like fresh perfume, as fresh as you,” thought Daniel, but he didn’t say it. The truth was that he had thought of her, of Lydia, when he had considered that name for his female alter ego.


“Give Gema a kiss on my behalf,” Lidia asked Daniel. What I would do with you, Anaïs,” he whispered. He grabbed her energetically, more masculine than feminine, and kissed him on the mouth. He sucked her ass gladly while kissing him. Of course, Daniel, physically, did not measure up as a woman. It was questionable, or rather likely, that he did so psychically. But that was the attraction, of transforming it. As for the physical appearance, she had never cared about that, in any way.


“What a pity that it is not my toy,” Lidia lamented. If Gema wanted to, if she let her, she could do a much better job than Alan. But there was always Gema’s damn jealousy! “It will be Daniela for Alan and Anaïs for me,” Lidia proposed, however. “And nothing for Gema,” he observed. « What


It’s a shame that you’ve always been so focused on your submission to men and have put aside your husband’s true needs.


Don’t you see that both would complement each other? “‘Give him a kiss from me, but don’t say anything to him,’ Lidia said. He became excited again at the thought and asked: “Do you know how to kiss like a girl, Anaïs?” “Come, I’ll show you,” he said and kissed her again. So I want you to give him a kiss from me.








***





“Aren’t those Lidia and Daniel?” Alan muttered to himself, stunned at what he thought he was seeing. She still had the leash in her hand and Vicky was still uncomfortable on all fours, with half her ass exposed.


The man who had lent himself to take their picture and who had left them the leash of his dog approached and offered Alan the mobile phone back, demanding the leash in exchange.


Alan ignored him, focusing all his attention on what seemed to him to be happening on the other side of the prairie. The distance was considerable and perhaps he was wrong.


“No, it’s them,” he muttered, incredulous.


“What?” Who? Vicky asked. She tried to look in the direction her boyfriend was looking to see what had caught her attention in that way, but the man’s dog, a small Jack Russell Terrier, distracted her. Removes!


She ordered the dog irritably, turning back. He moved his leg, trying to push him away. Shh! Go away! Let me! He continued to order him unsuccessfully, at the insistence of the little quadruped. “He must think I’m a dog like him,” he thought. “A dog,” he corrected. No!


March! He ordered him again, with the same result. The dog had overcome his initial shyness. Something, perhaps its smell, had caught his attention.


“It’s not my smell. It’s Manuel’s on my skin,” Vicky thought, remembering that her boyfriend had smeared her with his cum and massaged it into her dermis. At the time, it had seemed to him an unusual act, disgusting and tremendously erotic at the same time. But Manuel had not allowed her to shower before going for a walk. Clearly, it had been a bad idea. Shh! he exclaimed again, trying not to attract too much attention, however, given his precarious situation. Outside! He tried several words in the hope that the dog would understand one of them.


Stop! Feel! Again, he tried to kick him away. The dog, increasingly interested in her, had dared to tuck his cold, wet nose under her skirt.


“Wow, this is a surprise,” Alan murmured. Who knew?


“How can I be so short-sighted?” he wondered. He wished he had a keener eyesight to contemplate without a shadow of a doubt what was happening; Maybe he needed glasses to see at a distance. But, above all, he was annoyed that he had not seen it coming. How was it possible that Lidia and Daniel were kissing each other? “Daniel cheating on Gemma after all?” he wondered. I hadn’t counted on that. From everything I had read about the couple, from everything I knew them in person, I would have thought it impossible.


Little slut! he muttered, referring to both of them.


The man was still waiting patiently next to Alan for him to take the phone from his hand and return the leash. However, she had stopped looking at him. The desperate exclamations of the young woman on all fours had finally caught his attention. Fascinated, he watched as his love, his dog, played with her and how she tried to get away from him. The dog seemed to be having fun, but she wasn’t, although she didn’t care about that. The only thing he was worried about was that she would end up hurting his love with one of those kicks she threw at him to keep him away from her. She thought about separating her pet from her, but Lucas was agile and dodged all kicks without problems. Besides, I knew Lucas was stubborn. Often there was no attention to him and he granted her all the whims. When Lucas became obsessed with something, it was practically impossible to get it out of his mind. It had happened to him with the dogs in heat. The man thought that the owners of the females should sterilize them to avoid problems for others. Lucas would sometimes run away when he sniffed the trail of a willing female.


Then, when he located it, the only way to separate it was to tie it up and drag it with him, which seemed cruel to him to pull a poor little animal like that. But the leash was still on the boy’s wrist and was still attached to the girl’s necklace. “Let him take her if he thinks Lucas bothers him,” thought the man, referring to the girl. If the boy didn’t do anything, he didn’t care. In that case, he was not going to stop his blessed Lucas from having fun. “Strange couple, these two,” said the man to himself, but he shrugged his shoulders; it was not something that affected him. “Everyone has their pets and educates them as they want,” the man concluded. As long as the young man did not complain about Lucas – as other owners did, despite the fact that it was his dogs in heat that were the


provocative – he had no problem.


Vicky turned her head and looked up, perhaps seeking the help of the man who was supposed to be the owner of the annoying little dog, perhaps suddenly aware that he was watching her. His face instantly turned purple as his gaze met the man’s impassive gaze and he didn’t dare to say anything to him.


“Shh! Fff!” he said to the damned dog in return, his voice even lower than before. He didn’t dare try to kick him before the scrutinizing gaze of the owner. « Jolín! Go now! he cried to himself. But the dog continued to hop around her. Agitated, he sniffed it everywhere and stuck his snout where he shouldn’t.


Vicky could have simply gotten up or, at least, put back on her skimpy skirt, but she did neither. She could have complained to Manuel as well, but she didn’t either. “Shit! Why am I still here on all fours? Why do I allow you to take these photos of me? Why did I listen to him and not shower before leaving? Unable to understand his motives, he cursed himself. Manuel had made a sudden change. He was no longer the sweet boyfriend she had fallen in love with. He still was, but he was something more than that. Manuel had changed, but she was not the same either, not after what he had done with Lidia and her boyfriend.


“Ffuuu! He shook off, instead of trying to kick the lithe, nervous pet, to try to get it off him for the umpteenth time, but the more he moved, the more the dog flailed. He tried the opposite strategy. Maybe if she remained motionless, the dog would end up getting bored of her. He looked straight ahead, where Manuel was still staring. What the hell was he watching?


“This is the time to confess to Daniel,” Alan mused. He could lead Vicky by the leash, walking behind him like the good pet he was turning her into. “‘You’ve lost everything, Daniel. I fuck your wife and your little girl. They are completely mine, as you can see. You’re not even a man anymore,’” she thought of telling Daniel. Castrated by the chastity device and having given him a humiliating blowjob in front of his wife, she could no longer even see him as a man, a husband.


And Vicky would stop seeing him as a father. And he wasn’t done with it yet.


Having caught him red-handed with the whore, now she could pressure him to do what he wanted and without question; I could take him faster than expected to the extreme he wanted.


He turned and looked down at his girlfriend. Absorbed in his plans, he was barely noticed that a dog was jumping around his girlfriend, showing a special interest in her butt.


“Let’s go!” he told her.


CHAPTER XXVIII – JUMP!





“The secret of change is to focus all your energy, not on fighting the old, but on building the new” – Socrates





“Well, then you fancy the plan?” Amancio asked his friends.


He raised his glass of beer to toast with them, convinced that they would all sign up. She got hard as she imagined the scene. Remember to behave like the gentlemen you are.


The comment provoked ironic comments and laughter, but everyone toasted.


“I want a girlfriend like that,” commented one of Amancio’s friends.


“And shit, girlfriend,” objected another. It pays you money for it.


“You’re wrong there,” Amancio corrected him. He wasn’t offended, he just wanted to make things clear. I help him with his studies. I pay you —


he confirmed. But I don’t pay him for it. This is her idea, not a demand of mine. It wouldn’t have occurred to me. I don’t have that much imagination. What’s more, I preferred not to share it with you. “You’re clearly a bunch of donkeys, and you won’t know how to appreciate it,” he said in a tone that made his friends doubt whether he was serious or joking. “It is she who wants this experience,” he reminded them. But what am I going to do to him? If my friends are donkeys, it must be that I am a donkey.


“By Amancio!” One toasted, excited with what he had proposed.


“By Amancio!” The others joined in the toast and clinked their glasses against each other.


“Be ready,” Amancio told them after taking a drink of the beer and wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. I still don’t know the day or the time. I have already explained the situation to you. I have informed you of this as soon as it was proposed to me by my girl so that you have time to think of some excuse.


I’ll let you know as much time as possible, but you may have to improvise in front of your relatives, but it is what it is. Don’t fail me!


“Not to mention that!” replied one of his friends. He intended to attend the appointment at all costs.


“I wouldn’t miss it in my life!” Another agreed. But you haven’t told us about the woman your girlfriend will bring with her,” he observed, in an attempt to encourage him to tell them more.








***







Daniel had left in a bad mood, but Gema thought of giving him time to pass. “He’ll be back,” he consoled himself. She knew her husband was going through some tough times. It was – or rather, they were, in the plural – at a turning point in their lives.


“I don’t think I’m gay. But it’s clear that he likes cock,” Gema said to herself, remembering how her husband had sucked it on his Master. To tell the truth, the sight had excited and disgusted her at the same time.


Definitely, seeing a man – and even more so your husband – give another man a blowjob is not the same as seeing two women love each other.


She had done it with Lidia and it had come naturally to her. He was not ashamed of it. She also didn’t consider herself lesbian or bisexual because of that.


She simply considered herself a woman. In fact, I didn’t think something like this would happen again. That had come about because of Gerardo and perhaps also because Lidia was special, but she had no interest in women.


Daniel, in return, seemed to have a repressed desire that he tried to hide.


But she’d seen how he’d sucked Alan. Once the initial resistance (feigned?) was overcome, he had worked hard, as she did.


And he had looked at her out of the corner of his eye in shame, not because of what he was doing, but because he had just revealed a secret to her.


The scene had been erotic and disgusting at the same time. On the one hand, she was disgusted that her husband had such inclinations. Maybe it was unfair – she was sure that Daniel didn’t think so about her because he had done it with Lidia – but she couldn’t help but have that feeling. Somehow, his esteem for Daniel as a man had suddenly deteriorated because of that act. “That it won’t be the last,” Gema said to himself. She had nothing against homosexuals, but a husband was not supposed to be like that, least of all hers. Of course, she was being unfair to him, but in that respect – and she couldn’t help it – there was no symmetry between man and woman.


On the other hand, seeing him so devoted to his Master had seemed tremendously erotic to him. Alan’s dominance over him had excited her as much as seeing her husband submissive. Yes, it was a contradiction, because at the same time it was partly repugnant to him, but that was how he saw it, with that mixture of sensations. In any case, he was excited to be able to share his passion for his Master and Lord. They would finally do something genuinely together. She was glad of it and excited about the idea, even if at the same time disappointment set in her at having a man as unmanly as


husband. “I’m being unfair,” he said to himself once again. “Doubly or triply unfair.” Gema was aware of the contradiction of not seeing Alan, her Master, less virile because of that very fact. The fact that one gave the blowjob and the other received it did not seem to be enough to explain the asymmetry of how, irremediably, she perceived things.


Perhaps she was suffering from vertigo at the last moment, although she had been excited by the idea – and still aroused – of her husband being submissive, along with her, to her Master. Or more that he was submissive to it, that he was submissive that way. She may have been afraid, not of losing her husband, but of losing her man. Gemma was in a mess. After masturbating and cumming thinking about Alan – which, understandably, had made Daniel angry – things looked different, with his libido already at a lower level.


Moments after the orgasm and after remembering the door that Daniel had slammed when he left the house – which he had barely consciously registered during the ecstasy – he had felt guilty. Now, the feeling of guilt had dissipated a little, but it still remained latent. Gemma bit her lower lip and tried to distract herself with household chores, which, lately, were largely done by her husband.


“Am I afraid that he will crack and stop being a man forever?” he wondered. Submissive – to her and, above all, to her Master, a Master for both of us – he sounded good, very good, in fantasy. But in reality, did she want such a husband? “Or am I afraid of losing my only brake, the only one of the two that is still moderately complete?” Gema felt that she had already lost her temper and that the only one who could stop her in her crazy gallop towards the abyss was Daniel. However, every time he tried to stop her, she would get angry with him. It was unfair! He had goaded her, he had awakened that in her. And now he wanted it to be repressed. Did she therefore wish, more than to live the experience with him, that her spouse would submit himself in this way to his Master and that he should lose all his virility? “And who will protect me when I lose it and am no longer able to recover it?” What Alan had planned for him – what they had both agreed – would mean his complete emasculation. The plan for her husband – to empower Daniela and suppress Daniel – was worse than merely submitting to his Master.


But Alan had argued—and he had done it very well—that he wanted to focus on her and that he wanted to reserve his time and energy for her. And that had turned her on. And he continued to do so. “I gallop into the void, not knowing what really awaits me,” he reflected. « Alan could make us


a lot of damage. “However, danger and vertigo, far from making her turn around, spurred her on to make the leap. “I must be crazy!” she lamented. “But I can’t help it.” Every time I thought about what I supposed, I felt a powerful tingle in my stomach. “I’m addicted to this,” she acknowledged. However, recognition served him the same thing that it would serve a heroin addict: without external help, there would be no way out. But she herself was making sure that outside help never reached her.


“I wish this would happen,” he said to himself. “Do I want it?” he wondered. Did she want to give herself to a lover like this? Every time she thought about it, she wet her panties.


Even then, after cumming, she felt her nipples getting hard. “You need Daniel to do his thing,” interjected one of the voices of his subconscious. “Otherwise, he will never let you throw yourself into the abyss and float in the dark.” But what if instead of floating it crashed?


“Alan is ruthless—just what you need—but he’s not a knucklehead,” his little voice tried to convince her. She had been saying that to herself since she had met him, as if she had to convince herself. But why did she need to convince herself? So far, Alan had not let her down or abused her trust.


“It’s because of Daniel,” his doubts were answered. “It’s too much for him.” But his inner voice continued to insist, justifying the unjustifiable with so much reason: “! He wants it. Otherwise, do you think it would? All that resistance he puts up is mere theater so that you don’t think he wants it as badly as you want yours. He’s a man and he needs to maintain a certain façade. “But if they did that—if he did it—wouldn’t he cease to be a man? He was going around in circles without moving forward.


“You need me to do it so that I don’t reject you for what is yours,” her little voice continued. “Only in this way will you keep him as a husband, if he cannot reproach you for your depravity because his is equal or greater.”


It was necessary for Daniel to take the step to save the marriage. But what kind of husband would she have left? I was back in a loop of reasoning. The only way to escape the loop was to escape her desires and what the young Master promised her. “But I don’t want to escape.” Desire and duty did not go hand in hand, as is often the case. “You only live once,” the voice whispered.


“When you are old and ugly, when you are wrinkled and dry, no master will desire you, neither young nor mature. Now is the time. Now that Vicky is an adult and she increasingly has her own life. Now that Daniel is about to embrace his own dark desires. It’s now or never,” he continued


whispering his voice. “Throw yourself, throw yourself. Salta! »


Daniel would return home regretting his outburst. It was normal for him to be tense; nor could he reproach him. She had to be understanding with him. “Understanding and relentless,” a voice said to herself, or whispered to her. Of course, she should not apologize for preferring to masturbate thinking of her lover than uncaging her husband and making love to him. He should not and would not. “Good girl!” her little voice congratulated her on her decision. In the past he had sinned of being hesitant with Daniel and that had not helped him. In the past, she had oscillated between the extreme of being a domineering, sassy hot spouse, and going back to being a devoted, worried spouse. For her husband’s sake, she wouldn’t make the same mistake again. “A leader should not show doubts,” it was said. “Did Alan show them with her? Had Gerardo shown them? He sighed. “I don’t know if I can be a dominant spouse; Maybe that’s not in my nature, no matter how hard I try.


But I will be a cheeky hot spouse and a devoted lover. “In all her fantasies, it was always easier for her to kneel before a lover than to be forceful, consistently, with her husband.


But this time she would have outside help for Daniel, a help that, fortunately, would not be female. Lidia’s mission with Gerardo had been to rob Daniel. Lidia had found it just as easy to kneel before Gerardo as it was to be dominant with Daniel and give him what she was unable to give him consistently. To make matters worse, the bitch had pretended to have feelings for her, when she had been nothing more than a whore for hire! “How could I be so blind?” she lamented. “Your master blinded you,” a little voice reproached him. That little voice seemed to have a different timbre from the other. “That won’t happen to me with Alan,” he replied. Alan did not wish to separate them. Why would he want to have a woman as a partner who could be his mother? “I’m just a toy to him and that’s fine.” She felt a tingle in her again when she was reduced to the category of a sexual object. “He’s young and he wants me. And I can offer her things that young women can’t. But he does not intend to take Daniel’s place. “Definitely, Alan was not Gerardo.


It had made sense for Gerardo to conquer a woman twenty years younger with him, to steal her from her husband and make her his partner, even to marry her… But Alan was different: It didn’t make sense and that wasn’t his plan. Alan hadn’t hired a Lidia to steal Daniel. Alan would find a man to take care of him. It would transform Daniel forever and that worried her, but it would be a necessary sacrifice. In any case, Daniel did not


she would fall in love, not even Daniela would; Of that she was sure. But the transformation… “What if I don’t want him anymore, I don’t want him anymore, I don’t love him anymore? What if I don’t want a husband like that anymore? “, he questioned again. Again, she had gone for a spin in the loop in which she was enclosed.


He shook his head to try to get out of the loop and clear his thoughts. She preferred to think about what Alan had whispered to her before leaving.


Alan had shown that he knew her story well, he had read her books and that pleased her. It was a demonstration of his seriousness and commitment to them. The young Master had told her that he was preparing a small party with some acquaintances, in which he wanted her to serve the drinks.


“I know you’ll like it,” he had said, alluding to the party that Sylvester had prepared for him.


“Poker?” she had asked. The rules would have to be studied again a little. Even if she did not play, even if she only served the cups, kept control of the chips and, perhaps, dealt the cards, it was convenient to understand the game.


“Is there a better game in which to bet and risk?” he had answered.


“I love you with your best attitude, not only obedient and submissive; I want you sensual and seductive,” the young Master had specified.


“And… Daniel?” she had asked. The experience with Silvestre and his friends had been incredible. Above all, she had loved to be solicitous and affectionate with her friends in front of Daniel. That was what had excited Daniel the most, seeing how he sat with one for a while and how he hugged another for a while, how he distributed the chips and also the kisses. On top of that, he had charged a small tip for each act and in the end he had earned a handful of hundreds of euros. Daniel, of course, had plotted it with Sylvester, had made her feel like a little whore. “And then I took revenge on Gerardo. And if you charge for favors, why not charge much more? “, he recalled. But she was being unfair: she too had been aroused and had been aroused by Daniel’s excitement, who had witnessed it all. “Yes, caged,” she recalled. « At the table, playing poker with the others, but with his little chick locked in. » That night had been Daniel’s first. Theoretically, the idea of the chastity device had been Sylvester’s, but had it really been? Daniel had not wanted to confirm it. “He wants it,” that familiar little voice had whispered to him again, just before asking Alan: “Or… Daniela?” Both of them


They had laughed. Then Alan had kissed her.


“I don’t know yet,” the young Master had answered. “It will depend on how he behaves,” he had commented, referring to whether Daniel… or Daniela would be present at the game.


She really wanted her husband to witness it. She wanted him to see how she was affectionate with Alan’s friends, how she sat on his thighs, how she kissed them as if they were her boyfriends…


There were things that I preferred Daniel not to witness, intimate, private things… shameful. Daniel had already shown that he did not understand or accept these things. And she didn’t do it either, except when her Master – or Boss, as Gerardo called it at the time – managed to excite her greatly and take her to that place called subspace where one floats peacefully in the dark. But that’s not what poker scams were about. For the departure, she did want her husband to be present. “But Daniel or Daniela?” he wondered. It was a dilemma that I had not yet resolved. “That’s what Daniel’s for, perhaps,” he thought. In any case, it was not up to her to decide, fortunately.


“Make sure he builds his profile,” Alan had warned him. “We are not going to delay this any longer.” He had looked her deep in the eye and added, “I need you focused on me and him focused on his own lust, his utter humiliation.” For his comfort, he had specified: “Later everything will converge. But for now we need to go our separate ways. It’s the only way you and Daniel can get where you want and need to go.” Then, to comfort her even more, he had assured her: “He will be present, as long as he does his homework and behaves well. You can tell him that from me. As for whether she will go as Daniel or as Daniela, that is something I have not yet decided.”


“Oh, what madness, Alan! she exclaimed, summing up what her young Master had told her. He felt a tingle all over his body, as delicious as it was disturbing.


But she had to wrinkle her nose: Alan had also warned her that she would not be alone in that timba with her colleagues. Another woman would also go to the small party, a girl, obviously younger than her. “Considerably younger,” Alan had revealed, but he had refused to elaborate.


“Little dog, remember your place!” the young Master had rebuked her for her barrage of questions.


A younger woman, that meant Alan wished to encourage his competitive spirit in some way, as if she, without the pressure of competition,


lest he give his best in every way.


“A younger slut kissing him and doing I don’t know what sluts!”


Gema lamented. She immediately lowered her voice, even though she knew she was home alone.


He was the Master and could be with whomever he wanted. And naturally, he’d be with girls younger than her. But the idea did not please him. I didn’t want to share it with anyone, neither young nor mature nor old. But, above all, I didn’t want to share it with a younger one. Perhaps she still remembered that Lidia had finally approached her husband. Or maybe she feared being displaced. Or maybe she was just too jealous, not only of her husband, but also of her lovers. “But he is not only my lover,” he had to remind himself, “he is my Master. He has that right.” However, the speech did not convince him.


“I don’t even know where it is,” he continued to comment to herself. Thinking about that party, even thinking about having to compete in some way with a young woman, was easier for him than continuing to think about the dilemma of Daniel versus Daniela. “Your colleagues,” he muttered. Will it be in Barcelona? And will his young slut, the “other”, be from Barcelona too? How long have you known her? What does she offer you, apart from her youth, that I can’t offer you? He tortured himself. Having an old Chief was easier than having a young Master.


Of course, the old Boss, Gerardo, hadn’t had young Alan’s arms or cock, but it had been much easier to excite him and keep him interested.


For Daniel the situation had been more difficult, always afraid that she would end up leaving him to go with the Boss. But for her it had been much easier. “Lidia made it difficult for you with respect to Daniel,” a little voice reminded her, “but you were so focused on Gerardo that you hardly cared. “


She tried to focus on the event Alan was preparing for her, but found that there were many unknowns: She didn’t know if Daniel or Daniela would go with her. It was a crucial difference. What would Daniela feel when she saw how she kissed a friend of Alan’s? Would he feel complicity? Maybe envy? I knew that Daniel felt jealous. I knew nothing about that young girl. I didn’t know the place either. I didn’t even know when it would take place. Alan had left, leaving her with more questions than answers in her head.


“Throw yourself, throw yourself. Salta! The little voice whispered to him.


“Yes, I do,” she said, trying to sound determined, if only to her own ears. Were you still hesitant? Did I still need


“Yes, I want to,” she emphasized. I want to give myself to him unconditionally,” he repeated like a mantra. It’s now or never. “You will regret more what you have failed to do than what you do” —


He paraphrased a saying that he did not remember at the time where he had read it.


Had he ever heard Daniel say it? “Oh, Daniela,” he sighed to himself, “we are lost! But it will be a doom that we will remember forever.”


CHAPTER XXIX – COMPLEXES





“Those who notice the storms in our eyes, the silence in our voice, and the heaviness in our hearts, those are the ones you should let in.” – WordPorn





“Ah, you treacherous little whore!” I wanted to talk to you! Alan snapped at Lidia as soon as he had the chance. He grabbed her by the jaw and smashed her backwards against the wall.


“Let go of me!” Lydia dared to exclaim. It had been an instinctive reaction; Alan was scared


“Shh!” Alan silenced her. Vicky was under the shower. She had asked him for permission to shower and he had granted it because he needed to talk to Lidia alone. He looked at her sternly, but not trusting his common sense, he put his other hand over her mouth. Now you’re going to tell me what’s going on and I swear you’d better convince me of your reasons. Fear was reflected in Lidia’s eyes and that pleased Alan. He withdrew his hand from her mouth to let her speak.


“What do you want? What do you know? Lidia wondered frightened. Without knowing what he meant, he shouldn’t tell him anything. But if he had called her a traitor…


“How did you find out?” If Alan had found out about Amancio, he was in trouble. “Has Vicky told him?” Her friend was blind with love and was able to confess to her what she should keep secret. “Oh, Vicky!


¿What have you done! Foolish! “, he insulted her affectionately. “A woman doesn’t have to tell everything to a man.” Vicky was still too innocent to understand that, but with her honesty she had gotten them both into quite a bit of trouble.


“And who knows if Amancio too?” If I lost it as a customer, I would have financial problems. But it was her fault; it was she who had gotten her client into that mess.


“Speak!” He ordered her before the girl’s muteness. He continued to hold his jaw with one hand. The free hand amused itself by unbuttoning the few buttons of his shorts. Vicky was his for love. Gemma belonged to him out of lust. And he owned Lidia for what he paid her. “And for what she thinks I have promised to do for her and for the fear she has of me,” he said satisfied.


I was still unclear about how to proceed with her regarding Gemma. He oscillated between giving him Gema so that she could take her long-awaited revenge and


set aside. I owed him nothing; that’s what he paid her for. Nor would he give Gemma to her just to satisfy her. He would do so if it served his own purposes. In this sense, Lydia could be useful to him to bring the woman more quickly towards her complete submission. Gema thought Lidia was a whore… And he was right. He could humiliate the woman by making her exercise the trade in some way with Lydia. “And she thinks she’s a treacherous whore… and she’s right, as I saw just a few hours ago!” Subordinating Gemma to Lydia could be a valuable experience for her mother-in-law. “Forced to obey the treacherous whore… What would that turn you into, Gema? What conclusions would you draw from the experience? “Despite his anger with Lydia, he smiled. “Dear mother-in-law, I am your God. I do and undo, I lift you up and I lower you. »


It was not necessary to start with something strong. In fact, it could backfire. Replaying the poker game that his first lover had set up for him could be a simple but very interesting step.


It was something that was proven to excite her and he could take advantage of that.


But I would introduce some variations. Specifically, it would make her compete with a younger girl. Alan knew that Gemma was very jealous and had also noticed that she had another weakness associated with her jealousy: she was very competitive. That had already been detected and used by his uncle. “But with me she fears that I may leave her for a girl my age.” The irony kept Alan smiling. “If only you knew, beloved mother-in-law!” He thought of Vicky. I wasn’t going to leave Gema for a young girl, no matter how submissive she might be. « He has much more morbidity like that, mother and daughter, mother-in-law and girlfriend. »


But it was not necessary to clarify that to him. Then there was Daniel.


Alan knows well that they both come in the same batch.


“I just need a little more time with Daniel. It’s not easy for me either,” he said to himself. She would leave her husband with a trainer, to turn it into something he could accept. Letting her cock be sucked by him had been a rewarding experience, but she had to focus on her dominance and submission to enjoy the blowjob. Thinking of it as the bisexual act that he inevitably was, still made him uncomfortable, but he was sure that he had found a scenario in his mind in which it could work. However, he needed to delegate Daniel’s transformation to focus on the mother and daughter, but also to have time to evolve so that he could receive Daniel when his transformation was nearing completion. « Then, we will be a


Very happy family. »


As for the poker timba that he was considering setting up for Gema, he was still not sure if the role of the young girl would be assumed by Lidia or someone else.


“With how unreliable he has shown me to be, I should think of another one,” he concluded. However, Lidia had her advantages. He would decide based on what she told him. “I could also take Vicky instead. I don’t want to rush, but it seems to be ready. Mother and daughter serving drinks, light clothes… Hmm,” he muttered. « A family experience. And I’m sure I could find something to make them compete properly. “With how competitive Gema was, she was able to compete even against her own daughter, especially if it was her master. As for Vicky, she would have to exploit those quarrels and frustrations that seemed to come with her adolescent relationship with her mother. “It could work,” he said to himself. In fact, I was counting on it to work. “But are they both ready?”


And Daniel was?


“Whore,” Alan murmured when he discovered that Lidia was not wearing panties. He was not surprised. Lidia was delicious in more ways than one and knew how to warm a man up. Could I make room for it to still fit into the equation, after all? “We’ll see. Let’s see what he has to tell me.”


“Speak,” he urged her again, as he slipped his middle finger into her vulva. “It’s wet. It always is,” he admired. She removed the finger and used her vaginal fluids as a lubricant to play with her clitoris. “It belongs to me like the others and as soon Daniel will belong to me too.” He was satisfied with how he had progressed and therefore would not allow anyone to interfere. She continued to play with her clitoris because it amused her and because she wanted her distracted to make it difficult for her to invent little lies.


“What?” What do you want? Lidia asked helplessly. If you already knew,


Why was I asking him? But what exactly did he know? “I’m not going to fall into the trap,” he proposed. “I’m not going to tell you anything until I know exactly what you mean.” I’m innocent,” he dared to tell him ironically.


He even smiled mockingly.


“Enough games! Alan bellowed. He grabbed her between her thumb and index finger, squeezed and pulled up.


“Ahh! Lydia exclaimed. With his hand on his jaw, the scream was drowned out. “What a brute! He almost ripped it off! Poor Vicky! I can’t allow him to continue cajoling her. I have to be strong. She was forced to arch her back to lift her pelvis in a vain attempt to reduce the


tension about their sex.


“We don’t have time for this!” She slackened a little, only to squeeze and pull her private parts up again, forcing her to arch and stand on tiptoe. This time he completely drowned out Lidia’s moan, covering her mouth with his hand.


“Shit!” cried Lydia to herself. Despite his brutality – or perhaps because of it – despite his terrifying look – or perhaps precisely because of it – there was something about Alan that turned her on. No man should treat a woman like this, even if she was a whore (in fact, especially, he should not do it if she was), without her consent. If Gema wanted to be treated like this, Lidia had no problem with it, because it was, after all, a consensual BDSM relationship between adults. And Gema was already too old to know what was good for her. (Are you, Gema? Are you real?) Vicky was an adult too, but she was so innocent that it was as if she wasn’t (And we forgave you, daughter, for getting into this story without your consent).


But she, Lidia, didn’t have that kind of relationship with Alan. He paid her to help him and to have sex with her, rough sex; but at that time they were not having sex. “And in spite of everything, it has something magnetic,” Lidia had to admit. Otherwise, Gema would not be interested in having him as her master and Vicky in having him as her boyfriend.


“Against all logic, it attracts me,” she admitted, fascinated with herself, analyzing her emotions, as if, instead of her, she were a patient. Of course, it was not the right time to psychoanalyze himself. “It’s because despite his brutality, he’s more ruthless than emotional.” But that, deep down, made him a more dangerous person than a choleric who dissipates like soda. Danger can exert an unsuspected attraction. Isn’t that why some people are leaning over the edge of a precipice? “But I’ve never been a bad guy,” Lidia said to herself, knowing that when she was young more than one friend had only had eyes for bad boys. But Alan was not that. He wasn’t your typical bad guy. In fact, he wasn’t a bad guy at all. “It’s only bad, vile,” Lidia acknowledged, and yet she couldn’t help but surrender to his spell. His determination and self-confidence that bordered on arrogance inevitably exerted an attraction.


With Alan’s hand above his mouth to silence his howls of pain, he managed to open his lips wide enough to stick his tongue out and lick his hand in small circles, how little he could move his tongue in


that situation. At the same time, she began to rotate her hips at the same pace, as little as she could, considering that Alan was still gripping her tightly.


The movement was not without pain, but in other circumstances it would have been a good pain. She was not a masochist by nature, but she knew how to enjoy the pleasures of pain. Everything, with a certain moderation, has a place and, certainly, it had a place for her. However, she didn’t want to have sex with Alan at the time, but not like that. Lidia considered that especially a whore had to be treated with respect and stick to what was agreed. And Alan was going too far. If he wanted to have rough sex with her, it was enough for him to tell her and pay her, as he had done on other occasions.


Rough sex, in the right measure and from time to time (or from time to time), could be stimulating to him; His daddies did not usually have that inclination nor did they possess the energy to carry it out properly. In his way of understanding sex, at least with her, Alan managed to make her feel on the verge of being overwhelmed, but without ever crossing that border of getting into another totally different territory, that of violent sex, with consensual.


He managed to make even she, who had draws, surrender to him. He was intense, tough and demanding, but he always showed himself to be in control, both of herself and of himself. The self-control he showed at all times, both physically, mentally and emotionally, managed to instill security in him and was what kept him from panicking. Sex with him was exhausting, both physically and psychologically, even for her. I ended up surrendered in every way, even emotionally. Then, when he left, she hated herself, for being attracted to him after each session. Reason told her that he was not a good partner, neither for her nor for anyone else. That level of intensity is not suitable for daily consumption. “But with Vicky it’s not like that,” he reflected, despite his precarious situation. “I have heard them. He is gentle and affectionate with her. »


Although Alan’s payment could be considered a flat monthly fee, rather than a fee-for-service, what he was doing was not the right way.


Lida continued to lick the palm of her hand and move her hips. What she was trying to do with what she was doing was to disorient and distract him to gain time and obtain information before being forced to respond to him.


“What a whore you are!” Alan congratulated her in wonder. He continued to grip her tightly, but pulled his hand away from her mouth and kissed her, sinking his tongue into her.


“I’m stupid,” Lidia lamented. Just a few hours ago he had had the opportunity to boycott Alan’s plans, opening up to Daniel or advising him to push him in the opposite direction, but all he had done was row for Alan. “Will she have me captivated too?” she wondered, indignant with herself. Alan’s tongue invaded her mouth as if it belonged to him and the pain in her clitoris began to mix with pleasure. If so, if even she was at risk of falling under his dangerous spell, there was little she could do for Vicky and all would be lost.


“I’m trying to survive. That’s it,” he justified.


But there was something else that had prompted her to do so with Daniel, rather than the other way around. “I have only been honest with him, as he deserves,” she argued, ignoring that sincerity would have been to tell him the whole truth.


However, he could not ignore that, however it affected Vicky, Alan was right in what he was proposing with regard to Daniel. “It’s what you’ve always wanted deep down, Daniel. It’s what suits you. »


Even if it was counterproductive to her own interests, Lidia had to recognize the beauty in Alan’s plan and, above all, she had to admit that the young man understood Daniel better than his wife did, and even better than Daniel was willing to accept before himself. “I have done well to advise my Daniel in this way.” He had done good, even if he had unleashed a greater evil.


“You never quite understood, Gema,” she said to her ex-lover. “If you had left me in charge of Daniel, I would have taken him exactly where his unspeakable desires impel him.” But Gema had only seen a rival in her, as soon as the fog that Gerardo had exerted in her mind had dissipated at the rate he exhaled his life.


“I wanted you both. I would never have taken your Daniel, our Daniel, from you! he thought for the umpteenth time bitterly. But it was too late to complain.


“Now, what I can do is participate in your transformation,” he tried to comfort himself. It would help him hug Daniela, help him bring out the best Daniela and help him know how to behave like a Daniela. She would have him close, they would have fun together and, somehow, like that, she would be his Daniela.


And she would console him when he had doubts. She would be a good friend to him and to her, as far as the circumstances allowed.


“Fortunately, this will be our secret.” If Vicky had gone out of her way with Amancio, that was something she didn’t know and that, therefore,


Alan could not know.


Still, he was annoyed that he had helped Alan.


“I admire you, Lidia,” Alan said, suddenly falling from her lips, leaving her with the desire for more. You’re a very smart slut whore. But if you think I’m going to fall into your trap, you’re wrong. Spit out what you have to spit out and do it quickly, before Vicky finishes showering!


Lidia tilted her head and looked at him unsurely. Alan hadn’t been so easily muddled. Nor did I expect anything less from him; he just wanted to buy time and tell him what it was about before telling him things he didn’t know. Their insecurity was partly feigned.


“Slut!” Alan exclaimed, more surprised and admired than angry.


Lidia had interpreted his words literally and spat in his face.


Without giving him time to react and, above all, without giving him time to retaliate, Lidia pounced on him and licked his face lasciviously, where the spit had hit him.


“It doesn’t work, Lidia,” Alan said, looking impassive. But she let go of her sex and put her arms akimbo. I’ve seen you,” he warned. I’ve seen you with Daniel! You’re already telling me quickly what you were doing with him and why you didn’t tell me. What are you up to behind my back?








***





“Why do I feel like I’m cheating on Gema?” Daniel tortured himself, on the way home.


Unusual for him, he spoke loudly. A passerby who passed him and who, apparently, had heard a part of his monologue, stopped, turned around and stared at him. Daniel noticed, but he continued to murmur his reflections:


“If I’m worried that someone will look at me because they say I’m cheating on my wife, it’s because I’m not prepared for what awaits me.”


he muttered and continued walking.


After saying goodbye to Lidia, he had continued through El Retiro, that small nature reserve located among the hard concrete of Madrid.


Rather than continuing to reflect on the same subject, he needed to clear his head.


But despite the pleasantness of the place, I couldn’t relax. Of course, he


it would have been easier if Lydia had taken away his intentions of pleasing his wife and her lover-master. Afterwards, he would have had to face the consequences. Gema was very infatuated with Alan and stubborn about pleasing him in everything, even with what affected him directly. Daniel had the feeling that everyone was pushing him to do something that made him very uncomfortable and with which he could not agree, at least not completely.


—It’s just another sexual experience. Why not? He tried to convince himself. It wasn’t a disease, I wasn’t going to die from it. Sex is overrated —


He continued with his reasoning.


He was wearing the chastity device and had not made love to his wife for weeks (or was it already months?). Even so, the assertion was implausible, coming from someone who experienced sex with such intensity. Sex, after all, is not about penetration. It could even be said that Daniel was obsessed with sex, but it was understandable, given his permanent state of induced arousal. Unable to relieve himself, even unwillingly, for having a continually high libido was as addictive as any drug, as much as his wife’s desire for submission, he could hardly think of anything else. The curious thing was that he didn’t think so much about taking off his chastity device to sink his cock into his wife’s warm vagina (or anyone else’s!), as indicated by the erotic literature on the subject of cuckolds in chastity that he read, but dreamed of his spouse’s depravities.


“That’s because you want to live those depravities yourself,” his little inner voice chimed in. He did so quietly, but even then it seemed to Daniel that the people around him had heard him.


“Depravities that the damned Alan will inflict on her and induce her to


he said to himself.


A couple of old men stared at him as if he were a madman, because he was talking to himself.


“Yes, Alan, my wife’s lover,” he snapped at them and continued walking.


Maybe he was really going crazy. But was it crazy that it was easier for him to admit publicly that his wife cheated on him, while he was still ashamed of having sucked his cock? “And to put on panties and stockings and everything that will come…”, he said to himself.


He sighed and tried to get back to his train of thought, but his little inner voice wouldn’t let him: “It would be easier for you if he inflicted those things on you directly.”


depravities,” Daniela told him, showing herself empathetic with him for once.


But that wasn’t what Gemma and Alan had chosen for him. It would be someone else and not Alan who would pervert him. Even Lidia agreed!


“It would be easier for me to fit him into my submission, as a cuckold, to them,” he replied. Be… less gay. Be…


simply… submission. A submissive is not gay or straight or anything.


He is simply submissive. “Fortunately for him, on this occasion, no one listened to his monologue.


“And Gema? Is she bisexual? Was he gay for sleeping with Lidia? Or was she just submissive? “, he questioned, looking for parallels. Thoughts came and went with frenzy on multiple planes. When she inquired about it (both because she was excited about the subject and because she did not understand or did not want to accept that after Gerardo’s death she broke up with Lidia), she maintained that she was not bisexual at all and that she had only done it to please her boss. “Well, what you were doing seemed very convincing,” he used to reply.


It was a conversation they had had more than once. But Gemma always answered the same thing: “When you succeed in submitting to a man as deeply as I do, you will understand.” But why did he always say “a man”? Couldn’t he experience the same sensation by submitting to her, to a woman? Why did he always emphasize that? Or was he becoming conspiracy theorist and she was simply speaking from her own perspective, which, for her, logically meant submitting to a male?


“It’s direct submission to them,” Daniela observed, “if you do what they’re told. It’s even a higher level of submission to them if you submit to someone else, especially if it’s a man.”


“Unfortunately, where you’re right, you’re right,” Daniel muttered.


He managed, at last, to return to the initial train of thought. “Sex is overrated,” he said to himself to take the heat off the matter. He would neither get sick nor stop being himself to try that experience.


—It’s still friction, skin to skin. What does it matter if it’s lip to lip, hand to hand or ass to cock? He tried to convince himself. Unintentionally, he had spoken aloud again.


Daniela remained silent, perhaps more satisfied with the result than with the reasoning. But Daniel knew that this was not the way he had argued, no matter how hard he tried to convince himself of it. Sex is not just friction; It’s intimate and it changes you. That experience would change him, transform him in some way. And he would change it in the eyes of his


woman and that was the worst. Unfortunately, he couldn’t help but have a part of him want his wife to see him in a different light.


“I’m not cheating on him,” he said to himself with all the firmness of which he was capable. How could you see yourself with a friend as infidelity after all that his wife did?— I’ll need a friend, a female friend, to be able to do this. I don’t want to whine Gema with my anxiety, let alone give Alan the impression of being a weakling. I’ll face it like a man,” he proposed. It sounded like a joke in context. But I’ll need Lydia.








***





“What are you doing?!” Vicky asked Manuel and Lidia. He had caught them in the act, chatting quietly on the couch. From the way they looked at each other sometimes, there was a rumble in my body that there might be more than mere friendship between them. That is why, among other things, she had been tempted by the idea of fooling around with Amancio, Lidia’s boyfriend, to return her in some way. But he had nothing tangible about it, only a mere intuition, only his instinct. There I had caught them, on the sofa, each one in a corner of the short but comfortable piece of furniture, at a safe distance, just chatting.


“Oh, nothing. Talking about you,” Alan said, thus avoiding lying to him.


Lidia had confessed everything to him. “If I can trust this bitch with a thousand edges to tell me absolutely everything,” Alan reminded himself. However, he was pretty sure he had. He had left him no option to sneak away. He had grabbed her and squeezed her, and not only physically. And then, he had squeezed her again until she had confessed everything, until there was nothing left in her. “What a streak I’m on,” he admired. “I don’t think I have any more semen left in my eggs. But handling it like this has made it hard for me again. “Lidia put him, although he would never want a girl like that as a girlfriend. Nor did he play as much as Gema, with his Daniel. Making another man’s wife a slave was priceless to him. And if he could transform that man into something else, then he was also unmatched. To top it all off there was Vicky, who on her own was worth a lot, but as their daughter… But that didn’t mean that Lidia wasn’t appetizing to him for a good. I paid her, but she was not a mere prostitute


insipid and dispassionate, if the usual theater was left aside. Lidia could tell that she really enjoyed herself. Even so, she was still a whore. “But a very rich one,” he acknowledged, and he couldn’t help looking at her for a moment with lustful eyes.


“Me?” Vicky wondered, unsure. What could they possibly talk about her, if she was no one interesting? “Oh, no!” she cried to herself, terrified. He had just realized everything he had done, with Lidia on one side and Manuel on the other. “Yes, of course,” he commented. He laughed nervously. I preferred to think that it was not true. “I almost prefer to think that they have been doing something else,” she said to herself embarrassedly. Manuel must never have known what he had done with Lidia, with her and with her boyfriend. And as for Lidia… she was also not very proud of the photos that Manuel had taken of her, especially the one in the park, with the damn puppy giving her the pussy.


Fortunately, it smelled better now. And she was calmer, too; with the jet of the shower phone it had not taken long to.


“You’re so sexy like that,” Alan observed, “with that washcloth.


“Uh… thanks, I guess,” Vicky replied. He looked down and looked at himself.


She had a towel on her head to dry her hair and another towel around her body. It was a little short, but it covered the parts perfectly, at least as much as the schoolgirl’s skirt. “Maybe a little less,” Vicky admitted to herself.


“Turn around,” Alan invited her.


“Hey! Vicky exclaimed, a little annoyed, but above all insecure because she didn’t know what Manuel intended with all that in front of Lidia. With the way he had behaved with her, she no longer trusted him in certain aspects.


“Come on, turn around,” Alan insisted.


“Hey, no! Vicky refused. I wasn’t going to get into that game,


“She thinks she’s not pretty,” Alan said to Lidia. That’s why she’s a little shy. Then, turning to his girlfriend, he asked, “Are you a little shy?”


“Eh… “No,” he replied without thinking. Then he corrected himself: “Yes. Guess.


I don’t know! She said, confused. What did Manuel want?


“I took some very nice pictures of her today,” Alan explained to Lidia, “to show her that she is very attractive. I like that it’s modest, but not so modest.


To everything her boyfriend said to Lidia, she nodded and smiled, carrying him with the current. “What’s going on here?” Vicky wondered. Why was her boyfriend behaving so strangely? And why was Lydia so quiet and just nodded and smiled?


“Some photos?” Lidia pretended to be surprised. I’d like to see them.


“No!” Vicky exclaimed sharply.


“See?” She’s shy,” Alan said.


“Yes, a little,” Lidia agreed. I hated having to play along with Alan like that. On another occasion, with someone else, it could have been fun, but it wasn’t fun with him. However, he had no choice but to go along with it. Alan had made it clear to her: He had caught her with Daniel.


Vicky would never forgive him for seducing her father. She would not accept it for her mother or for herself. Alan would paint it that way, even if it wasn’t true. “But he caught us kissing and took pictures of us,” Lidia recalled. And Gema, with her jealousy, would not see any other explanation either. Everyone would point their fingers at her and mark her as the main culprit. She was used to being the one to blame for everything, but she couldn’t stand Vicky seeing her that way. She did not intend to seduce her father, or steal him from her mother, or even cheat on her, if it could be talked about at that incipient stage of her relationship with her friend.


“It has me caught,” she acknowledged.


“I’m not shy!” Vicky rebelled.


“Yes, you are,” Alan said.


“You are,” Lidia agreed.


“I’m not,” Vicky said. Angry, she stuck out her tongue at her friend.


It was a gesture they often made to each other, but on this occasion it hurt Lidia.


“Then turn around,” Alan insisted.


“Be heavy! Vicky exclaimed, rolled her eyes and, to end the conversation, she gave in and made a turn of three hundred and sixty degrees. When he looked at them again, his face was red.


“You like to be looked at,” Alan observed shrewdly, “but you blush when they do. Mmm. I like you the way you are, Vicky. The truth is that I could get used to it. “As long as you obey and do what I tell you,” he thought. Deep down, he loved to be ashamed. That, for example, was something that a girl like Lidia could not give him.


“I’m not ashamed,” Vicky denied, despite feeling the heat on her cheeks.


“Oh, isn’t it?” Alan said. Open your towel!


Vicky opened her eyes wide, surprised, even overwhelmed by the indecent proposal that her boyfriend had just made to her. What the hell did he


Spent? Where had his sweetness gone? “They’ve changed it for me,” he thought.


That was not his Manuel, he was a different one. And yet he had managed to excite her like never before. “What the hell is happening to me?” he wondered.


“Are you crazy?” He asked, but the insecurity was more noticeable than the surprise in his voice.


“Am I crazy, Lidia?” Alan asked, sure of his answer.


“To top it off!” she exclaimed to herself.


“Not at all,” he forced himself to say with feigned calmness. She has asked for it,” she had to argue to continue playing along. Now let him show that he is not ashamed.” Take off your towel! he ordered. Since she was forced to align herself with Alan, she had better not leave all the initiative to him if she didn’t want him to get all the way into her little head and displace her completely.


“You don’t need to get naked, my love,” Alan interjected empathetically.


Then he smiled a smile that couldn’t help but be mocking, and said, “You can leave the towel on your head.”


“How?” Vicky asked incredulously.


“Haven’t you seen Nine and a Half Weeks?” Alan asked. We have to see it together, love. He hummed Joe Cocker’s song, “You can leave your hat on…” Look for the song on your Spotify, Lidia, and play it for us,” he ordered.


Lydia suppressed a sigh. “I have to admit that he’s good at what he does,” he observed. “Really, he doesn’t even need me.” Then, he realized what he had just said to himself: If he didn’t need her, he was expendable and then he would stop involving her. Embarrassed, she launched the song from her mobile phone to her stereo system.


Luckily, Alan had only found out that he had seen Daniel. He had told her the truth about that encounter. She had explained that Daniel had called her and asked her for advice. And he had told her the advice he had given her. The truth is always easier to sustain than the lie, especially with someone as insightful as Alan. If I had lied to him, it was likely that Alan would end up discovering the truth and then… Fortunately, by chance, I had worked on his behalf. If I didn’t believe him, I could check it. It was not even necessary for Alan to ask Daniel: Daniel would probably end up succumbing to the pressures and his own shameful fantasies of humiliation. But if she had advised him against it, if Daniel refused, Alan would have ended up suspecting her. After all, he had been lucky.


“Come on, love. You already have music. Show us that you’re right and that you’re not shy. Take it off. You won’t be embarrassed in front of me, will you?


Vicky looked at Lidia, seeking her friend’s support.


“Come on, if you’re girls!” Alan exclaimed, amused. Won’t you be embarrassed in front of a girl? He asked exaggeratedly. Even more so in front of her,” he added, pointing his finger at Lydia. He studied his girlfriend’s reaction in detail.


Lidia tried to suppress any expression on her part. He had to admit that Alan was good: he linked one thing to the other on the fly without leaving any loopholes through which to escape. Alan had pressured her and she had had to give him something more than the meeting with Daniel. He had plunged his questioning finger into her mind and her pussy at the same time. He had saved, however, the majority, his love for her and his plot with Amancio. In return, he had had to confess that he had kissed her and that they had slept naked in the same bed, in that narrow bed, which was the only one she had.


Fortunately, Alan had become aroused, as all men did with such stories, and that had clouded his insight. Thus he had managed to explain to her that he had done it to confuse and pervert her, as he wished, and to prepare him for the future encounter with his mother that he was plotting. I had done it all for him! And he had swallowed it! “And shit for you!” Lidia snapped at him and spat imaginarily in his face. All was not yet lost. She had mixed truths with half-truths and sprinkled the result with little lies and he had eaten what she had prepared for him. In the end, being lewd with him, despite the circumstances, together with what he had told her, had worked for her. In the end, all men are equal and Alan is no exception.


Hopefully, Alan would return to Barcelona soon and she would have free rein with Vicky. He would pervert her, yes, but not for him, but for herself, for Vicky. “I will set you free, love. You don’t need any man to tell you what to do. We are. We are free! “He would stay with Vicky and Daniel. And with Daniel would come Gema in the lot. And they would be happy, somehow. Not all families have to conform to the traditional standard. But for now, he would have to go along with Alan.


“Come on, I’m sure he’s seen you naked before,” Alan ventured feignedly. Then, to finish provoking her, he turned to Lydia and said, “Aren’t you shy?


“No, I’m not,” Lidia replied in her mind. « But I’m not going to make a


threesome with you and with her. Not if I can help it. “I dreamed of making love to Vicky, woman-to-woman love, without men, or, at most, with men as mere passive spectators, but certainly without Alan. If I did it with him, if he was present, it would only get him stronger. She preferred to do it alone with Lidia or, if that helped to turn her on, if it made it easier for her friend to see it less as a lesbian act, she was willing to do it in front of Amancio. Clearly, Vicky was not only heterosexual, just as her mother was not heterosexual. Nor did he require her to be a lesbian, in the same way that he had not required it of Gemma.


Vicky would only have to see that there is more than one option. It is not a binary or trinary question or other. It is only to do what one wants; it is only about loving and enjoying the pleasure that is given and with which it is obtained. It doesn’t matter who, it doesn’t matter how. It is about freedom. As for Amancio, she was sure that he would know how to behave and that he could be of use to her, a mutual utility. She was just as sure that if Alan were the supposed passive spectator, he would end up being the conductor of the orchestra, possessive and liberticidal.


“Of course not,” he replied, making a gesture to take off his shirt.


He had understood the hint perfectly.


“Yes! Vicky exclaimed quickly and opened and closed the towel in a flash, showing them for a moment her breasts and her sex. What had prompted him to act like this? Was she afraid that Lidia would show her breasts to her boyfriend and that things would end up getting worse? Was it jealousy that had driven her? ¿Or


he preferred not to see Lidia naked, not in front of Manuel, for fear that he would end up discovering that they had kissed and that they had done something more than that? She asked angrily and embarrassedly. Why had they taken it with her?—. Leave me alone now!


“It was good, wasn’t it, Lidia?” Alan asked her, sure that Lidia knew how to value such a beautiful body, especially after what she had told him.


“Yes, it was very good,” Lidia agreed. He wanted Vicky, but he didn’t want it for her body, though, of course, no one is bitter about a sweet, let alone a sweet as Vicky.


“But it wasn’t quite right,” Alan objected, smiling. It has been too fleeting, like… if you were ashamed.” Lidia, play the song again,” he ordered Lidia, without even looking at her, with his gaze fixed on his girlfriend. You see, love, I’m just trying to make you feel comfortable with your body.


I saw you somewhat tense and insecure this morning, while I was taking your photos.


Although… I’m proud of how you behaved in the park, so stoically… despite—” he hinted. He hadn’t forgotten about the little dog, even if at the time he was distracted by what Lidia and Daniel were up to. Have you told him about it yet?


He looked at Lidia and she was forced to shake her head.


The reddish tone of Vicky’s face became darker. No, I hadn’t told him. What was there to tell him? Surely not that!


“Maybe if we showed you some pictures…” even if they are not retouched yet…” Alan commented.


The photos of the park were the most embarrassing. It was no longer just being on all fours and on a leash. Had the man taken the photos before the puppy bothered her or during? Vicky felt warmer and warmer in her cheeks. Why had they both conspired against her? Why didn’t he just tell them to fuck off or, failing that, if he couldn’t handle them, why didn’t he burst into tears? Why did he continue to stand in front of them?


“No, please, Manuel… Lidia!” he begged them.


“What a slut,” thought Lydia. She felt sorry for her friend only in part. “It is clear that deep down he wants it, but it is taking a long time to beg.


I love how it is. He’s exactly my type,” he acknowledged. The only thing that bothered her was the presence of Alan, her rival in her secret fight for her friend’s heart.


“Lidia, play the song from the beginning again,” Alan ordered. Baby, I’m doing this for your good. You don’t want to be so shy,” she explained, but she thought that shyness was very good for her and that what was not in her interest was to disobey him. “Oh, if only you were always like that. If you could always maintain that modesty, while, in spite of your shame, you do what I tell you. You are even much prettier now than during the photos we took earlier here on the floor. » The photos of the park, on the other hand, were of a different level. If Jaume could tweak the lighting a little, he was sure that those photos would end up being his favorites. What didn’t need any tweaking was the main thing: his girlfriend’s expression, with that mixture of discomfort, submission and excitement. When you see how good the photos have turned out, you will understand. And now, obey and undress to the sound of the music.


You can leave your hat on,” he said, referring to the towel on his head.


“Okay,” Vicky gave in a low voice. He bowed his head. The face


He was burning and his heart was racing. He didn’t quite know why he felt that way.


It was only her boyfriend and he had seen her naked and more than that. And Lidia was a girl and, in addition, he had also seen her naked.


Was that her problem, that he had seen her naked? How had she ended up in her bed naked, after the night with Amancio, after the telephone conversation with her mother while she…? Had it been necessary for him to take off all his clothes and then undress her completely and lie down beside him? She had pretended to be asleep, but she hadn’t slept as well as Lidia thought. He had heard her breathing, she had felt his exhalations on his back. I had been afraid that I would touch her… and he had wished that he would do it. Was she ashamed because she knew that Lidia would look at her with desire? That was why it was difficult for him to look him in the eye. With the reunion with her boyfriend, she had forgotten about it. It had been easy for her to push those thoughts away, but now, in front of the two of them, with both of them conspiring against her…


Vicky tried to overcome it. She moved her hips as sensually as she could to the rhythm of the music. She was tense and couldn’t move as gracefully as she would have liked. “From lost, to the river,” he tried to motivate himself.


If she had no choice but to be left alone, she had better do it with dignity, if that was possible. The towel didn’t give much of itself to make a sophisticated striptease, but it worked with what it had. “If I don’t do it well, as Manuel is today, he will make me repeat it.” He turned. He then let the towel slide down his back until he discovered his ass. She tried to dance sensually. Then, while turning to face them again, she pulled up the towel until she covered her breasts just in time. “They will not be satisfied with this,” he warned. He glanced sideways at Lidia, but kept their eyes from crossing. She made a feint of opening the tolla and showing them her breasts and pubis, but she quickly closed it again. “Not so fast, not so easy,” he thought, and perhaps his expression conveyed the message.


It bothered her to be stared at so intently, but, paradoxically, she had more control now that she was undressing and exposing herself than before, when she refused to do so.


“How long is this song?” he wondered. It seemed to her that music had also conspired against her and that she never wanted to end. He had no more ideas before he had to take off the towel completely.


He opened it a little and bared one breast on one side. « They are small but


beautiful,” he said to himself.


That’s what Manuel assured him, that he loved them like that. She was a little self-conscious about it, because they seemed too small to her. Lidia didn’t have them very big either, but they were bigger than hers. Her mother had not helped to alleviate her complex either. While she suffered from the emotional ups and downs and insecurities of adolescence, her mother, always so understanding of her…, had come up with nothing better than to undergo a breast augmentation operation, and hers were not small.


On one occasion, when at times they seemed to have buried the hatchet between them and had managed to have a normal conversation between mother and daughter, without arguing, her mother had shown her the result. He had done it with good intentions and because she had asked him about it, but the impact it had had on her had not been positive.


Seeing her mother’s enlarged breasts, so huge compared to hers, had not helped to mitigate her small complex. If men wanted them that way, if even her father wanted them like that, so that even her mother decided to have an operation, what could she expect from life with her little breasts? Her were firm, though. But they were not compared to the ones her mother had worn. For some reason that her mother hadn’t been able to explain to her (Vicky had noticed her strangely uncomfortable about her simple and more than logical questions), she had decided to get some unnatural tits. Not only had her mother enlarged her breasts—comparatively generous, if she compared them to hers or, now, later, to Lydia’s—but she had also changed their shape, opting for a look that didn’t feel natural, at least in her eyes.


They were too firm, they were too raised, and their shape was not the natural anatomical one that resembles a drop. I couldn’t say they weren’t pretty; he just didn’t understand his mother. Why had she put on breasts that blatantly showed that they were not natural?


After the conversation, Vicky had done some research on the matter and had discovered that implants come not only in different sizes, but also in different shapes. He had asked his mother about the specific model of implant he had gotten, but his mother had answered evasively. It almost seemed that he didn’t even know, but that, logically, didn’t make sense. What was clear was that the implants her mother had chosen (or had her father pressured her to choose that


model?) they were not those that correspond to the anatomical model.


I definitely didn’t understand it. Nor had she wanted to ask her father. Perhaps it would have been the easiest thing to do, because if her mother had put her breasts on like that, what doubt was there that she had done it because that’s how her father liked them?


Between them, they had not contributed to her feeling better about her body. People said that he had gone out to his mother and it was true. The resemblance was undeniable, but she had come out smaller and thinner, with less ass and less busty. “And now, of course, much less busty than she is,” she thought as she danced. For some strange reason, he visualized his mother doing the striptease in her place and imagined the impact that her operated boobs would have on her audience, on Manuel and Lidia. “Shit, Lydia!” she exclaimed to herself as she tried to keep up with the music. He cursed her for masturbating her while talking to her mother.


“Now I have to keep her in mind with her plastic tits even at this moment!” she lamented. And she cursed herself for having cummed in those circumstances.


Lidia already knew her mother, she even knew her siliconized breasts.


But how would Manuel react when one day, in the future, he presented it? « Hello mom. This is my boyfriend,” Vicky imagined the conversation. The thoughts he had while dancing erotically were strange. Perhaps they were a way of escaping from the uncomfortable situation.


“And this, Manuel, is my mother.” Manuel would look at his mother’s breasts in amazement; no boy or man could help but look at them; She had been perfectly aware of this the few times they went out together for a walk or shopping. In return, with their little breasts, they looked into her eyes. “Wow!


What big tits you have! Manuel would say, like Little Red Riding Hood he would say to the wolf dressed as his grandmother. “They are to hug you better!” her mother would exclaim.


Vicky could not contain her laughter at such an imaginary conversation.


She covered her mouth, but in return the towel fell off and she was completely naked, except for her hat. She continued laughing, before the astonished looks of her boyfriend and her friend.


Suddenly, as much as he had laughed, he ran away and took refuge in the bedroom. More than embarrassed, I was angry or, rather, frustrated. “Complex,” she acknowledged. I knew what his problem was. And it was his mother’s fault.


Because of her, Manuel would end up realizing how little she was in comparison. She didn’t have the height or the ass or, of course, her mother’s tits. He had never had them and since the operation he had even fewer of them.


Vicky preferred not to look so much like her mother in the face, because that way she would be compared less. Everyone had always compared her to her.


“They are the same, but she is smaller,” her relatives used to conclude.


It might seem like an innocuous comment, but repeated over and over again, and together with other comments that questioned her diet, they had been creating a furrow in her self-esteem. Above all, grandmothers loved to criticize her eating habits and her mother had not been left behind either. As a child he had always chased her with his spoon and even now he did not give up in his efforts to push her to eat more.


Even worse were the comments that criticized his way of being and that compared his supposed professional future with that of his parents. Again, perhaps because she was a woman, perhaps because she looked so much like her, grandparents, cousins and uncles compared her to her mother. His parents were very intelligent, no doubt, at least intellectually speaking. His father excelled in technical skills, his mother in management skills and surely also in human relations. If his father was rather introverted, his mother was the opposite. But she was neither his father nor his mother! “Why is everyone always comparing me?” he sobbed. She may have been somewhat introverted like her father. Apart from Lidia, he had never really opened up to anyone or used to go out with friends to party. Computer science bored her, unlike her father, who loved it. If he didn’t particularly like the numbers, neither did the letters, like his mother. She had decided to dedicate herself to music. His grandparents seemed to readily accept that he didn’t study engineering like his father, but they used to propose that he at least do something like his mother, something in business management or something like that, anything… as if music were not a serious career.


The scrutinizing glances of her friend and her boyfriend had stoked her complexes. At some point, she had found it erotic to undress in front of them, for them, to be observed and appreciated, with all her flaws, but also with all her virtues. But, at some point, she had had to remember, damn the time!, her mother’s operated breasts and those looks had become criticism rather than appreciation. “Always comparing myself to her,” he sobbed. « Why do I have to appear to be a


inferior version, defective and damaged version of it? »





CHAPTER XXX – ALONE AND ACCOMPANIED





“Everyone always asks you if you have a career, are you married or own a house, as if life is some kind of shopping list. But no one asks you if you’re happy.” – Heat Ledger Lidia was nervously biting her nails in the living room. She had run quickly after her friend to see her take refuge in the bedroom on the verge of tears. He had found her face down on the bed, sobbing, her head under the pillow. I would have covered her with the duvet, but I hadn’t been able to do it because Vicky was lying on top of her. Thus, he had wrapped her in his body, embraced her, and comforted her.


Lidia sensed what was happening to her friend. He knew that he had not reacted like this merely out of shame, but that there was something more. He had tried to understand her even before he met her. Not in vain, Gerardo had commissioned him to approach her to explore how he could attract her to his cause. Lidia was not proud of that, but she always found refuge justifying that the old man had learned more about Vicky from her mother than from her. That’s why, even before meeting her in person, Lidia already thought she knew Vicky well, thanks to everything Gerardo had shared with her and that Gema had told her about her daughter and thanks to what she had found out directly from the mother.


For Gerardo she had been only a tool and she had been an excellent multipurpose tool for him: She had seduced Gemma to pervert and confuse her and thus make her more docile to the old man. She had taken her husband away from her, glimpsing him and keeping him interested in other things—in her—so that he would not interfere in the relationship between his wife and the old man. And he had even begun to explore the way to bring Vicky closer to him.


The funny thing is that she had ended up falling in love with the three of them, each one in a different way, but feeling love, nonetheless. First he had begun to feel things for Gema. She had made him feel them. And then, she had developed feelings with Daniel, although never possessively and, to tell the truth, always associated with what she felt for Gema. For both of them, actually, for the couple.


Perhaps Vicky was the most rational choice: The age difference between the two was small, and Vicky, of course, was not married. But Lidia does not


He was usually interested in neither rationality nor the age difference. He had already fallen in love with Vicky during Alan’s time.


For Alan, as it had been for his uncle, Lidia was nothing more than a multipurpose tool. In that they were no different. Even so, Lidia sometimes wondered what would have happened if lung cancer had not taken Gerardo prematurely. Alan, of course, would not have appeared on the scene then. Would he have managed to seduce Vicky for the old man? Infatuated as his mother had been with him and distracted as his father had been with her, between her and her mother, it is possible that they had succeeded. ¿And


then? Would she have ended up falling in love with Vicky, as well as with her father and mother? Would the five of them have formed a family, with old Gerardo as patriarch at the helm? If it had depended on Gerardo’s wishes, of course it would not have happened that way. Gerardo was not interested in Daniel and was only interested in how she could help him for his purposes.


Supposedly, Alan was interested in Daniel, somehow, if she could trust what the young man told her. But for him, she, once again, was just a throwaway tool. He would keep her close as long as he was useful, just as his uncle had done, but the moment he no longer needed her he would kick her and she would be alone.


“Vicky, I understand you more than you think,” she had told her friend, although she did not dare to tell her why that was so. “We are more alike than you think. We each have our own things that hurt us.”


But Alan had come into the bedroom shortly after her and thrown her out. “From my own bedroom in my own flat, with my own friend!” enraged Lidia. She had not wanted to leave, she had not wanted to leave her friend in her hands, but she had no choice but to leave her. He would have preferred to stay there with her to comfort her, but Alan had prevented it. With a gesture, he had sent her out. And with a glance, he had reminded her that it belonged to her. If it already belonged to her in some way before, although she had illusioned herself that this was not the case, after the catch in El Retiro with Daniel, Alan had more arguments to get her to do what he wanted. Had it been foolhardy to meet Daniel there? The Retiro was very large and how could she have known that just that day, at that time, in that precise place in the park Alan and Vicky would take a walk?


“I was a lonely and vengeful agent. My desire for revenge made me


I would gladly downgrade myself to the category of paid tool. And my…


stupidity, blindness and lack of morality… they have enslaved me,” he acknowledged.


But even slaves did not lose hope or stop plotting against their masters, at least some of them. “Who do I want to fool?” she asked herself, dejected. “What slave revolt has ever succeeded?”


Spartacus may have survived, but his followers had been crucified. In the French colony of Haiti the revolution had triumphed, but the result had been more chaos, more misery and more oppression than during the slave regime.


“Alan has too many things he can use against me.” If he pulled on the leash too much, it would eventually break on his side, as things stood between Alan and Vicky, Alan and Gemma, and even Alan and Daniel.


“Alan! Always Alan! ” she exclaimed to herself and cursed him.


On top of that, he was now taking his place with Vicky, the place that belonged to her. “Do you think you know how to comfort her as I do?” Her friend had her wounds not healed, just like she did. That united them. What did he have? But Alan had shown himself to be clever and would know how to comfort her, somehow. I would get a slice of her tears.


“Do you think you understand her as I do?” she asked discouragedly. Of course, I wouldn’t tell her more about her friend! It would no longer help him to understand it better. It wouldn’t give him that advantage. Not anymore. “But it’s too late,” he acknowledged. She had been too honest with him, perhaps to make him see that she was useful, perhaps only to feel useful and not be alone. He hadn’t told her yet that Vicky felt self-conscious about her mother, but how much would it cost Alan to come to that conclusion, at that point in his relationship with mother and daughter?


Powerless and alone in the living room, with Alan taking his place next to Vicky, she held back tears so as not to give her satisfaction. She thought of Daniel, but at that moment she did not understand him. Daniel, in some way that she had always fascinated and admired, derived sexual pleasure from the outrageous torture of being displaced by another man. “But I’m not like you, Daniel,” he lamented. His place was next to Vicky, especially in those moments. She tried to hold back her tears, but she couldn’t. He had left the door open to the bedroom, but the noises coming from there had changed. There were no more sobs, not only. « On top of that now they are fucking! »





***





Daniel still felt lost. In his head he kept having the same thoughts that he ruminated on over and over again. To have sucked Alan to make it hard to give pleasure to his wife was not a homosexual act, but an act of submission, typical of a consenting cuckold. He had been prepared for this moment. In part, it had been worse to eat his spouse’s pussy after the old man had unloaded his cum inside her. What was really worse, what was gayer? Suck her young lover from his wife in front of her or wipe her pussy from her old boss’s cumshot?


In both cases it was about sex with her, with his wife, either with his presence, his lustful (and incredulous) look, or because it was his pussy and the macho’s cumshot – whoever it was – had already become part of his body.


Like a consenting cuckold who had read erotic literature, who had explored the forums and who had fantasized, he had previously mentalized himself to do these acts. But what everyone was pushing him to do was different.


A “sugar bear daddy” had called him Gema, which showed that he had been thinking and preparing the song for some time. It also showed that it was Alan who had put the idea in her head. Although she often referred to Gerardo as a sugar daddy in her stories and sometimes compared herself to a sugar girl, the bear thing – the word “bear” – couldn’t be hers, she was sure of that. That had to be Alan who had done more than whisper in her ear.


“I’m not into uncles,” Daniel said to himself again.


He could appreciate a body like Cristiano Ronaldo’s. Heterosexual or homosexual, you would have to be blind not to recognize that it was good. But I didn’t feel sexual arousal at the thought of him. At most I felt soccer excitement. “Do you realize that CR7 is rumored to be bi?” asked Daniela. “Good example you have set”.


“Well, I’m not bi! Daniel snapped at his little inner voice. I am a submissive cuckold, a pamper, even an instigator. I am just that!


There was only one way to find out. Daniel plucked up the courage and opened the door. Daniela armed herself with expectation and entered.


From El Retiro to Chueca it was half an hour’s walk. It had flown by, lost in thought, worried about what he was and wasn’t. His lucubrations were as sterile as discussing the sex of the


Angels. Perhaps by entering the bar he would be able to find out something about himself and get rid of doubts. “Why can’t Gema accompany me in this?” he lamented and was not only referring to entering the gay bar at that moment.








***





Gemma got into the bathtub and closed her eyes. The water was hot, and the dim, yellowish light of the candles he had lit was faintly transparent through his closed eyelids, creating, along with the water, a feeling of warmth. She had already showered with Alan in the morning, but now that she was alone, it was her turn to spend some time on herself. Without Alan and with Daniel and Vicky outside, it was time to relax in the stillness of the bathtub.


She only bathed when she was alone. Or when Daniel prepared her bath to pamper her before a date with a male.


In reality, Daniel had only spoiled her for her dates with Sylvester. For her appointments with Luis Alberto or Gerardo, she had never wanted to prepare the bath for him. Nor had he done it with Alan.


Sylvester had been of his choice. Her relationship with Luis Alberto had been brief, stormy and linked to Silvestre, in addition to the fact that he was an idiot. Old Gerardo had not been to his liking. But Alan…


Alan had not been the choice of either of them. The young man had imposed himself on them. Making use of the contract for the assignment of image rights that she had signed with Gerardo and that Alan had inherited when he became the owner of the company that appeared in the contract, he had left her no choice but to assign and submit to it.


“Alan,” Gema sighed, thinking of him. The young man was bright and showed an unusual maturity for his age.


Alan,” she sighed again and his hand slid down her belly to her clitoris. He touched his magic button gently. Her pubis was sore from the young man’s thrusts. The young man had continued to fuck her mercilessly, even though after bringing her to her first climax she had asked him to give her a break. At first, with hypersensitive sex after orgasm, penetration had been annoying to him, but he had not been impressed by either her pleas or her opposition. On the contrary, he had continued to fuck her until he broke her resistance, until he got her to surrender to him. The friction in her vagina and the pressure on her clitoris had


They continued to be annoying, until they had become pleasant again. After the second orgasm, the situation had been repeated, although this time, physically and mentally exhausted, she had put up less resistance. And Alan had led her to the third orgasm of the night, one that, after the intensity of the first, she would have thought impossible could happen so often. And Alan had cummed with her and inside her.


“Alan,” she sighed again, as his middle finger gently circled her clitoris. He could barely squeeze, but he couldn’t stop touching himself while thinking about him, either.


“Will it always be so intense?” he muttered, thinking of the events of the night and also of those of his visit to Barcelona. Smiled. She felt naughty and that, together with the feeling of shame, made her laugh nervously. Both feelings competed in her, but she knew that at the same time they fed off each other. The Barcelona adventure was on the Internet, available at the click of a button for anyone who wanted to watch the video.


With the motorcycle helmet she was not recognized, but she and Daniel, she and Alan knew it was her. And so, presumably, Alan’s friends knew.


“Alan,” he sighed for the fourth time. The young man had finally given her husband what he deserved. She had finally whipped him directly, instead of through her via video conference. And finally he had made him suck cock. He had not seduced him to do it, but had commanded him to do it, had forced him, and Daniel had obeyed. Seeing how her lover, her Master, dominated her husband, had excited her a lot.


It had been a tremendously erotic experience. Daniela,” he whispered and smiled. He half-opened his eyes. Some current caused the flames of the candles to move. In doing so, they cast distorted shadows on the walls.


His eyes glazed over. Daniela,” he murmured again as he remembered the scene and imagined what it meant and what it would mean.


Alan hadn’t come into his life for everything to stay in a one-night stand. Alan and Daniel would not be friends who, for better or worse, would meet behind their backs to have a few beers, talk about her and make decisions about her. Alan would not conspire with her husband against her. Alan would subdue Daniel, truly, deeply, just as he would her.


“Alan,” he sighed for the fifth time. Although she felt like it, she didn’t dare to rub her more rigorously, because it was sore. I would think of him without reaching a new orgasm. I give you this orgasm, Master,” he whispered,


ignoring that it was not a genuine gift, but motivated because I had painful sex. His half-open eyes closed again. The heat of the water and the steam it gave off did not cease to pull it towards the kingdom of Morpheus.


Excited, without having reached a new orgasm, she would dream of the young man.


He would dream of what he would do to her and to him. I would dream of the inevitable risks that would entail, but also of the well-deserved rewards they would get.


The young man understood her well. From the first moment he had shown it.


She had read everything there was to read about her and that satisfied her. It was a demonstration that he took it seriously and that he was not a plover. He had treated her just as she dreamed of being treated by a domineering man. And she also understood her husband… too well… more than he would like and more than he would ever be willing to admit. Still, she understood him and treated him as a domineering lover—a Master, for her and for him—she had to treat him.


“Master,” he sighed for the sixth time. Alan and Amo had become the same word for her. To give herself to a man like this was not easy, and it would be even more difficult in the future, as he demanded more of her. But she was not alone. It never would be. I had HIM.








***





“Shh, darling,” Alan Manuel reassured his girlfriend. I’m here with you.


He stroked her bare back. You are beautiful. “There’s nothing to be ashamed of,” he assured her. If only you saw yourself as I see you, as others see you.


The sudden fright of his girlfriend had disrupted his plans. Alan had had in mind to comment on his pubic hair and ask Lidia, in front of her, to fix it. She had thought about the subject and finally knew how she wanted it for herself and how she preferred it for her mother. However, it had been fortunate that Vicky ran away. Seeing how Lidia had resisted leaving them alone, I knew that it would have been a mistake to entrust her with that. “I have a better idea,” he thought as he ran his fingers down his spine.


“I’m an ugly duckling,” Vicky said. With his head still under the pillow, he was barely understood. A sardin,” she sobbed, repeating what her maternal grandmother had once said to her mother, with her in front of her.


“You’re not an ugly duckling. “You’re a swan,” Alan said. You will see the photos.


You’re going to love them.


“Lidia is prettier. Do them to her! Vicky snapped, sulking.


Then he added, “I have seen how you look at each other. The complicity they had shown between the two, having coordinated against her had hurt him. It was no longer just the looks.


“Lidia is beautiful,” Alan agreed. But she’s not prettier than you.


It’s just different. And I wouldn’t trade you for anyone. His hand slid gently down his back and down to his buttocks. Sure enough, Vicky’s ass was noticeably smaller than her mother’s. There she continued to go down and entered between both buttocks. What interested him was not so much the shape of her ass, but what she could do with it for him. His fingers touched her vulva and parted her lips slightly. “It’s wet,” Alan said with satisfaction. Smiled. After all the drama, his girlfriend had been turned on by the little striptease.


“I see how you look at her!” Vicky protested. He was still with his head under the pillow.


Alan took his time to answer. She stroked her vulva. “I deflowered her,” he thought admiringly. Virginity was a valuable gift that his girlfriend had given him. It would not disappoint her; I would never abandon her. Then, her fingers moved towards the clitoris.


“Even if I look at her like that,” Alan conceded, knowing that there was no point in denying the obvious, “I’m not interested in her. I’m interested in you. If anything, what I like about Lidia is her audacity,” he said, with the intention of stinging her a little and spurring on her feminine competitiveness for her benefit. Rivalry between women is dangerous, but if well managed it can work miracles.


Then, to soften and guide her, he assured her, “But today you have been very good.


And I would have liked a striptease by Lidia much less than the one you did. She continued to play with her clitoris. His words must have been having the desired effect, because his girlfriend opened her legs slightly.


“A lie! Vicky exclaimed, however. You would have preferred to see her.


“No, love, no,” Alan denied and kissed his shoulder blade. Lidia may have had a better type than her girlfriend, but she was not as beautiful in face as she was. Vicky was beautiful; it was exactly his type. She was even prettier than her mother. He kissed his other shoulder blade. A striptease of hers would be of no value to me,” she said sharply. He didn’t have to pretend to do it, because


It was true, and it was a deeper truth than his girlfriend could have imagined at the moment. What would I get out of seeing her naked? She would undress, without further ado. But you,” he paused to kiss her shoulder blade again, “you’ve been perfect.


“Really?” Vicky asked unsurely.


“The only thing I didn’t like was that you were so stubborn. When I ask you to do something,” he paused again to kiss his other shoulder blade, “I need you to trust me and do it. I will always be by your side, Vicky. I know what I’m doing. If I ask you for something, do it, even if it costs you. Do it, especially if it’s hard for you.


Consciously or unconsciously, his girlfriend’s legs spread a little wider as his finger circled her clitoris.


“I love you,” Alan went on. I want to always be with you. But I need to see that you trust me completely. Was the small grace so serious before


—he was going to use the word we, but he corrected himself in time— your boyfriend and…


a girl?


“I’m sorry,” Vicky apologized. Manuel was right. It hadn’t been that big of a deal and she had overreacted.


“Once you took the plunge, you did very well,” Alan congratulated her.


“Lidia would have done better,” Vicky replied, however. He still sobbed every five words, but it sounded more and more like a purr.


“Kitten, she wouldn’t have done better. She would have spoiled everything.


I like that you are ashamed, because that way you give value to doing it anyway. You look beautiful when you blush.


“Liar,” he purred.


“I always love you like this: just as embarrassing, although a little less stubborn. And now I’m going to make love to you so that you don’t forget that I’ll always be with you.


With the skill of someone who did not lack practice, Alan opened his fly and put on a condom. He climbed on top of it and pointed the glans at his warm, damp cave. Vicky opened her legs a little more to facilitate penetration from behind. She gasped in anticipation as she felt Manuel’s glans knock on the doors of her vulva. The pillow, under which she still hid her head, failed to stifle her moan as she felt her boyfriend make his way inside her until he ran up his pubis against her buttocks.


“Open your buttocks,” Alan told him. I want to be deep inside you.


I want you to feel me deep inside, even in my soul.


“Yes,” Vicky groaned and obeyed. Yes! She moaned again when she felt her boyfriend bury himself deep inside her. Yes, I’m sorry!


“Do you trust me?” Alan asked. Completely? He stopped his movement, waiting for his girlfriend’s response.


“Yes, love. His pelvis moved in search of the swaying he was missing


—. Completely.


“That’s my girl,” Alan congratulated her. But you’re going to have to prove it


he warned him. Take off your pillow and show yourself!


Vicky obeyed. She let go of a buttock, pushed the pillow aside with her hand, and her head emerged.


Alan rewarded her by moving his hips. But it was a brief move. Again he stood up and ordered his girlfriend to put her hand back on her buttocks. Vicky obeyed and her hand returned to her buttock to open it, so that her boyfriend could penetrate her deeply. She liked to please him, especially if it was in something as simple and pleasant as that.


Satisfied, Alan continued with the back-and-forth movement inside her, aware that his girlfriend, having both hands occupied with her buttocks, depended on that vaginal stimulus to obtain pleasure. He adjusted the angle to make sure his cock pressed and rubbed the G-spot. From behind, it was not difficult to find him. His girlfriend’s gasp signaled to him that he was doing well. He continued a little longer to get her used to the stimulus before withdrawing it again. Then, suddenly, he stopped and said:


“We’re going to do the striptease again, Vicky.


“Yes,” she confirmed, desperate because Manuel had stopped and because with her hands on her buttocks she couldn’t touch her clitoris. She could remove them and bring a hand below her pelvis to her clitoris, but something told her not to do it. There was a pleasurable feeling of doing what he wanted, even if it was frustrating. Don’t stop,” he asked. The pleasure of doing what he wanted was not as great as that of being penetrated by him.


“This time I’m going to record you, Vicky, so you can see how beautiful you look when you get embarrassed and your cheeks blush. It’s important that you see it.


“Don’t stop, please!” he begged him. She knew she could put a hand on her and satisfy herself. But he didn’t. What Manuel told her didn’t make sense, and yet it made so much sense.


“Then tell me.” “You know what I mean,” he whispered in his ear, his voice warm. Tell me what you want to do for me.


“Am I blushing?” asked Vicky, imagining that he would say to


Manuel what he wanted to hear.


“I want you to record me doing a striptease,” he managed to say.


Alan Manuel rewarded her by moving inside her.


“He loves me! And I love him! Vicky exclaimed to herself. Manuel was upsetting her, but he was doing it in a good way.


“Am I pretty to you?” Vicky asked between gasps, feeling her cheeks burn.


“You’re perfect, Vicky,” Alan assured her. He sensed, more than he saw, that his girlfriend had blushed. “Yes, imagine the scene, Vicky,” he thought.


“Imagine undressing at my command while I record you.” You will do the striptease in front of someone I choose and it will not be Lidia.


“Are you crazy?!” Vicky was scandalized. But then he asked, “Who?”


“Who knows?” Alan replied. “You are so docile, my little one.” A friend. A stranger who wants to see you. What does it matter who I choose? The important thing is that you feel ashamed. Say. Tell me!


“Don’t stop, please!” He begged him again and continued to grab his buttocks to facilitate his penetration. He groaned, not as loudly as he had done before as he penetrated her, but lower, with several moans, almost whimpers in succession. It was difficult for him to tell him that. There was a barrier that prevented him from doing so. “Crazy.


You are crazy. I can’t do that! “‘Put it in! he begged. Put it in! —


Manuel had deliberately come out of it. She only had the glans at the entrance of her vagina. She felt empty without him. I want to… —


Started. He took a breath. His ears were burning. What Manuel asked of her was very indecent, even more than what Lidia had asked of her. Was it?—. I want you to record me doing a striptease… for—” gasped, “a stranger—” or a friend of yours. He groaned as he felt Manuel’s penetration. She was unaware of her boyfriend’s perversity and was relieved to discover it. If Manuel was like that, perhaps he would forgive her for what she had done to her friend. Maybe he forgave her for being the way she was, even loved her even more. Or for both at the same time,” he added. I wanted to feel the shame of doing so. She wanted to be amazed, just as Manuel had assured her that she would if she were able to see herself. And


I longed to please him.


“I’ll do that for you,” Alan Manuel assured him. I will always be by your side.


CHAPTER XXXI – NO





“You can’t go back and change the beginning, but you can start where you are and change the end.” – C. S. Lewis





“That’s it! Gemma exclaimed angrily.


She and Daniel hadn’t spoken to each other for days, since Alan had returned to Barcelona. They were still angry, Daniel for what she pushed him to do and because she preferred to masturbate thinking about Alan than having sex with him. And


Gemma was angry with him in response to the attitude he had towards her.


“You miss it,” Gema had resigned. Since the disagreement they had had, her husband had refused to collaborate with her in the sexting sessions with her Master. I hadn’t even wanted to hold the camera or just watch. Nor had he asked for the recordings. However, that did not mean that she had stopped sexting with her Master, either live with him, or recording erotic videos for him. On the contrary, whenever her daughter was not at home, she moaned exaggeratedly to get her spouse’s attention.


I didn’t need to do much theater either. Her unfaithful relationship with the young man excited her greatly and she was excited about what was yet to come.


Every video conference she made with him, every sex tape she recorded for him, she was aware that she fell more and more into his nets. It was reckless, but deep down she trusted him. With each photo, with each video, the material with which he blackmailed her increased. The young man had understood very well from the beginning that she fantasized about not having a choice; From the beginning he had been ruthless and had not been shy about setting his blackmail in motion. Not content with that, he had started uploading photos and videos to a pornographic platform. She felt an unlikely mix of pride and embarrassment when she saw them and read the comments. It was strange, but she felt humiliated and exalted at the same time.


In the last video he had just uploaded, she had recorded herself emulating the famous explicit recording of the former councillor Olvido Hormigos for her young lover, the then footballer of an unimportant local team. The leak of the video had caused a scandal from which Olvido, not without suffering, but with strength, had come out ahead by reinventing herself. The video, a decade later, was still among the top of the most viewed scandals; continued on pornographic platforms,


causing the comments to continue to roll and the masturbatory orgasms to occur.


“I want you proud like her,” the young man had told her. Alan had allowed him to record himself with a tiny mask that barely covered the contour of his eyes. In the comics it would have been enough to hide the true identity of the hero, but in real life it would not. His Master, however, had pixelated his face to preserve his anonymity. “As you evolve,” he had told her to increase her stress and with it her excitement, “I will gradually depixelate your face.”


It had not been clear to Gema whether he was speaking literally about that video or figuratively, referring to unmasking her in the sense of freeing her. The footballer of Oblivion, if he had expressed himself in this way, would undoubtedly have referred only to the video. Really, it would have been an impossible scenario, because the lover of Oblivion had shown that he did not have even two fingers of forehead, insufficient to even express himself literally, in addition to having ideas like that.


“And you have two fingers of forehead?” a little inner voice intruded into his thoughts. “You have the same ones as Oblivion. Look what happened to him. »


Gemma pushed away the annoyed thought. The footballer was what you would expect from a boy who uses his head to hit the ball. (Granted, the footballer was a goalkeeper, but it is possible that he had a headbutt against the post). But Alan was not a normal young man. He had shown and continued to prove that he was not. The young man had understood that she was excited by the possibility, unlikely but feasible, of being exposed and knew how to play that card. If he really exposed her, he would lose the possibility of continuing with the blackmail and with that he would ruin the pressure to subdue her more and more depravedly. That hypothetical exposure would rob him and her of the possibility of deepening the relationship. The red button on atomic bombs is only useful as long as it is not pressed; Then it was all over.


To her, Alan brought together the best qualities of the lovers she had ever had: young and handsome, ruthless and depraved, imaginative and intelligent, dangerous but reliable, and with an extraordinary sexual energy capable of transgressing and crossing heterosexual boundaries. Besides, being so young, her husband would not have to fear that she would leave him for him. He could give himself completely to him without running that danger. I didn’t understand why Daniel hadn’t seen him like that.


Above all, he didn’t understand why he had sulked in such a way after the extraordinary experience the three of them had shared together.


Only Sylvester – always and only Sylvester! – had shown interest in involving her husband in some way in bed. The others had had no interest in involving him, either in bed or out of it. Wasn’t that what Daniel wanted? Hadn’t he selected Silvestre for that? Hadn’t she coordinated with him behind his back all the adventures they had had?


Daniel had even sucked her cock on one occasion, although it had been behind her back in a threesome with a supposed friend of his. That betrayal had hurt him. Wasn’t Alan giving him what he’d always wanted?


“You’ll be back in the fold,” Gema had said to herself, convinced that the passage of time would normalize things. For her, her husband’s unjustified anger must have been due to the stormy emotional ups and downs typical of cuckolds. She also didn’t want to be too him. He understood that it must not be easy for a cuckold to experience how another man – in this case a boy – takes possession of his wife. Sexual arousal (which she accepted willingly, although she could not understand it) on the one hand and jealousy (she understood it perfectly) and insecurities (logical, despite the fact that she was tired of telling him that she loved him) on the other hand could understandably produce all kinds of emotional response.


She, for her part, felt revitalized and had the illusion and desire of a teenager again. Alan had undoubtedly infected her with his youth.


Daniel, of course, had not told her anything about his meeting with Lidia. Nor had he told her about his experience in the gay bar in Chueca; he hadn’t even informed her that he had gone there. I hadn’t yet digested the experience.


“Go up to the bedroom and undress!” Gemma ordered Daniel. Everything except the panties. And when I arrive, I want to see you on your knees looking at the wall.


“No,” Daniel replied, shaking his head. Not anymore… I can’t…


I can’t play this anymore. What you ask of me is too much,” he stammered.


“To the bedroom, naked and on my knees!” Gema insisted.


Daniel was tempted to obey her. Everything was easier if she ordered and he simply obeyed. He loved it when his wife became dominant with him. If there was one thing he regretted, it was that Gemma was not able to do it


consistently. The way he saw it, his wife was a square wave that passed from one end to the other, but he couldn’t turn her submissive side on and off like that, at her will. I needed consistency.


“I can’t, Gemma,” he taciturnly refused. You ask too much of me.


Was that the problem, that she and her lover were asking too much of him this time?


Or was the problem that she didn’t push him more continuously? Daniel didn’t know. He wanted his wife to be more dominant with him, or rather, to be dominant without interruption. I couldn’t go from submissive mode to normal mode and then back to submissive mode. Didn’t she want to deepen her own submission and be a slave to the young man? Then she had to understand that wearing the chastity device was not enough to make her feel submissive, not if she didn’t do anything else about it or if she only did it at times and then forgot.


“Still, this is too much,” Daniel said to himself. Lidia had convinced him at times to try, even more than try, to do it. But it had been a short-lived warmth, only as long as he had grasped her hand.


Then, I had gone to a random gay bar. Finding one in the Chueca neighborhood had not been a problem. I had wanted to explore what it felt like. And the experience had not been good. No man had entered him, and Daniel wasn’t sure if he preferred it that way. What would he have done if a faggot had approached him to strike up a conversation with him, flirt or, worse, make an indecent proposal? What had he tried to prove with the experiment? But no one had come near him.


Maybe it wasn’t appealing to gays. Daniel wasn’t sure whether to be happy about it or be disappointed. Perhaps they sensed his nervousness and discomfort and had decided to leave him alone like a plague patient.


“I don’t like men,” Daniel said to himself once again. He hadn’t gone to check if he was attractive to faggots, but if they were attractive to him. “Nothing, zero,” he said to himself. Apart from nervousness and discomfort, I had not felt an iota of sexual arousal and there had been a couple of men kissing. It had even been repugnant to him. Even Daniela had kept quiet and looked the other way. How was he going to do what Gema and Alan asked of him – they demanded of him – if it didn’t put anything in his way?


However, he had become aroused when Lidia had encouraged him to do so.


“Yes, we get excited,” Daniela agreed. “But men don’t like me”,


Daniel replied. “We have checked it.” He was relieved that he didn’t like men, but at the same time he was confused because at some point the idea had appealed to him.


Gema looked at him at first in surprise. Then, on his face it was expressed that she felt sorry for him.


“Love…” Gema began in a soft voice, showing empathy with her inner suffering.


Daniel recognized the damn square wave that made everything difficult for him.


“Lydia would not give up so soon or let me slip away like that,” he observed sadly.


“And that’s why he hasn’t spoken to me for days,” Gemma belatedly indignantly cried.


“Because he doesn’t want to do what we’ve asked him to do?” That he did not speak to him out of jealousy had not entirely displeased him; rather, it showed that she cared. But her refusal to do what her Master had commanded her to do put her in a delicate situation. “Always so self-centered,” he thought, as the initial empathy turned to indignation and then anger.


She must not – they must not – fail her Master, not after such a magnificent and complete weekend, not after her Master revealed that she was not his only submissive and that there was another younger woman. “He will be disinterested in me and I will lose him. We’ll lose him,” thought Gema frightened, knowing that the only way to keep a young man like Alan interested in her was to give him what a girl his age wasn’t willing to give him. And that, apparently, included her husband. “Fortunately it includes you. Can’t you see it, Daniel? »


“Why can’t you do it?” Gemma snapped angrily.


“I can’t!” I’m not into it! Daniel defended himself.


“Can’t or don’t want to?” Don’t you want to do it for me? “Why couldn’t Daniel see how important the relationship with Alan was to her?” Why didn’t he understand that Alan was right for them? Why couldn’t he sacrifice himself a little for her?” “I remember you liked sucking it,” he blurted out


—. If you even did it better than me! You didn’t complain at the time, just like you didn’t complain when you did it behind my back with Sylvester!


He accused him.


“It’s not the same,” Daniel muttered, red. It was true that she had liked the experience of giving Alan a blowjob, but she couldn’t admit that in front of her. His fat cock, first in his hand, then in his mouth, hadn’t felt as weird as he’d feared. “Because it’s not a bad thing,” Daniela’s voice whispered to him. The cock of his wife’s dominant lover… era


the most correct thing in the world to suck it, if he wanted to. It was what a cuckolded husband should do. It was natural. But what had been put between his eyebrows and her, that was against nature. Why didn’t she just understand that they were different things? Outside of that context, the uncles did not interest him at all. He had checked it. I’m not gay. Nor bisexual!


“Oh! Go! Gema was upset. “You’re a fucking selfish!” thought Gema, remembering all she’d done for him. I’m not bisex either and I hooked up with Lidia for you,” she said. That statement was partly true and partly false. It was true that he had done it in part because he knew that seeing her in a lesbian duo was a fantasy of Daniel’s, as it was for all men. However, it was no less true that Gerardo had always made her husband blindfold so that he would not see anything, and that it had been a long time before Daniel had been able to witness it with his eyes and not only with his ears.


“You did it for him!” For Gerardo! For the old man! Daniel replied indignantly.


Because of him, she had at most allowed herself to be convinced to start the relationship with Silvestre. Once launched, everything else she had done for herself and for her lovers. For him, she, at most, had agreed to sensually insinuate herself with Nuria in front of him and her submissive boyfriend, the Italian hottie. It had been a spicy game but totally innocent. If it had been up to him, they would have bitten, but the game had not gone beyond insinuation.


However, for Gerardo’s sake, he had slept with Lidia as soon as he had proposed it. And not only had he done it to offer him a visual spectacle, but he had made threesomes with both of them.


“That’s not to mention what you did in the Swiss he took you to,” Daniel ruminated. He had not yet told her in detail what he had done in those luxurious chatteaux, as she called them. He swallowed hard and bit his tongue so as not to add fuel to the fire. However, he could not restrain himself and muttered:


“I’m not a bisex. You are.


From everything he had seen that had happened between Lidia and his spouse (and more than the what, the how), Gema was bisexual. He had not kissed the young woman like this just to please the old man, for, besides, although he had always been the one who gave the orders and entrusted them with missions, he had not always been present to see if they kissed one way or another. Gemma had done more than follow her boss’s orders when she kissed the young woman.


He had seen her kiss her in a way that indicated that she was doing more than following an order. And he had kissed her not only lasciviously. The kisses indicated that there was more than sexual passion going on between the two women. Why did he refuse to acknowledge it now?


“I’m not like that,” he insisted. He wasn’t going to let his wife equate things that aren’t equal. “Two men are not the same as two women,” he thought.


Above all, they were not the same after what he had seen about her and what he had verified about himself. He was not going to allow him to assert that it was an analogous situation; he only did it to push him in that direction and he only did it because HE, Alan, wanted it to, for some reason that escaped him. “He wants to humiliate me. She wants to take me away from her. Of them,” Daniel acknowledged. “But is there anything else?” He didn’t fully understand the motivations and that irritated him.


“Daniel,” Gemma tried to soften in her voice, “if you liked men, what was the point of all that?” It’s because you don’t like it so you have to. “I needed to convince him one way or another. Everything depended on it. Her Master had given her the mission of convincing her husband to take this crucial step and she did not wish to fail him. She was afraid of failing him and letting him down so early in the relationship. She wanted her Master to be proud of her. “From us,” he corrected himself with more impetus than conviction. It will be very… erotic


He said, using an argument Alan had given him, “you’ll see. —


She put a hand on his chest to comfort him. “Yes, it would be erotic,” she said to herself. Alan had convinced her, though it still seemed grotesque to him.


She oscillated between the two extremes, but she was compelled not to fail her Master. Do it, baby. Do it for me. “For both of them,” he insisted in a honeyed voice.


Then she imagined the scene and how ridiculous her husband would be, and against all wisdom she couldn’t help but joked, “Who knows? Maybe you end up liking it.


“No!” Daniel growled and turned away from her in disgust and turned his back on her.


He could never like that, not outside of the context they intended of him!


Gemma realized her mistake, but she still couldn’t help laughing. He covered his mouth with his hand to silence himself. Fortunately, Daniel had turned and didn’t see her. “Grotesque,” he thought, “and erotic. And necessary,” he concluded.


“Love, just kidding! He assured him to take the heat off the matter. Don’t you see that he was just joking! Son, how sensitive you are! “You seem to have your period,” he sniffed. Again, he did it against all prudence, but he had not been able to resist. The situation would have been laughable, if it were not


because he was on the verge of letting Alan down. Come. As jealous as I am,


Do you think I would encourage you to do it, do you think I would allow you to do it, if I thought you might like it?


“Grrr,” Daniel said unintelligibly, shrugging his shoulders. To tell the truth, what worried him most, apart from the disgust he did, was that his wife might think that she liked him, that she would do it because she wanted to and not because it was forced. But there, with that, Gema had given a valid argument.


Still—” “No,” he said forcefully.


“Come on, love. “Please,” Gema begged.


“No!” Daniel barked. With three quick steps he reached the door of the house and opened it. Deep down, he couldn’t stand Gemma’s begging him, not for that sort of thing. He expected her to order him, to force him, not to beg him. His softness did not soften him, quite the opposite. He needed her to be dominant, very dominant, in that matter, not to ask her please. It required that he overcome his logical and necessary resistance.


Daniel left home, slamming the door with a loud slam behind him.


CHAPTER XXXII – EROTIC VALUE





“—Come on, Mario, not here. You can see us from the house next door. Scope!


He points to some moving curtains. You know what the Thais are like. There’s always someone curious.


“Perfect!” he exclaims. Didn’t you tell me that you liked to be admired for your body?


Emmanuelle’s mortified expression makes Mario smile, who continues:


“Remember: what is discreet is not erotic. The erotic heroine is, like the chosen one of God, the one who gives cause for scandal. The scandal of the world is what produces the work of art. Is it to be naked to hide when you are naked? Your lust is meaningless if you lock it up behind the curtains of your bedroom: your neighbor will not be freed from his ignorance, his shame, or his fear. The important thing is not that you are naked, but that he sees you naked; not that you cry out with pleasure, but that he hears you enjoy; not that you count your lovers, but that he tells them; not that you have opened your eyes to the truth of love of love, but that this other, the one who still walks blindly in his night and his chimeras, discovers in your gaze that there is no more light than that and sees in your gestures the testimony that there is no more beauty than that. His voice becomes more urgent. —: Any relapse into modesty would demoralize a crowd. Whenever you are troubled by the fear of scandal, think of those who live secretly waiting for your example. Don’t let them down. Do not ridicule the hope which, formulated or formless, conscious or blind, they place in you! If only once, through timidity or doubt, you prevent an erotic act from being consummated, think that no audacity or any future merit could redeem such a fright. He is silent for a moment, and then, in an imperceptible tone of disdain, he adds:


Or are you going to talk to me about conveniences? What do you want, to do like others or for others to do like you? Do you want to be Emmanuelle or any other person?


Emmanuelle looks into the distance without saying anything. She sits on the wall, hugging her legs, with her chin on her knees. Then, with an almost hostile tension, he asks:


“And why do I have to do all that?” Why me?


“Why you?” Because you can. As others can solve equations or compose symphonies, you can excel in physical love and beauty. And what one can do, one has to do. You don’t want to have gone through this


world with nothing left of you, right?


“I’m nineteen!” My life is not over…


—And do you really think that, for the past or for the future, it may be important to teach or not to show the pubis?


“The future depends only on your imagination and the boldness of your body. Not of your fidelity to customs.


“What I tell you about the history of modesty also applies to the other sexual taboos.”


– Emmanuelle 2 – The Antivirgen





“What do you think of this?” Jaume asked, not without pride. He had made an effort and played with different versions until he achieved an optimal result.


“What do you think?” Alan replied, no less proud. His eyes were shining. He knew what his friend would say, but he needed to hear it.


“She’s even prettier than her mother,” Jaume confirmed.


He looked at the photo that the stranger had taken of them in El Retiro. The lighting wasn’t all that good and he had to work hard with Photoshop to improve the quality of the image. In the end, he had managed to highlight what he wanted: the beautiful face of his friend’s girlfriend. Sweet, embarrassed, uncomfortable and insecure, but at the same time a little excited, a perfect mix, simply beautiful.


On all fours, with her skirt up and showing a cheek, with a necklace and with one end of the strap in her friend’s hand, the photo was very erotic, even to him, who did not want to treat any woman like that and even less a girl with such a sweet face. Those were his friend’s things. To him, a face and an expression like that, what provoked him was the desire to protect her.


But if Alan had the same attitude as him, he would have deprived them of such an erotic photograph. “There is something strongly sensual in the contrast between domination and submission,” Jaume acknowledged, despite the fact that he did not like one or the other. But as a film student, she needed to think beyond her own preferences. His friend was opening up a world to him that he would not have been able to access otherwise; I would not even have had the desire to do so. I was learning a lot.


“It is,” Alan agreed.


He had fallen in love with her face from the first moment, ever since he had discovered a photograph of her in his uncle’s collection. He had almost been disgusted at the sight of his uncle with her. His uncle had


manipulated Gema into talking to him about her during their sexual games.


Apparently, he had even managed to get Gema to offer him a photo of his daughter. Alan had been amazed by his uncle for that fact.


How had he managed to conquer that woman’s pussy, mind and even heart to take her to that extreme of contemplating offering her her own daughter?


The situation reminded him of the sacrifice of his son Isaac that Abraham had been willing to perform to his god Jehovah. Such obedience excited him exceedingly. When he finally understood what it was about –


of devotion expressed through sex – the idea of seeing a girl as cute as Vicky sitting on one knee of an old potbelly like her uncle, and a mature woman like Gema, with her very good-looking curves, on the other knee, the mental image excited him and stuck with him. He imagined them naked, each with her head resting on her uncle’s shoulder, fully dressed, in his suit, and the three of them looking at the camera, they with glazed eyes, with their spirits floating in the space of surrender and devotion, and he happy and proud of his feat.


Although he had been disgusted by the idea at first, Alan had soon discovered its undeniable erotic value: the contrast of ages and physical shape. Their nakedness in front of his dressed sobriety. The calculating serenity of his mind in the face of the lascivious and surrendered floating of them. Submission vs. dominance. He is the owner and they are the property. Mother and daughter. The idea had assaulted him, invaded him, and he could no longer expel it.


Mother and daughter. Together, given over to the unconditional adoration of their old uncle, protected by him, given to him. Mother and daughter. Could there be greater perversity than that, greater feat than that?


Alan was aware that he could not match the erotic value of the contrast of ages. His uncle was old and because of his bad habits he seemed to be even more so.


His unhealthy habits – so much cigar smoking, so much whiskey drinking, so little attention to his diet and not doing any sport – had led him to an early death, before he could complete his work. But the erotic value was there, in her belly, in her wrinkles, in her yellowish and blotchy skin and in her sparse hair. Mother and daughter, much younger than him; The mother in both appearance and age, the daughter did not need to be younger. Ugliness versus beauty.


At least three taboos broken at once: age difference, lesbianism… and incest. Wasn’t that what his uncle had dreamed of? Was there not


rehearsed that same thing when introducing Lydia? But no matter how young Lydia was, she was not the woman’s daughter. Had he really come close to achieving it?


Alan couldn’t get over that. Fortunately, he was not old. But in the photo he imagined, his uncle was missing an essential element. Daniel! In that, I would surpass him. That photo I had in mind would end up making it come true and the photo would be taken by Daniel. Didn’t that tip the balance of eroticism in his favor? He would look at the camera, he would look at the father and husband with a defiant look seasoned with a pinch of cockiness and another of sarcasm. “Do you see your wife and your little daughter, Daniel?” he imagined she would say. “They are mine, both of them.


They are so separately and they are so together. »


His uncle had been right not to allow Daniel, at least at first, to see the action between his wife and Lidia, between mother and daughter. Those were intimate things that it was not his place to witness with his eyes. Alan did not know his uncle’s motives for doing so, but he applauded his decision. Certainly, when the time came, he did not want the thing to turn into an.


Much of the erotic value he imagined lay in having taken the wife and daughter from another man.


Wasn’t that worth more than the contrast of ages? Because Gerardo, that photo, would not have allowed Daniel to take it. His uncle would no doubt have made it himself, with the timer or with a remote shutter. His uncle had made a mistake in trying to exclude Daniel. The father and husband did not detract from it, but added to it.


“And I’ll take another photo,” Alan fantasized. In a second photo, Daniel was imagined, naked, sitting between his legs, looking at the camera.


It would be a nice family photo, with the mother sitting on her thigh and the daughter on the other and with the husband and father on the floor, between her legs. Their gazes would be the same and his too. But Daniel’s imagined her expressing his torment, that internal conflict between giving in to his desires for submission and fulfilling his duty as a man to protect what was or should be his: his wife and daughter. Of course, he would wear the chastity device. Whether or not you could see it in the photo, that was not the important thing.


The chastity device symbolized total defeat and the effect it had on Daniel’s psyche would transcend the photograph.


Yes, in not including Daniel, his uncle had made a mistake in that. And that’s why he would surpass it. “For that and because I will not die prematurely because I do not take care of myself, old flabby.” He would have time to do all that… and more! Smiled.


“They’re very similar in face,” Alan added, “but Vicky is prettier than her mother.


“Yes,” Jaume agreed, “but,” he hesitated, studying the photo, “they have a different expression, don’t you think?” They are not the same. They have a different character. Isn’t it? Instead of looking at his friend, he continued to look at the photo. For him, images, static or moving, a photo or a film, revealed more about people than interacting directly with them.


“Yes, I think you’re right,” Alan confirmed. Maybe it’s just the age difference and the accumulated experiences, but I don’t think I could fall in love with Gema. Oh, I love her! But as a friend, as a mother-in-law, as a lover, as a sex toy… but I can’t imagine her as my girlfriend. They look alike, but then they are very different at the same time.


“Do you know what I would like?” Jaume dared to ask.


“To be in my place?” Alan joked, winking at her and nudging her in a friendly way.


“No, no. He gestured with his hands, rejecting the idea. I…


“my girlfriend?” Alan continued jokingly, not letting him finish the sentence, and made an angry face.


“No, no!” Jaume said, scandalized by the proposal. Was his friend proposing it to him or was he reproaching him for having such thoughts? He couldn’t deny that he hadn’t jerked off to the photos of his friend’s girlfriend, but he would deny it nonetheless if anyone asked him.


He didn’t understand why his friend had asked him to edit those intimate photos. For him, a girlfriend was something sacred, something that was not shared at all with anyone, least of all with a friend.


“Fuck you with my bitch?” Alan interrupted him again. To Gemma —


he specified. That can be fixed. In fact…


“No!” Jaume denied firmly. Nor could he deny having jerked off with the photos and videos of the woman. In this case, if someone asked him, he wouldn’t deny it (as long as that someone wasn’t his girlfriend). “I have a girlfriend,” he reminded his friend. I wouldn’t do that. “His conscience was already uneasy enough to participate in his friend’s troubles, and even more so to have masturbated on account of them, to really cheat on his girlfriend. He appeased his bad conscience by telling himself that he was doing it altruistically to help his friend and to learn eroticism in the cinematographic arts; Someday, when he finishes his studies and finds a job, it is possible that what he learned will be good for him. There are things that I don’t know


they study at university.


“Hmm,” Alan said, looking unconvinced. “You’ll end up doing it,” he predicted. I intend to seduce you. Gemma can be very convincing, if I put it as a goal. You’ve barely met her in person yet.


Jaume sighed. His face was burning. Under no circumstances would he be unfaithful to his girlfriend. Besides, knowing her, if one day he found out how she was helping his friend, he could be left for dead. I was already taking too many risks.


“No,” Jaume repeated. Finally his friend stopped joking and allowed him to speak, “I was going to tell you that I would like to have a picture of Gem like this, in exactly the same place, if possible.” That way,” he went on, his cheeks still flushed, “I could better compare their personalities, based on their expressions.


“Hmm,” Alan said again, visibly interested in the proposal, this time. And with the same clothes, perhaps?


“Yes, that would help,” Jaume confirmed. Two identical photos, one the mother, the other the daughter. How would they both look at the camera? What would their eyes express?


Where would the small but significant differences be?


“That… could be fixed… “Hmm,” Alan said, massaging his lower lip with the index fingers and thumb of his left hand. And the dog?


“It’s just that… it was the best image,” Jaume explained. He had considered removing it from the photo by deleting it and copying the background of another similar photo in which the damn animal did not appear, but he was sure that it would have looked bad. In addition, there was a touch of grace as he stretched his nose in the direction of her semi-exposed ass. After all, the dog’s unwanted appearance was not without value. The others were blurred,” he assured her.


“The dog thing is going to be more complicated,” Alan muttered and cursed himself for not having been smarter at the time. I should have asked for the phone number of the guy who took the photo of us,” he lamented. He was the owner of that little dog. But he was a very strange guy,” he explained, ignoring that, comparatively, he was the odd one. He and his girlfriend, actually. He and his girlfriend and her mother, really. He and his girlfriend and her mother and father. The numbers don’t lie: The dog’s master was outnumbered and, therefore, he was the odd one out.


“That’s why,” Jaume muttered.


“What do you say?” Alan asked. He hadn’t understood what his friend had muttered to the collar of his shirt.


“Nothing, nothing,” Jaume assured him. “For that reason, because if he is a strange guy, it would be appropriate to ask for his phone number in those circumstances. In that situation, no normal one would give you their number,” he thought.


CHAPTER XXXIII – FOR TEN MEASLY EUROS





“I call a virgin the woman who has made love only to one man.” – M. R. A. (Emmanuelle – The Anti-Virgin)





“Are you staying overnight again with… with Layla? Gema was surprised.


“Yes, Mom. I’m in a hurry,” Vicky replied. Her mother was already trying to control her again. Even as an adult, she still objected to everything she did! “But this time you’d do well to forbid me to go,” Vicky thought, but of course she didn’t say it. Do you think you’re the only one who has the right to spend your nights out? He snapped at her in return, reminding her of the number of times she had been absent when, a couple of years ago, she had been working.


He preferred not to inquire about the subject. At the time, things of adolescence, she had had other worries to think about what her mother did or did not do. But now, that he felt that his head was more settled, it seemed strange to him. “Not so settled, really,” he said to himself. “If you knew what I was going to do, you would forbid me and for once you would rightly forbid me something.” But he stressed, “Yes, with Layla. —It didn’t prevent a certain dose of squeaking from seeping into the sentence, especially in the name. “If you only knew that she is your old friend and then a work enemy, Lydia!”


Layla was the code name that Lidia had suggested to Vicky that she use so that her mother would not know it was her.


“What would you think of me if you knew we kissed?” asked Vicky. “We even touched each other while talking to you on the phone…” Lidia had caught her off guard and it had been easy for her to disarm her. But Vicky had also let herself be done because, somehow, she felt that she was taking revenge on her mother and that she was punishing her for the constant reproaches she made of her. “He wouldn’t understand me,” he thought. “She would never kiss a woman, she would never do anything funny.” His mother had spent her adolescence in a nuns’ boarding school. Vicky thought it was horrible. She would never understand how her parents could have put her there.


He had once heard his father joke with his mother. He had asked her if anything had happened between girls at boarding school. At the time it had seemed like a creepy idea, but after the experience he had had with Lidia, it no longer seemed so crazy to him.


“Why not? What’s wrong with it? “, he asked. However, his mother had categorically denied any brush of that style with another intern.


“It’s boring,” he said to himself. She was a very correct lady. But there was something wrong with his mother. The more his nightly absences and trips to supposed company congresses were questioned, the less things added up for him.


« Doña Correctima, and shit! » That was what infuriated him the most, that she was so critical and demanding with her, when surely she also had her blemishes.


Sometimes, just to annoy and provoke her, he wanted to tell her the truth about Layla. But she didn’t do it because her friend had strongly asked her not to tell her that she was Lidia. She didn’t understand why, but she didn’t want to risk their friendship or the shelter she offered with her apartment for her and her boyfriend.


“Aren’t you smoking?!” Gema accused her.


Obviously, he wasn’t referring to smoking tobacco.


“And you tell me, you always brought a whiff of tobacco home?” Vicky snapped.


Gema felt the blow. When she returned from Gerardo’s house, it didn’t matter if she showered, put on perfume and changed her clothes, even her underwear, which had the smell of cigars impregnated on her body. I had always thought that Vicky didn’t notice… or had preferred to think so. But her daughter had noticed it perfectly. What else did he know or suspect?


“You know what I mean,” Gema said. Aren’t you smoking joints? —he specified.


“Ah! Mum! Vicky said angrily. Why did her mother always think the worst of her? Why did he never get it right? No, I wasn’t smoking joints. He was possibly doing worse, but his mother didn’t see that. Goodbye. I’m leaving,” he said dryly. Then, enraged, she turned around and snapped at her mother, “Or do you want to come with me?”








***





“Let’s see, explain the rules again, which I haven’t heard,” Jan asked.


Biel laughed and even Jaume, the most moderate of Alan’s gang of friends, couldn’t suppress a smile. Jan was the most stubborn of the four.


Alan sighed, but everyone looked at him expectantly. Although Biel was sure he had understood the plan at first, he had no problem listening to it again. Just imagining it was already like a bull.


As for Jaume, Alan’s friend had an advantage, because Alan had shared his idea with him first. Jaume and Alan had always been very close, although they had gone through different times. However, the situation with his mother-in-law and his girlfriend, far from alienating them, had brought them closer again. Although Jaume did not share his ideas, which seemed bizarre to him and of an obscenity of which he did not see himself nor did he want to see himself capable, Alan consulted with him often. Maybe he did it because of that, because, apart from being his friend, he had a different opinion. Perhaps instinctively Alan was looking for a brake on his nonsense.


Jaume also looked at him carefully. Even he could not deny that the idea—indeed, the whole situation of Gemma and Vicky, even if something was stirring inside him—excited him. He tried to calm himself, telling himself that he was only fascinated by it, but the truth was that he turned it on, even if he considered it amoral. The two women made him feel sorry. If Alan made everything he fantasized about come true… As for the husband, she did not waste much time thinking about him. Perhaps it was because as a man he felt that he had to protect women, even more so when they were so beautiful. Or perhaps he thought that this – protecting them –


it was what the husband had to do. Or, perhaps, he thought Daniel was pathetic and didn’t deserve a single thought. It’s possible that his instinct told him that what Alan had plotted for him was just what he deserved.


Alan explained the plan to them again. They would set up a poker timba, similar to what Silvestre had once set up for Gema. On that occasion, Daniel had acted behind the scenes and given ideas and made suggestions to Sylvester. And the woman’s puppet-lover had mostly listened to her, although later her roommate, Luis Alberto, had turned out to be a loose verse. This time it was going to be different and Daniel would find some major surprises. Hadn’t Daniel enjoyed the unexpected humiliation that Luis Alberto had caused him almost more than everything he had prepared with Silvestre?


“It would be the perfect occasion to introduce Vicky,” Alan mused.


“So, is he gay?” Jan asked simplistically.


As Alan had feared, his friends had kept that part, instead of thinking what was really interesting to them. That’s why she hadn’t shared with them that Daniel had given her a blowjob. The last thing he needed was for his friends to think he was gay (when it was obvious that he wasn’t and that, at most, for that specific act, he could be branded


of bisex). She had only confessed that to Jaume. But even he had raised his eyebrows and looked at him in amazement. Alan had had the feeling that his close friend had then become uncomfortable with his presence. Fortunately, it seemed that he had already digested it. Perhaps Jaume understood it or perhaps he accepted it because they were close friends.


Or maybe he had a greater sensitivity for dedicating himself to the performing arts.


What he had told his friends was what he had done with the woman. And they had been amazed, naturally, even though they had already seen her once in action and live. Above all, they had been incredulous and excited that he had first spanked her with his belt at home, then butt-fucked her, and finally shoved her straight from the ass to his mouth. “Not even the whores do that,” they had maintained. And they were right: In their experience, that was not how the professionals did. Or “I thought that was only done in porn,” they had exclaimed. But what could they understand about a submissive-hungry woman who, moreover, was excited to do this in front of her husband, perhaps to humiliate him through her unbridled lust and thus punish him and punish him again for having cheated on her? Unfortunately, his friends, except Jaume, were too basic to explain to them the convoluted nuances of the three-way relationship.


It was about much more than sex.


He had also told them about his girlfriend. There they had been speechless and silent for several minutes, trying to digest that his girlfriend was the woman’s daughter. He had not told them anything more and had avoided answering their questions; For the moment I would let them fantasize about where both relationships would lead and how they would eventually converge.


After that bombshell, they had heard about Lidia still thinking that the mother and daughter were being thrown. Still stupefied, they had hardly reacted when they told them that, after saying goodbye to Vicky, he had returned to Lidia’s apartment to her. He had not been satisfied with grabbing her by the vulva while his girlfriend showered. I must have her up well. Lidia, at other times more solicitous, had been somewhat elusive. But he had grabbed her by the vulva again. That time, in the absence of his girlfriend, he had allowed him to scream in pain… or moan with pleasure; he had not cared for the reasons for their howling, but they had excited him just as much.


The delicious noises that Lidia had made had reminded him of the screams he had heard coming from his uncle’s bedroom, one of the


nights that they had stayed at his house to celebrate his birthday. Already at dinner he had fallen in love with Gema, for her beauty, despite her maturity, for how she dressed – elegant but slutty – for how pleasant she was to talk to (despite the fact that her parents, even more stale than usual, had not made it easy for her) and, above all, for how sweet, solicitous or, You could even say, submissively behaved with her uncle. At that moment, given the difference in age and physical appearance, Alan had concluded that she was a whore, one of those who paid for it. His parents, in private, had also made derogatory comments about it. As he would later discover, after his uncle’s death and after receiving his inheritance, they had not been entirely wrong, and they could not have been more wrong.


Would anyone have thought differently if his uncle had been a handsome man, as in his younger days? Or would they have also focused on their riches, ignoring their magnetic personality? Even he had taken Gemma for something different than what they really were. At the time, he had been too young and inexperienced to understand how seductive an experienced, dominant man could be for a submissive woman. He, too, had underestimated his uncle’s personality and had forgotten that he had once been very attractive, with his height and blue eyes. He knew this because he had once found an album hidden in his house. After looking at it, he had left it again in the same place, taking care to leave it exactly the same. But months later, when shortly before his uncle’s birthday he had wanted to take another look at it, he had disappeared.


Returning to Lidia, the good thing about her – and for that, among other things, she paid her – was that she knew how to be submissive like the Chinese prostitutes in the flats and hot like the Venezuelan women in the brothels, while at the same time she was beautiful like the Ukrainians in the industrial estates. Not that he considered himself an expert whore, but he had had his dabbling in that world. It was not easy to find a bride capable of satisfying his sexual appetite.


He had had girlfriends; flirting was easy for him. But he had always succumbed to the need to supplement his sexual diet with girls who were more predisposed, less repressed and almost without taboos. They were girls who satisfied him sexually, even if only in part, but whom he could not love. They were girls who enjoyed themselves, who were truly submissive to him, but he knew full well that it was pure theater and that they did it only because he paid them. They did not love him or feel devotion to him. And those who loved him, the


real girlfriends, sexually they fell very short and objected to the things I wanted to try to do.


That’s why, after discovering the truth about Gema, he had been completely captivated by her, to the point of becoming obsessed with her. Age separated them, but the way they understood sexuality brought them closer.


Later, he had found among his uncle’s numerous files the photo of his daughter, Vicky, and had fallen in love suddenly. If there was a possibility that this sweet and virginal creature also had the same sexual inclinations as his mother…


Alan forced himself to think again about what he had told his friends about Lidia. Thinking of her, his thoughts had once again ended with Gema and Vicky. What was it that he had told his friends that had not impressed them, because they were still amazed by what he had told them earlier about the family relationship between Gema and Vicky? At another time, they would have made foul comments about what he had done with Lidia. Everyone would have done it, except Jaume. Yes, after alternating tugging on her labia with cheeks on her vulva, he had pushed her on the bed face down and penetrated her from behind, in the ass. Unlike Gema, Lidia did not like anal sex so much. She did it and she did it well, as a good professional that she was. “Yes, it is possible that Gema likes her too much and that detracts from her value,” he muttered amused. The fact was that he had hurt Lidia. She had tolerated it, but despite her experience and her physical preparation, her body had become deliciously tense and twisted. I had watched as he gripped the sheets and flexed the palms of his feet. She had uttered even more delicious moans, though sadly muffled against the mattress, as if trying to rob him of that pleasure of listening to his discomfort. “No, Lidia didn’t like it,” she recalled. “But I do.” Alan was sure that she had not done mere theater to satisfy him. And he had cummed brutally in it.


Then he was gone, without saying anything. That’s what he paid her for. And Lidia had deserved it.


Alan snorted and shook his head, both in response to Jan’s simplistic question, and to get out of his memories. His friends definitely didn’t understand what he was getting. They remained on the surface, in the parts, without understanding either the nuances or the beauty of the whole situation. She loved her mother-in-law and would take her farther away, far beyond what she imagined. He loved Vicky and would enhance that


develop their sexuality. He appreciated Daniel and would push him to evolve.


But there were things that possibly only a paying whore would be able to give him, such as using it and leaving feeling nothing but the satisfaction of having drained his eggs. Lidia was important in the scheme. Why hadn’t his friends been able to appreciate it? He tried to explain it calmly, masking his musings under the question that Jan had asked him:


“No, it’s not. Sexuality is in the head. Forget about looking for it in your dick or in your pussy. Or in the ass,” he joked, a little forced. I know this is too complicated for you, but the brain is more complex than dick or pussy, gay or straight or even bisex. If this guy were gay, I wouldn’t prepare this surprise for him. I don’t want him to like it; I want you to dislike me deeply.


“In front of… her?” Biel asked in amazement. It was the same question he had asked the first time. You really want to destroy him completely. What kind of father… what kind of husband… of man? —


Biel stammering.


In response, Alan just smiled.


“I don’t know if I feel comfortable with that. With… you know,” objected Biel.


Is it necessary for the faggot to come?


“Think she’s coming too,” Alan pleaded his cause. He needed his friends for that. There were things he couldn’t do on his own and for which he needed help. What was the use of her undressing in front of him, among other things? Eroticism in couples has a limited path and has an expiration date. The interesting thing was that he did it in front of strangers. “And in front of Daniel… or Daniela. »








***





“A timba, aunt, are you crazy?” Vicky exclaimed, as if the card game were the problem. She was still surprised at herself for having allowed herself to be persuaded to participate in such madness. Nervously, she looked in the mirror.


¿No… can’t we at least change there? he stammered.


She looked herself up and down unsurely. Her outfit, thanks to a last-minute (un)happy idea of her friend’s, included the dog collar. The corresponding strap hung clearly visible between her little breasts on the outside of the blouse. They were the same accessories with which her boyfriend had come up with the idea of taking her for a walk to the park of El Buen Retiro and where it had occurred to him that a


unknown photograph her on all fours.


Manuel had sent her two of the photos he had taken that day at home and then in the park. Against all odds, she had managed to make her look beautiful in them, even in which she appeared handcuffed and showing her shiny breasts with her cumshot. After all, maybe he didn’t have them so ugly. They were small, but even with their few curves they could be sensual. And then there was the photo of the park, in which he appeared with the collar and leash, on all fours, like a domestic animal. Her boyfriend was imposing, holding the leash. And she… It hadn’t looked bad, after all. It looked like a scary animal, but it hadn’t looked bad, despite the enormous embarrassment it had gone through. At the time, he had sworn that the photos would be a waste. With the embarrassment she had felt, it was impossible for her to appear moderately photogenic in any snapshot, but she had been wrong. Even so, no one could take away his embarrassment. He had shown his ass to the passers-by and in the photo he appeared showing his buttocks.


Besides, there was the damn dog. Wasn’t there a better photo, one in which the annoying animal didn’t appear sniffing his butt as if he were a congener?


“You’re beautiful like this,” Lidia assured her, hugging her from behind and looking at herself in the mirror with her. Let’s go like this on public transport —


he insisted. It’s part of the experience.


“Everyone will look at us,” Vicky protested, as she looked at herself and her friend in the mirror. His protest was barely a murmur. I can’t do this,” he continued to protest quietly. His mind was still partially on the photos. She had congratulated Manuel on what a good photographer he was, but he had attributed all the credit to her… and a friend of his, who had been in charge of editing the photos to improve the quality. He was speechless. How could her boyfriend have been able to share those photos with anyone?! Perhaps that is why he had accepted Lidia’s proposal, to take his revenge. If Manuel shared it like this with others, without their permission, surely she…


“Of course they will look at us,” Lidia agreed, interrupting her thoughts. He pressed his cheek to Vicky’s.


“My mother,” Vicky murmured, without finishing the sentence. I… —


He stammered with a racing heart, remembering the last thing he had said to her before leaving.








***







“Do you remember this?” Gemma asked Daniel. She tried to strike an innocent and slightly embarrassed pose, but with her husband it was not easy.


“Of course,” Daniel confirmed, looking at his wife with desire.


Years had passed, but Gema was even prettier if possible. The sexy schoolgirl costume still fit her. Or, rather, it was worth it again. By Gerardo’s time, Gema had gained a few extra pounds. Not that he cared. On the contrary, between skinny and plump, Daniel preferred the latter. Besides, at that time, the old man’s lover, Gemma had always dressed very elegantly. Then, after the death of her boss, Gema had gone through a depressive period and the excess pounds had increased. But since she had started dating Alan, Gema had taken care of herself physically again and was losing unnecessary fat.


The gym Alan had ordered her to go to was paying off and now her thighs and arms were toned again. You could tell that she was doing her best for the young man. “To be at his level,” Daniel thought.


“With the old man I didn’t need to take care of his body so much. And with me…” He shrugged. I didn’t need to finish the sentence. He didn’t care if he dressed up for other men; on the contrary, it excited him.


Daniel admired the figure of his wife and felt how her caged chick responded. “I’m not gay. Definitely,” he said to himself, almost with relief. Alan’s cock had chased him in more than one dream. Or had they been nightmares? Alan’s cock in his mouth and his hands on his head, guiding him. And


Gemma looking at him, judging him… detesting him.


Her breasts threatened to come out of her half-unbuttoned shirt, but the bra managed to contain them. “She’s hotter than that time,” Daniel acknowledged. “The years go by. In some people they accumulate, but in others they pass and improve them,” he admired. Gerardo had transformed his wife in more ways than one. The old man had had a greater impact on her than he, her own husband, had.


Gerardo had managed to transform her into a businesswoman, capable of making business decisions. He had lifted her up, but at the same time he had sunk her, making her discover her implacable desire to submit and be dominated. “To submit to and be dominated by someone who is not me,” she said to herself. To say that the fact did not matter to him would be to fail to understand the mind of a cuckold. He was worried that she had such longings for another man, but


not with him, never with him. But, at the same time, it was something that excited him. I wasn’t angry about it. How could he be, if he himself had laid the tracks in that direction with Silvestre? But he was concerned about the level of his wife’s submissive desires. Wasn’t he going too far? Reaching the point is one thing, but getting drunk is another. And getting drunk every day is dangerous. It is self-destructive and catastrophic for the alcoholic and for those close to him.


“It’s my fault for starting it,” Daniel acknowledged. “But the damned old man took her too far. And now his nephew! The damn old man had changed her physically, too. The reddish hair dye that he demanded in her private parts had been the least of it; that had passed over time. “But the breasts…” He looked at them dumbfounded. She would always bear his mark. “His, the old man’s, not mine.” That fact worried him, tormented him. “I have no remedy. The worst thing is that it also turns me on. Dammit! It excites me that another man has designed my wife’s tits, without me even having an opinion! I’m excited that she’s been so infatuated with him that she’s allowed it. “What did that make him? “I don’t deserve to be her husband. No woman deserves to have a husband so allow that. “Once again, it was his fault. Without meaning to, he had predisposed her by making from time to time (which is not the same as from time to time!) derogatory comments about her breasts, logically somewhat droopy and a little flaccid after having breastfed his daughter. “I didn’t intend that. I didn’t want another man to change his body like that,” he lamented, but he continued to look at them dumbfounded.


“The poker thing with Sylvester’s friends,” Daniel added. It was the sexy schoolgirl costume she had worn to the game. Years had passed, but he remembered everything, every detail! How could I forget it!? Those kisses with which she had rewarded her lover’s friends were unforgettable. Of everything, what she remembered most was the morreos, the kisses with tongue to some boys (if they could be called that) that she had just met. He also remembered that he had put on the chastity device for the first time that night and that Silvestre’s roommate had humiliated him after leaving, forcing him to put on Gema’s panties and making him clean the toilet in that way, practically naked. In fact, it had been worse than doing it completely naked. Why did you wear it? He asked him surprised. Since that time, Gema had not put on her costume again.


“Would you like to revive it?” Gema asked, trying to sound seductive.


She unbuttoned a button on her blouse. Tell me, would you like it?


“Yes,” Daniel admitted. He swallowed hard. “Those kisses…”


“What if…” Wasn’t she alone? ¿What if… Was there another girl? Gema groped, throwing him another hook.


Daniel only needed to accept his design to make it happen. She just had to finish creating her profile for the network of contacts between men. I almost had it completed. I was almost convinced.


I just needed to push him a little more, pull him a little more, seduce him a little more. One more step and her Master would be proud of her. One more step and he would reward them both, organizing a poker scam like that. “Come on, love,” Gemma prayed to herself. “You loved that. You also loved that I kissed Lidia. Come on, take that insignificant step. Do not let me fail my Master. One step and you can relive your two favorite experiences, merged into one.”


Alan had promised them that he would recreate that experience for them, but that he would introduce some variation. At first, she had felt threatened when she heard her Master assure her that another submissive woman would attend, a girl, a young woman. Instinctively, he had understood that he would have to compete with her somehow. The idea of having a rival, someone who competed for the position of submissive and who would dispute her Master did not please her. But then he had understood the advantage: Daniel couldn’t resist witnessing that. Alan was very intelligent and had given her all the tools to convince her husband to take that little step of nothing.


It was not a small step at all. But Gemma had no eyes or ears for anything other than to satisfy Alan.


She wanted, she needed! to experience the lust of total submission, that which Gerardo had begun and that he had left unfinished. He wanted Him to be proud of His dog.


“HE?!” cried Gemma to herself, recognizing the direction in which her thoughts were drifting. “Who is He? Do I want Gerardo, wherever he is, to be proud of his unfinished work? “Often, when she looked into Alan’s eyes, she saw Gerardo looking at her. Uncle and nephew had the same eyes and the same look.


“I’m terrified that He will lose interest in me and go with another, a younger one,” she thought, and this time she readily acknowledged that she was referring to Alan. Sometimes the two intermingled and formed a single person. But that was


something she had to keep to herself. “It would hurt Daniel a lot if he knew how much I still think about Him, about Gerardo.” In an unconscious reflex, she touched her breasts.


Gema was sure that Alan would be jealous. If she looked like her uncle – and she did – he wouldn’t want to share her with anyone. “I think that, unlike Gerardo, Alan accepts that I love Daniel. But I would never accept that he felt…” What word did he use? “Devotion!” he recalled. Alan wouldn’t accept that he felt that way for any man but himself, even if he was his uncle and dead. “There can only be one master,” he concluded. It was not something that either the uncle or the nephew had told him; it was something she knew was so. That was how it should be. Daniel could not and should not be his master, not by a long shot. He needed that role to be filled entirely by another man. That is why she understood and supported that, even if she accepted that she would always love her husband, Alan wanted to create some distance between them. “That’s why he wants Daniel to take that step so much,” Gema acknowledged. “He needs some time to transform me, without interference, into what he wants. And I want it to transform me,” he concluded. “And yet I will continue to love Daniel. Always. But we need him to step aside a little and for him to transform himself. It will only be a period, a stage,” he tried to convince himself. Later, the three of them would be together, doggy, puppy and Master.


As for Gerard, it would be harder for him to get him out of his mind. But he would have to keep the secret that no matter what he did, he would always end up comparing Alan to his uncle. Even her husband would be hurt to know how she still felt about him. Devotion to a Master is easily confused with love. “But Daniel would find it less difficult than Alan to accept that fact.”


“What if there was another girl?” He tempted Daniel again.








***





“Ah, here you are, beautiful,” Amancio welcomed them at the door.


He wanted to greet his girlfriend with a kiss on the mouth, but she stopped him:


“Makeup,” he warned. He had taken great care and did not want to ruin his work before his time. In return, he gave her two kisses in the air, one on each cheek, barely touching her face.


“All right,” Amancio murmured and greeted Vicky with two chaste kisses on the face, which were more than just the touch that his


girl—. They are waiting. Anxious,” he added, grinning from ear to ear. He was also anxious and surely he was more anxious than the others, who had not yet known Vicky or dreamed of her. What he had plotted with Lidia promised. Come in,” he invited them in.


Lidia took the lead and entered the hallway, pulling Vicky on a leash in hand.


Amancio turned away and looked at them in amazement. He had not counted on that detail. Lidia, once again, had managed to surprise him and, as usual, she did it for good. I really liked him. She always went out of her way with him and managed to make him feel special. He did it with creativity and intelligence. It is said that prostitutes do not enjoy their work, but Amancio, at the risk of really believing that he was special, was not so sure in her case. “It’s her who’s special, not me,” she said to herself.


They really connected very well with each other, although, with no monthly payment in between, he was sure that such a young man would not waste half a second in even looking at him. “Or is it?” he hesitated. “If he knew me as he knows me now…” He shook his head. He was a sentimental fool. But he couldn’t help but really like the girl. Because of that, he was willing to get into potential trouble for her. For that and for Vicky, of course. The party had not been set up altruistically.


“Are you ready?” Or are you waiting for someone else? he joked.


Lidia and Vicky had stood in the hallway, as if they were rethinking it or as if they were waiting for someone else.


“Lidia is capable of surprising me, inviting another friend,” Amancio thought excitedly and hopefully. Since he was dating his sugar girl, women his age and even those who were a little younger than him did not like him so much. He had definitely taken a liking to young girls, but he didn’t mind meeting Vicky’s mother, of whom Lidia had told him, if only out of curiosity… and for morbidity, of course.


Lidia took Vicky’s hand and whispered something in her ear that Amancio could not understand. In the other hand, Lidia was still holding the leash. From behind, Amancio watched as Vicky tensed and clung tightly to Lidia’s hand. The scene excited him. A shameless girl who did it only for money and to whom everything slipped was not the same as an insecure novice who did it out of curiosity. In a way, I was deflowering her.


I was contributing to that first experience of hers. “No, I’m


Cheating. The one who is deflowering her is Lidia,” he acknowledged. “She should pay me,” he joked to himself.


Vicky shook her head. It was not a good idea what I was doing. I didn’t want to do it. Or did he want to? How had he stopped being convinced by Lidia? She always ended up doing what she wanted! How did he achieve it?


Wasn’t she with Manuel not because, but because she wanted him that way? “Fortunately he left it for me,” Vicky thought gratefully.


Hadn’t she encouraged her from the first moment to go out with him? It could even be said that Lidia had sold it to him. Hadn’t she made everything easier for him?


For everything, she ended up doing what Lidia wanted.


“Manuel,” Vicky muttered so quietly that only she could hear him. She felt bad for him, because she was about to cheat on him, somehow. But she also felt the need to take revenge on him, to make amends in some way for having shared her nudes with a friend. Hadn’t he betrayed her first? That was what Lidia had stressed to him and he was right about it. If he went around showing his naked body to other people, couldn’t she also show it to whomever she wanted? It was his body, after all! She was not his property… although the experience of letting the collar be put on by him and playing at being his pet punctually had not displeased him. “And now it’s Lidia who has put the necklace on me. Now I’m his pet. “Somehow, he sensed that in reality he had always been, since he had known her.


Lidia pulled her, the leash and the hand, and together they went into the room.








***





“I can’t do that,” Daniel insisted. “Under no circumstances”.


However, he called Lidia.


He had refused to give in to his wife’s pressure. I wasn’t going to do it.


He had even resisted the sibylline and self-interested temptations he proposed. He wasn’t going to complete his profile and he wasn’t going to post it. She wanted me to do it for Alan, not for him. He didn’t even know why he had started writing his profile in the first place.


Actually, I had it almost finished. I was waiting to review it and hit the publish button. I had had to write aberrant things. He had been caught at a weak moment, with an excessively high libido. But now


Although he continued with the chastity device and had not tasted his wife’s pussy with his cock for an infinite amount of time, he could see clearly. How could he have written that he was looking for a dominant man to submit to?


How could he have asserted that he was willing to do anything, within the limits that his wife and the suitor agreed?


Why had he been influenced by his wife and had stressed that he was looking for a long-term relationship, with a preferably mature man?


Gema had whispered in his ear to write that those under sixty should abstain and he, at that moment, had listened to her. Not that it mattered too much: a cock is a cock and he didn’t like cocks.


But it is not the same to submit to a man with the body of a Greek god as to one with the body of Gerard the Elder. Not that he had any hope of attracting any young man who, though not attractive to him, was at least not repulsive. He had seen it in Chueca: he was not put into the slightest by men and he was not in the least way by them, apparently. No one had come to speak to him. Fortunately.


A stable relationship with a dominant, gay, and old man?


A relationship outside of his marriage, practically disconnected from his wife and her lover? How crazy! Why had she even created the account on that site that Alan had pointed her to through her?


“Alan, Alan, always Alan!” he muttered angrily. What bothered him the most was that Gema played his dirty game. “She wants to separate us and she agrees!” Gerardo had tried and failed. By the skin of their teeth.


But at least he had had the good taste to try it with Lidia. But there was nowhere to take Alan! A man! He must have been alienated when he had begun to complete his profile… and when he had continued to write it.


He had been excited by humiliation. Yes, it was that. That’s all. But it was grotesque nonsense. It was an unforgivable rudeness on Alan’s part to propose something like that. But even more unforgivable was that Gema pressured him, seduced him… to try by all means. Everything but one: to order him inflexibly and incontestably to do so. Bring out their femdom side.


To dominate him femininely. Anything but asking him, suggesting him, tempting him or commanding him lukewarmly. Anything but doing it in Alan’s name. Humiliate the cuckold? Yes, but within marriage, within the triangle of hotwife, cuckold and gorer. Never as something separate between him and… And… an old man!? What had they believed? What had he believed? What did they think he was,


What did she believe?


“You give up on me, then,” Daniela asked sadly.


Lidia would understand.


“Come on, Lidia. Pick up the phone,” Daniel implored him. “I need to talk to you. I need you, friend. »


After refusing to give in, after being firm in the face of the tempting expectations of compensating him if he gave in that Gema had proposed, she had left the bedroom angry. He had slammed the door behind him. And


seconds later he had slammed the door a second: He had left the dressing room that constituted the anteroom of the bedroom and had done so without changing his clothes. Finally, Daniel had heard a third door slam that had made the villa rumble. It had been the door of the house.


Had Gemma gone out dressed like that, like a sexy schoolgirl, into the garden? There she is!


Had he gone out that way on the street? Worse for her! Was he gone? She would know. What had she said to him in the bedroom, moments before she left in a rage at her failure? « Failure against Alan. That’s why you get angry,” Daniel inferred. “Just for that. And I, what? Gemma had told him that if he didn’t want to accompany her to the party, she would go anyway. He had assured her that she would have fun even without him! And he had warned him that not only would he not witness a party like that again, a poker game like the one with Sylvester, but also that he was not going to tell him anything about what he would or wouldn’t do.


“Is it today? Now? Daniel wondered in a daze.


He was dull, but he still had enough reasoning to realize that everything his wife did was aimed at satisfying the damn Alan. And things were getting worse. “It’s a good thing I haven’t given in,” he thought. He felt an emptiness inside him, right there where he had felt the thrust that Gema had given him.


“Take it, Lidia.” “Please,” he murmured. He didn’t even care anymore if Gema heard him talk about Lidia or heard him talk to her. Perhaps then he would realize that there was something more to life than Alan. Anyway, he was gone. Daniel felt vertigo. « To the poker party? Now? he asked himself dizzy. It was difficult for him to reason. “With Alan?” And then: “With Alan!”


That was the only clear thought he had, too clear, like sharp needles sticking into his brain. He massaged his temple with his free hand.


Was he suffering from an anxiety attack? He?


Daniel is not very emotional, at least in appearance. It is quiet, even parsimonious, some say. Indolent, he has been accused at times. But it is not


TRUE. What you see of him is the tip of the iceberg; most of it is underwater. It is there in the subconscious where emotions are often hidden and where anguish simmers.


“Lydia, please,” he begged. Why didn’t he pick up the phone? Why was no one ever there when they needed it? Why did he always feel alone and misunderstood? He was having a hard time breathing. Lidia would understand… if he picked up the phone. She would understand that it was not a question of renouncing Daniela, but of how they had approached it. He was willing to let himself be humiliated by the goring, as long as it was part of the sexual game with his wife. He was willing to suck it, if necessary.


“If necessary?” protested Daniela.


Actually, he had liked the experience: The gorer dominating him and her in bed. He in bed with them, participating with his eyes and ears in their games… and with his mouth, when necessary. Not like with Gerardo, who had always excluded him from bedding and limited him to what happened in the living room. Alan had done everything right, until he had come up with the idea of forcing him to have a male lover, someone alien to them and to the game between them. The humiliation was enormous and that, to be honest, had excited him. But to have a sex life parallel to theirs, to that of his wife and his goring? No, that didn’t make sense.


Daniel was willing to beg Alan to reconsider his absurd, unworkable, and counterproductive idea. He was even willing to swallow his pride – the little he had left – and prostrate himself at his feet, even kissing them if necessary. For the goring, as part of the sexual game with his wife, he was willing to do everything. He would be the best Daniel there could be, if that was what they wanted of him, but he would be the best with them, with his wife and his goring, not with a third party, with someone outside the trio they formed.


Tonight, Alan had seemed to him a good gore in the making.


To be honest and although he was always reluctant to admit it, he had given them what they needed. But then he had screwed up in a big way. He had shown that he was too young for the position. Inexperienced and unintuitive, he had fatally erred in his analysis of the dynamic between hot and cuckold spouse.


Yes, at first he had let himself be carried away by the eroticism of the enormous humiliation that Alan’s proposal – or rather his demand – meant to him.


But now it was clear to me. It was absurd. Unacceptable. Inadequate. Totally inappropriate. What he demanded was completely outside the relations


between a hot spouse, cuckold, and goring; he did not belong to that triangle.


Alan demanded it because he was not a good gorer. And because I wanted to separate them and that’s not what a good gorer is. “Sure, he doesn’t want to be a gorer. He does not wish to be my wife’s lover. He aspires to be their master and lord,” Daniel envisioned. The worst thing was that Gema was once again blinded by her own desires for submission, so much so that she even agreed,


jealous as she is, that Daniel had a lover, a male one, of course.


“I don’t want that!” said Daniel. She didn’t want to have lovers, neither male (of course not!) nor female. If anything, he could imagine having a special friend like Lidia, even, why not?, with the right to rub shoulders, if his wife continued to ignore him like this.


“Lidia would understand me,” he lamented hopefully. Lidia, in that situation, unlike Gema, would have asserted her dominance. Instead of trying to convince him, push him, seduce him or even beg him, she would have ordered him sharply. Simply. Of course, Lidia would do it in a sensual way, without getting angry or desperate and with a smile on her face, but, above all, she would do it in an unappealable way. Lidia would not give him any option, she would not leave him any escape. She would force him to do it. She wouldn’t leave him at the crossroads of being able to refuse or accept and move on. Because accepting without opposition, accepting having other options, accepting without resisting meant for Daniel to admit that he wanted it. And he didn’t.


He is neither gay nor bisexual nor transsexual nor transvestite nor… In any case, what makes him feel is that his wife dominates him and, within that domination, forces him to do humiliating things, but always within the context that she is the woman with sexual freedom and he is the cuckold beaten without her.


But Gema was becoming more and more selfish about it. She had a lover, and that was fine. She enjoyed submission to the lover, and that was fine. By humiliating her, the gorer humiliated him as well, and that was fine. But Gema, the more submissive she was to her lover, the more she forgot that Daniel needed her to be dominant with him. Daniel was tired of her inconsistency in that sense, of the continuous ups and downs in the level and intensity of the dominance that she exercised over him, of going from a state of on to a state of off and of remaining longer in that last state than in the first. He didn’t need a man to command him and his wife to beg him. He needed her to be the protagonist in his life.


“Lidia would understand.”








***





“Who is it now?” asked Lidia, annoyed with the call that had just interrupted her entrance on the scene. “I should have turned off my mobile phone or put it on silent,” he lamented. It was not the best time to receive a call. She was in front of Amancio’s three friends, holding Vicky’s hand and with the leash on the other. She had just taken a breath to introduce herself and, above all, introduce her friend, but the loud call had made her lose concentration. And, on top of that, it kept sounding and sounding as if there was no tomorrow. It was already the third time in a row that this person called her.


Some people don’t understand that if you don’t pick up the call the first time, it’s unlikely that you can pick it up the third time. Or even that it can bother.


Amancio’s friends looked at her amused. They didn’t seem at all bothered by the interruption. Apparently, they had a place to recreate their views, while Lidia shook her head and put on a face of circumstance.


“Meet my girlfriend,” Amancio interjected, ignoring the noise of the ringtone. He placed himself between Lidia and Vicky, behind them, and put a hand on Lidia’s shoulder. He was swollen. Her name is Lidia.


And this is her cute friend Vicky. He put his other hand on Vicky’s shoulder.


That was not how Lidia had thought of entering the scene. Because of the call, Amancio had stolen the limelight.


But the mobile phone kept ringing. Finally, Lidia gave up and prepared to put it out. She had her mobile phone in her bag, which she had left in the hallway.


She let go of Vicky’s leash and tried to let go of her hand, but Vicky kept holding on tightly. Finally, he managed to break free. In any case, Vicky could not pretend to be holding on all night like a little girl to Mom’s hand.


“You already know the rules,” Amancio reminded his friends. No cell phones.


It sounded ironic at the time and friends laughed. Amancio had imposed that condition on them to prevent any of his friends from falling into the temptation of taking photos. In reality, it had been Lidia who had set that condition. She didn’t like to be photographed. Had


I made that mistake once and had learned from it. Gerardo had been the exception: he had photographed her with Gema, but she had always made sure that her face did not come out.


Lidia took her mobile phone out of her bag, ready to turn it off, but she couldn’t resist looking at the screen.


“Shit!” he exclaimed.


The mobile phone kept ringing.


Puffed. It was not the best time. In fact, it was very inopportune. But Daniel was important to her. What had happened to make him call her so insistently?


“Yes, D—” He bit his tongue just in time. He had almost pronounced his name. “Yes, Vicky. It’s dad,” she imagined having to explain to her friend.


“Do I catch you at the wrong time?” Daniel asked. Something in the tone of his voice indicated that he was being inopportune.


“Hmm,” Lida said by way of confirmation. He turned to look at Vicky. Amancio was introducing her to his friends and, although she was still tense, it seemed that she was letting go a little. At least, friends weren’t going too far with her, for now. He turned around to focus on the call.


“With… a client?” Daniel asked.


He knew his trade. It bothered him that he had to make a living like this, but he respected it. At least, she did it freely, without any mafia or pimp boyfriend in between. That was how he had met her and he would never criticize her for that. He had offered to help her financially, without any pretense or consideration. He didn’t see himself as a sugar daddy and, besides, with her in particular he didn’t want that. Lidia had rejected his proposal, fortunately for him, because if he had accepted it, he would have had to figure out how to help her behind Gema’s back.


“Mm-mmm,” Lidia said. “Four customers,” he thought. “Two for me and two for your daughter, who is here with me. I’m teaching him the trade. What do you think? “I couldn’t really attend to him at the time. But the situation was not without morbidity. How many times would something like this happen again in life? Moments are there to be taken advantage of and what Lidia loved was collecting unique experiences. In addition, Daniel sounded restless. Something was wrong with him. I didn’t usually call her with that insistence. I needed it.


“Can you talk?”


“With you always,” Lidia said. He sensed that it was something


important, possibly urgent. The kitchen overlooked the hall. He climbed into it and closed the door behind him, leaving Vicky to fend for herself with the four men. I hear you, Daniel. Are you ok?


“Yes,” Daniel said laconically. “No,” he admitted. Not at all.


I can’t do it! “In fits and starts, in a confused way, he explained the situation to her.


Lidia listened to him and tried to console him. But over the phone, there was little I could do. In addition, she had her clients waiting and her friend alone in the face of danger. “It will serve to harden him,” he said to himself to ease his conscience.


She just hoped that Vicky wouldn’t get angry with her.


“Listen, Daniel,” he interrupted. We have to see each other. I’ll call you as soon as I can and we’ll meet. But now… duty calls me. I have four men waiting for me,” he confessed.


“Four?” Daniel marveled.


Lidia smiled. He knew that was the kind of thing that turned him on. She was not his wife. He wasn’t even her lover. But she was his friend. I knew that, somehow, Daniel would extrapolate. He would fantasize that he was cheating on four men at the same time! He would try to imagine what it would be like to be in his shoes. Daniel had that duality. He got excited like a cuckold and he also did it by imagining himself to be the protagonist at the same time. Lidia regretted not having experience with other cuckolds. Did it happen to everyone? Maybe it was something he should propose as a final degree project to his psychology teacher.


“I’m not alone,” she conceded. I have a very young apprentice with me,” he dared to confess to him recklessly. “Someday you’ll know she’s your daughter and that we’re together,” she thought amused. “You know that I deflowered her, that I introduced her to this lucrative pastime. You know that I made her a whore because it was what she needed. “Actually, what Alan wanted with him didn’t hurt her either. A more feminine and less paternal Daniel, or a Daniel with a broken will, would make it easier for him to accept that relationship and all that it would entail. I’ll call you, okay? Right now I have four hard cocks pointing in my apprentice’s direction and I don’t think it’s fair that she’s the one who takes all the fun.


“Whore! Daniel said goodbye admiringly.


“Slut!” Lidia returned to him. It was the same expression they often used between them, between Vicky and her. I love you, Daniel. Don’t forget. Thank you for calling me and trusting me.








***





Gema was devastated. He had taken refuge in the English courtyard of his garden.


It was a courtyard that was below the line of the land and which was accessed by a small staircase. Due to the slope on which the house was built, the side street was high and that made it easier for prying eyes to look at the garden. The concealment fence did what it could, but they had not been able to put a thicker mesh due to the prevailing winds in that area that inflated the mesh like a sail and threatened to knock the fence down.


For Gema that was a nuisance, because she preferred to have privacy in her home. But what the garden did not offer him, the English courtyard did. It had been built to have two windows in the basement, but in the end it had ended up being the favorite place in the garden. In summer, with the sun high, the house offered shade in that area. At the same time, as it was below the line of the land, it was sheltered from the cold winter winds and, above all, it was protected from the prying eyes of passers-by and even of the neighbors. Only from the balcony of one of the neighbors could a part of the English courtyard be seen.


“He’s self-centered!” Gema exclaimed.


I was frustrated. He had tried everything. He had tried to convince him with good words. Then, he had pressed him. He had tried to seduce him: to give in in exchange for sex with her. “That’s called blackmail,” he observed weakly in his little inner voice. Then, he had tried to tempt him. She had imagined that with her latest proposal Daniel would give her arm to twist. Didn’t he always maintain that watching him kiss Sylvester’s friends had been one of his best experiences as a cuckold? He had carefully prepared his performance, recovering the costume of that night from the old trunk, but not even for those!


Daniel refused and that seemed to Gemma tremendously unfair. Hadn’t she given in to Sylvester? She had been a very happy spouse, without such needs, until her husband had urged her on. “He only likes it when he’s in control,” she lamented. “You make me discover this world and then deny it to me when I have already made up my mind to it. You are cruel! “, he blurted out in thought. “You neither really love me nor trust me!”


Alan had given her the task of getting Daniel to take that step and she was failing him. But what else could he do, and what else could he do?


To try? Alan had done his part. He had gone to see them expressly from Barcelona. He had admitted Daniel with them to bed. Alan had shown commitment. Why didn’t her husband show it too? To make matters worse, Daniel had told her that he had already completed his profile! Why didn’t I finish it and publish it, then? There could only be one explanation: He did it to annoy her. “You are cruel!” Her husband wanted to boycott the relationship with Alan. He wanted her to fail as a submissive.


“Jealous of shit!” he insulted him and burst into tears.


“Jealous?” he wondered when he calmed down a little. Was it possible that it was just a fit of jealousy? But he wasn’t jealous! That’s why he loved me to cheat on him. That’s why he pushed her to do it. “But only with whom he wants. Fucking controller! “, she insulted him again and cried again like a madwoman. She had not failed Gerardo and she was not willing to fail her nephew.


“You should get out,” whispered a little voice. “Your daughter Vicky doesn’t love you.


And Daniel, he very much maintains that he adores you, but as you can see, he doesn’t really love you. Both only think about themselves. You should get tired. In tears, she shook her head vigorously, but the little voice in her head continued, and soon the whispers became a murmur: “You have no daughter. You don’t have a husband. You don’t have a job. What’s holding you back? Vicky doesn’t care about you. And Daniel only loves you if what you do is exactly as he fantasizes it is, not as you need it to. Only Alan knows what you need. Only he can give it to you. Only He can treat you as you deserve. You should leave. He will punish you so that you can atone for your sins and so you will be at peace with everyone. Leave! »








***





When Lidia returned to the living room, she found Vicky sitting on a man’s thigh. To his pleasant surprise, it was not Amancio, with whom he had more confidence, but one of his friends. “Slut!” he thought and smiled. The man was timidly playing with Vicky’s leash.


“Excuse me,” she apologized, even though neither Amancio nor his friends seemed to have missed her.


“You are forgiven if you make up for your absence,” Amancio said, however.


“Of course,” Lidia said. Daniel’s call had thrown her off and she


the self-confidence that he normally displayed was lacking.


“Why don’t you pour us a few drinks?” Amancio proposed with a lustful smile, pointing with his finger where he kept the spirits.


“Of course,” Lidia repeated. In her head, she was still thinking about what Daniel had told her and what that could possibly mean for her


—. What do you want?


“Look first what’s there and tell us.” Don’t you think? Amancio pointed his finger again in the direction of the drinks.


“Yes, of course,” Lidia confirmed. He was not there; it was thick. Finally he noticed and noticed. “Of course, of course!” he murmured. The alcohol was in a cart, on the tray below. Understood. He approached the cart and bent down to announce the options they had. She did this without bending her knees, so that the men could see her buttocks under her skirt. She felt his gaze riveting on her and that woke her up. That was the territory he knew and dominated. Daniel’s was something new and different, but he would have to wait; First she would have to give a master class to her daughter.


—What label is whiskey from? asked one of the friends, with the sole purpose of making him bend down again.


“I don’t know about whiskey,” Lidia replied. But this one is black-legged


She said, spanking herself on the buttocks. Then he was obliged, and he crouched down again. The Johnny Walker is black. “Of course, Amancio is not a fan of quality whiskies like Gerardo was,” thought Lidia, although she didn’t care about that.


“Well, for me one with Coca-Cola.”


“Neither are his friends,” he said. « Gerardo would never have mixed his precious whiskey with Coca-Cola. » Amancio, definitely, was not a sugar daddy of that style. He was on another level, in everything. However, as far as drinks were strictly concerned, she preferred it mixed with Cola than with dry stick. At Gerardo’s house, he had drunk it with ice, without mixing, to accompany him and Gema and not be out of tune, but he had not done it for pleasure.


“Let it be two,” said another.


“Look at me and see what year the Carlos III is,” another friend asked, only to make him bend down again so that he could appreciate his ass again.


Lidia obliged, even though she knew it was a silly question. Or


either the one who had asked him had no idea or wanted to tease him, apart from looking at his ass.


“From 1716,” he answered, leaving him speechless. He sat up and looked at him


—. It is the year in which Charles III was born. As for the brandy, I think it is three years old, like all Carlos IIIs.


Amancio laughed and tapped the table with the palm of his hand.


“Who do you think you’re dealing with, you idiots?” He snapped proud of her (and his feat of conquering her) to his friends. This girl not only has more boobs but also more neurons than all of us combined.


The thing about the breasts was not true. Lidia’s were not very big, while two of Amancio’s friends were obese and had more boobs than some women. Only the two of them together equaled Lydia’s breasts in size, though not in beauty.


“The ice is in the freezer,” Amancio told him. You know where.


Lidia bent down once again, this time to pick up the ice bucket. It was one shelf higher than the drinks, so he had to lean less. Even so, a part of her white cotton panties was exposed.


“I haven’t introduced you to my friends yet,” Amancio recalled when Lidia sat up.


In Lidia’s absence (surely the same thing would have happened even in her presence), he had focused on Vicky. Then Lydia had put on her little show, for the benefit of her friends, and she had not wanted to interrupt her. But as she bent down, her eyes had continued to devour Vicky. She had sat on top of a friend of hers, much to her regret, but she would later get him to sit on her lap. “That and more,” Amancio thought hopefully. The good thing about Vicky not having sat with him was that he had been able to observe her better. He had looked at her without disguise and his desire to have her in his hands continued to increase without stopping.


He hadn’t paid attention to Lidia. He had not yet tired of it, but novelty inevitably always attracts strong interest. Besides, although Vicky must surely have been as slutty as Lydia, she radiated an aura of special innocence that drove him crazy. He would leave Lidia to his friends, while, as much as possible, he would focus on Vicky.


“And you haven’t even greeted them properly,” Amancio reproached Lidia.


This one next to you is Doroteo,” Amancio introduced to the somewhat obese friend he had on his left. He was the one who had asked about the


Carlos III brandy. And this one to my right is Ciriaco. “That was the other overweight friend. In reality, none of the four were within their ideal weight, but Ciriaco and Doroteo stood out notably in that aspect.


Doroteo was the one who had taken an interest in the whiskey label. And, finally, this lazy man over there, who I have in front of me, the one who thinks he’s the smartest in the class,” Amancio said to the lucky guy who had Vicky sitting on his leg, “that’s called Bellarmine.


Lidia demonstratively placed the beaker on the table. Trying to conduct the meeting as she had imagined, being provocative but assertive at the same time, she slipped between the table and Doroteo and sat down on her leg. It was not easy for him, due to the little gap between Dorotheo’s belly and the table, so rather than sitting on his leg he leaned on it. She folded her arms behind the back of Dorotheo’s neck and looked at him sweetly. He watched with satisfaction as the man inhaled his perfume.


“Hello, Dorotheo,” he greeted him in a warm voice. He felt, or rather imagined, how man’s heart was racing and how he shuddered. He loved having that effect on them. Men, in general, were easy for him to handle. Only with Alan was she having serious trouble getting him to do what she wanted. He planted a warm kiss on her cheek, making her full lips feel. Whenever you want, we’ll talk about cognacs or history,” he blinked provocatively, “or whatever you want…”


Then she kissed him on the other cheek.


Apart from inciting her friend and offering her a morbid situation that, deep down, put her, in addition to allowing Amancio to show off his sugar girl and facilitate his approach to Vicky, there was that, with a little luck, he could catch one or two more clients. It was not a good time for her, even with the contribution of Amancio and Alan. In addition, it was necessary to eliminate their dependence on Alan. For this reason, it was better for her to take great care with Amancio’s friends and sell her product well, that is, herself. Neither Amancio nor his friends were rich, but anything was better than having to depend on Alan. The bills are what they have, which do not pay themselves.


She looked deeply at Dorotheus and allowed herself to rub the tip of her nose against his. Then he got up and went to greet Ciriaco, who was sitting on the other side of the table. As he passed behind Bellarmine’s chair, he brushed his fingers against Vicky’s neck.


Ciriaco, seeing her advancing towards him, moved his chair back to make it easier for her to sit on his leg. Everyone had seen that the maneuver had not been easy for Lidia with Doroteo and Ciriaco’s constitution was similar. He could not, however, move it as much as he would have liked, for his chair immediately hit the wall back, for he was sitting with his back to the window. The space, in fact, was large, and it was even more so because, to make room for it, they had moved the table forward before sitting down, but, even so, in his case it was scarce.


“I wonder if you prefer black etiquette or black leg,” Lidia asked him as she sat astride his legs. He would have sat like this on his lap, but Ciriaco’s belly prevented him from doing so. To accentuate his words, he took his hand and placed it on his butt. Mmm? What do you think? He encouraged him to check the quality of the product. Johnny black label or Lidia pata negra? He put his arms behind her neck and gave her a tender kiss on the cheek. Then she hugged him and clung to him, her breasts on her bulky torso.


Although Ciriaco was already warned by what he had previously seen him do to Doroteo, his attitude surprised him. If it hadn’t been like that, he would have sucked her ass thoroughly, but so he just felt it gently, hardly daring to move his hand from where the young woman had placed it. Amancio had insisted that the two girls were not whores and that they should not treat them as such. In fact, Amancio had maintained that Lidia was his girlfriend in every way, although she compensated him for the time spent with a little monthly financial aid. He had warned them that his girlfriend and her friend had to be treated with extreme respect; they were there to have fun and not to get paid. With those words in mind, the sensual – even blatantly sexual – attitude had caught Ciriaco off guard.


“How lucky Amancio is!” thought Ciriaco in admiration. Immediately he felt his cock stand up. The young woman was beautiful, she was very well proportioned, she smelled very good and her attitude! On top of that, she wasn’t stupid, although that was the least important thing to her. Of course, it was not luck that his friend Amancio had, but money and the willingness to treat himself and spend it on her. He had always thought it silly that his friend would pay a girl not for sex, but to keep her company, even though keeping her company also included sex. Fuck, without a doubt, must have been infinitely more expensive than paying a whore for each romp. However


After the self-confidence he had shown, after receiving a kiss from him on the cheek and now that he was hugging him, he understood that his friend was not a fool at all. “Maybe it’s worth it,” he mused. But how could he combine a mistress with his married life? How could he explain his absences to his wife, and how could he explain the expenses? Amancio had the advantage of not being married. For him, going to a brothel from time to time was easier than having a paying mistress. He didn’t do it often, but he did. His wife no longer put him on, neither physically nor because of his attitude. Of course, to be fair, he could not reproach him. “At least, the night, of course, is promising,” he concluded.


Lydia got up and went to greet Bellarmine, whom she had jumped on purpose.


“Hello, Bellarmine,” he said in a warm voice, but looking Vicky in the eyes. Her friend was still sitting on her thigh. I see that you don’t like the black label, but the blue one,” he said ambiguously to both of them.


“Do you mean me?” asked Vicky. She had just witnessed how her friend had been affectionate with Doroteo and Ciriaco, the two fat men in the class, and how she had done so without showing an ounce of disgust. She, in return, had sat down with the most attractive of the four. Was he being reproached? Were the two fat men black tag to her, while Bellarmine was blue tag, of a higher level? Was that what I had intended to tell him? How had Lydia been able to behave like this with them?


Did he really not care about his physical appearance?


“You see,” Bellarmine replied, winking at him. But you’re very pretty too,” he assured her. Bellarmine considered Vicky to be more beautiful in face, although Lidia had a better body. Vicky was modest, while Lidia was exuberant in her attitude. The two of them put him on, even if it was for opposite reasons. Perhaps it was her sweet little face, accentuated by the schoolgirl costume, that particularly caught Vicky’s attention. His apparent innocence contrasted with the dog collar he was wearing. He had noticed it the moment he saw her, and that’s why he was still holding the leash in his hand, perhaps to keep her from slipping away, maybe to feel like he was her master. Come, sit with me too,” he invited Lidia, spreading her legs to make room for him on her free thigh.


Lidia didn’t make him say it twice. Although Vicky was sitting on top of him, Bellarmine was less bulky than the other two and Lidia had no problem slipping between the table and him and sitting on his leg.


“I’ll bring you the Johnny Walker,” he said, “and—” Anything else. He caressed Bellarmine’s cheek with one hand and did the same with Vicky’s cheek with the other hand. She looked her friend in the eye. His face moved closer to hers, he licked his lips, and only at the last moment did he turn to greet Bellarmine with a kiss on the mouth.


His tongue penetrated his mouth, to the amazement and envy of Cyriaco and Dorotheus. Amancio was also surprised, although not so much. Admired and amused, he smiled and shook his head. Lidia never disappointed. Just as the relationship threatened to get boring, she had introduced her little friend to the scene to make it interesting again. Vicky was a long-awaited and forbidden dessert, the icing on the cake that by its mere presence already improved the flavor of the rest of the dishes. But it was not only about his presence. Something had changed in Lidia since she had introduced her to her friend and she had done it for the better. He noticed that she was Machiavellian and he liked that because it produced an aphrodisiac effect on her and also on him.


While kissing Bellarmine, Lidia pulled her hand away from his face and, in return, grabbed Vicky’s leash. He sensed that Bellarmine’s heart had raced, and that pleased him. Men had always been easy for him to manipulate. He finished the kiss, leaving Bellarmine with the desire to continue savoring her. With Vicky’s leash in his hand, he brushed her lips with his and stood up.


“You’re coming with me,” Lidia said to her friend, pulling on the leash.


Although Bellarmine was still holding the leash in his hand, he had been stunned by the kiss and the girl’s attitude towards the other young woman and his grip loosened. Something was brewing between the two, something that was not intended to entertain them, but from which they could end up benefiting.


Amancio had already warned them, although at the time they had paid little attention to their qualifications. I had told them that the youngest was new to it and that it was going to be her first time. And he had also hinted, though not concisely, that their goal was not to make money, or even to have fun. Amancio had confusingly indicated to them that it was a plan by the older one to train the youngest. Did he say train? They had not given importance at the time to his insinuations: What did it matter? Two young girls are two young girls.


Do their motivations matter? But seeing how Lidia had looked at her little friend and how she had then pulled her by the leash, the word “train” took on a crucial importance. With Vicky on her leg and the


strap in hand, his cock had stretched. With Lidia’s unexpected kiss, he had put on black pudding. But now, with the hint of the kiss to her friend and with the leash in her hand, she had spliced herself.


Holding the leash aloft and with Vicky behind her, Lidia walked away in the direction of the kitchen. The men watched them in silence, amazed and hopeful. If Amancio was the least surprised, he was also the most excited.


The men looked at each other with a shudder, each one visualizing images of their own particular fantasies.


“He has greeted us all except you, Amancio,” Bellarmine broke the awkward silence and mocked his friend.


Amancio had to clear his throat before answering.


“Yes, he has. “In the hall,” he lied. The thing is that you haven’t seen it. “It was true that Lidia had made an excuse and had not greeted him properly. It was also true that he had noticed Vicky on the leash more than her. Amancio cleared his throat again and tried to sound authoritatively: “I’m going to remind you how this works, so that you have it clear, gang of gangsters. These girls are here to have fun with us, not for us to have fun with them. Keep that in mind.


They are not whores and even if they were, they would not change things. You will be respectful of them. If they touch you, hit you with a song in your teeth. If they encourage you to play them, you take two songs. But if they don’t, you’ll have your hands still. Understood? He looked at them with a serious face. And no profane comments! We are classy people, even in these circumstances.


“He’s made it hard for me,” Ciriaco admitted.


“Come on, ghost!” What is going to get hard for you! Dorotheus sneered.


Have you taken Viagra?


“Should I?” Ciriaco was surprised. Would they get to that, to have sex? “I forgot to bring it. Does anyone have it? He asked in anguish. I didn’t want to fail if I had a chance to dunk.


“Let’s see, you look like children!” Amancio raised his voice to cut off the uproar. I hadn’t finished reminding them of the rules yet. They were at home, after all, and he felt responsible. She was his girl, too, even Vicky was, at least in his mind. Next point: Just because they are not whores does not mean that they will not charge a proposition. They are students and a little money comes in handy. If, apart from being respectful, you are generous, you will do better with them,” he stressed to them. And remember that, if someone does not know


behave, I throw him out of the house with a slap and maybe he even gets thrown out of the window!


Doroteo looked at the window behind him


“Ciriaco I don’t think he fits there,” he observed mockingly, even though they both had similar bodies. There is a reason why Belarmino and Amancio affectionately called them the twins.


“You really don’t fit!” Ciriaco defended himself. I’m going to tell you what doesn’t fit mine out there! He snapped at her and demonstratively grabbed his genitals under the table. Although his hand was not seen, the gesture was clear.


Bellarmine and Dorotheus laughed at Ciriaco’s exaggerated anger.


“Enough. Stop it! Amancio’s voice thundered to bring order. With his index finger raised and his eyes serious, he warned them that they should moderate themselves.








***





In tears, Gema imagined what it would be like to live with Alan and start a new life in Barcelona with him, at least for a while. She didn’t want to leave her home, but what was really holding her back?


With his daughter he rarely managed to have a conversation in which they did not end up arguing. She was always on her own and did not accept advice.


In fact, he always ended up taking them for the wrong time.


I didn’t have a job. After Gerardo’s death, the partner, Tiburcio, had not taken long to kick her out of the company. The experience, however, had been valuable. Gerardo had bet on her. He had trained her and had given her a position of responsibility in the company, much to the chagrin of her partner, of course.


She had choked her partner from the first moment and Tiburcio had choked her. The enmity had been mutual. In her case, it had been based on the contempt with which Tiburcio treated Gerardo unfairly, as if he were not an egalitarian founding partner, as if Gerardo did not know as much or more about business than he did. The master’s degree he had been paid for and the position of responsibility he had been given in the company, in theory, should have helped him find a job more easily. But it had not been like that.


The truth was that it had been her fault. After Gerardo’s death, he had entered a depression and had not had the courage to look for work. Finally, she had gathered her strength and had thrown in some resumes and had even been called for interviews. He had even advanced in two


interviews until the final phase. The offers were not bad, although, obviously, they were not up to what Gerardo had paid him. But he had been required, as a condition for signing her, to provide references from the previous employer. It was normal for them to do it for a position of responsibility. But the dead, although they live on in memories, do not speak, at least not on the phone. And Tiburcio… Of course, she couldn’t ask him to provide references about her. What could I tell them?


What was a plugged in? What had he earned the job by sucking the boss’s cock? (And that was the mildest thing he had ever done.) All of that was true.


But it was also true that she had done her job competently. He had worked hard (and not only doing blowjobs, but also). But, apparently, all that no longer counted. With Gerardo’s death, everything, absolutely everything had fallen apart. And she had lost the little desire she had to look for work. Perhaps it was time for a change of scenery. A new city, a new beginning.


I didn’t want to leave Daniel. She loved him, but sometimes he got on her nerves.


Subconsciously, she blamed him for the emotional failures she had had, Gerardo’s, fortuitously, Sylvester’s premeditatedly.


She had enjoyed being a warm spouse, despite her initial reluctance, but she had also suffered a lot. Emotions are difficult to control, even for a mature woman. He had been excited about Silvestre, but it had all been a farce. Later, she had developed feelings for Gerardo, but he had died. Daniel was not to blame for that, of course, but he was to blame for having discovered that world to her, for having instigated and pressured her to discover it. She had been happy as a normal spouse by his side. Without lovers, she would not have torn herself apart from the inside by first cutting one with her and then by the death of the other.


Worst of all, it wasn’t exploring the world of spoiled horns. The worst thing was to have discovered another adjacent world, that of submission to a domineering lover. Daniel was also to blame for that.


Had he not instigated Sylvester to behave in a domineering manner towards her? But then she had refused to accept Gerardo, only because of his physical appearance. And now she refused to accept Alan. Why? Why had he asked her for an effort on his part, a demonstration of submission? Why was it so difficult for her to please him and, incidentally, to do her a favor for once in her life? A favor altruistically, not like everything else he had done because it made him horny. In addition


It wasn’t that big of a deal! Hadn’t I sucked Alan’s cock and enjoyed it!? He had enjoyed himself worryingly… Couldn’t he then play for once for the team and suck it off a stranger?


Why did Daniel always insist on dictating the rules? This one (Silvestre) does because I have chosen him. Not this one (Luis Alberto) because I didn’t choose him. Neither (Gerardo), because I have not chosen him and because he is old. That was how Daniel thought.


If Sylvester made her do an erotic dance for strangers in a macro-brothel, that was fine with Daniel (because he had suggested it). If Luis Alberto made her do a striptease for her friends, then that seemed wrong to Daniel, supposedly because she didn’t trust him.


(Although, in that he had been right: Silvestre’s roommate had not been a reliable person).


If Silvestre made pornographic videos of her, everything was supposedly controlled. But if Gerardo took erotic photos of her, Daniel climbed the walls out of recklessness.


If Silvestre managed to get her to give him her ass so that she could do with him what she wanted, that seemed phenomenal to Daniel (because surely that idea had been his). But if he signed a contract with Gerardo, then that was a problem.


If her relationship with Silvestre had continued and if Daniel, through Silvestre, had proposed to her to get tits, then everything would have been great. But if the initiative came from Gerardo, then it was that she did not love him, for allowing her lover to decide about such things.


And Alan? What excuse did Daniel have with Alan, other than not having chosen him himself?


Couldn’t he understand that, once he discovered that world, he needed to live it? Couldn’t Daniel understand that, just as he needed his horns, she needed to fill the gap left by Gerard? Couldn’t he see that it was nothing more than following the line he had begun with Silvestre?


“I need a Master,” Gemma said to herself with determination, “This is what I want.” He needed to submit. She needed a domineering lover to push her to her limits and beyond. That wasn’t something you could get with casual sex. Nor was it something that any lover could provide for her. Alan was an unexpected opportunity, a ray of light in the darkness of Gerardo’s death. “I need it,” Gemma said to herself


same. “And Daniel, if he loves me, should understand and support me. A husband should do that. »


Possibly, a temporary separation would not hurt. It should not be anything permanent. Alone with Alan, he could speed up his education.


He could guide it to its limits, he could expand them and take it further. And she could see if that was the world she wanted. Maybe he would back down.


Perhaps he would have concluded that stage, once he had delved deeply enough into it. “But I’ll only know if I try.” He shook his head and corrected himself: “No, not if I try. Yes, I do. And I will. »


That does not mean that I would stop loving Daniel. “A master is not a husband. And a husband should never be a master,” she thought. What hurt her was that Daniel and Alan, master and husband, were not incompatible. On the contrary, Alan had shown that he not only respected their marriage, but that he had also chosen them with the whole lot, as the couple they were. And Daniel had shown himself to be compatible with Alan – his mouth on the Master’s cock had done so. So why was Daniel irrationally stubborn now? Why was he boycotting their efforts and risking ruining the opportunity? “Because only what develops according to his particular booklet, what he can control, makes him horny”


Alone for a week, a few weeks, a month, a few months with Alan…


HE could make you experience so many things…


“HE could get bored of me,” she said to herself, aware that she was no longer the youngest. He could match neither the freshness nor the beauty of youth. Alone with HIM… Alan surely wouldn’t want to have her with him. That’s why he valued his marriage. As a couple, as a twenty-four-by-seven submissive, Alan would surely prefer a girl his age. She couldn’t fight against that, but she could make up for her disadvantage by showing herself more excited and committed, going further than a young girl would refuse to go. Gema was aware that this was her great asset to compete with any rival. And at least one opponent had. Hadn’t Alan told you that?


As a mature woman, she would have to try harder to keep the young man’s interest, but she was willing to do it. But Daniel also had to do his part. If the young Master was excited that he was having sex with another man, was it so serious? Hadn’t she had sex with other men to satisfy Daniel? Hadn’t he even had sex with women to satisfy Chief Gerard and also to Daniel’s delight?


For once, he could go beyond his limits for her! « Limits that already


You have passed, in every way. »


Anger with Daniel and the fear that Alan would lose interest in her did not prevent her from fantasizing about living with Alan for a while in Barcelona and being his submissive twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. “His slave…” It sounded terrifying, as well as suggestive. I was aware that submission was an addiction, but I couldn’t help it. In any case, the only way to escape that addiction was through it. Unconsciously, her hand was already in her panties and, in a corner of the English courtyard, where she hoped no one would see her, she gave free rein to her sordid fantasies.


She could not escape the daily life of the home, at least not dressed that way. But he could escape the world of fantasy, especially he could do it in that costume. Daniel couldn’t torpedo that.








***





“You liked to see how I kissed him up close,” Lidia said and pushed her against the kitchen counter.


Vicky didn’t know if it was a question or a statement. Embarrassed, she looked away from her and looked down to the side. He felt the warmth on his cheeks.


He was still amazed that Lidia had had no qualms about biting that old man she had just met and, moreover, doing it in front of everyone.


Certainly, he was the most handsome of them all, but he saw her capable of doing the same with the other two, apart from Amancio, of course. On top of that, he seemed to like it!


“You will too,” he heard Lidia anticipating him. His lips and breath caressed his pinna, and his whisper caressed a part of his soul. If you want. Vicky felt how Lidia slid her hand up the strap, until she finally grabbed it tightly at the height of the necklace. And I know what you want,” she heard him say. Did he propose it or warn him?


Did he put those ideas in his head or did he discover them?


“No, I,” Vicky protested. It had been quite a challenge for her to present herself like this to men and quite a feat to sit on top of someone like Bellarmine. But kissing?


“With me,” Lidia assured him in a warm voice. He continued to hold the leash in his hand, although he relieved his index and middle fingers of the task. He picked them up and touched Vicky’s face with them. He pushed gently and forced her to look at her.


“I… no,” Vicky protested again. What her friend suggested she do, what she convinced him to do, what she tempted her with, what made her discover that incomprehensibly excited her to do, attracted and disgusted her at the same time. But most of all, it embarrassed her. I—” He tried to deny it again.


“With me,” Vicky heard Lidia exhale and felt how she kissed her. He kissed her as he had kissed that old man a few moments ago. He still had his drool in his mouth and was sharing them with her.


Vicky wanted to push away those shameless thoughts from her, but her tongue preferred to continue kissing her friend. Vicky relented and returned the kiss. After all, what else could he do? Lidia had not given him a choice; he had turned his head and planted his lips on his. It had been Lydia’s tongue that had penetrated his mouth, although now it was his that fluttered inside Lydia’s.


He wasn’t cheating on Manuel; Lidia was a girl. And as for the old ones, they were nothing more than that. I wasn’t cheating on him because of it.


It was an incongruous argument and she knew it. But I also knew that I couldn’t ask Lidia to stop at that moment. In fact, he feared that he would, although he was also worried that he would not.


In any case, Manuel deserved it, for having shared his intimate photos with a friend. She knew she should be angry with him, but instead of getting angry, she had been excited by the idea that a friend of her boyfriend’s had seen her that way.


It was all so incoherent that he feared he was getting upset. She had never felt anything similar with her first and only boyfriend, apart from Manuel, nor had she ever felt anything for a girl, much less for some old men!


“It’s a dream. This is not real,” he thought and felt Lidia’s hand move up the outside of his leg.


Was he on the floor for her or for the men? What did he expect to happen? Was she the excuse or were they? Or was money the excuse?


Lidia had convinced her by arguing that the experience would allow her to earn a little extra money that she could add to her parents’ always meagre pay to buy Manuel a nice gift or to surprise him by going to see him in Barcelona or to invite him to a holiday with her. Lidia had known how to calm her bad conscience, arguing that, in reality, she was doing it for Manuel. “Slut!” thought Vicky, smiling to herself as she laughed at her. It was a lie, it was an excuse, but it worked for her.


Vicky felt her friend’s hand on the outside of her buttocks. His thin fingers electrified his skin. Finally, she stopped making excuses and her hand caressed her friend’s leg under her skirt. She always let her friend take the lead. Without a doubt, it was easier for him to let her do it and hide behind the fact that she left him no alternative, that he only reacted and did not act. But he needed to feel it with his hands as well. Vicky trembled. He felt more comfortable letting himself be done than doing. However, her hand remained on her friend’s skin. It was already there and now I wasn’t going to remove it.


His eyes were closed and he felt that he was in a cloud, inside it, and that he saw everything through a fog. Or so he preferred to think, because that way he had an excuse. She was stunned, she didn’t know what she was doing, and she wasn’t responsible for what she was doing or what she allowed herself to do. It was a convenient mental fog, partly real, partly evoked to alleviate his bad conscience. I was doing things that a good girl shouldn’t do and there were too many things in too short a space of time. But she couldn’t help but do them if they pushed her to do them. It didn’t even need it to be a strong push… Shuddered.


“I bet your panties are soaked, bitch,” Lidia whispered to her. He turned away from his mouth and kissed his neck. He heard Vicky moan even before he finished the journey to his sex. “I love you, Vicky,” she thought. “You can’t even imagine how much. What I don’t know is how to get out of this mess.


Forgive me! he implored him.


Lidia didn’t need to slide her fingers inside her panties to check that her friend was wet. Sure enough, just as he had anticipated, his panties were soaked. She deduced that she was not the only one responsible for that state. It was impossible that in the short space of time they had been in the kitchen her friend had wet her panties in that way.


Lidia had no illusions about it. Her friend was both for her and for the situation with the men. She had been right about it: The fact that they were mature men was a plus with her. He prevented her from seeing them as competitors of her damned and beloved Manuel and at the same time appealed to her morbid side. Lidia was sure that, if they were attractive young people, Vicky would have flatly refused to participate. “Everything will come,” she thought hopefully. “We will have a lot of fun, but always together.”


She just needed to get out of the mess she was getting into with Alan.


He pushed those thoughts away. She wasn’t about to let the party be spoiled by him.


Lidia bent down and her mouth went down her friend’s torso to her lap.


“No, please,” Vicky begged agitated, anticipating what she intended to do. He gripped the hard granite edge of the countertop with both hands.


Lidia did not pay attention to him. She lifted her skirt and buried her face in her crotch. Without taking her panties aside, she wrapped her lips around her and kissed him, then sucked on him, then kissed him again. Vicky let go of a hand from the countertop and covered her mouth with it. The muffled moan of her friend cheered Lydia; She couldn’t resist and licked her vulva through the soaked cotton of her panties. It tasted sweet as honey.


Much to his regret, he got rid of it. The show in the hall was to go on. He was not going to fail Amancio. Besides, it was part of Vicky’s education: If she managed to give her more morbidity than Manuel, perhaps she would make her friend forget about him, now that he had returned to Barcelona. It was his chance. He was burning to make love to her, but he knew that alone would not be enough.


He undid the route that the tip of his nose had traced down his friend’s torso, climbed to her lips and kissed her again. Vicky’s hand had pulled away of itself to open the way to her mouth. He inserted his tongue into her and shared with her his own flavor, which he had picked up from her panties. At the same time, she slid her fingers inside her skirt again. This time, she inserted them inside her panties. She first masterfully touched, as only a woman could do, her clitoris with her fingertips. He turned away from her mouth to hear her moan. Vicky was beside herself. She was ecstatic and it had happened much earlier than Lidia had anticipated. Then, emboldened by her friend’s quick, noisy breathing, she slid her hand down; he exerted pressure with the palm of his hand on Vicky’s clitoris while inserting two fingers inside her. If the panties were soaked, her vagina was directly a puddle.


“No, no,” Vicky protested beside herself. What was she doing with her friend? What was he doing with her in the apartment with strangers? ¡¿And


if someone went to the kitchen to see what was the reason for the delay with the drinks?!


“No, no,” Lidia heard her friend moan. I knew I was actually saying “yes, yes!” Vicky was about to.


“Okay, I’ll listen to you for once,” Lydia obeyed and turned away from her.


She almost felt sorry to see how she writhed uselessly on the verge of orgasm. From my own experience, I knew how frustrating it was for a woman to have her removed


moments before the climax the stimulus.


“No, no!” Lidia heard Vicky protest and knew that, this time, those were the same words her friend was thinking and that, this time, there was no cognitive dissonance. This time, Vicky didn’t want her to stop. But he had to. He needed to prolong his state of excitement.


In a reflex act, Vicky’s hand tried to come to the rescue, but Lidia intercepted it.


“No,” she warned her friend uncompromisingly. “Together,” she said.


With me,” he stressed.


Vicky snorted several times until she managed to calm down. Her friend held her by both wrists and even turned her face away when she tried to kiss her. It was very frustrating! However, he managed to calm down.


“What are you doing to me?” Vicky asked him. His breathing was still a little quick, but he had stopped moaning and snorting.


He shook his head. What are you doing to me, Lidia? She asked him again, incredulous and confused.


“I’m showing you the pleasures of life that are in store for you.


With me. He let go of her wrist and caressed her cheek affectionately. He looked into her eyes and, for once, Vicky did not look away. He gave her a chaste peck on the lips that tasted little to both of them.


Lidia smiled and Vicky smiled back, although it was still difficult for her to sketch it as broadly as her friend.


“Remember,” Lidia told him. We are here for us, not for them. The experience is for us, not for them. We’re here for you and me —


he asserted. It only coincides that, by giving pleasure to them, we give it to ourselves. But let’s not give them too much pleasure,” he warned him jokingly.


Let’s play with them, let’s drive them crazy. You’ll see, it’ll be fun. But let’s not give them everything they want. You always have to retain something, so that they want more.


“How do you with me now?” Vicky observed. Lidia had deprived her of her orgasm and had left her with the desire.


“You learn quickly,” Lidia conceded.


“Slut!” Vicky snapped mockingly, as they usually did. He did so to avoid blushing.


“Slut,” Lidia agreed. He then bent down and kissed her breast.


“Oh, no! Vicky exclaimed, but she put her hand on her friend’s head. Not again,” she protested, fearing that he would take her back to the brink


of orgasm only to deny it again.


However, Lidia retired much earlier than that.


“Are you crazy?” Vicky questioned her sanity, observing the large stain of moisture on her blouse. Her friend had not allowed her to wear a bra and now her nipple was completely transparent through the thin white fabric.


“Don’t hesitate,” Lidia admitted. “I’m crazy about you,” he confessed. Then, to play down his words, he quickly added, “It’s for you to look at and imagine what we’ve been doing.


Actually, the difficult thing was not to notice and not to fantasize about what they were both doing for so long in the kitchen. Even the lazy Dorotheus had not held back and had tried to get up to spy on them, but Amancio had held him back. His friends were suspicious, imagined, fantasized, but he knew. Lidia had shared with him that she was crazy about her friend and had explained her complicated situation. She was not going to allow herself to be disturbed.


“Let’s go with the glasses,” Lidia said to Vicky.


“Will you help me?” Vicky asked him.


Lidia looked at her confused. There were only four glasses of ice and they had four hands. The glasses! The ice! Finally, Lidia realized it. There were two heads and neither of them had noticed that the glasses were in the cart in the living room and that the ice bucket had been left on the table.


“Will you help me… with them? Vicky insisted. His hands played with the strap.


She made a slight pretense of offering it to her friend. Even after all, it was still difficult for her to be more explicit, but Lidia understood the gesture she had hinted at.


“Of course,” he assured him. That’s why I’m here with you. He took the leash in one hand and raised his arm to the height of his shoulders. I will teach you to play with men and make them do what you want. You’ll see that it’s easy. You just copy what I do.


Vicky didn’t say anything, she just nodded.


“But first…” commented Lidia, leaving the phrase in the air. He took a few steps forward and stood behind her. Without a word, he pulled up her skirt and put her panties on.


“But,” Vicky protested. And you? Lidia had tucked her panties between his cheeks, leaving one buttock covered and the other bare. Why me? “Her friend wore them well. He had noticed when Lydia


he had bent down to read the bottles of alcohol that Amancio had for the party.


“Because,” replied Lydia, shaking her leash, “you are more of a slut than I am.” Then she moved forward and went out of the kitchen into the hallway and into the living room, with Vicky on the leash behind her.








***





“I don’t like pain, Master,” I said to Alan. But I like to suffer for you. “It’s weird to me every time I hear myself say it, but it makes me every time I do it. To call him Master and to address him as you, when he is much younger than I am and when I am intimate with him in unspeakable ways, is as bizarre as it is exciting. It’s my gift to you.


Kneeling on the floor, with my thighs open and my back arched back, resting on my hands and clutching my ankles, I offer him my pussy and my breasts so that he can whip them at will with the whip, HIS pleasure, not mine. It’s true that I don’t like pain. Therefore, the gift I give him is valuable. I’m not like my husband Daniel, who is only willing to do what makes him horny. I know how to give up control in truth, completely, which is the only way to give it up, and not just in words.


Pain, in fantasy can be exciting, but in reality it is mainly pain. However, an experienced master can educate his submissive to turn that pain into pleasure. Gerardo only whipped me with his hand and sometimes with his belt. With his hand, the old man managed to make me cry, but it was a liberating cry, in which all my tensions dissipated for a few moments.


But Gerardo never managed to make her feel pleasure through pain.


Perhaps it is impossible, although the closest thing to that is that, after the breast operation, Gerardo managed to make the pain in my nipples pleasant, at least in part. Maybe it is possible.


In any case, I wish to make that sacrifice for Alan. I need HIM


punishes me. I need someone to do it. I need HIM to take out his frustration on me, instead of on the other youngest submissive he has.


However, I wish Alan would hurt my rival so that he would scream


“Red!” and Alan, like that, gets bored of her. I, in return, will never shout that. At most, I’ll exclaim “Yellow,” with the goal that Alan will turn it into a


orange. I don’t care if he hurts me, as long as he kisses me next and makes sure that I am his favorite, the best.


I need someone to punish me, because I need to be punished for abandoning Daniel. Only if I return to him completely shattered, will Daniel accept me back and take me in his arms. He won’t–


because I don’t deserve it, if I return joyfully and triumphantly to the home I have abandoned. My only chance of atoning for my sins is for Alan to destroy me on the outside and annihilate me on the inside. I cannot expect justice from Daniel, because justice is against me; I can only hope for his compassion.


“Ten.” Thank you, Master! I whimper.


My pussy and tits sting. Alan moves elegantly around me and alternates blows on the different sensitive parts of my predisposed body, so accessible to him. The other, according to Alan, lasted only twenty-five. It’s not even a number divisible by three and one tit received one more whiplash than the other tit and her pussy. I will overcome it. I have lost my husband, but I will not lose my young Master, not at the hands of a meddling young slut. On the contrary, I will get my husband back through my Master. Each blow will atone for an offense toward Daniel, at least until the next day or until there is not a shred of desire left in me to experience total surrender to someone other than my Daniel. “At least until Daniel forgives me or pities me and allows me to return to him.”


“Eleven.” Thank you, Master! I shout and I do it sincerely.








***





“But where were you?” Ciriaco exclaimed uselessly. The where was clear. As for what they had been doing, which was the real question, it was also evident. The slime stain that made Vicky’s nipple completely transparent through the blouse was very visible.


“Vicky, take the bottles and glasses. You know how,” Lidia said, deliberately ignoring the question. I’m going for ice. This time, Lidia took the ice bucket from the table and returned with it to the kitchen, leaving her friend alone with the men.


Vicky realized that she felt more comfortable with someone holding her by the leash, but she was sure she could imitate her friend. He bent down without bending his knees, allowing the men to admire his butt, as he


just as they had done with their Lidia. “Except I’m showing them a buttock,” he observed. “And except for the fact that my panties are probably as wet and have become as transparent as my blouse at nipple level.”


“Johnny Walker,” he announced, and placed the bottle on the table along with two glasses. “Blackleg,” he ventured to say, as he bent down again to pick up the bottle of brandy. That was the order. Then, he realized that Amancio had not been asked what he wanted to drink and asked him.


“You’re the host, and they forget about you!” Bellarmine mocked Amancio.


Amancio grimaced, but did not enter the rag. In return, he turned to Vicky and said:


“It’s enough for me if you sit here with me,” he answered, slapping his thigh with the palm of his hand.


Vicky obeyed, but Lidia intercepted her before she could sit on Amancio. With the ice bucket filled with ice in one hand, he grabbed it by the strap, flush with the collar, and directed it towards Doroteo.


“No drinks or girls and you’re the host!” Bellarmine mocked again.


Lidia looked at Amancio and gave him a quick wink. She wasn’t going to forget him, but she had to take advantage of Vicky’s state of excitement to sit her down with the man with the least graceful physique. It was a lesson that Vicky would have to learn: the physique is not the important thing, just as it is not important whether it is a man or a woman, an old man or a young man. Dorotheus, at that time, would be more educational to him than Amancio or Bellarmine.


“Ho, ho, ho,” Dorotheus laughed, incredulous with his luck.


“Hold it tightly so it doesn’t escape!” His twin Ciriaco jokingly advised him from the other side of the table.


Lidia smiled. Ciriaco had gone ahead of her and had said, by chance, exactly what she was going to say, although Ciriaco’s words had been for his friend, while she had pretended to express them for her friend’s benefit.


Dorotheus, however, did not dare to take her by the leash, although Bellarmine had done so before. Perhaps he was still too aware of Amancio’s warnings or perhaps he was a little shy.


“He can grab you by the leash, can’t he, Vicky?” Lydia asked him, seeing that Dorotheus was hesitant.


“Yes,” Vicky managed to say monosyllable, embarrassed. What was she doing with a necklace and leash, sitting with wet panties on a fat man?


“And you want me to, don’t you, Vicky?” Lidia insisted.


Vicky didn’t dare to verbalize any words, but she nodded.


“Well, you have to tell him. You have to stop Bellarmine’s feet, but you must encourage Dorotheo. Understand?


Lidia quickly winked at Amancio again. Although he had apparently been ignored, Amancio understood where Lidia wanted to go. He’d asked her like she was a little girl, and that, coupled with her cute little face and schoolgirl costume, was making him even hornier than if she’d just sat on top of him. And the best thing was Vicky’s response. “If they rehearsed it, they would not do it better,” he concluded. But he knew Vicky and knew she wasn’t acting. Although she was surely no longer a virgin, she needed to deflower her.


“Well, Amancio, what do you want?” Lydia roused him from his reverie.


“Do you want to know what I want?” he thought. “You know what I want. The question is whether you’ll be able to give it to me. »


Lidia did not wait for him to answer. She stood behind him, in the little space between the chair and the wall, and began to massage his neck.


He turned his head so that he could not stop looking at Vicky, sitting on the potbellied Doroteo. Then, he went on to massage her face. He alternated caresses with smooching.


“Oh, daddy,” he said. I think she likes it when you look at her. His fingers continued to run over Amancio’s face. “It smells,” she said quietly, but loudly enough for them to hear her in the tense silence. He said it looking at Vicky, while extending his index and middle fingers under her nose. Does it smell good? Do you want to know what it tastes like? Without taking his eyes off his friend, he pressed his cheek to Amancio’s and put his fingers to his mouth.


“Fuck,” Bellarmine exclaimed hallucinatory to break the tension. He had become like a motorcycle and surely he was not the only one.


The gazes went from the provocative Lidia and the innocent Vicky.


“Well,” Lidia commented, changing her tone of voice and moving on to the next chapter of her private book. She turned away from Amancio, took the ice cubes with the same hand with which she had explored Vicky’s vagina and deposited them in the first glass. A Johnny Walker on the rocks, in the style of Lidia,” he announced. However, instead of pouring the spirit, he waited with the bottle suspended above the glass.


And he waited and waited a little longer, keeping everyone on edge, until


in the end Amancio intervened.


“Clowns!” He wants the tip and for my holy mother they have well deserved it. Bellarmine, don’t be stingy and loosen your wallet!








***





The other one introduces himself. It is not the other, but another. She dresses as a maid and has come to clean Master Alan’s apartment. It’s a cheap and anachronistic costume, but, apparently, that’s just the way HE likes it.


I don’t take care of that. I don’t clean your floor. I don’t do their laundry. I am his sex slave, his toy, but I am not his chacha. I have not given myself to him for that. I haven’t abandoned my husband for that. I refuse. That’s an insurmountable limit for me. At home, I did most of the housework. I even did them when I worked and when Daniel was submissive to me. I didn’t care then. But I insist, I have not abandoned Daniel to do that with Alan.


I’ve made it to fuck me, because it fucks incredibly well. He does it energetically and has endurance. He does it violently, when he wants to, and he does it gently, when he pleases. He does it when HE feels like it, without caring in the least if I feel like it. Although, the truth is that I always want to do with him. I even have them when my head really hurts. How can I not wish to have my Master’s cock inside, in my pussy, in my ass or in my mouth? How can I not want it to inside me and honor me with its seeds? What kind of submissive would not want, first of all, to give pleasure to her Master? What kind of submissive wouldn’t put her master’s needs before her own?


Sometimes, Alan rewards me and allows me to. My Master controls my climaxes and, whenever my weak body obeys me, I give him my orgasms. That’s why, perhaps, I’m always ready for him, even when my head really hurts. It’s easy for him to have me dripping for him, willing to do anything he demands of me. And it doesn’t demand a little from me. Alan has a very dirty mind. He has demanded things that I prefer not to comment on here. And he warns me of others that he will require me to do and that I cannot imagine that I will do, although I know that for HIM I will end up doing them. Despite the level he demands of me – or, perhaps, precisely because of him – when he grants me orgasm it is a set of fireworks that compensate for everything and leave me trembling next to him.


I love him for the intensity, the one he demands of me and the one he gives me. What kind of submissive does not love her Master unconditionally?


Apparently, the other is that kind of submissive. The other day the Master wanted to fuck her, but she refused because she felt unwell and the Master had to settle for me. He took out his frustration on me, but I still wear the marks with pride. The other is losing points. The advantage of being younger is waning. Like the other day, when the Master proposed a game to her and she refused. What I asked of him was not little, but I showed him that it could be done.


He has me infatuated with him. I know. But that’s what I wanted when I left home and left behind my ungrateful daughter and self-centered husband.


Alan is close to nothing left of me. Then, I think I’ll be able to go home. My Master will have no challenge left to overcome with me, he will get bored of me and repudiate me. And for my husband there will be nothing left inside me that he can throw in my face. I will be a blank sheet of paper for him, so that he can, once and for all, write his own story about me. Or a black brochure. Daniel will have to use a white marker.


Alan has little left, but he will never get me to be his chacha and do the housework. I have already said it, but I insist: that is why I am not with him. Otherwise, you can do whatever you want with me.


I turn my gaze to the new maid who has come to clean the house.


Crouch. She knows how to do it, without bending her knees, even when the Master is not looking at her. But he has been wrong.


Without a word, I approach her and pull down her panties. I don’t make it soft. I do not wish to befriend her. I don’t want to make friends with anyone. I’m not a trustworthy person. I promised Daniel that I would never leave him, but I did.


I was wrong. The only thing I have left is Alan. It is intense, as I have already said. Everything around me is HIM. I have given myself to him. I feel enormous pleasure when he possesses me. He possesses me continuously, because I am his. But I mean when he physically possesses me with his cock or with his mouth or with his hands. He puts his hands on my neck as he penetrates me and reminds me that HE completely dominates me. He could end my life, but I know he won’t, at least as long as he doesn’t get bored of me, at least while he still has new things to explore with me.


What submissive gives herself like this? The other is not. I overcome it, but I still keep trying.


I was wrong, because I thought that being his slave was what he wanted most, but it was not. I’m not a hot spouse anymore. That stopped being when I got angry with Daniel and left him behind. But, although I am still interested in Alan, it is not the same to be his slave, being another man’s wife, as it is to be only his slave. He still likes me that way, but I see in his eyes that he didn’t like me as much as he did when he was Daniel’s adulterous wife, as when I was willing to betray my husband for him. In the end, I betrayed Him and that diminished my value to my Master and with it His pleasure. I also diminished my own pleasure. It was much more fun when I cheated on him, when I anticipated his reaction and when, finally, he checked it, when he returned home.


I left never to return, unless it all ends and returns like a blank sheet of paper, bleeding to the last drop of blood. Or a black one. Burned like coal.


We were both wrong, me abandoning my Daniel and Alan allowing me to do it. Even so, we still have a long way to go, although not much.


The maid. The stupid one. Sometimes I digress. I do it often. I have a hard time concentrating. Will I be close to the end already? Even so, I strive for him and I make others work hard. I can’t make Daniel happy. At least I’ll try to make Alan so, because he’s not to blame for anything. It wasn’t his decision, it was mine.


It is not his fault that he was born that way, with that perversion. But I can relieve him.


Or am I encouraging him to go further? Even so, when he gets me to cross my last limit, he is at peace with his inner demons. At least for a few days, until he appreciates my next limit. I can’t make Daniel happy; at least I will try to make my Master so; I am good for nothing else, nor does the traitor deserve anything better. I was not unfaithful to Daniel, but I betrayed him.


That’s the worst.


The maid. I have rambled again. Master Alan had given him precise instructions over the phone about how he should dress. I remember perfectly well that I had not mentioned the panties to her. I do remember that.


It’s hard for me to remember my happy times with Daniel, although sometimes I dream about him. Actually, I always do. Every night. That’s why I wake up in the morning hating myself. That’s why it’s not difficult for me to break my limits. That is, that Alan breaks me. I deserve it and it’s the only way to come back.


I’ve gotten lost again. Yes, the maid. She is not a professional keli. Of


In fact, it’s not professional at all. She is late and I must punish her for it. She is a submissive – another – or someone who pretends to be submissive. What kind of submissive puts on panties and is late to a cist with her master? It’s true that Alan isn’t even home. He’s with the other one, with my rival. Despite his failures, he is still there. The gift of youth is unmatched, apparently.


So I must take care of the servant. I must punish her. I must make sure that it cleans well. I have to be dominant with her and that stresses me out. I find it much easier to be submissive. More and more. But I must lecture her.


I must humiliate her. I must whip her. I know how to whip yourself. Every cell in my body knows it, because I have been whipped countless times. Alan says he likes to mark my ass with the rod before butt-fucking me. And when he has his friends, he likes to proudly show them my marks.


I know how to do it. I know what it’s like to be dominant. But it’s hard for me. This is perhaps the greatest punishment. It reminds me of what it should have been like with Daniel. Perhaps, if we had been dominant with him, really dominant and not only at times, we would not have separated. He may then have yielded to Master Alan’s pretensions. The fault is undoubtedly mine. I have been able to have everything, but now I have almost nothing. Even in my Master’s eyes I see that he continues to blame me for that failure. But I can’t help it! I’m not a domineering person! I don’t feel comfortable in that role, even if I try!


Even if I try with this useless maid’s fury. Maybe, if I get angry, I can bring out that dominant side. Or at least the rage. Because it is not dominant to get angry, but it will be enough. Alan has his demons that won’t leave him alone, but he never gets angry. Or it barely does. He is good for that. I… when Daniel didn’t pay attention to me, when he made it difficult for me, I got angry. He confused dominance with making a bad face. Now I know that in that way I got the opposite effect. I know this because living with him I have seen both sides of Alan and I know how that makes the submissive person feel.


I know I failed with Daniel. And I know that this servant will pay me for them, even though I am not to blame for it. I know that she will return in pain to her master who has lent her to us. But isn’t that what his master intended? What she wants, I honestly don’t care at this point.


I just hope it at least cleans well. He had better do it.


Because I don’t plan to clean up behind her. That last barrier, that, which is the only thing I did for Daniel and that I have not yet done for Alan, I will not cross.


This is not my home. Although at times I am happy in his arms, it is my particular hell. My redemption is not far away. It’s the only barrier he has left


Alan for destroying and, then, there will be nothing left of me.








***





Vicky mentally counted the money she had won. At fifteen bucks each, she and Lydia had taken out sixty euros in the first round, without having had to do hardly anything. Even Amancio, who was the host and who provided the drinks, had paid for his drink. They hadn’t actually paid for the drinks. These were free. What they had paid for was the service. And she,


She’d just had to look sexy, she’d let them see her ass when she bent down, and she’d sat down with two men who hadn’t even touched her! It is true that Lidia had done a little more than that. He had had a fight with one of the men and that was also part of his success at the box office.


Would she also end up kissing one of them? He did not want to kiss either Dorotheus or Ciriaco at all. On the face I would kiss them, but on the mouth? As for Bellarmine, whom Lydia had bitten under his nose, he was at least the most handsome of the four. And then there was Amancio, whom I at least knew a little. Amancio, who looked at her with desire, even more than the others.


Doroteo, for his part, had dared to take his leash and now he would not let go or loosen it. He kept her taut and Vicky felt the pressure exerted by the necklace. “You belong to him,” the necklace seemed to say. It was the same feeling I had felt with Manuel. “I don’t belong to anyone. Certainly not Doroteo, but not Lidia or Manuel either,” he thought. However, there was no rebellion in his reflection. That feeling of belonging she felt with the necklace and leash she liked.


Lydia had also poured her a drink. It was Cointreau with pineapple, the same drink her mother used to prefer when they went out together. They had done it on very rare occasions and always with their family, such as when as a teenager they spent New Year’s Eve with their parents in their grandparents’ village and went out to the disco to celebrate the New Year. Cointreau with pineapple was probably the only thing in which she and her mother resembled each other, apart from the face.


He had not had to pay fifteen euros to Lidia to serve him the glass. But he had had to pay differently for the service. Lidia had demanded a chaste beak from him and, to the delight of the men, she had given it to him. One


A brief brush with his lips was nothing with what moments before they had done in private in the kitchen. However, the men had loved it.


Maybe the alcohol was already going to his head. The fact was that Vicky had begun to fantasize about what it would be like if she belonged to someone like Dorotheus. The man on whose leg she sat, the man whose huge belly she felt in her side, was not a bad guy. Beside him, she, fine as sardines, was nothing more than a pet. If Dorotheus wished, he could pet it, as long as he held the leash with his other hand and thus continued to exercise his possession over that pet. He could imagine that, one hand on the strap, very tense, as in those moments, and the other on his leg, his knee, his thigh or…


Alcohol was definitely getting to him. “Better stop drinking,” he said to himself, but he took another sip of the glass. The contrast in sizes between the two made it easy for him to imagine being a real pet. She could be seen with hairy pink ears and funny feline whiskers, like the ones that the TikTok app filter on her mobile phone managed to put on her.


He could wear muslin warmers on his ankles, matching his ears. It could be a fun and affectionate pet with its owner. But she would also be naughty and would escape the moment her leash was released.


Encouraged by her fantasies and alcohol, she gave Doroteo an affectionate kiss on the cheek. Doroteo was not a bad guy. Vicky watched amused as her kiss made her blush a little. He was fat, but that fatness made him want to hug him. Perhaps he would, as Lidia had done with Ciriaco before. Why not? As long as he held her by the leash, he would do it. “I have to stop drinking,” he warned himself, but he ended up taking another drink.


For some reason, his thoughts returned to his mother. Her mother had argued with her when she left the house, as she did so many times. “Oh, if you only saw me here, Mamma, with Dorotheus!” he thought. In a fit of rage, he had invited her to accompany her, although, of course, without telling her where. What would her mother say, if she saw her like that? Without a doubt, I would scold him. She took another sip of the glass and, amused, just to annoy her, at least in her head, she tried to imagine her mother sitting on Ciriaco’s lap. He could see her there with him, with the other fat man at the table holding her leash just as Dorotheo did with her. But it was difficult for him to imagine her affectionate with him, as she was with Doroteo. No, his mother wasn’t like that. Of course, she could not imagine her in an affectionate attitude with someone like Ciriaco or Doroteo. At most, I could


visualize her with a gym instructor, that gym she had been going to lately and about which she had not wanted to talk to him, what exercises they did or what it was called. What if she hadn’t put on her plastic tits? To snuggle up with a chubby old man like Ciriaco surely not!


In any case, the result would not be the same. Her mother was bigger than her, taller and curvier and, obviously, with more tits. She was small. His mother, even if she wanted to, could never be a good pet for someone like Ciriaco or Doroteo. What their bodies were asking for was a small pet, like her, not someone like her mother. Someone who smiled and not someone who continually pouted.


He watched Lidia. She smiled happily sitting on Amancio. How had she and her mother been able to become friends, being so different?








***





Daniel watched in disbelief and pain as his wife masturbated, no doubt thinking of his lover. He had looked for her around the house and had not found her. But from one of the small windows in the basement he had finally been able to see her outside, in a corner of the English courtyard. Gemma had not yet seen him and Daniel was careful not to remain hidden. There was his wife, sitting on the floor, in the open air, with her back against the wall of the house, at the corner where it met the wall of the English courtyard. His legs were spread and, although he could not see his crotch from that angle, the movement was unmistakable. She was still wearing the ridiculous but enormously sexy schoolgirl costume.


As he had feared, Gemma had had the imprudence to leave the house like that. Although the English courtyard was sheltered from prying eyes, to reach it it was necessary to cross the garden and any passer-by, as well as the neighbors Hawkeye and the Rose, could see it. Then there was the new single-family house they had built across the street, at the top of the hill. From there they could see the entire garden, including the English courtyard. The new neighbors had teenage twins whose shared room faced their side and Daniel had already caught them more than once peeking out of the window, especially when the weather was good and they suspected that Gema or Vicky would sunbathe in bikinis. Apparently, Gema didn’t care anymore. The only thing on my mind was Alan.


The idea of being exposed to acquaintances as a cuckold or as the husband of


a vicious woman horrified Daniel. In a restaurant, protected by the anonymity offered by the great city of Madrid or far away, on holiday in the Canary Islands, being exposed is not lacking in eroticism. But at home? Gemma, no doubt, had gone mad.


Daniel tilted his trunk, trying to observe his wife’s face without being seen. The difference in brightness between the interior and the exterior played in its favor and, although the basement windows were made of normal glass (unlike the one in the bedroom, which was a mirror effect), much of the light that fell from the outside was reflected back into the window, making it difficult to see the interior of the basement from the outside. Even so, he operated cautiously.


What he saw shocked him and left him confused. He had expected to find an expression of ecstasy on his wife’s face, in keeping with the frantic rhythm of her hand on her crotch. But, in return, I was crying! His countenance was unmistakable, but, in case there was any doubt, the tears that ran down his cheeks came to clear things up. Daniel stood petrified, trying to comprehend what was happening. How could she cry like a madwoman and at the same time masturbate like a vicious woman?


Alan had upset them. She had almost succeeded in upsetting him. She had confused him, making him suck his cock in front of his wife and encouraging him to give free rein to that morbid and feminine side that all men have inside. She had almost convinced him to do the unimaginable and he had almost done it. But he had realized the deception in time. As for Gema, it was clear that Alan had managed to alienate her. How, otherwise, was it justified that I put so much pressure on him on that subject? How else could he explain—if at all—what he was doing out there?


—Half-naked, in the street, masturbating and crying at the same time —


Daniel Murmuro.


Of course, he wasn’t on the street, but was that what mattered?


After what Alan had made him do on the street in Barcelona, after having seen the video he had recorded, after allowing him to hang it from a porn platform, nothing surprised him anymore. If Alan ordered her to, his wife was capable of going out dressed like this (more half-naked than half-dressed) to the street, sit next to a lamppost and masturbate on the street. In a way, wasn’t that precisely what he was doing?


Was there any doubt that Gema had communicated with Alan and that he had ordered her to do that?


“Dog, go out to the garden and show me to all the neighbors that you love me more than you respect Daniel,” he would have told her. All that was missing was for someone to be recording it!


It was even possible that Alan would ask her to cry and enjoy at the same time and that she would obey him! Hadn’t Gerardo ordered her to fall in love with Lidia and she had done so, despite, supposedly, not feeling anything for women? Hadn’t he made her sleep with his father, old Alan, ordered her to enjoy the decrepit one, and she had done it?


Not only had she slept with him, but she had really enjoyed it!


Had he cummed with the more than old man? Gema had never wanted to confirm it, but what Daniel did know was that he had cummed inside her. When Gerard died, the spell of madness was broken: Gemma had quickly forgotten about Lydia and, of course, had not wanted to talk about Gerard’s father again.


In view of what we have seen, crying and rejoicing was the least of it, a minor test, compared to his other feats.


Daniel watched Gemma hypnotized. He must have been outraged and, in fact, he was. I shouldn’t have recorded it, but I was doing it. There was something insanely erotic about the scene. Something had compelled him to take out his mobile phone and record his wife, crying and enjoying herself for another man. Abducted by the scene, he had taken his mobile phone out of his pocket, pointed it through the window and started recording. When he realized what he was doing, he had already been recording for several minutes.


His hand had gone down to his crotch, but there he had met the insurmountable hardness of the chastity device. Perhaps that had brought him out of the trance. She, hypersexualized and he, emasculated. Not only did he have no balls, he didn’t even have a cock.








***





“Ten more!” cried Cyriacus, looking at Bellarmine. So that you can love them, I’ll add Vicky to the bet,” he proposed and pointed to Vicky.


“Ghost, you’re a ghost!” Bellarmine replied. Besides, if you don’t have Vicky, Doroteo does.


“Yes, but it’s a game in pairs,” Bellarmine reminded him with a mischievous smile. He licked his lips, waiting for what Bellarmine would decide.


Dorotheus looked at his cardmate angrily. He was very comfortable


with Vicky. He didn’t mind foolishly losing the game with ill-calculated bravado, but he did mind getting rid of the young woman, when it wasn’t necessary. Ciriaco risked things that were not his.


Bellarmine weighed his possibilities. Having Vicky sitting on it again was tempting, but for that she needed to win the game first. Besides, why was Ciriaco tempting him, if it wasn’t because he was sure of beating him? Or was he trying to confuse him, when in fact he was bluffing?


“I’m not finding out anything,” Vicky admitted, more for herself than for the others.


Before the game started, he had been told the four moves of the mus, but he found it very complicated. He didn’t know much about poker either, but it seemed simpler than mus. Also, where that word came from.


“Mus, mus,” sounded like “mis, mis,” the way you call a kitten. And then, it seemed that money was being played, but despite being coins, they were only tokens.


“Don’t worry,” Lidia replied, sitting on Amancio, “you just need to know who to sit with and who to kiss.” For the moment. Sneakily, he caressed Amancio’s crotch through his pants. He had it hard. “Remember that she likes it when you look at her,” she had whispered several times to Amancio, referring to Vicky. Her friend had a fine ear and had once understood her. In response, he had stuck out his tongue and she had done the same.


Tense, but trying to confuse his opponent, Ciriaco looked at Bellarmine, waiting for his decision. Bellarmine was still undecided. Ten stones were two moorings and with the ones they already had, plus the two stones from the initial envy, I could almost decide the game. He could win or lose. On the other hand, he could beat Vicky, without losing more than the game, in the worst case. “He has nothing in him,” thought Bellarmine. But then, it was said that Ciriaco did have a law.


“Ordago,” Amancio announced and all eyes turned to him.


“Órdago,” he repeated. It’s a game in pairs, isn’t it? “Had that one forgotten those cazurros?” “Ordago,” he said for the third time, seeing that Ciriaco couldn’t quite decide whether to accept or not, “and I’ll take Vicky with me.” If they did not accept, Cyriaco and Bellarmine would lose twelve stones. But, above all, they would lose Vicky. And if they accepted, they bet everything on that play, including Vicky too.


“I don’t have anything,” Ciriaco confessed to his companion with sorrow. Him


They had been caught with the bluff.


“Don’t look at me!” Doroteo reproached him for the terrible move. What bothered him was that he would lose twice. We have to accept —


Declared. If he didn’t, he would lose Vicky. Losing the game was the least of it. If they accepted the order, there was always a remote possibility of winning. There was always the possibility that Amancio would also bluff. In fact, it was likely, if the situation was well analyzed. In any case, they had no choice.


“Wait!” Ciriaco exclaimed. It’s not fair,” he said, looking at Amancio


—. I’ve gambled ten more stones Vicky. If you say ordago, you have to include Lidia in the bet.


“Nothing of that,” Amancio refused. You have gambled something that you do not have. The twin has Vicky, not you. And I don’t need to include Lidia in the bet. You have tripped yourselves up. You have lost Vicky no matter what.


Dorotheus snorted in annoyance.


“Don’t worry,” Vicky whispered. He had gotten into the role of mascot. He stroked his head and kissed him on the cheek to comfort him


—. I’ll be back soon,” he promised.


“Even so,” Ciriaco insisted, “it would be fair that, if we bet on Vicky, you bet on Lidia.” “There was nothing like that in the rules. In fact, with respect to the two girls, they were making them on the fly. So why not establish that standard at that time?”


Stone by stone, girl by girl,” Ciriaco proposed.


Doroteo nodded energetically, although he saw it as useless, at least for that game, which, together with Vicky, he already thought was lost. And Bellarmine cocked his head and ended up nodding timidly too. The proposal was not without reason. Besides, at least in that play, he had nothing to lose. In return, it could favor him at this time.


“It’s all right,” Amancio accepted and snorted. In any case, he did not care about losing Lidia. I would still enjoy it at any other time. Come on, we do it like this. Twelve stones versus the ordago. Vicky versus Lidia. Accept?


“I accept!” Ciriaco exclaimed euphorically. He quickly placed his cards face up on the table. I accept the order and win,” he declared even before seeing the others’ cards.


“Damn son of a dog!” Amancio said angrily, when he saw the letters


of Ciriaco. The twin, one of them, had played his cards well and deceived them all. In the first move, the big one, he had given the impression of carrying something. And then, to the girl, he had given the impression of bluffing. And he, with a measly whistle and four had bitten. In the first discard, he had played the fool: He had been left with two donkeys and the whistle to see if he could catch another figure to be thirty-one or to catch another whistle and have a duplex, as well as a good play on the girl. But he had gone in a measly four. A girl player, a loser of mus,” he murmured. On top of that, he had entered the play in a hurry. You played me well! He acknowledged to Ciriaco.


“I knew you’d take the bait,” Ciriaco laughed.


“I have nothing,” Bellarmine acknowledged. He had sent the girl to take her out, because he had believed that Ciriaco was carrying large letters.


“What have you envied with?” Amancio angrily reproached his companion. Actually, I couldn’t criticize him at all. Bellarmine had only placed two measly stones. It was he who had screwed up with the ordeal. Hey, sit with him! He said sullenly to Lidia. What had annoyed him was not losing her, but not having beaten his friend with the bet.


“No, no,” Ciriaco objected. Let’s change. Vicky for me, you’ve had it long enough, Doroteo. And Lidia for you.


“Oh! Lidia did, looking offended. He put his hands to his face in disgust. Do you no longer love me, after what I have done for you? —Actually, I thought that the change of partner was great for him. I didn’t want Vicky to be too attached to a particular man. What he wanted was for him to learn to play with several decks.


“It’s not that,” Ciriaco assured him. It’s just that I wish Vicky would do the same for me now. And you can do it for Doroteo.


“Goodbye!” Lidia said in a melodic voice to Amancio and stood up.


He approached Vicky by the leash to pull her away from Doroteo. But we’re going to make this a little more interesting,” he said. She hugged her friend and began to dance slowly with her. Ready for phase two? He asked in her ear.


—What is phase two like? Vicky asked. What else did he expect her to do? Then, without waiting for his answer, he asked, “What is the final phase?”


“He didn’t tell her, but he was referring to the final phase with her, not with the men.


She still remembered when they had slept naked, side by side,


in Lidia’s narrow bed. Vicky had pretended to be asleep and had not dared to move, but she had felt every exhalation of her friend on her bare back.


“Phase two is the same as phase one, but without panties,” Lidia replied, purposely ignoring the second question.


“The final phase is that everything explodes in my face, but you, in spite of everything, are still my friend, my more than friend,” she thought. The final phase was more likely that the asteroid would eventually crash into the earth than that, at the last moment, it could be miraculously deflected. In the movie The Price of Betrayal, the young prostitute Chloe falls in love with the woman who hires her to test her husband. He ends up sleeping with her, but the woman is not willing to continue the relationship. Out of revenge, Chloe sleeps with her son and then, after a fight with her, drops out of the window. The story was convoluted like his own. And Chloe, the culprit of all the ills, ends up suffering the consequences, as it should be. She makes the ultimate sacrifice so that, in return, the wife, husband and child continue unchanged in their comfortable upper-middle-class lives. Lidia had cried when watching the film; she had felt identified with Chloe, played by an excellent Amanda Seyfried who, in some gestures, reminded her of her. But, unlike in the movie, getting out of the way wouldn’t solve anything. “There’s Alan, who’s worse than me,” he reminded himself.


“Take off my panties,” he whispered to Vicky, as he turned around, hugging her, to show his back to the men.


“What?!” Vicky asked incredulously, even though she had understood her perfectly.


“Do it slowly,” Lydia urged her. Think of me, not them.


Remember: This is for you and me. They are just the excuse. Take off my panties. Do it! Do it as if we were alone, because, in truth, we are.


Lidia shuddered when she felt her friend’s fingers under her skirt.


It was happening! The panties slipped down her legs and fell to the floor.


“I like you very much,” Lidia whispered excitedly in her ear. He couldn’t resist and kissed her. But he stopped. They had not yet reached that stage.


Help me get out of my panties, please,” she asked and, again, she shuddered as she felt Vicky bend down, with her face now so close to her


sex. Throw them on the table,” he said, regaining his composure.


Vicky obeyed and Lidia’s panties landed in the middle of the table, on top of the coins.


“Now it’s your turn,” Lidia warned him. Embracing, they turned to position Vicky with her back to the table. Lidia’s fingers slipped under her friend’s skirt. As they did so, they momentarily uncovered a bit of her ass. Look at Amancio,” he said, “but think of me.” And now, tell him the phrase he likes to hear. You know which one.


He thinks we do it for him, although in truth we do it for us.


Vicky swallowed hard before daring to say that. Amancio was looking at her with lust, the same way he had looked at her in their first and second meetings.


“Daddy,” he said at last, to Amancio’s delight and Lydia’s satisfaction, “I like it when you look at me.”


Except for those words and the noisy breathing of the men, the silence was total.


Lidia began to pull down her panties slowly. “How much I want you!” he thought. He thought he had found a soulmate in Gem, but in reality, Vicky was.


Lidia’s fingers caressed Vicky’s legs and then her panties slid down them. They fell heavy to the ground, with the weight of their fluids.


Lidia bent down to help her friend get out of them. He was tempted to pull up her skirt and kiss her down there, but they hadn’t reached that stage yet.


“Here,” Lidia offered Vicky her panties. Give them to Amancio and give him a kiss. But don’t let him take your leash. Now you belong to Ciriaco, although really, now you belong to me.


Vicky obeyed. She took the panties, approached Amancio and offered them to him.


The host, ecstatic, accepted them. Vicky hesitated with the kiss. But, finally, he ended up giving her a peck on the lips.


“I like it when you look at me, daddy,” she said to Amancio before turning around and returning to Lidia.


Amancio was so enraptured that, when he remembered to take her by the leash – whether he should or not, he didn’t care at the time – Vicky had already escaped him. However, she kept the panties and put them to her nose.


Astonished, he found that they were soaked. Vicky was really excited. It was as he thought, that they were not doing theater. Lidia did not


I had lied.


“Do you like Ciriaco?” Lidia asked Vicky, in a loud voice for everyone to hear.


“Yes,” Vicky admitted. He liked Doroteo and Ciriaco was like him, a little more daring, but like him, after all.


“Do you want to be his girl?”


“No,” Vicky replied. I didn’t want that.


“Oh! The men did in unison, Ciriaco disappointed, the other three mocking him.


Lidia looked at her in dismay. Had he misinterpreted her? She had been very affectionate with Doroteo, totally into the role and completely aroused.


“I want to be his pet,” Vicky dared to clarify. Despite the alcohol, he blushed. How could he have said that?!


“Well, go with him,” Lidia encouraged her, relieved, “dog, kitten or whatever.” Little fox. He laughed. But don’t get caught by the wolf Bellarmine!


Vicky went to him and as he passed, Bellarmine threatened to catch her, but it was only theater. Vicky climbed on Ciriaco’s leg and sat down, her ass and sex naked, on his thigh. He offered him the leash and Ciriaco took it without hesitation. Then she kissed him on the lips and leaned sideways over him. She was a small pet, but both Ciriaco and Doroteo were like two huge teddy bears.


The mental image made her think of her mother. Why did she have a huge teddy bear in her bedroom? Had the idea of comparing Ciriaco and Doroteo with such a doll come to him because of that? They tried to imagine her mother hugging the bear, just as she was hugging Ciriaco now, but it was impossible. “Besides, the bear is hit by someone smaller, like me,” he said to himself again.


“I think my friend liked you,” Lidia said to Doroteo. He gestured towards Vicky and Ciriaco. If Ciriaco liked him, it was because he had previously liked the experience with Doroteo. And that’s why I like you,” he said solemnly.


It was a roundabout way of telling others that if they could get their friend to like them, she would make up for it. And to emphasize his words, he sat on top of Dorotheus, just as he had done before with Cyriacus.


When she did so, her ass was seen under her skirt, but this time she was not wearing panties to hide her skin. Of course, Lidia didn’t care about that, quite the opposite.


He hugged her belly. Only the volume of his belly prevented him from rubbing his pelvis through his crotch. However, the fat ones had their advantages, as long as they did not get on top of it. In their experience, they tended to be better people than skinny ones. And as for sex, riding them, orgasm was guaranteed. A cock is a cock, but with their meat, fat men offer more facilities for the clitoris to rub against them. Lidia liked them and was happy that Vicky also saw it that way.


“She’s your girlfriend!” Dorotheus exclaimed in scandal, looking at Amancio and they all laughed, although Dorotheo was serious.


“Oh, I’m not jealous,” Amancio reassured him. Take advantage. I invite.


Lidia didn’t like the last comment, but she didn’t say anything. She didn’t belong to him. And what he paid her, did not include sex with other people, not even caresses. If he rubbed with Doroteo, it was because she wanted him to, either to capture him as a possible sugar daddy client, or because she liked him and wanted to do it, or because of Vicky or all together.


However, he decided to play Amancio’s game and not start an argument. After all, Amancio had accepted the risk of confronting Alan, if he found out by chance what Vicky had done with him and his friends. The only way for him to find out, of course, was for Vicky to get off the tongue. But that was a real possibility and Lidia had wanted to be fair to Amancio. Although at that time Vicky was totally immersed in his environment, it was not out of the question that she would regret it and confess to Alan what she had done.


He took Dorotheo’s face in his hands and kissed him, as he had kissed his twin before. But on this occasion, the bite lasted longer.


“I like you,” he said, when he finished kissing him. And because he really liked it, he kissed him on the mouth again.








***





“Where are we going?” I ask uselessly.


My question is so stupid that my Master doesn’t even answer me. In return, he looks at me out of the corner of his eye and I see disappointment in his eyes. I have failed him. That is not what he wanted. It’s not what I wanted either. But it’s all I’ve been able to do.


Where are we going? It’s clear that I’m going to his house, to Barcelona. It is evident that I leave my home behind me. It is obvious what my destiny is: to be his slave.


I will not fail him again. From now on, everything will depend solely on me.


Daniel will not be there to complicate things. Nor will he be around to appreciate them, unfortunately. Nor will he be there to embrace me; now I will have to settle for my Master’s embrace, but that is not the same as that of a husband. Why did I fail? Why am I not able to have a Master and a husband?


I just hope Alan doesn’t have mercy on me. I don’t deserve it.


I am a traitor.


Rain. It doesn’t stop raining. It seems that the sky is crying. Just like I cry now. Not the Gem who goes with Alan in the car. That one leaves angry with Daniel and happy and excited with Alan. I’m talking about the other Gem, the one who really cries, the one who’s still at home with Daniel, although that Gem is also incomprehensibly excited at the same time.


We have been hundreds of kilometers now and it has not stopped raining. Nor did I want to cry. I’m afraid I’ll never stop crying, somehow. I’m afraid I won’t stop getting excited about Alan either, somehow.


My Master. He is disappointed in me and will punish me for it. Despite this, he has come to pick me up to take me with him. Far from home, far from Daniel, only dedicated to him. It excites me to imagine what will happen when we arrive in Barcelona. He will have me for him twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, three hundred and sixty-five days a year.


Although that depends on whether it is a leap year. He will have me with him for life. If he doesn’t get bored before me. But I will try not to let that happen. I know that at first that will not happen; There are still so many things to discover, so many to explore, so many to do.


I hope he will take advantage of me. Since I have left Daniel behind, since he has not wanted to follow me, I only hope that, that he will take advantage of me and make use of me as he pleases. I know that he has a lot of things on his mind for me and that I won’t like many of them. But that’s what it’s all about, isn’t it? There is no gain without pain. He can’t take advantage of me, if everything seems good to me.


He has to do things to me that are not right.


That’s Daniel’s problem. He loves me. He would never take advantage of me.


He would never do anything that could hurt me. That is not the case with my Master. I know HE will protect me. But I know that he will push me, that he will pull me, that he will break me to put me back together to his liking. I know I won’t be the same again, but would Daniel want me back if I were the same traitor?


who abandoned him? There is only one possibility of returning to him: not being the same.


Daniel loves me, but despite this, he has refused to accompany me. I don’t understand it. He has pushed me to abandon him. I blame him, but I can’t blame him.


If Alan destroys me – or, rather, when he does – and when he gets bored of me because he has nothing new to try with me, I will return to Daniel. Eventually. If he wants to. I will return as a completely shattered and absolutely submissive woman. I will never again be the fury that abandoned him. Then Daniel will be able to live out his fantasies with me. Not his cuckolded fantasies, although I will sleep with whoever he wants without question. Their fantasies of dominating me. Because otherwise, why would he have wanted to do it through Silvestre, if that is not what he dreams of? The horns are nothing more than a farce behind which he hides, because he knows that otherwise he cannot handle me. And that’s why he hates that he cheats on someone he doesn’t control.


But it’s my fault, because it’s so difficult. It is not Daniel who does not know how to dominate. I’m the one who isn’t soft enough for my husband to dominate me. But Alan will fix it. It will fix me. He has promised. He told me that when he is done with me, even Daniel will be able to dominate me. He has even been left over, but it is worth it. Isn’t that what you want, Daniel? Why, if not, have you refused to submit to HIM with me?


Alan still cares about me and Daniel. That shows that he still values our marriage. He takes me with him because I have failed in my mission, not because he wanted that from the beginning. He takes me to enjoy with me and he has told me that it will be doubly hard to compensate for Daniel not wanting to participate. But he’s promised me that when he’s done with me he’ll give me back. He will fix me and return me. When my Master leaves me, I will only do what my husband wishes. I will be so submissive to him, that Daniel will have no choice but to be domineering. Everything will be fixed.


It continues to rain and continues to cry. And I still get excited about the idea of serving Alan exclusively. It pains me to leave Daniel behind, but I cannot give up this opportunity to serve my Master unconditionally.


“I have to pee,” I tell him to stop somewhere.


But Alan doesn’t listen to me and I have to put up with it.


“I have to pee,” I repeat fifty kilometers ahead.


My bladder is full.


But Alan continues to drive.


I don’t want to stain his car and ten kilometers later I beg him. At last I have understood:


“Master, please, will you give me permission to pee?” “It’s humiliating to have to ask for permission for that and to do it that way. I wonder if from this moment on I will always have to ask for permission to relieve myself or if it is only when we are in his car and for him to stop.


Sometimes I ask myself stupid things. The answer is clear. It’s harder and harder for me to think. I am lost, even though I know that HE has found me. Maybe it’s because he’s lost me and I’ve lost him.


I find it difficult to distinguish between the here and the there. Between now and then.


Between the real and the imaginary world. Is it really raining? I just know that I’m crying in both worlds and that I’m in both.


But the imaginary world is a real possibility and it is not so remote. More and more, both worlds are getting closer. With Daniel’s attitude, do I really have an alternative? He pushes me towards HIM and HE pulls me. Worlds come together, but why can’t they do it any other way? Instead of pushing me, couldn’t He take me by the hand and go with me to Him? I love him, but I need him. Him and HIM.


It won’t be the same without him. Without his excitement when he knows that I sleep with another. Without his ecstasy when he knows that I have done things with someone else that I will not do with him. Without their support, without their tenderness, without their love. At what point have I stopped being a hot spouse and become a mere submissive?


I desire my Master. But I also want him to be the gore of Daniel, his Lord. That’s how it should be. Alan does his part. But not Daniel. Why have I failed? Why is the desire to leave with my Master greater than the desire to stay with my husband? I am a traitor. But I can’t help it.


It’s a drug.


“Can’t you stand it, dog?” Alan asks me.


We stopped at a gas station and got out of the car. My Master has his hand between my legs. I’m wearing a short dress and I’m not wearing panties. He rubs my while looking at me and does it in front of the gas station. I’m sure you’ve seen us. In addition, there is the video surveillance camera. But HE doesn’t care and I’m turned on by how he treats me. He has told me that he will be uploading my videos to my channel on the portal. I wonder if you will get a copy of the recording from the surveillance system. I don’t want him to expose me. It terrifies me! But at the same time it makes me. I don’t have


remedy. And now that Daniel is gone, what does it matter? Isn’t that part of tearing me apart?


Alan has pointed me to a couple of blogs about dogs that are exposed to honor their masters. In one of them, they come out with their faces uncovered. I don’t know if they’re real, although it seems that they are. The dogs hold signs with messages and show scribbles on their skin. One of them is from a Venezuelan dog. She has huge tits, although she assures that they are natural. Not like mine. And


She is not alone. Although she is the protagonist of that blog, her master has more dogs and she introduces them. That master has a harem.


I don’t know if I could get to that. I’m too jealous. I have always been with Daniel, although I am also with my Master. Alan has warned me that he has another, a younger one. I don’t know if he says it to make me jealous and try harder so or if it’s true. I know that this is one of the limits that will be hardest for me to overcome, even more than opening a blog and exposing myself publicly as his dog.


But maybe he settles for images in which I can’t be identified, like the video he uploaded to my porn channel. But I am afraid that will not be the case. He has a lot of things in mind for me. Step by step. And HE doesn’t love me. Therefore he will do as he pleases, regardless of what I think.


Why does this make me so? I know it’s insane, but I can’t stop. Why do I feel your fingers on my sex? Not only in this world, but also in the next, in the real one. Or is it me? Why do I cry? Why is it raining? Why isn’t Daniel, neither here nor there? It seems that I am dreaming, but at the same time I am awake. Is it really happening? I don’t know how to distinguish anymore. Or are they visions of the future, of something that is about to happen?


“No, master. I’m going to burst,” I confirm. I really have to pee!


“Okay. My Master is merciful to me. Come in while I fill up with gas. “Alan is a good boy. Why doesn’t Daniel see it that way? Why don’t you understand that I won’t love Him less because I need Him more?


He has already sucked his cock. And he did it very well. He might as well do it again with whomever HE tells him, as I do. Is it that hard? I would even suck it at the gas station, if that was what Alan entrusted me with. Not that I’m attracted to it, but I would. For once, couldn’t Daniel do something that didn’t appeal to him? I love you! I would do everything for you! Where are your words, Daniel?


At the first serious test, you back down! Coward! Do you love me? I will


master. Do you shrink? I betray you! I am sorry. Understand, please. He is superior to me. I need this. And it can only be Alan. You know this well.


“I’m sorry, it’s out of order,” the gas station attendant tells me without the slightest empathy.


“How?” I ask on the verge of panic. I ignore her and try, however, to open the door of the women’s service, but it is closed. I don’t cut myself and try the men’s one, but it’s also closed.


“The customer restrooms are closed,” the gas station attendant says unfazed and without giving me any explanation. I have already told you.


Those of customers?


—And the employees? I ask, trying my luck. I don’t care about one bathroom or another.


“That one?” he asks me.


So they have their own bathroom. Saved! Nod vigorously. That! That.


I don’t care which one, as long as it’s open and minimally clean.


“It’s for employees.” Only. You can’t use it.


What can’t I? I can. Maybe I shouldn’t. But you can bet I know how to use it!


I can’t take it anymore. I feel the irrepressible desire to enter the part reserved for employees, but I stop. My Master has not given me permission for that. What if you think it’s wrong for you to break the rules?


Standards? What rules, if He breaks them all with me? Sex in public? Yes, please! For example. Sell my body to a stranger?


Of course, he has already done that too. And he says that’s just the beginning.


With the other, the youngest, has he also done that or has he refused?


I explain the situation to my Master.


“Wait, I’ll accompany you,” he replies to my joy. My Master to the rescue! I know Alan will always protect me… in his own way. But the important thing is that now he is going to put the indolent employee of the station, that one, on his feet.


You’re going to find out!


I see through the glass that she argues with him. The gas station attendant shakes his head and my Master nods.


My Master comes out. I’m sure he’ll inform me of his victory and give me permission to pee in the employee bathroom. Yes or yes. With the approval of the gas station or without it. I don’t care! The only thing that matters to me is that of my Master.


“He hasn’t budged,” he informs me. on him in front of the door.


I look at him stunned, I don’t know if it’s because he hasn’t succeeded or because of his proposal.


Pee in front of him? He almost preferred to suck it. I don’t know what’s more humiliating. Sucking a man’s suck is a natural thing. It has become natural to me, especially if my Master desires it. But to relieve myself in front of a stranger?


But I can’t take it anymore. In addition, my Master has given me an instruction.


“Pull down your dress at the top,” Alan tells me, as if that would make the difficult task of peeing in front of a stranger easier, even more so one who I already have a grudge at. But turn around. I don’t want him to see your tits. He doesn’t deserve it. I just want you to know what you’ve missed.


I do as my Master tells me. I stand in front of the door and turn my back to him. I pull down the top of the dress and expose my tits.


I’m not wearing a bra. I don’t think I’ll ever wear a bra with Alan again. The tits his uncle put on me are firm and Alan likes to show them off. Above all, she likes that I am still embarrassed when they look at me through a blouse or dress. I know everyone knows I’m a slut who’s gotten boobs. It is too obvious that they are not mine. If Daniel and I had paid for the operation, they would have been mine, as if they were natural. But Alan’s uncle was the architect of designing them and paying for them, so they are not mine, but his.


The gas station attendant has to make do with my back. And with my ass. I pull my dress up to my waist and squat down. Now, the dress is nothing more than a thick belt. Really, it’s worse to be half-dressed than naked and my high heels don’t help either. If anything, they prevent me from putting my feet in a puddle, in the rain puddle or in my own.


It continues to rain in jets and now it rains not only from the sky, but also from my pussy. Oh, what a relief! I don’t care that I’m getting wet in the rain while I’m peeing.


My Master has said “Mea!” and I have done it. It has been easier than I expected. At least in that I have not failed him.


Without Daniel, I will not fail him in anything again.


I wonder if Alan will get the tape from the video surveillance camera.


I would like Daniel to see me like this. I’m sure the image of me, pissing in the rain, is something he won’t forget. I’m afraid I’ve lost it forever, but I secretly get excited thinking that it will follow my blog or my channel on the porn platform, or wherever my Master wants to post my blogs.


Exploits.


I watch my Master’s smile as he starts the car and I’m happy to have accomplished my mission. Nothing hurts me more than leaving Daniel, but nothing brings me more joy than making Alan proud of me.








***





Amancio was putting all his effort into winning the next game.


He tried to stay focused to play his cards well, but with Lidia on one side and Vicky on the other being cuddly with the twins, it was not easy for him.


On top of that, he had already missed the signs of his companion Bellarmine several times and had missed opportunities to surprise Doroteo with an apparently reckless bet being dessert, but playing with the cards of his companion who, at that moment, was ahead of them in the order of the game.


That had caused Bellarmine to stop taking the game seriously and to be more aware of what the girls were doing than of their cards. Things were not looking good for him, despite being the host.


“I like it when you look at me, daddy,” Amancio recited what Vicky had told him. Her words had made him even hornier and he couldn’t stop looking at her. “But I don’t just want to look at you, my girl. I need to touch you too,” he thought.


I had to win the game. I needed to sit her on his leg, especially now, when she wasn’t wearing panties. Knowing that she had her lower parts unprotected, sitting on top of someone who could be him, drove him crazy. He was sure that Vicky would ruin his pants, but that didn’t matter to him. At least, she still had her panties. From time to time, with dissimulation, she touched them and delighted in the viscosity of their vaginal fluids that still permeated her panties.


“I don’t play,” Amancio declared. The cards weren’t smiling at him. Even so, they had an advantage on the scoreboard, mainly because Ciriaco and Doroteo were more distracted than them.


“Neither do I,” said Ciriaco.


“Neither do I,” Bellarmine added. It was a shame, because with two more points from the game they would go out.


“No,” Dorotheus said.


Amancio breathed. They had been lucky, after all. With the two of the game, plus the point of the big one that had been left in step and that they would possibly beat and bet on the pairs, it was certain that they would have won the game. Thus, they still had a chance.


“I’ll pass,” Amancio said tremblingly. Everything now depended on that play.


“Come, my child, come with daddy,” she thought. “Come on, screw up, Ciriaco, screw it up.


That’s it, my child, distract him. Move, hug him, kiss him. Make him wrong. »


“Envido,” Ciriaco bet.


As the game was, an envido was equivalent to an ordago. Amancio and Belarmino could not allow two stones to be added in that play and, in addition, those of the previous moves to be counted and added.


“Ordague!” Amancio shouted and struck the table so that the coins jumped into the air. “You’ve made a mistake, comrade!” celebrated Amancio.


Vicky was startled. I still didn’t understand the game and I was drowsy and at ease about Ciriaco.


“Jolines,” Dorotheus protested. You should have left it in passing! He reproached his companion, seeing himself already defeated.


“I’m thirty. And in no case would they have left it in passing. Don’t you see? Look…” He tried to explain to him how the points were in that last play, but Doroteo did not agree.


“So thirty, eh?” thought Amancio. Thirty is the highest score to the point, the last move of the mus, which only occurs when no one has a game, that is, when no one adds thirty-one or more in their four cards.


“Well, come on. What are you waiting for? »


“I see it,” Ciriaco declared.


“And you lose!” Amancio said exultantly. I’m thirty too, and I’m a hand! “Luck had finally been on your side!” “It’s Vicky’s turn.”


he said quickly, before his companion Bellarmine could say anything


—. “For you, Lidia,” he said, thus establishing a new rule on the fly: The winners kept both girls.


“It’s clear that you don’t love me anymore!” Lidia scolded Amancio, as if she were really his girlfriend. Then you’ll want to get laid with me! She warned him, pretending to be indignant.


“It seems that the one who doesn’t love me is you,” Bellarmine interfered in the couple’s argument, now pretending to be hurt.


“No, honey,” Lidia assured him. I love you almost as much as I love him. —


Whether she loved him as much or more, of course, depended on whether he hired her.


“Well, you will have to prove that,” Bellarmine replied, striking his thigh demonstratively.


“Oh, I will!” Lidia promised. But first,” he said, rising from Dorotheus, “I think you need a new round of drinks.” “Come, love,” he told Vicky. Help me.


Vicky obeyed and came to help him with the drinks. Just as they had done before, they bent down without bending their knees, thus showing them their unprotected butts. Vicky’s sex shone with her vaginal fluids.


Lidia’s was also a bit of a problem, although a little less, perhaps because she was more used to this type of situation, while for Vicky it was a morbid novelty; the greatest incentive for Lidia was her friend.


The card partners religiously paid for their drinks.


Amancio, although he was the host and bore the cost of the drinks, decided to put five euros more than the previous time. His classmates imitated him, either so as not to look stingy, or because they saw that the girls were willful and deserved it. At twenty euros a glass, Lidia and Vicky earned an additional eighty euros, to share between them, without having really had to do much.


“At this rate, I will be able to invite Manuel on a vacation with me,” Vicky reflected. “Or should I go with Lydia?”


“I think they expect a little more from us,” Lidia said and everyone looked at her, the men with the look of hungry wolves and Vicky with the look of a fawn. “Come,” Lidia said and tugged at Vicky’s leash. I think they’d like to see how we kiss. Isn’t it? He was not surprised to receive enthusiastic support for his proposal. And you, don’t you want to kiss me? She asked her friend, looking deeply into her eyes. He had the strap at the height of the collar in his fist and Vicky’s face was a few centimeters from his. You’ll have to say it out loud,” he exhorted him to repeat intelligibly the little mouse noise he had made.


“Yes,” Vicky repeated in a low voice. He wanted to kiss her. They had kissed before, in the kitchen. But doing it in front of an audience was different. And


to admit out loud that he wanted to do so, too.


Lidia brought his lips close to hers and threatened to kiss her, but threw her head back at the last moment, leaving Vicky with the desire, when she had already closed her eyes. With the strap in his hand, he turned it to


to look at Amancio and said:


“Say it out loud. You know what phrase he likes to hear.


“No,” Vicky protested, but she did so without much conviction.


“Tell my boyfriend,” said Lida, for Amancio’s benefit. He sensed that he liked to be called that in front of his friends, even though they all knew the truth. That she paid him didn’t mean that she couldn’t be his girlfriend at the same time, albeit a very peculiar one. “Tell Daddy,” he insisted. He wants to see us and I know you want him to see us. Tell her, my child,” he encouraged her, whispering in her ear.


Vicky looked at Amancio, but, embarrassed, she looked away from him.


At last he gathered his strength, looked at him, and told him what he wished to hear:


“Daddy, I like it when you look at us.” He conscientiously introduced a small but significant variation in the sentence.


“Tell her what you like her to see,” Lidia incited her, whispering in her ear, excited.


“We like it when you look at us kissing,” Vicky specified, thrown.


Aware that it excited them both, again, he had just made another modification to the expression. He turned his head to Lydia and looked at her triumphantly. “Now! I said it! he thought, and his eyes spoke those same words vividly.


Satisfied, Lidia let go of the leash and walked away from her friend.


Vicky looked at her confused, almost disgusted. “Is that all?” she thought, and to her amazement she was disappointed. Had he only wanted to hear her say it? When he entered Amancio’s apartment, it would have seemed a horror to him to do that and even more so in front of them. But now, did he want it? Lidia had played with her, with her shame and now she wasn’t even going to kiss her.


Lidia approached Amancio smiling. He had managed to get Vicky to do what she wanted and what Amancio wanted so much. She bent down and looked him in the eye.


“This is for you,” she said to her boyfriend, in a low voice, but in a way that everyone could hear her, all her friends and Vicky too. Without leaving Amancio, she turned her head and looked at her friend.


Was there trickery in his eyes? Was she the one who felt triumphant now, after having played with her like a cat with a mouse and deceived her? « Scoundrel! Traitor! Vicky thought. However, he could not get completely angry with her, not as she undoubtedly deserved. “All you need to do is laugh in my face!”


Lidia looked at him again. She moistened her lips before her attentive gaze, brought closer


her face to his and kissed him. His tongue penetrated his mouth and he tried to kiss him intensely, as he had not yet kissed his friends. Amancio, after all, was her boyfriend and he was the one who paid. At the moment, he was the only one who did it, apart from Alan. “Do I have to think of him even here and now?” she lamented, but she continued to kiss Amancio. “You think Daniel is the cuckold, but have you seen your own antlers?” he asked. Vicky was cheating on her with and thanks to her. That’s better, he thought. That line of thinking pleased him more.


Lidia got rid of Amancio and approached her friend.


It seemed to Vicky that everything happened in slow motion in front of her eyes. Her friend approached her smiling, swaying her hips. Suddenly, everything accelerated. Again, she took the leash at the height of the necklace and drew his head towards her. And then, it slowed down again. Vicky felt her friend’s lips on hers, then her tongue in her mouth. He was kissing her! And he was doing it in front of their hungry eyes! But he didn’t even care. He only cared about the kiss. It didn’t matter that he had kissed Amancio just a few seconds before and that he was tasting his drool in his mouth. Or if he did? Lidia had not done it by chance.


In a way, it was as if she was kissing him. And his friends knew it! Vicky half-opened her eyes and saw the lustful looks of Amancio and his friends. Shuddered. “We like it when you look at us,” he thought. “We like it when you look at us how we kiss.” He put his hands on Lidia’s butt. “And when we touch,” he said to himself.


Lidia responded to him, putting her hands on Vicky’s butt, but she went a step further and slipped her hands under her skirt. She caressed her friend’s bare buttocks.


Vicky imitated her.


“She likes to be looked at,” Lidia concluded satisfied. He sucked his ass. He had not been wrong, but had deduced it correctly. Like her mother, Vicky had an exhibitionist side to her. And, in the same way as her, showing off was embarrassed and it was that shame that turned her on.


“We like it when you look at us,” he said mentally to the four of them. She didn’t feel that shame, but she was also excited to be looked at. In her case, what made her was to see the reaction she provoked in them. She liked to be desired. And the other thing that excited her was the grotesqueness of the situation.


Lydia often found in the grotesque a profound eroticism. In that, perhaps he resembled Alan. The young man had shared some of his fantasies


with her and had told her what he intended to do with Gema and Daniel, even with Vicky. At first, that had captivated her. “Oh, no!” protested Lydia to herself. “Not while kissing!” There was nothing erotic about thinking about Alan anymore, especially at a time like this, when he was with Vicky.


“I would like you to see me with her,” he forced himself to think. Since she unfortunately couldn’t get her thoughts away from him, she would at least direct them in the right direction. “Not as an innocuous lesbian spectacle for his pleasure, but as an involuntary cuckold who is forced to watch his beloved leave him for someone else.”


Lidia’s hand left her friend’s ass and, in return, traveled to her pubis.


Vicky shuddered even before her fingers landed on her parts. I was drunk with excitement. The least important thing was the drink she had had, even though she was sure that her friend had carried it more than necessary. “Not here in front of them!” he protested weakly, but said nothing, and continued kissing her as if there were no tomorrow. Intoxicated, she imitated her. He left one hand on her ass and put the other on her pubis. He felt with his fingertips until he found her clitoris upright. As a woman, she knew the female anatomy and for her fingers it should not be strange to touch that part, however, it was. It was as different to touch herself than to touch another girl’s sex. Although his fingers must have been expert, it seemed to him that they were clumsily exploring uncharted territory. “Oh, my God!” she cried to herself, and she didn’t do it loudly because her tongue was inside her friend’s mouth. Or was it Lidia’s that was fluttering in hers? “If Mother saw me like that,” she thought, “she would kill me. And to think that I invited her to come with me. “He’d been, and of course he hadn’t seriously invited her, but he had. “On top of that, she’s his ex-co-worker,” he reminded himself as he rubbed Lidia’s clitoris. “She will never understand that I love her,” she said to herself. « A woman! » His mother would never approve.


“Do I want it?” she asked dazed. He also loved Manuel. « Can you love two people? Or is it just lust that I feel? “He felt vertigo.


Suddenly, Lidia moved away from her, leaving her with an emptiness, leaving her with the desire to continue kissing her, to continue touching her and, above all, to continue feeling her fingers.


Lidia raised her middle finger demonstratively and showed it to Amancio and his friends. It seemed like an obscene gesture in bad taste, an insult, and maybe it was, but it was something more. Lidia put her finger to her mouth, stuck out her tongue and put it


He felt the tip of his finger with the tip of his tongue. He raised and lowered his eyebrows and smiled.


“Hmm,” he did and continued to hold his middle finger demonstratively high. He approached Amancio and tempted him.


Amancio, without hesitation, leaned forward and opened his mouth. How I wanted to taste the child! Lidia was bringing them closer, in her own way. First, he had given her his drool to taste and now he would give his pussy juice to him. “You are a unique specimen, Lydia,” he admired, ecstatic. Not only had he had bodily fluids exchanged through her, but he had made him touch her. He had seen how she touched her and, somehow, seeing them, it had been his hands and not Lydia’s that had touched the girl. “How clever and twisted you are!” she was dazzled. His mouth was open, about to swallow Lidia’s finger and shovel her little girl.


Suddenly, Lidia turned and turned away from him, leaving him without the precious morsel.


“No, no,” said Lydia. He sniffed his finger and made a look of delight. This costs money. Who wants?


“Me!” Bellarmine said quickly, without hesitation. It was foolish to spend money on that, but to hell, why not? Lidia was very much to his liking. She was so different from the other one, from her little friend. If he had to choose one, the decision would be difficult.


“Me, me! Ciriaco exclaimed a second later.


“I want to,” Doroteo agreed, quieter and without so much fuss.


Bellarmine put ten euros on the table. It wasn’t bad to suck a finger.


“There is only one for one,” Lidia warned. “For the moment,” he thought, “where it comes from, there is much more.” However, he kept quiet. Scarcity increases value.


“Fifteen!” Ciriaco said and looked agitatedly for the money in his wallet.


Lidia turned and looked at Amancio. He shrugged, in a gesture that could be interpreted as an apology. Business is business.


“Twenty,” Bellarmine offered.


“Twenty-five,” Doroteo climbed, driven more by the collective compulsion to participate than by the desire to suck the girl’s vaginal fluids. “I don’t have much more money left in my wallet,” he thought with a heavy heart.


None of them lacked money, but neither could it be said that


they had more than enough, despite the fact that Amancio allowed himself the whim of paying a sugar girl. They did not belong to high society; They were middle class, well-paid retirees, but some were married and had to take care of their accounts.


“Thirty!” Ciriaco cheered up. Of course, he wasn’t going to let his twin take his loot. He got along well with Doroteo, but he was a little annoyed by the mockery of calling them twins and comparing them. He always tried to differentiate himself from his friend and always tried to stay ahead of him.


“Thirty-five!” Bellarmine raised the stakes, although he thought that was already getting out of hand.


“Forty!” Ciriaco offered energetically and put two twenty-dollar bills on the table.


“He’s carrying a good wad of bills,” Bellarmine thought, looking at Ciriaco’s wallet.


With her middle finger still raised, Lidia looked at Amancio, but he made a negative gesture with his hand, barely perceptible. I wasn’t going to participate in that.


Vicky belonged to him in his own right. He had already done enough to bear the expenses of the drinks, apart from paying for them anyway, in addition to Lidia’s pay. I would have the opportunity to taste it later. He was waiting for Lidia to put it on a platter.


Dorotheus looked at Bellarmine. Perhaps he hoped that he would uvet the ante.


Of course, he was not going to do it anymore. Perhaps he wanted to scrutinize what Belarmino thought of the enthusiasm that Ciriaco was demonstrating. If he was more introverted and quiet, his twin Ciriaco tended to be emotional and daring.


Bellarmine winked at him and encouraged him with a gesture to continue adding fuel to the fire of the auction. Doroteo smiled, although he immediately tried to put on a poker face. Or mus face, which is a game of greater mischief and deception.


“Forty-five,” he offered. He had understood Bellarmine. I just hoped they weren’t wrong.


Ciriaco looked at him angrily. Was he competing with him? With him?


“Fifty!” Ciriaco exclaimed, and with a loud stroke of authority he crushed a fifty-euro note on the table. He challenged Doroteo with his eyes. Although in the mus they used to play together against Amancio and Bellarmine, he was not going to allow him to beat him.


Bellarmine looked at him expectantly. He hesitated to intervene and raise the stakes on his part, but he understood that the pique was between the two. However, he was encouraged,


certain that the opposite Doroteo el Pesetero would be appeased. He put a fifty-dollar bill and a five-dollar bill, well ironed and quiet, on the table. “Come, take heart!” he prayed. Of course, he did not plan to spend that money to suck a finger. However, Ciriaco did not react. He was hesitating, but he had not quite started to beat the offer. “Come on, Dorotheus. It’s yours to return all those times Ciriaco tries to stay above you.” As if it were a mus move, he beckoned to her, making sure that Ciriaco did not see her.


“Sixty,” Dorotheus said, challenging his twin with his eyes. He said it coldly.


Ciriaco narrowed his eyes.


“You’re not going to beat me,” he said to Doroteo. I’m going to fleece you.


Seventy!


Bellarmine sighed to himself. The thing was between them. He had already done enough by stinging Ciriaco and throwing Dorotheus. He looked at Amancio in a knowing way. “What do you think?” he asked with his eyes.


“You idiots!” said Amancio with his. Then, he glanced quickly at Ciriaco, to make it clear who, in his opinion, was being the real idiot. Without hardly changing the expression on their faces, they both understood each other and smiled at each other.


“One of us is going to end up fleeced,” Bellarmine told him, amused with his eyes. “Him,” Amancio replied with his eyes, referring to Ciriaco.


“Or both,” he added. “I don’t care.”


Actually, Amancio did care, but for the better. “More money for Lydia,” he thought satisfied. “And for Vicky,” she added, recalling that one of the objectives of the exercise, according to Lidia, was to start Vicky on the wrong path and to show her how exciting it could be to charge for certain services.


“Seventy-five,” Dorotheus replied. He tried to be calm, but it vibrated to himself. That was a lot of money for him. At least, it was a lot for that of sucking his thumb. But what encouraged him was to annoy Ciriaco.


“The mother who gave birth to you!” Ciriaco said angrily. Hundred! He exclaimed in a fit of rage, “And suck this one!” He added, obscenely touching his crotch with one hand. Then he took another fifty-dollar note from his wallet and slammed it on the table.


“You win,” Dorotheus admitted relieved and with a smile from ear to ear


—. You’re right, you’ve fleeced me,” he conceded ironically.


Amancio and Bellarmine laughed with him.


“Yes, laugh,” Ciriaco said angrily, realizing the foolishness he had just done. But I’m sure it’s worth it,” he commented to justify himself. He made an impatient gesture to Lidia to come closer with his happy finger.


“If you want, I’ll give you a taste of this one,” Doroteo proposed, this time touching his crotch on the outside of his trousers. By the time he was above Ciriaco, he wasn’t going to pass up the opportunity to make fun of him. I’ll give you a discount,” he said and laughed out loud, next to Amancio and Bellarmine.


Lidia quickly grabbed Ciriaco’s two fifty-euro notes from the table, before she could regret it. He looked at Vicky and winked at her.


“He auctioned me to the highest bidder!” Vicky realized. She wasn’t sure if she had liked the experience. Of course, she had hallucinated with the cockfight that had occurred because of her or, more than her, because of her aroma.


I was hallucinating. But he had just earned fifty euros without doing anything!


“With this, you have earned something more than tasting it on my finger,” he said to Ciriaco. Do not worry. “Although she spoke in her ear, she did so demonstratively and with a volume that would normally have allowed others to understand her. However, with the laughter, she was not sure that the other three and, especially Vicky, had heard her. But he was not going to repeat it or he would run the risk of being too artificial and premeditated.


He offered him his finger and Ciriaco sucked it gladly.


“Mmm!” he exaggerated.


“If I weren’t horny already,” thought Lydia, “the bastard would be making me go crazy, just like he sucks my thumb!”


“What does it taste like?” Bellarmine asked in a mocking tone.


Amancio looked expectantly at Ciriaco. “Yes, what does it taste like?” he wondered.


“Honey?” Bellarmine continued jokingly.


“I’m going to tell you!” Ciriaco snapped, tired of so much mockery. Yes, he had been wrong! Yes, he had made the cinnamon, getting himself stung like that and paying so much money for it! For much less you could have a whore for a full service. What I can tell you is that it has been worth it,” he said. Lidia had assured him that she would make up for it in some way and then his joker friends would see!— Well, shall we play or what? He proposed to change the subject. Who is the hand?


“You. You call the shots,” Bellarmine continued with mockery.


Before sitting on Bellarmine, Lidia brought Vicky closer to Amancio by the leash.


“Yes, I love you,” Lidia assured Bellarmine, and to prove it to him she kissed him on the mouth. But not so much,” he warned, pausing briefly in the morrow. Several seconds later, she pulled Bellarmine’s mischievous hand away from her sex. Not yet,” he said in a hoarse voice of excitement and continued with the kiss. Bellarmine had touched the right point; That’s why I had let it do it for a while, but it wasn’t that phase yet.


He ended the kiss and turned his head to see what Vicky was doing. Had she dared to imitate her and had she bitten Amancio? Apparently, this was not the case. As far as he could see, Vicky was just kissing him on the cheek. She wasn’t disappointed in her friend; I had already done more than I had anticipated, though not yet as much as I wanted. In any case, I wasn’t going to force things. There was still a game ahead.


He took an ice from Bellarmine’s cup and offered it to him.


“My breasts are hot,” he said.


Bellarmine raised his eyebrows in surprise, but he soon understood what he meant. He took the ice cube from his hand and applied it to his chest.


The thin fabric of Lidia’s shirt was no obstacle to the cold and immediately her nipple responded and hardened.


“The ice is making me hot,” she said excitedly. He didn’t have to exaggerate his expression much. Still! He warned the vivacious Bellarmine. He had guessed her intention and before she could barely move her hand, he intercepted her. “Not there,” he said to himself. “For now.” In return, she brought her hand to her other.


She felt the gazes of the other three on her. Just as she had foreseen, the white shirt had become transparent where the ice had left her wet and her nipple and areola were transparent. Soon, the other breast would also be transparent. “Lidia always pays her debts,” he thought. Amancio and his friends were treating them well and were being generous to them. She, therefore, would also be generous to them. And he would make sure that Vicky was too.


“Amancio, honey,” she said to her boyfriend, “I think Vicky is hot too. Isn’t that so, my child? He asked rhetorically.


Amancio, without waiting for the answer, took an ice cream from his glass and imitated his friend. “Finally!” he thought, and was delighted with his child’s reaction to the cold ice on her little breast.


“Do you like it?” He asked, however, excited. In reality, it was also a rhetorical question.


“Yes,” Vicky groaned. He felt his nipple rise under the action of the ice. In front of her was her friend, sitting on Bellarmine, shivering just like her. Her nipples were transparent through her shirt and pointed in her direction. Vicky had never had a nipple in her mouth, except as a baby, of course. I hadn’t even tried sucking on a male nipple. It hadn’t even crossed his mind. Nor had it occurred to him to suck his own; Anyway, her breasts were too small to put in her mouth. However, her friend’s nipples were tempting her.


Amancio changed his and Vicky squirmed again, shaking.


Amancio was the one who was causing the physical sensations with the ice, but it was his friend who was provoking them in his mind, the way he looked at her.


“Soon both tits will show through to me like her,” she thought. “It’s for us,” she remembered her friend’s words and understood. Lidia had tempted her with morbidity and easy money, but it wasn’t really about that, it was about them. Hypnotized, she watched as Lydia kissed Bellarmine again, and for a moment she felt jealous. Afterwards, she felt envious. She did not see herself capable of doing the same with Amancio, even though she knew him better than Lydia knew Bellarmine. Everything was easy for her friend. “Everything is easier with her,” he acknowledged.








***





“Enough is enough!” Daniel said, but he was unable to stop recording.


He must have been angry – and he was! – but he was hypnotized and couldn’t take his eyes off his wife, or her eyes, or the lens of his cell phone. With his free hand he touched the through the chastity device and gave it small wiggles, not enough to bring him to orgasm, but enough to cause pain as his member tried to grow and, when he tried to stand up, he pulled the little boys through the ring of the device, painfully stretching the skin of the scrotum.


“Enough!” he cried. Finally, he was able to stop spying on his wife, stop recording her and stop touching himself. She focused on the anger she felt because she only thought about Alan and asked him for impossible and impossible things.


indecent to satisfy HIM. “And now, I even write his pronoun in capital letters,” he lamented.


He ran up the stairs to the ground floor and quickly left the house.


He skirted the garden and went down the stairs to the English courtyard. The steps were wet and he almost slipped and squeezed. « ‘Escoñar’. Good word,” he thought.


There was his wife’s pussy. For some reason, Gema had pulled down her panties and wore them over her hamstrings. He continued to masturbate; she hadn’t even noticed him, despite the noise he’d made running toward her.


The image offered by his wife was hypnotizing and Daniel was almost enraptured again.


“Enough!” he said again.


He wasn’t sure if he was referring to her or himself, but Gema didn’t flinch.


Completely gone, she continued rubbing her clitoris while pinching a nipple with the other hand. For some reason, she had opened her blouse and her formidable tits had been left in the open air.


Daniel quickly covered his wife with a large towel he had taken from the laundry basket in the laundry room in the basement before quickly climbing the stairs.


“Honey, wake up!” He told her, and his words sounded kinder than he had intended and than she deserved.


He took her in his arms. Gema still had her eyes closed, but at least she had stopped touching each other.


Daniel was hallucinating. How was it possible that his wife was unfazed even by the rain of the automatic sprinkler irrigation that had jumped? Gema had continued to masturbate despite the fact that the irrigation was wetting her. Not even the cold water had brought her out of her trance. But hadn’t he been equally enraptured looking at her? “What could I be fantasizing?” asked Daniel angrily, even though he knew the answer all too well.


“What were you imagining with HIM?”


With his wife in his arms, he tried to open the door of the house. Gema was still catatonic. Finally, he succeeded.


How could he? Did he not care about anything anymore? Didn’t he mind exposing himself? Didn’t you mind exposing him to him? The English courtyard was a sheltered place, but from the new chalet across the street they could see it all the same.


And once the rumor got around, there would be no stopping it. Didn’t she care what they thought of her? From him? “From us,” he mused, “if we are at all.”


there is still a ‘we’”


“It has changed,” Daniel acknowledged. “Before, he cared about what people would say.


Not anymore. Before, it mattered to him that I liked it; not anymore. Now he only cares about what HE wants. For God’s sake, how did we get here? »


Gema’s addiction to Alan was evident. I needed to detox her urgently.


“Maybe if I show him, he’ll understand,” Daniel said hopefully, thinking about the video he had recorded. His wife, after seeing him, had to realize that he had lost his grip. “Not even the irrigation water was able to get her out of that state,” Daniel hallucinated. I didn’t need to watch the video to remember that image.


But did he want to show the video to Gema so that she could reflect or did he just want to watch it again? What had he really recorded it for?








***





“Another game for us,” Bellarmine declared. He and Amancio were on a roll. But he also agreed that his opponents weren’t playing too well. Who would think of rebelling against the hand? He criticized his move and put his cards face up on the table. At thirty-one and being a handball he could not fail. He had provoked Ciriaco and he had bitten, throwing a stupid ordeal for dessert.


Bellarmine shook his head, disappointed with the poor play of his opponents, although he was obviously happy. The other parallel game, that of ice, had given a lot of itself as well. By now, Lidia must have had frozen nipples. “Of course, they are as hard as ice floes,” Bellarmine gloated, dazzled. Not only did he touch her tits with the ice cubes, but he also took the opportunity to stretch out his fingers and feel her breasts. Lidia let herself do that without problems and, in addition, she compensated him with a good morreo every time she won a game.


Obviously, she had tried her luck again and had tried to apply the ice cube to her clitoris, but Lidia still refused, although without getting angry. It seemed that she really wanted it, although that was not why Bellarmine kept trying it.


He looked at his companion Amancio satisfied. They had won a game again and that meant the girls would stay with them. Like him, Amancio


He had continued to play with the ice and the nipples of the young woman.


Bellarmine was sure that Amancio had also explored her tits with his fingers. She had caught him on more than one occasion resting his hand unnecessarily against her chest while holding the ice cube and had seen how, with the cube between his index finger and thumb, he had extended the rest of his fingers to touch her. Vicky was not opposed to his advances either, although she was more shy than Lidia, as if she was really ashamed. It excited and made her uncomfortable at the same time. That mixture of innocence and sluttiness made Bellarmine very horny and the best of all was that it seemed authentic and not mere puteril theater. However, the very young woman had refused to kiss him. He only kissed his cheek from time to time, but he hadn’t bitten him yet.


Bellarmine was happy. He really had the best. He had the innocent, but deep down just as slutty Vicky in front of him, offering him the best visual spectacle. And he had the fiery Lydia sitting on him. Her tits were better, but Bellarmine had to admit that Vicky’s almost flat chest had its charm. They were small tits, but with well-marked areolas and very stiff and fleshy nipples. Of course, her breasts matched her girlish image, her adorable face, and her costume. But for that, to look at her, he had her in front of him, sitting on top of his friend. To touch and kiss her, he had Lidia. “At this rate we’ll end up fucking them, at least this one,” thought Bellarmine hopefully. Of course, Amancio didn’t seem to mind that they used his paying girlfriend.


Amancio did not propose to exchange the girls after the new game they had won and Bellarmine had no intention of proposing anything about it either.


Dorotheus shook his head, disappointed. Bellarmine was right. How could it have occurred to his partner to bet against the hand and even more so for dessert, when if not Bellarmine, Amancio could wear the nail? He, of course, had nothing, only a measly thirty-seven.


Lidia, however, refrained from kissing him, as she did every time they won a game.


“Who can think of it?” Ciriaco repeated his opponent’s words.


Without taking her eyes off him, she put the cards on the table one after one.


Lidia smiled. The wink he had made to Ciriaco, snitching on Bellarmine’s letters, had after all not been in vain. Of course, it had been fortunate that the letters coincided like this. Against the thirty-one of the hand no


You can win, but knowing what your hand has you can avoid losing.


However, Ciriaco had managed to do more than that. “It’s about time!” celebrated Lidia, who was in urgent need of a change.


“That is not enough!” Bellarmine protested, incredulous.


“What do you mean it’s not worth it?” What do you mean? Ciriaco snapped. That move would go down in the annals of mus history, at least in the short story of the four amigos. “And if it doesn’t go into the annals, what it has entered is him in the ass. Taking! “, he celebrated. Real in every way. The real one. The seven of cups, the seven of spades,” he counted, stamping his fat index finger on each card, “the seven of clubs, and the jack of coins!”


What do you mean it’s not worth it? The one who is not worth it is you!


“Okay. “Of course it is fine,” Doroteo nodded enthusiastically. The four cards added up to thirty-one, the same as Bellarmine had as a hand. But that combination of cards is the only one capable of beating the hand when it is thirty-one.


“We haven’t agreed that Real is worth it or what combination is authorized,” Bellarmine said, showing himself taciturn and a bad loser. He looked at his companion Amancio, looking for his support.


Amancio cocked his head. He was as unhappy as Bellarmine was to lose. He didn’t care so much about losing mus or that Ciriaco in particular beat him; He and Bellarmine were always a little bitten. But it bothered him to lose Vicky, now that he had her sitting with him. But perhaps he had had enough time, but enough? In any case, I would return; of that he was sure. He shrugged.


“Okay,” he agreed. It had to be recognized that Ciriaco had played masterfully, rebelling against the hand and making the bet go up to the ordago.


“Shit!” Bellarmine said, who neither liked losing to Ciriaco nor wanted to part with Lydia, not before he had put an ice cube on her sex.


Lidia quickly got up from Bellarmine and quickly grabbed Vicky’s leash before she could move from Amancio. There he kissed her, while his hand slipped between his friend’s legs to feel her sex.


Although Vicky tried to restrain herself, Lidia noticed how her hips moved slightly, looking for more friction with her hand. Her friend throbbed under the hint of her caresses. “Good. I have you where I want you,” Lidia said to herself and kissed her. Their tongues met halfway.


Lidia wrapped the strap around her hand, making her friend feel like she was dominating her as she kissed her. Lidia liked those games of domination and submission, although, as with Vicky’s mother, she didn’t mind changing roles. However, Vicky, even more than her mother, seemed to tend strongly towards the submissive spectrum, at least in that phase of her sex education. Gema had also been much better submissive than domina, but perhaps because she had previously dominated her husband, she did not do so badly when, on Gerardo’s orders, he had to subdue her.


“You’ll learn, Vicky,” thought Lidia. She liked variety. She didn’t necessarily want to always be Vicky’s domineant, though she was really enjoying the experience for the moment. In any case, if that was what her friend wanted and required to progress, she was going to give it to her.


When the time came, she would also have to learn to be dominant, both with her and with men. “There are men who pay to be dominated by a woman. Imagine what they would pay to be dominated by two women. She and Vicky had a whole future full of possibilities ahead of them. “There are so many things we can do together. We can be the two submissives or the two dominant or any combination. Or we can be neither one nor the other. The important thing is to do it together and that we will not get bored.”


He ended the kiss with Vicky, leaving her with the desire for more, even in front of his audience or, perhaps, thanks to him. Immediately, she kissed Amancio, sharing her friend with him in a peculiar way, or, at least, her drool. Vicky watched more stunned than disturbed. In general, since Lidia had presented her with mail in hand to Amancio’s friends, she felt that she was floating somewhere.


Lidia detached herself from Amancio’s lips, leaving him too, even though he was already used to kissing her, wanting more.


She took her friend away from Amancio and took her to the place where they had performed their last performances, where everyone except Doroteo, who had to turn around, could see them without problems.


“My child,” he said to Vicky, “I don’t think they’re satisfied with that. It’s time to raise the bar.


“What are you going to do?” Vicky murmured fearfully. What else could I do to him?


“You know what they want to see,” Lydia replied, leaving the concrete answer to her imagination. Look at how they look at you,” he whispered.


He feels the power of being the object of his desires. He threatened to kiss her, but


He withdrew his face at the last moment. Then, he repeated the operation and moved away just before Vicky’s lips could find his. She liked the game and the effect it had on her friend and did it once again. Finally, he stood between her and the men, his back to Vicky. Kiss my neck,” he encouraged her, still looking at Amancio and his friends. He saw expectation on their faces. And touch me. Touch my breasts. I know you want it.


“I know you want it,” he thought. She, of course, wanted it.


Vicky hesitated, but Lidia gave her no choice. Still looking at the men, she reached for her friend’s wrists behind her and pulled them up to her hips.


“Do it, Vicky, do it!” She cheered him excitedly, and the tone of her voice excited not only Amancio and his friends, but also Vicky.


Her friend’s hands began to ascend her body, while she squirmed under his caresses and became aroused both by his touch and by the looks of the men. “Do it, Vicky,” thought Lydia. Her friend’s hands were already close to her breasts. He raised an arm and reached Vicky’s head with his hand. He cocked his head and exposed his neck so that his friend could nibble on him while she caressed the back of his neck.


It had been an instinctive gesture, but one that nevertheless reminded him of Gema. The back of his neck was one of his sensitive points. Gema was turned on to be caressed there almost as much as on the clitoris. How many times had they both danced like this for Gerardo?


Lidia looked at Amancio. He was not Gerardo; Neither were any of his friends. Amancio was in better physical shape than the old man, as Daniel derogatorily called him, but it just wasn’t him. Amancio had his virtues, but his personality and imagination were light years ahead of Gerardo’s. So were his riches, though Gemma had profited from it most. She, too, had benefited from his generosity; Gerardo had always paid her punctually and without sparing tips. Certainly, she had earned those bonuses. “Lidia always gives more than she promises,” she said to herself, although in Gerardo’s case it was not true. She had been key in his plans and had made great progress with Gemma and Daniel, but ultimately she had refused to take the crucial step to break up the marriage. And what good had it been for him?


She had sucked it from the old man just like Gema, but it had been Gemma who had inherited it after his death. The what and how much was not important. She, in return, had inherited nothing, neither a sad thank you nor any special mention. But that was not what hurt him the most. The thorn that


was still nailed to her heart was that Daniel and Gemma, but especially Gemma, had disengaged from her after her death. “Look at me now. I’m teaching your daughter the arts. To my love. »


Lidia exhaled when she finally felt Vicky’s hands on her breasts and her nipples responded to the contact more vigorously than with the ice.


“I want to make love to you, Vicky,” he exclaimed to himself, “in front of them.” I wasn’t sure if I could get Vicky to do that. She wasn’t even sure that her first time would have an audience, though the perversion of the fact attracted her like light to a moth. Hadn’t his first kiss with Gemma taken place in front of the old man and his friend? Hadn’t that been Gemma’s first kiss with a woman? Why would her daughter be less? Certainly, when they told her, Gemma could not accuse them of anything! “Nothing except wanting to replace you with your daughter,” she thought amused. Jealousy was always a problem for Gema. “It would be delightful to see how your jealousy betrays you and makes you confess that you still desire me.” Vicky’s caresses and hungry glances were making his imagination fly and his mind was a whirlwind of ideas. He still remembered Gema.


Of course? He still loved Daniel. Why not? But that didn’t mean that his love for Vicky wasn’t genuine. Why should a human being be limited to a single person? Why couldn’t he have all three of them?


And so, thought led her back to Alan. “Damn Alan.” He also coveted all three. In a way, they resembled each other. “We are very different!” he exclaimed. She loved; Alan only wanted to dominate and humiliate. She loved all three for how they were individually; Alan only wanted them because of the morbidity that brushing gave to an entire family. Although the unusual scenarios attracted her, she, unlike him, was not aroused by the idea of having sex with mother and daughter; he didn’t even put the idea of having sex with both at the same time, very unlike the ill-born Alan.


Vicky felt her friend’s hard breasts under her hands. “Not only have her nipples hardened,” she admired. Lidia had beautiful breasts, not too small like hers and not too big like her mother’s plastic udders. Undoubtedly, those of her friend (her lover?) were suitable. The erect nipples pressed against the palms of her hands. Vicky had never had any special fascination with boobs – nor with women – but she suddenly understood why men become obsessed with that part of the female anatomy, when men


They also have tits and nipples. “I love you,” he thought for a moment, but he avoided saying it aloud. Doubtless the thought had been nothing more than the product of his excitement and confusion. It could not be otherwise.


She smooched her friend’s neck, but wished she had her mouth within reach. That had to be recognized: Lidia kissed better than Daniel.


Lidia took her friend’s hands away from her breasts and guided them to the buttons of her shirt.


“You know what you have to do,” he said, looking into her eyes. Then, he turned his head and looked back at the men. She bit her lower lip, purposely imitating that sexy gesture that Gemma often made unconsciously. “Do it,” he encouraged her.


“Yes,” Vicky groaned. She knew that later she would have to swap roles with her friend and that Lidia would touch her as she was playing her at that moment. She undid the first button and enlarged her already generous neckline.


Then, he continued to the next button. She couldn’t resist, she didn’t want to, not now that she had the excuse of just acting, and she slipped her hand into her shirt, looking for the satin skin of her friend’s breasts.


He felt a breast and found it warm, despite the ice. The skin was soft, just as he had imagined. And the erect nipple was even more delightful to touch than through the fine fabric.


“I’m becoming a lesbian,” Vicky acknowledged and she had doubts about her Manuel. What if it had always been? What if he only liked the boys because they were supposed to? What if Manuel only liked her because he made her do things, like her friend, that made her uncomfortable?


“I’m just acting,” he tried to calm down and forced himself to look at the men. Their lustful looks did not bother her, but comforted her. In the end Lidia was going to be right: She liked it when they looked at her.


“When men look at me,” she emphasized. No, she hadn’t become a lesbian.


Or was it morbidity that made her and the least important thing was that they were men? Again, he had doubts. She liked Manuel’s cock, even his cum.


But did she feel the same way about him that Lidia made her feel? “It’s upsetting me!” Vicky admitted, but she continued to suck her friend’s breast.


He took his right hand out of her cleavage and inserted his left hand into it to touch her other breast. It seemed to him that Lydia, in spite of her impudence, trembled under his caresses. With only his right hand, he managed to unbutton the next button. And then the next one. He tugged at the shirt, pulled it out of his skirt


and, finally, he unbuttoned the last one. His hand, now free of obligations, climbed up his belly and joined the other. Yes, with both hands, with a in each hand, it was much better.


While he touched her breasts, Lidia moved her hips, danced with her without moving from the place. And she, with her pelvis pressed against her butt, danced with her. “I don’t know what we’re doing, Lidia,” she wondered confused. “I really don’t know.” But he had no one with whom he could share his confusion. Certainly, she could not do it with her mother and much less with Manuel. He only had Lidia. “You drive me crazy,” she thought, and prepared to take off her shirt. Her friend would later do the same with her. Would men like their little breasts? Would they like it when they saw them unhindered?


Lidia turned suddenly, before Vicky could take off her shirt. Amancio and his friends had seen her breasts, sure, but it was a matter of not giving it all at once. The key is in the delivery by fascicles; That’s what really hooks. They still had to pay to get to see it completely topless. He hugged Vicky and kissed her. He felt it vibrate as she did, with the same frequency. She slipped a hand under her skirt to check for its wetness; He didn’t really need to do it, but he did it because he wanted to. Vicky’s lips detached from hers for a moment to emit a moan when her fingers touched her clitoris. The middle finger made its way through her lubricated labia, meeting no resistance. “Oh, Vicky! You’re so wet! We’re going to do it in front of them, right? »


He turned away from her lips, though he left his hand on her sex, and stood behind her.


“Now it’s your turn,” he warned.


“Yes,” Vicky confirmed weakly, trembling with excitement and vertigo at the same time.


“Tell him,” Lidia exhorted her warmly in her ear, as she began to unbutton the first button. You know what he wants to hear. Tell!


“Daddy,” Vicky said obediently, “I like it when you look at me. —


He changed the pronoun again to the first person singular. He did it half consciously and half unconsciously. A part of her seemed to drive her to be the protagonist of his gazes and the object of his desire. “Maybe I can talk about these things with my father,” it occurred to him at the time. His father used to be involved in his own world, mostly, but he was always more understanding than his mother


with her. He quickly turned his thought away when Lydia’s hand left its sex to join the other in exposing her.


She felt her friend’s warm lips on her neck and her hands on her breasts. He still had them on the outside of his shirt, but he burned with the desire to feel his hands on his bare skin.


“Daddy, I like it,” he dared to express in front of everyone. What she would not tell them, however, was the thought that had prompted her to say it.


He immediately regretted it. I couldn’t even tell Lidia about that. He would banish that from his mind forever. I was just confused and overexcited.


Amancio’s eyes widened even wider than they already were. He liked me to tell him that. Of course, he did not want to be satisfied with looking at it and listening to it. He wanted more. And he would succeed, hopefully. He could imagine so many things to do with her as long as that word, “daddy,” came out of his mouth. And other times, I could do it after I said it.


He took his eyes away from her for a moment and quickly looked around.


Her friends were devouring her with their eyes and that bothered her. Her child was hers. He was not jealous, but was annoyed by the impure thoughts of his friends, though his own were not purer. But it was his little girl. Lidia had assured him that it was the only way to do things. At first, he had been surprised, then he had fun with the idea of showing off in front of his friends. But now that they were dirtying her with their gazes while she danced for him and only for him, he wished they weren’t there. But he had to conform. It was the only way, although I didn’t quite understand why.


Lidia threatened to put her hand under her shirt, but stopped before her fingers reached her friend’s delicious little breasts.


“Do you want to?” he asked.


Vicky’s heart was racing and she was only able to nod her head.


Lidia’s fingers moved forward a few millimeters, but stopped again.


“Do you want to?” he insisted. Say.


“Yes,” Vicky confirmed. His breathing had also quickened. Yes


He exhaled again.


Lidia caressed the area under her friend’s breasts, without touching them. She felt that Vicky was getting goosebumps with her caresses. She did not smile satisfied, because she too was excited.


“Do you want me?” he asked hoarsely. Say it,” he exhaled, trying to force her to say it. “Do you love me? Do you love me? he wondered, but


he did not dare to tell him aloud; It was still too early for that.


“I want you,” Vicky confirmed and felt how quickly Lidia took her breasts in her hands. I want you,” she repeated agitatedly. Maybe that was the situation, but Lidia was smoothing her breasts better than Manuel.


With her fingers extended and her breasts in her hands, Lidia caught Vicky’s nipples between her fingers and closed them as if they were blunt scissors.


She pressed and stretched them with just the right softness and force that only a woman could intuit.


Vicky let out a groan, not of pain, but of pleasure.


“I’m going to make love to you,” Lidia anticipated, whispering warmly in his ear. She kept her voice low because those words were only meant for her.


He pulled away from her breasts and her hands came down. Vicky moved her hip in anticipation, but Lidia’s hands didn’t reach that low. Instead of continuing their descent into pleasure, they stopped with the last buttons of their shirts.


“Show them your bunny,” Lidia urged her when she finished unbuttoning the last button. As in her case, the shirt still covered her breasts, but not her navel and Lidia wanted her to show more.


“You haven’t,” Vicky protested. When he bent down to pour the glasses, he had already been seen, but it was not the same.


“That’s true,” Lidia admitted. But you’re wearing the necklace and I’m holding the leash,” he reminded her. Lift your skirt, baby. Just a little bit.


“Is it necessary?” Vicky resisted. In any case, she preferred that her friend lift it for her. She was much more afraid to do it herself. Why, just as he had slipped his hand under her skirt before, didn’t he simply lift it up? Why did he always force her to do uncomfortable things?


“Absolutely,” said Lidia. I know it’s not easy,” he explained.


Of course, I didn’t want to make it easy for him. It is precisely because it makes you uncomfortable that it has value. If I did it, it wouldn’t be the same, just as it wouldn’t be the same if you made me do it. Do it and look at daddy while you do it, my girl. Emboldened, she added, “Make Mommy proud of you.


Lidia immediately regretted her words. He had let himself be carried away by eroticism and by the resentment and love he still felt for Gema. From “daddy,” from Amancio, he had jumped to “mommy,” to Gema without thinking it over. She felt Vicky tense under her hands and because of her words, and she knew that the


had annoyed. He hadn’t acted intelligently, after how everything had gone so well.


“Daddy,” Vicky said, looking at Amancio. She forced herself to lift her skirt. He did it slowly and only a little, to allow him to intuit his most intimate area. “Yes, Mommy, be proud of me! You should have accompanied me,” he thought angrily. Her mother, without a doubt, would have been shocked to see her like this and even more so with the former co-worker she had introduced to him. I could almost see her fainting, she, who was boring, a saint who only knew how to criticize her for everything and who boasted that she had never broken a plate but then put on choni. I like it when you look at me,” he completed the sentence. At that moment, she was flooded with rage and only to annoy her mother she was willing to do more than let herself be watched.


“Are you ashamed?” Lidia asked, pulling mental reflexes.


She was incredulous with Vicky’s reaction and it seemed that her instinct had been more right than her reasoning. She’d been lucky, but since she had Vicky like that, she was willing to take advantage of the situation and push her a little more. Don’t lower your skirt until you answer me,” he warned.


Vicky nodded. I was unable to vocalize at that moment, maybe out of anger, maybe out of embarrassment, maybe because of excitement, but probably because of all three things at once.


“Raise it a little more and answer,” Lidia pressed her. His hand returned to his breast; the other hand held her on the leash. She took her breast in her hand and pulled her shirt aside. He did not allow the men to see his chest, not yet, and covered it with his hand. However, he opened the ring and middle fingers like a scissors and caught the nipple to pinch it as he had done before. Gema, after the breast operation, was very excited to be pinched and it seemed that Vicky had inherited that from her mother.


Timidly, Vicky obeyed and pulled up her skirt.


“I’m ashamed,” he confirmed. She felt the gazes of Amancio’s friends, but, above all, she saw hers fixed on her private parts. It was not the same to imagine how they looked at her from behind than to see them.


Amancio licked his lips.


“I like that about you,” Lidia comforted her. “Shit!” he cursed.


“I’m probably telling you the same thing as Alan.” That’s why it’s erotic,” he assured her. He may have spoken like Alan, but it was the truth.


Vicky retained an eroticism that she no longer had. Lower your skirt —


he ordered. They haven’t earned that yet. She took her hand out of her friend’s shirt and tidied it up so that she wouldn’t show too much. They would see her tits and see more things, but the time had not yet come to undress completely. Then, addressing Amancio’s friends, he said to them: “Gentlemen,


A few drinks?








***





“I have to talk to Alan,” Daniel proposed. “I have to explain to her that she is going too far, with me and with her. When you watch the video, you will understand that this is not healthy. “He immediately regretted such a thought. Of course I wasn’t going to show that recording to anyone, least of all to him! At most, I would show it to Lidia. She would understand it and understand the gravity of the situation.


“I need to talk to her urgently,” he said to himself. “You will be with a client.


Is it over yet? You will be alone, with or without a client. The poor thing is always alone. And we abandoned it. “He too was alone, in his own way, unlike Gemma, who always ended up falling in love with her lovers.


But this time he was going further than that. It was no longer oxytocin, it was more.


“With Lidia, we could put a stop to this,” he lamented. It was not the first time he imagined living with Gema and Lidia. “The triangle is the strongest geometric figure,” he recalled. That is why the trusses adopt triangular substructures. Lidia was crazy, but certainly not as crazy as Gema.


Lidia was less emotional for those things and more cerebral. Lidia complemented them well. Daniel imagined that such a relationship could work. Why not? Hadn’t Gemma developed feelings for her and Lydia for both of them? He was even willing to refrain from having penetrative sex with Lidia, if that was what Gemma required to calm his jealousy.


It wasn’t sex that I wanted from Lidia, but understanding.


“I have to show it to Gema,” he proposed. His head was still spinning. He had tucked his wife into the house and laid her on the bed, but she hadn’t even thanked him for it. She was still absorbed. “When he sees him, he will understand the gravity of his condition,” he imagined. « Or he will tell Alan about his ‘glorious’ proud feat! »


That boy was poison. Daniel felt a tightness in his chest, as if he were about to suffer a heart attack.





***





Lidia helped Vicky serve the drinks and collect the tips. With their shirts open, when they bent down to put the cups on them, the men could see their breasts. They deserved it for what they paid, but they deserved nothing more than those insinuations and those brief moments of bare skin.


Bellarmine, as always the most daring of all, had had the audacity to touch her ass under her skirt, but Lidia had unceremoniously pushed her hand away, although with a kind smile on her mouth. Bellarmine had not paid for that and she did not feel like being touched like that at the moment. But he didn’t care much either. He knew how to control men without having to make a fuss. Fortunately, he had touched her like that and not Vicky; otherwise, it was likely that he would have been furious. She was not going to allow them to overstep with her friend, not outside of her terms. Amancio had immediately cast a stern glance at Bellarmine, reproving his action. If he didn’t know how to drink and behave, that was his problem, the offender’s and his, the host and benefactor of both girls.


To emphasize his position, however, Lydia had leaned over to him and whispered in his ear:


“Do that with her and I’ll cut your dick,” he had warned her without a hint of joke in his voice. Then he had kissed her on the cheek and smiled.


Lydia quickly sat down with Dorotheus. According to his accounts, it was Vicky’s turn with him, but she had other plans for her. She sensed that her friend Doroteo liked her better than Ciriaco. In addition, Ciriaco was more daring. He was not as much as Bellarmine, but he bordered on impertinence. He was not as graceful as he was and that is precisely why he preferred him for Vicky.


Ciriaco was perfect for their plans.


“We’re going to make this interesting,” he said to himself, after a few minutes.


He took Dorotheo’s timid hand and placed it on his thigh. He felt Dorotheo’s hand tremble as it came into contact with his skin and that he hesitated.


“So close to heaven, isn’t it?” he said in thought. He had placed his hand on her thigh, between her knee and her sex. “Will you dare to go up by yourself?” he wondered, but he sensed his shyness. Doroteo was respectful, but also somewhat self-conscious.


“Sweet and puffed up like cotton candy,” he muttered. « You’re ready to


Eat. To his surprise, he found that he really wanted to ride it with him. She had managed to make her friend. He had verified that. But so was she. None of the men were his target that night; only Vicky was. But why not treat yourself to a sweet treat? Dorotheo’s shyness excited him. She could fuck him and he wouldn’t get out of his amazement and remember her forever. She would treat him with affection, as that man undoubtedly deserved. It would give him something to show off to in front of his friends. Amancio had it, but paying. Bellarmine, the most handsome of the four, could only have it if he paid. But Dorotheus… The more I thought about it, the more I wanted it. Doroteo was a huge treat. It would be grotesque to do it with him simply because he felt like it and not with the others. “Shit!


Yes, I’m out,” he reproached himself and smiled. He had always been attracted to the quirky and always hated the ordinary. “Fuck me!” she imagined provoking him, speaking in his ear in a warm voice, as warm as her sex.


Bellarmine would not hesitate to please her and that made him ordinary. But Dorotheus… “Shit!” he said to himself and shook his head to return to reality.


“It’s about Vicky,” he recalled.


No doubt for her rookie friend, a fat old man would be too grotesque. “For now.” But she would educate her and teach her the true pleasures of the extraordinary. It would teach you to appreciate people beyond the common standards of outward beauty. Doing it with someone like Doroteo, undoubtedly has more value than doing it with a beautiful blonde with blue eyes, which does not mean that you have to give up the handsome, just as you should not give up other types of men or women.


Ciriaco realized that Doroteo was not focused on the game and it didn’t take long for him to discover the reason. He looked at him angrily, not because of his lack of concentration, but because of how lucky he had been that the daring woman sat with him. In return, he had been given the little stall, very cute, especially dressed like that, who looked like a girl, but less daring. His twin was enjoying himself, touching his leg, but he did not dare to do the same with the girl. Amancio had made it clear that they should not overdo it with the girls and he did not err disrespectfully, not as much as Bellarmine, who always thought he was the smartest in the class. Besides, what if she didn’t like me to touch her? What if he made a fuss about him? What if Bellarmine laughed at him?


Lidia sought his eyes and, finally, their eyes met. With a gesture, she encouraged him to put his hand on Vicky’s leg.


Ciriaco obeyed. If they wanted it, of course it wasn’t going to be him


who would deny them a favor, not one like that.


“Are you crazy?” No! Vicky said with her eyes.


But in response, he only got his friend’s smile and a new gesture encouraging him or her to do so. Lydia, demonstratively, placed her hand on Dorotheus’ hand.


“Let yourself go,” he replied to Vicky, without making a sound, just moving his lips. Do it!


“No!” Vicky refused, also silently, and shook her head.


She rolled her eyes as she felt the fat man’s paws on her unprotected leg. Fox! He accused her with his lips.


Lidia stuck out her tongue, as they used to do with each other when they insulted each other in that way, but she turned the gesture into a lascivious movement, to Amancio’s delight and to Vicky’s despair.


Vicky tensed, but that didn’t impress Ciriaco. The daring woman had given him permission. What’s more, he had told her to do it. And the little stop had not been denied.


For Vicky it was going too far. That they looked at her, it was one thing.


That he kissed them on the cheek, that could hardly be interpreted as something sexual. It was not a kiss on the mouth. That they had put the ice on her nipples… they had not touched it directly; it had only been the frozen water that had touched her. But letting yourself be subtracted, that was something different.


Besides, Ciriaco didn’t like him too much and wasn’t exactly good-looking. Amancius, on the other hand, was relatively handsome for his age and Bellarmine was not bad either, given the circumstances. Even though it was difficult to establish a classification among such older men, it could be said that Bellarmine was the one who was doing the best. Although, Belarmino hardly knew him and Amancio did and, after how he had behaved with her, even giving her an iPhone as an apology for having tried to go too far with her, he liked her.


Ciriaco’s hand on her thigh made her uncomfortable. Lidia had touched her and she had done it in more intimate parts. He had kissed her. But Lidia was his friend, even, perhaps, more than that. Besides, Lydia was Lydia. But the fat old man… Wasn’t Lidia going too far with the show? It had been fun so far. Against all odds, he had to admit it.


But where did he want to go? Vicky feared the worst.


And Ciriaco was hoping for the best. Amancio had told them – even requetetely said – that girls were not there to fuck. They were only


to have a good time in their own way and to make them have a good time, but in a moderate way. That is, no fucking. But… what if the daring one was morbid? What if he managed to drag the little girl with her? Maybe they would end up fucking. At least, eventually he would get to touch her real tits, although the little stop he had touched barely had.


In the end, Doroteo, who was the dumbest of them, was the luckiest one. Ciriaco watched with envy as the daring caressed him, gave him kisses – even pecks on the mouth! – told him funny things and laughed with him. What the hell had she been able to see such a beauty in him? For some incomprehensible reason, Dorotheus had fallen in love with him. It was even more incomprehensible that he preferred Dorotheus to him, when he surpassed him in everything except weight, for in that they were on a par. The girl had snitched on him so that they would win, just to sit down with Doroteo’s fool, when it was her turn to sit with him.


Ciriaco, no doubt, had too good an opinion of himself. Perhaps it was his position to cover up his complexes. Perhaps that is why he needed to always be above his friend Doroteo, so as not to be the last of the group. Surely that is why he always ended up fighting with Bellarmine, because he aspired to take his place and because he understood that the best defense was a good attack. He had suffered enough with the physical and figurative slaps that others had given him as a young man.


At least, with Vicky sitting on his leg, he was Amancio’s envy.


It had not escaped his attention that Amancio did not take his eyes off him and that filled him with satisfaction. The girl was thin and a little shy, at least compared to the other, but it was clear that Amancio wanted her.


“Even more than the other one?” asked Ciriaco in amazement. Had his friend tired of Lidia? Or was it an unspeakable and reprehensible morbidity that moved his desires? For him, at first, that morbidity of the forbidden that he sensed that motivated Amancio had been good and he had also felt a certain excitement when he saw them both dressed as schoolgirls, like girls. Above all, the little girl looked like a girl who was too young. But when it came down to it, he preferred them with a little more curves, maturity and self-confidence.


Their eyes met again and Lidia winked at him. His expression was tense, and Ciriaco soon discovered the reason. The very slut moved ecstatically, as if she was about to cum. From her position, she could not see what the foolish Doroteo was doing with his hand, but, looking at her, she could imagine it. “Lucky!” he snapped at him mentally. To


Judging by his movements, his friend must have had his hand under her skirt. “The dumbest are always lucky,” he complained.


Lidia reached Dorotheo’s hand and with a gesture asked him to slow down. “I don’t want to yet,” he thought. He wanted to with Vicky, but could he hold on? Against all odds of any normal person


– and that turned her on doubly – Doroteo put her on. “If it’s not today, I’ll fuck him another day,” he proposed, even though he knew that such things were things of the moment. In addition, the circumstances would not be the same. He was excited by the idea of enjoying himself with Dorotheo and making him feel in front of his friends as the hero of the day. He would do it for free with him, while the others, if they wanted to wet – which they undoubtedly would – would charge them. Everyone except Amancio, of course, who already paid a flat rate. But he could compensate his sugar daddy on another occasion. Plus, it would surely make him proud of her in front of his friends for having such a hot girlfriend. Then they would understand that it was not just about money and that she really enjoyed it. Could they doubt it, after what they were seeing? Without a doubt, Amancio would be pleased and they would finally stop telling him that he did not have a girlfriend, but a prostitute, when what they had were stale women at home.


Dorotheus obeyed docilely, and Lydia managed to calm herself sufficiently to tell Ciriaco what he should do. Although, on the one hand, she preferred that Vicky with her, on the other hand, she knew that what was convenient for her education was something else. Eventually, she would allow Ciriaco to bring her to orgasm in front of everyone.








***





“Here,” Daniel offered his wife. He had finally come out of the trance.


“What is it?” Gema asked, accepting the cup nonetheless.


“A double infusion of relax and chamomile,” Daniel replied and could not refrain from adding acidly: “Maybe you also need a double dose of Trankimazin. Or do you prefer Valium? He reached out and offered him a valerian pill.


“You really need Valium,” Gema thought, but she said nothing. He took a sip of the infusion, but refused to accept the pill, even though he knew it was neither Trankimazin nor Valium, but a harmless valerian from the herbalist.


“What happened?” She asked disorientedly, after sipping a second time.


The infusion was hot and she felt that life was returning to her. He remembered that it had rained and that he had gotten wet. He remembered more things, but he didn’t know how he had ended up in the bedroom. Had he dreamed it all? She touched her hair and found that it was wet.


“Don’t you remember?” Daniel was astonished, or rather indignant. He rolled his eyes. He could not and did not want to prevent his question from sounding disapproving.


Gemma did not answer. Daniel was being impertinent. What had happened?


That he had gone out into the garden, that it had rained and gotten wet? Had he slipped and hit his head? Why was Daniel angry with her? He moved on the bed to rest his back better against the headboard so he could drink better. As she did so, she noticed her sore sex, as if she had fucked several men non-stop. He knew about the experience, although it had not happened many times in his life. He did not consider two men as several. Specifically, he had only done so with several on two occasions, the two times he had traveled with Gerardo to Switzerland. On both trips, he had taken her to, where she had had to satisfy several men and also some women, always to their delight.


Nor had he had as many threesomes in his life, as some readers might imagine. There were those two Slavs from one of the trips to Switzerland. And there were Silvestre and his roommate, whose name he preferred not to remember. After lying with them, Daniel had made love to her, but that didn’t count for counting it as a trio or quartet. Her husband didn’t fuck; I made love to him. Moreover, he did not participate at the same time, but claimed it – as he liked to say – later. And it didn’t last long either. When his body hurt afterwards, it wasn’t his fault.


She touched her breasts and checked to see if they were sore, but found that was not the case. I definitely hadn’t been to any.


But, then, why did her clitoris sore as if she had been in one?


He had confusing images in his head. They were discontinuous stories that jumped from one scene to another and back again, only to jump back into another disjointed situation.


He had definitely hit his head. He made the feint of touching it to check if it had any bumps, but he stopped. Daniel the


He was staring intently and there was reproach in his eyes. I didn’t want to give him any clues about his confusion any more than necessary.


Now he remembered: they had argued.


“He always gives me contradictory messages,” Gema guessed. They had argued about her lover. Of course! “She longs for her to be a warm spouse and to have lovers, but then she can’t deal with her jealousy or her inferiority complex or I don’t know what!” she thought resentfully. “He only wants that when everything goes exactly the way he wants. He does not accept that what I need is different. “Now she remembered the pain she had felt because her husband did not understand her. “No, that’s not the problem.” He shook his head as he reflected. “The problem is not that he doesn’t understand me. The problem is that he demands of me, but then he doesn’t support me. »


Now he remembered. She had left the house furious with him and with good reason! “The problem is that he is not willing to sacrifice a little.” His dreams were beginning to add up. He had dreamed, but not in such a disjointed way as he had at first. There was a link between all the images and emotions I had dreamed of. Actually, there were two: Alan and Daniel. Her lover and her husband. “My Master and my…”, hesitated “spouse”. She had meant her submissive, instead of her spouse, but the problem was that Daniel refused to be that. “Confusing messages again!” he lamented. Daniel, supposedly, wanted her to dominate him, but then refused to obey his orders.


Dominating from below, that is not typical of a true submissive. “The problem is me, who is incapable of imposing myself,” he acknowledged. That’s why, for everyone’s sake, for Daniel’s sake, she aspired for Alan to dominate him for her. She had managed to get me to address him as you, as she did, and to call him Lord. He did not require her to call him Master, as she did. But Daniel had refused to behave like a true submissive. “A lot of blah, but then nothing!” she accused him resentfully. “If it’s easy, where’s the submission?”


Why couldn’t she harmonize her lover and her husband, if both deep down wanted to? “If the three of us want it.” Did they demand too much of Daniel? “What value does it have if it is simple?” he asked.


It was his fault. Now he remembered it clearly. But how had she ended up wet in bed? “Wet,” he said to himself, repeating the word. He smiled. She felt wet inside.


“Wet,” he said to himself again, this time sadly. She remembered the rain, although she was sure it hadn’t rained.


« Wet. » He remembered cumming several times, thinking about Alan.


That explained why her clitoris hurt. Had he masturbated? Certainly, she hadn’t fucked Daniel; He always did it gently and it didn’t last long enough to leave her in pain. In addition, he was probably still wearing the chastity device. She hadn’t uncaged; Of that she was sure. He could take it off whenever he wanted, even without a key, but he didn’t. Why did he oppose it then?


“Contradictory signals! What do you really want? That it’s your script and not mine? Well, it will be my Master’s! I want to be surprised. I want to be the lead actress and not the screenwriter. And I don’t want you to be the director. »


She recognized that Daniel, deep down, was the producer. He had been the one who had initially commissioned the film, but it was not his turn to direct it, but to support it. « And with Alan, my love, you will be more than the producer and the observer: you will be a co-star. » He would not be a supporting actor with Alan. That was what made the young man special.


For what had her husband been to Sylvester? The director and screenwriter.


And with Gerardo? The spectator who, at most, in the last phase had been promoted to supporting actor.


“Wet,” he repeated again when a new memory burst forth as brightly and fleetingly as a flas. She felt deeply disturbed and very ashamed. Had he really or had he just dreamed it?


He tried to forget it and redirect his thoughts.


Couldn’t she see what Alan brought to the table and why she wanted him so much?!


Couldn’t he sacrifice a little and leave the role of supporting actor to become a co-star with her? « The protagonists are demanded, Daniel! It’s not that big of a deal! » For a good production, it was important to keep the director happy and, to do this, the actors had to play their roles as the director wanted. Can anyone imagine the great Penélope Cruz acting in her own way, against what the demanding and millimetric Almodóvar wants?


“Wet”. Because she had cried bitterly, frustrated and unable to reconcile what should be easy to reconcile. She had run away from home because she felt that Daniel was forcing her to choose.


His head did not hurt. He hadn’t hit himself. But that didn’t quite explain why her hair was wet. But she did explain why Daniel looked at her that way, condemning her for her dark desires, when she was a man who had been a good woman!


it had been he himself who had encouraged them!


“Alan will be the director and writer,” she muttered to herself determinedly, “or no one else will be. “She wasn’t going to look for another lover to please her husband, one who was more docile and who would end up being a puppet of hers.


“What do you say?” Daniel was interested. He had heard her murmur, but she hadn’t understood what he had said.


“Nothing,” Gemma replied dryly.


Thoughtful, Daniel put his cell phone back in his pocket. He had been about to show her the recording so that, looking at herself, she would realize the seriousness of her mental state. But his tone put him off.


“Not even seeing herself, she will accept the facts!” lamented Daniel. “At least not at the moment.” No, the video was his secret. In some somewhat incoherent way, she felt that it was an asset that he had against her.








***





Once again, Lidia and Ciriaco’s eyes met.


Doroteo was massaging her wonderfully well, down there. He kept his fat fingers on her clitoris, with the exact pressure and with the precise rhythm to make her enjoy postponing her orgasm. He would only take his hand away from his sex to discard the cards from his other hand and take the new ones, and even that he tried to avoid. He had tried to do everything with one hand, but he had already dropped them twice and had unintentionally partially shown his cards, so he had given up. Lidia sighed resignedly every time her hand left her sex and sighed again with joy when her fat fingers came back to rest on her clitoris. To approach with the right rhythm and pressure had not been Doroteo’s, but hers. She had guided him with her hand, but Dorotheus had been docile; He had learned quickly and refrained from undertaking unwanted adventures with his fingers down there. He was content to touch her clitoris and feel how it vibrated with her caresses. From experience, Lidia knew that other men quickly became bored and tried to venture into her damp cavern, as if the clitoris were inside, rather than outside.


In return, Lidia caressed his cock through his pants. It was small, so she could feel and her bulging belly threatened to bury her under fat. But the point of maximum pleasure of a woman is


outside the vagina, not inside, so size is not physiologically important, although it often turns out to be psychologically. As for his belly, Lidia knew from experience that in order to give him pleasure, that could be a plus, as long as she sat on top of him to ride him. That way, it would be guaranteed that your most sensitive point would rub against your body. For Lidia, the chubby ones were full of advantages.


“I’m going to fuck you,” he said to himself again. “If not today, another day.” Of course, when Dorotheus withdrew his hand to play a card, she also stopped stroking his crotch so that he would not forget to resume the task.


“Do the same to him as Dorotheus did to me,” Lidia said to Ciriaco with her gaze. Climb up with your hand. Touch it!


Unlike Dorotheus, Ciriaco had not left his hand still on the thigh, but had delighted in caressing Vicky’s leg. Lidia had carefully studied her friend’s reactions. Vicky was torn between taking her hand away completely, putting her hand on it to immobilize it or letting him do it freely. Pleasure and guilt, shame and desire fought inside her without there being a clear winner. He moved his arm in a feint of stopping him when it climbed up his leg, but he did not stop him. He had looked at her several times in despair, begging her to make him stop, but he had not gotten up from Ciriaco’s leg.


Vicky was confused. All that, with those older men, was too much, but wouldn’t it be even more so, in Manuel’s eyes, if they were boys his age? Moreover, how could he be turned on to behave like this with disgusting old men? For any feminist, to allow herself to be swollen in that way, for four dollars – because she knew that, in reality, they were not paid for the drinks, but for everything else – and by men of not very good looks would have scandalized her and made her scream to the sky. What I was doing, what I was allowing them to do, was contraindicated in any morality manual: A young girl shouldn’t allow old men to do that. A woman should not be paid for it. And


A bride shouldn’t cheat on her boyfriend like that, or any other way.


Nor did the manuals of decency, until recently, allow one girl to kiss another, and yet that has changed recently. Now it’s a perfectly valid sexual option. Shouldn’t any other sexual practice and/or relationship that is agreed between adults also be so?


Of all this, what hurt Vicky the most was that, in effect, she was cheating on her boyfriend.


“Fat, old, money, women… consensual infidelity… All of those are acceptable sexual options,” Lidia tried to tell him with her gaze, guessing his thoughts, “as your mother could explain to you. Even non-consensual infidelity can be acceptable and should certainly be twice as arousing, at least for part of the couple. “It was impossible to convey that to her with her eyes, but Lidia was sure that her friend was on the right path of long learning.


However, Ciriaco had not yet dared to climb higher with his hand.


Although he was more mischievous than Dorotheus, he apparently respected Amancio too much and was well aware of his warnings. What Amancio had instilled in them before the party to protect them, now played against them.


“Go upstairs.” Play it there! Lidia encouraged him once more with her gaze. Ciriaco and Doroteo were playing terrible and time was running out. While they lost one game after another, they would have to return to Bellarmine and Amancio.


Ciriaco’s eyes lit up when he finally understood Lidia’s signs. “Well, if she gives me permission…” he thought, and his hand rose and disappeared under Vicky’s short skirt. He looked at Amancio as if to ask for permission and indicate that the idea was Lidia’s, but he had to settle for his stony gaze. “He is jealous,” he concluded. That comforted him. He liked to be envied. It was far better than being scorned or mocked, even if it was in a friendly way.


Vicky’s hand moved like lightning and, electrified, intercepted Ciriaco’s arm when his fingers touched her sex. With her eyebrows arched and her eyes and mouth open, Vicky looked at her friend in shock.


Vicky’s expression amused Lidia. How many men had touched her down there? From what I had told him, there had only been two. Lidia thought they were very few for her friend’s age. « Why limit yourself?


Why restrict the range of sexual experiences? “, she always wondered, when sometimes it seemed to her that she was taking her sexuality too far. If Vicky had told him the truth, she had been the third person to touch her down there. She was honored by that and was willing to reward her. Ciriaco, then, was the fourth person to touch Vicky’s naked sex. Thanks to her, Ciriaco would make Vicky. Alan wasn’t the only one who could give him pleasure.








***





Daniel went back into the bedroom. I was agitated and didn’t know what to do.


He had called Lidia again, but she had not picked up the phone.


He had immediately regretted doing so, for he did not mean to disturb her when he was with a client, but he had not been able to resist. I needed to talk to someone and I only had her. It was clear that he couldn’t talk to Gemma. And obviously, I couldn’t do it with Alan either.


Or would HE ultimately prove to be the only one with whom he could share his apprehension? Could he blame Alan, when he had seen with his own eyes how his wife wanted it? He had even taken a quick look at the recording again to make sure that he had not hallucinated. Wasn’t it rather her fault and not the young man’s?


Again, he was tempted to contact Alan, to show him the video to explain the seriousness of the situation and to beg him to do something to bring sanity back to Gema. But wouldn’t that be lowering yourself? Wouldn’t it be like asking the wolf to take care of the sheep?


But who else did he have to vent to? Obviously, he could not discuss his situation with his parents. They wouldn’t understand. What’s more, they would despise him. In addition, they adored Gemma, so they would blame him.


“And they would be right if they did,” he thought resignedly. He was to blame for everything, as Gema was so often in charge of reminding him in her stories. He had started it all. If not the culprit, at least he was responsible. But did that make him responsible for her irresponsibility?


“Are you okay?” Daniel asked his spouse, more because he needed to talk and do something than because she looked bad. Her gaze seemed lucid again, but did that mean she was back to being the reasonable woman she had always been?


“You know what I need to do to be well,” Gema snapped, however.


Daniel sighed irritably and desperately. Was he still doing that? He could not restrain himself and answered him in a bad tone, without attenuating any of the words that had crossed his mind:


“Are you still doing that?” He asked annoyed. Do you love him? I don´t understand you.


Nervously, Gema bit her lower lip.


“What does it cost you to do it?” He replied in return with another question. No


It’s something you haven’t done already, sucking cock,” he reminded her relentlessly. He knew full well that Daniel didn’t like to be reminded of that, but he had done it nonetheless. He was reminded of it precisely for that. You want it.


Admit. Why do you refuse to do it for me, for us?


“Us?” Is there still a we? After what he had seen, Daniel couldn’t be sure. And much less could he be watching his wife respond to him, with so little tact and without any affection, monothematic, with only Alan in her mind. Do you love him? He insisted. That was the only possible explanation for his obsessive behavior.


Gemma bit her lower lip again.


“You wanted it and I did,” he replied, without answering, once more, to his question. You wanted to see me with a man and I have. You wanted to see me with a woman and I did. Why can’t you do the same for me?


“For you and for Alan?” thought Daniel. “For you?” He couldn’t believe that his wife was really demanding that of him and that she was so ruthless.


“I did it with a woman. Why can’t you do it with a man? Gema went on, trying to convince him. Homosexual is homosexual, it doesn’t matter if they are two women or two men.


The way he said it, it even seemed plausible. However, Daniel did not think they were the same thing.


“I’m not gay!” He protested more strongly than intended.


“Of course not, honey,” Gema conceded.


“At least he calls me ‘honey’ again,” Daniel tried to console himself. “I’m still important to her.”


“Bisexual, if you prefer,” Gema softened. Or daring. Unconventional, if it sounds better to you. What does it matter!? Do it, simply —


he pressed him on. Don’t think about it. For once, do something I ask of you.


I won’t think less of you because of that,” she lied, because deep down, she knew that irremediably, whether she wanted to or not, it would affect how she would see her husband.


In fact, seeing him suck his Master’s cock had already made him see his spouse with different eyes. But would it be so serious? Hadn’t knowing that he could cheat on him changed her perception of him and the balance of power between them? She had already managed to remember what she had done outside, in the garden, and she knew that Daniel had seen her. She was ashamed that her husband had observed her in that state, but since there is no evil that does not come from good, perhaps she would realize what she had done.


important that it was for her. “Important and inevitable.” Daniel had to realize that his resistance was futile.


“It’s not the same!” Daniel defended himself irritably.


Men, women… With all the equality in the world, it just wasn’t the same. Men are required to be strong and virile. Another man’s cock is a threat to your sexuality. A woman is still less feminine because she appreciates tits and pussies. On the contrary, she can be more feminine because of it. Daniel knew that and so did Gemma.


“Are you going to tell me what you thought?” Daniel asked to change the subject. Out there. He nodded in the direction of the garden.


He had seen what he had done, but he didn’t know what he had thought in doing it. He could imagine it, but he was interested in the details.


“No,” Gemma denied categorically.


“Not because you don’t remember or because you don’t want to?” Daniel asked, hallucinating with her attitude towards him.


He had never seen his wife like that. Even when he was dominant with him, you could tell he was doing it as part of the game. Deep down, that bothered him, because it took away realism, while comforting him. But now, his spouse wasn’t being dominant, she wasn’t playing. I was obsessed with Alan. “He loves him,” Daniel acknowledged anguished. “He loves him deeply.” To his bewilderment, he felt something more than anguish inside him. He felt really weak next to him.


He was angry with her for her obsession with the young man and with that subject, but, at the same time, he felt a strange sexual desire grow inside him. He was about to really lose her to another man, and as delusional as it sounded, as insane as it was, that feeling was accompanied by a sexual tingle. “It’s the fault of the chastity device,” he acknowledged. “I must get rid of this. I must break with this. “He had to break the device and he had to break with his cuckolded desires. He had to behave like a husband again and not like a cuckolded cocksucker. If he didn’t, he would end up unhinged and lose it. “But if I do, in the way it is, I’ll lose it too.”


“Oh, I remember perfectly,” Gemma explained quietly, with a mischievous smile. “Bring me your laptop,” he ordered. It’s just that I’d rather write it down and have you read it than tell it out loud.


Run, before the details fade!


Stunned, Daniel obeyed and reached for the laptop on which his spouse wrote her stories. He did not dare to contradict him. Maybe


indeed, I preferred to read and reread it than to listen to her. It might have been easier for him if he read it as if it were a narrative, a part of a novel, than if he heard it said. “She really loves him,” she said to herself again.


“When will I be able to read it?” He asked and offered him the computer. “Will I read it before or after Alan?” A part of him was offended that he was the last. Another part of her was excited by that prospect. Being the last to read her intimate stories was not much different in concept than being the last to have sex with her, when the others had already cummed in her. “Yes, it’s different. When I make love to her last, I claim her. When I find out the last one, what do I get? “He felt vertigo.


Gema didn’t answer and just opened the lid of the laptop and turned it on.


He had to capture his thoughts and the emotions he had felt before their strength dimmed, before their colors paled and their flavors faded. Only if she began to write at that very moment could she reliably narrate what she had felt in her delirium for Alan and Daniel and how, in the end, everything, in reality, revolved around her spouse.


“You love him,” Daniel said. He shook his head, tears welling in his eyes. How could it have happened so soon? He was surprised and disapproved of him. It was incomprehensible, since they had only been together on a couple of occasions.


Three, if in one of the meetings I had told him they had done more than talk. “Really, did you tell me everything?” he worried. How many times had they actually seen each other? He used to like that his spouse didn’t tell him everything, but for the first time he felt real anguish at the thought that there might be so much more going on between them than Gemma had shared with him. “Are they excluding me?” he mortified. Had the last meeting been just a compassionate crumb so as not to exclude him completely from their relationship? Had it been a test and he had failed? Was it failing them at the time?


Gema looked away from the computer. He looked to the side, sighed, and finally looked him in the face.


“You know it always happens to me,” he admitted. You know I always fall in love with my lovers,” she reminded him. It’s not exactly that you don’t like that about me.


Her husband had done everything possible to make her fall in love with Silvestre. He had played Cyrano de Bergerac. She had played with her feelings, knowing that Silvestre did not feel the same way about her and without


worry that it would end up hurting him. Even with Gerardo, Daniel had confessed to her that seeing her in love with him excited him as much as it tortured him. He had objected, but never enough to make her end her relationship with Gerardo (and of course not with Silvestre either).


“This time it happened faster,” he went on, “and stronger. That’s all


He said, shrugging his shoulders. He looked down and bit his lower lip again. Finally, he raised his head and with a reddened face, confessed


“I love you, Daniel. Yes, I love him.


That was it. He had said it. With Sylvester she had admitted that her feelings were confused, but she had never told her husband that she loved him, perhaps because she had never really done so. With Gerardo, they had both played with the idea that she had fallen in love with him. That had given rise to several nights of passion between them. But she had never ended up admitting it, not so explicitly. He had always downplayed it and relegated it to the game between them, between a hot spouse and a spoiling cuckold. She had, even though she knew she had fallen in love with him. But now he had made it clear and clear to Daniel and he had done it brutally.


“You better not have any doubts about it. I’m not old enough to make up these things anymore,” she told herself. “It’s not my fault. He knows that I always fall in love with my lovers and, moreover, he wants it,” she justified.


“But… how?” Daniel stammered. I didn’t understand how it could have happened so quickly.


In addition, the young man, despite his quirky hipster beard, was still beardless.


Silvestre had been an attractive man, with personality and with the knowledge and wisdom that he, behind the scenes, had lent him.


Gerardo, the old man, because of his age had not stood out for his physical appearance, although as a young man he had been imposing and even as an older man he had managed to retain that penetrating gaze with his blue eyes. But he had been a very cultured, intelligent person with an enormous personality. Even he recognized that. He still didn’t understand that his wife might have liked to have sex with him, but he could accept that, to some extent, she had been attracted to him. In addition, he had been able to fill it with riches. They had been cheap, in fact, the company car, a salary bonus. For everything he had done to her, he had bought it very cheaply.


But Alan, what did he have, other than his physique? What did he have, besides his


Amazing sexual energy? What else did he have, besides his impudence and his audacity and his perversion? What else did he offer, other than to promise to be her master and to fulfill all his dark desires for submission and to take her further than Gerard had done?


“Apart from ALL that?” Daniela intruded into her thoughts, inopportune as always. « A big and tasty cock?, as you well know


And the promise to include you in their games, as equals? »


“Yes, as a,” Daniel replied to his little inner voice bitterly.


Was that all he was to them?


« On an equal footing. , like her,” Daniela insisted.


Apart from all that, there was also that Gema, without a doubt, saw in Gerardo’s nephew the continuation of his uncle. Gema was an unfinished work and Alan would take it up where his uncle, by fate, had not been able to continue it.


Gemma looked up and looked at her husband in disgust. “How is it possible that I still don’t understand it? If she were my true soulmate, I would understand! she thought angrily. It hurt her that Daniel was so insensitive. “He assures me that he knows me, but he doesn’t. He promises that he will do anything for me, but he doesn’t. “I loved Alan for many reasons.


He did so because he was the nephew of his beloved, an extension or even reincarnation of him.


She wanted it because she fucked so well and because it made oxytocin, the love hormone, flow through her pores. She couldn’t help but – because it’s in her nature – to form an emotional bond with whoever fucked her, even if he didn’t intend to make love to her.


He adored him because, when he submitted to him, not only oxytocin flowed, but also adrenaline and other equally addictive hormones.


He revered him because on his deathbed he had promised Gerardo to honor him, continuing to explore his dark side that he had begun to discover, layer by layer. But that, of course, she could not reveal to her husband.


And she loved him because Alan wanted to be the Master of both, not just her. “Do you see how I do everything for you, for us?” he justified.








***





“No!” Vicky groaned, writhing on Ciriaco’s leg. He didn’t like that man; she took too many liberties with her and physically


it was not attractive either.


“Yes!” Lydia exclaimed, writhing like her friend, sitting on Dorothea’s thigh. Look! he ordered. Yes! He groaned. With his hand he motioned to Doroteo to accelerate his rubbing on her clitoris.


“No!” Vicky replied, but she looked at Lidia.


“Are you running, my love?” Lydia asked unnecessarily, when the signs were clear.


“No!” Vicky protested. Yes! He admitted between gasps.


The men had stopped playing as soon as the undulatory movements of both girls and their panting had intensified. They had done it in a synchronized way and it didn’t seem that they were doing theater.


Bellarmine looked incredulously at the girls and the two silly twins, who were getting them to. In any case, to see the two young women with either of them was grotesque, but it was even more grotesque to see them precisely with Ciriaco and Doroteo.


Amancio looked at Ciriaco and Vicky with a stony gaze, but inside he had mixed feelings. I wanted to be in Ciriaco’s place.


He deserved to be. Somehow, he felt betrayed by Lidia. For some reason, his girlfriend, his paying girl, had decided to deprive him of that pleasure. In return, he had given her the opportunity to see Vicky; I had to recognize that.


With dissimulation, he adjusted his crotch. Vicky’s little peeked out of the unbuttoned shirt, small and delicious.


The Gulf of Ciriaco, taking advantage of the little girl’s ecstatic state, had taken the opportunity to push aside his shirt as if he didn’t want to. And Lydia, normally so jealous that no one overstepped her bounds, had tolerated it. Doroteo, the fool, on the other hand, had not done the same with her. Amancio didn’t care about the latter either, because he had Lidia’s breasts more than visible.


His gaze was fixed on Vicky, on her little breast, which was finally very visible, on her pelvic movements, on how she shuddered under Ciriaco’s hand, on his moans and gasps and on the expression on his face.


The girl was a little angel and Ciriaco was the devil who perverted her. “That should be me!” he lamented, unable to take his eyes off her. I needed to have it. He would pay any price to own it. If he didn’t end up paying with his soul, it was because Vicky, although she didn’t look like it, was of legal age.


Supposedly.


“Run away with me, my love!” with me! “We,” Lidia said between gasps, “not them.”


“Yes. Yes! Vicky moaned, convulsing uncontrollably, with her gaze on her friend’s, watching her too. Even though the table separated them, even though it wasn’t her hands, but those of those two chubby guys who were touching them, she felt that it was Lidia who was with her.


Alas! I run. I’m cumming!


“I’m cumming too!” I love you, Vicky, I love you! Lidia confessed to him at the moment of the climax.


“I love you too,” Vicky admitted, alienated by the intensity of the orgasm.


Uncontrollably, Lidia’s body tilted and her upper body collapsed to one side. Doroteo let go of her sex’s hand and caught it before it crashed to the ground. Even for the experienced Lidia the experience had been intense. He had cummed with his beloved, for the first time together, and she had admitted that she loved her. Blood was missing from his head, but that thought persisted.


Exhausted, Vicky hugged Ciriaco, like a girl to her father after a long and tiring day. He preferred not to think about what he had done or what he was doing. Fortunately, I didn’t have the strength to think.


With that attitude, even Ciriaco understood that the time to touch him had sex.


“Why,” Bellarmine said in amazement, but no one said anything else.


The four of them just listened to the two girls’ rapid breathing normalize.


Amancio nodded. “Wow,” he agreed to himself. It had been intense, more than the other three could intuit. Only he vaguely understood what that meant to Lidia and, apparently, to Vicky as well. He was happy for Lidia. Things were going well for him. It was a highly strange and shocking way of doing things, but he wouldn’t be the one to criticize her for it. Moreover, the last chapter of that story had not yet been written. Rather, it was the first one that Lidia had just written about her friend. In the successive ones, he intended to have a greater role.


“What a woman!” he admired Lydia, as he shivered. The other three could think whatever they wanted about her, but he knew her better, or rather, he was beginning to really get to know her better.


“Take them to the bedroom,” Amancio ordered after a long silence. Bullfight


and Vicky were still exhausted.


Dorotheus and Cyriaco obeyed. Even though they were not the strongest, they carried them in their arms without any problems. Their delicate bodies weighed little compared to theirs and added only a small percentage to the resulting total weight. Carefully, they deposited them on Amancio’s bed.


Amancio pushed them out of the bedroom and closed the door.


I sensed that the two would want to be intimate after what they had experienced.


Ciriaco protested that he had no doubt imagined otherwise, but, reluctantly, he ended up leaving the bedroom. Triumphantly, he looked at his friends and made his fingers dance right under their noses. With those fingers so experienced and so skilful, despite their fatness that made them look more like short blood sausages than fingers, I had managed to make the little girl.


“Look at your pants,” Bellarmine blurted out to swear at him, not realizing that this would achieve the opposite effect.


Ciriaco looked at his thigh and then compared it to Dorotheo’s. Both trousers showed a damp and viscous stain at thigh level, where the girls had sat, but hers was larger. Without needing to say anything else, he moved his fingers victoriously again in front of his friends’ noses.


“Let’s see how you explain it to your wife,” Bellarmine hesitated, little given to admitting defeat, when that meant a victory for Ciriaco.


Ciriaco shrugged. He cared little about that at the time.


He is happy for his feat, almost as if he had also run with them.


If he really did, he didn’t confess it to his friends. In return, he said:


“I’m going to the bathroom.” He turned and left.


Amantius and Bellarmine looked at Dorotheus. He also had happiness marked in his eyes.


“And you, do you have to go to the bathroom too?” Bellarmine snapped.


Dorotheus said nothing and, like Ciriaco, shrugged his shoulders.


“Well, you wait,” Amancio told him, annoyed. She didn’t like it at all when they did dirty things in her bathroom and she didn’t like it at all when they got rid of them. The one in the master bedroom is occupied. “The girls were there and I wasn’t going to let them bother them.








***





“Should you think of moving to Madrid?” Biel asked Alan. He spoke conscientiously in Catalan and made a disgusted face. He couldn’t conceive that his friend would consider leaving the beautiful Barcelona with its streets, with all those places they liked to go to eat, to see Barça play, to party… with its climate and its beaches… and all the hot girls there were.


For him, Madrid was the worst. In addition, if Alan left Barcelona, they would stop seeing each other and would probably end up losing contact.


“It’s the right thing to do, I suppose,” Alan replied. My legacy is there.


—Your legacy? Biel was amazed and raised his eyebrows.


“It’s what my … uncle,” Alan replied, sorrowfully.


He also loved Barcelona. The city was incomparable to him, but as the saying goes, “two tits pull more than two carts” and, in this case, it was four tits that pulled.


“But, I thought you had lost the business in Madrid, your family and you.”


Biel was surprised, who had not yet understood what the legacy he had inherited was really about.


Alan sighed. Biel was his friend, but he was a bit of a brute and he wasn’t in the mood to explain certain things to her, not at that moment. Jaume was more sensitive and understood him.


“Yes, my uncle’s partner took control of the company,” Alan admitted. He had been scheming against him for years to be alone,” he explained, omitting that his uncle, with respect to the company, had finished digging his own grave with Gema’s. But I have a plan to get her back.


“What for?” Biel objected. What does it matter to you to be in control? The important thing is money.


Alan shook his head. Was he taking his uncle’s inheritance, the legacy, too much to heart? Was he obsessed with what he had discovered? His whole life had been a lie, but did that mean that he now had to live someone else’s truth? Was he living his life or someone else’s, that of a dead man?


“I don’t know,” he conceded. I don’t know what I’m going to do. Nothing is permanent, I guess.








***





“Are you okay?” Lidia was interested. The two of them were lying on the bed of


side, face to face, looking into each other’s eyes. Lidia caressed his face.


“I don’t know. Yes. “I guess,” Vicky replied and brushed a lock of her friend’s hair from her face. As he did so, his fingers brushed the skin on his forehead. Smiled.


Lidia smiled too, satisfied. He had made love to her, in his own way, which didn’t mean it was his only way. The monotony overwhelmed her; diversity delighted her. Still, I had to admit that it had been unconventional for a first-timer. “Unconventional and very risky,” he admitted. “But he who does not risk, does not win.” Alan was not a conventional boy either, and to beat him, he had to propose things out of the ordinary to Vicky. Fortunately, he had guessed right. Vicky was the daughter of her father and her mother and she knew them very well.


“I have made love to you,” he declared to him with intention. It hadn’t just been a crazy adventure with two men, or four, really, two active and two watching. It had been a thing between them. That’s how she had felt and that’s how she hoped Vicky would feel.


“Mm-mm,” Vicky nodded. “I know,” he admitted.


“Did you like it?”


“Will it always be like this?” Vicky was interested. Again, she felt the blush rise to her cheeks. What he had done was wrong by all standards. But she didn’t feel bad and she didn’t think she could fit into any standard. She was a weirdo and would have to deal with it all her life, but she wasn’t the only weirdo in the world and she wasn’t alone.


“I have a thousand ways to make love to you,” Lidia warned him.


“A thousand?” Vicky asked, who felt like she was floating. Thousand? —


he asked again, not knowing what to say.


“A thousand and one,” Lidia said. I still have a thousand to go. He continued to caress his face affectionately. Vicky had eyes that were to be lost in.


“The… Last night I spent alone with you at your house… You know… I didn’t fall asleep. Only,” Vicky confessed. She had pretended to be asleep, but she had not been able to sleep a wink, naked in her bed knowing Lidia by her side.


Nor had he dared to move. Why not…?


“Why not… Did I touch you? Lidia guessed. Did you dream of me? —


She was sure that Vicky had dreamed, wide awake, well asleep. He saw Vicky nodding and reminded him, “A thousand and one ways, Vicky. That was one. It was wonderful. And very frustrating.


Vicky nodded and they both laughed.


“Slut,” Vicky said with a glazed look. He reached out and began to caress her face, just as Lidia was caressing her.


“Slut,” Lidia confirmed with the same tenderness.


“Amancio… He’s not really your boyfriend, is he? Vicky ventured.


She wasn’t stupid. She had long sensed that her friend’s relationship with the old man was out of the ordinary in more ways than one. The tipping thing and how he had behaved with Amancio’s friends, even kissing them, had cleared up his doubts.


“What is a boyfriend, Vicky?” Lidia asked. You are my girlfriend and my friend. That’s what I want you to be. My soul mate. Amancio… No, he’s not that kind of boyfriend. I am fond of him. He’s a good man. It’s… do you know what a sugar daddy is? He probed and, as Vicky shook her head, said


“I’ll explain it to you in detail another time. Right now, you just need to know that I only care about you and that Amancio is kind of a special friend.


“Do you have… More friends of those? Vicky asked. Dorotheus…?


¿Cyriaco…?


“No. No. Those are friends of Amancio’s. “No, I don’t have any other friends like Amancio,” he lied. It was true that, unfortunately, he didn’t have any more sugar daddies at the moment, but he had Alan, who also paid him. But obviously I couldn’t tell him that. “I have another,” he finally conceded.


But he is not like Amancio.


Vicky remained mute for a while, although she continued to caress her face and Lidia did the same. Finally, after a few minutes of silence, Lidia asked him:


“You’re thinking of… Manuel, right? She had thought she saw a grimace of pain on her friend’s face.


Vicky nodded. How could I process so many things? Amancio, the sugar daddy, whatever that meant, which, although he didn’t know exactly, he could imagine. His friends, Ciriaco in particular. How could she have cummed with him? But it had not been run with him, but with Lidia. And


Bullfight. Sweet Lydia. Crazy Lidia. Fox. Whore. Her only friend. Sweet and crazy Lidia. And Manuel. All of that went against her relationship with him. But she still loved him, or so she thought. But how could I love him, after all he had done?


“A thousand and one ways, Vicky,” Lidia reminded her. There is a way to everything. The world does not have colors to see only grays. A thousand and one ways.


We will find a way.


“A thousand and one ways?” Vicky repeated. He made a nervous gesture with his lips. Show me one of the nine hundred and ninety-nine that remain.


Lidia smiled; Vicky’s words had touched his heart. He approached her and kissed her. He felt Vicky vibrate – his body and soul – under his lips.


His hand moved away from his face and down his body to his leg. There, he began to slowly ascend.


“Is this how you’re going to make love to me this time?” Vicky asked between kisses and moans. She was on fire and wanted to feel her friend. He needed it and he needed it.


“Not exactly,” Lidia dismissed and stopped, but left her hand on her clitoris. We can do that alone at home,” he explained. Let’s take advantage of all the resources we have here at our disposal,” he proposed and got up. His eyes shone in anticipation.


“What are you going to do?” Vicky muttered frightened.


“Nothing you don’t want to happen,” Lidia clarified, with the door handle in her hand. Always remember that it’s just you and me.


Alone, you and me. Only us. He opened the bedroom door.








***





“I wonder what Alan thinks when he reads this,” Gema wondered as she wrote on her laptop the dreams she had had with him awake. He could not classify these fantasies in any other way than as daydreams, for, like dreams, they were confused mental images and emotions which he tried to order and which threatened to sink back into the depths of his subconscious and disappear from his consciousness.


Hurt and desperate, angry with herself and Daniel, and sexually aroused at the thought of Alan, she had gotten into a mental zone that was neither real nor unreal. Her delirium was not very different from the subspace she experienced when she felt very submissive and when a domineering lover dominated her; then, everything was possible, even plausible. And yet, it was totally different. The subspace is a zone of peace. If anything, there is physical pain that stirs up endorphins that cloud the mind and bring it to a different state. But she had been torn and yet strangely aroused.


She had to admit it: Alan had that effect on her. Every time she thought of him – and she did it frequently – she wet her panties. Daniel was still washing her panties by hand and, without a doubt, he must have known how she was and why; That was an added reason to get excited. The young man gave her just what she needed and had the potential to give both her and Daniel exactly what they needed.


The initial adventure in Barcelona had impacted her and she often thought about it. How many times had he already seen the video he had posted on his porn channel? How many times had I reread the profane comments and checked the thread for new comments?


Later, in Madrid, she had behaved exactly as she should: taking possession of it in front of her husband and of everyone. And she had subdued her spouse, first by disciplining him and then by making him suck his cock. She had watched both scenes ecstatic and disappointed at the same time. On a rational analysis, she could not deny that, even if she tried to mitigate it, it had had an impact on how she now saw Daniel; it was inevitable. It didn’t make sense to think of Alan as the man of the house, but, after what she had observed, could she think that her husband was?


That conclusion was unfair and not at all rational, but the subconscious rules in the shadows more than the consciousness and what it once absorbs is difficult to eliminate. Even more so when you don’t really want to do it.


The world could be perfect, if Daniel assumed his role. But he refused.


“He’ll go through the hoop,” Gema said to himself. From what he had seen, it was in his nature. “The world could be perfect, if Daniel would assume his role,” his little inner voice countered him, one of them, “of husband and male of the house and send Alan to punch and you put you on his knees and give you a good spanking to get you on the sidelines.”


His little inner voice was right. The problem was that Daniel didn’t do that.


Of course, if she tried, she wouldn’t make it easy for him. After all, she was supposed to be the leader of the marriage and that was what he wanted, even if he later opposed some of her decisions. Manhood is not assumed by fighting a bunny, but against a she-wolf. “But would you really submit to him?” another little voice in his subconscious wondered.


“If instead of protesting I put on my ass red, maybe I would,” Gema replied. “If instead of wearing the chastity device he tore it off, grabbed me by the hair and fucked me, he might do it,” she said. “But you can’t expect me not to resist. I know what Alan would do if I resisted with


he. »


That was true. Alan had fucked her in front of her husband and had brought her to an exhausting orgasm. For her, it had been enough. With her libido satisfied, she had wanted to sleep pleasantly, knowing that she was well fucked.


But Alan’s sexual desire had not yet been satiated and he had wanted more and he had achieved it, not without struggling with her, not without subduing her until she gave up. Alan had prevailed despite his resistance.


Meanwhile, Daniel had watched as HE broke his resistance.


That was the difference. Daniel couldn’t, but, above all, he didn’t want to take on that role. That had been evident, and he continued to do so as long as he was still satisfied with his chastity device instead of ripping it off. Therefore, it was up to him to assume the other role that remained. “What he cannot pretend is to stay in no man’s land,” Gema concluded and wrote down her reflections along with the fantasies she had had.


Who did he write it to? Was it a message for Alan? Or was it for Daniel, by the time he read it? Or did she write it only for herself, to convince herself that the path she chose was the right one?


“Do you really want Daniel to ‘assume his manhood’ and give you a good spanking that would ‘make your ass red’ like a tomato?” his little voice questioned. “Would you like to be your husband’s slave?”


Being the slave of the husband is very different from being the slave of the lover. Replace


“slave” for “submissive”, if that makes her feel better. For a domineering lover, inducing evil acts and seducing the spouse to do things that she would not do for her husband, is what is expected of him. For a husband, demanding perverse acts from him is a perversion of another kind, that of lack of love and compassion. The lover does not need to love and should not show compassion. The lack of empathy in one leads to the success of the relationship, as it is a condition for increasingly demanding and interesting adventures. A lack of empathy in the other is failure: husband and wife must protect each other, not expose themselves to danger.


“No, I wouldn’t want that,” Gema concluded, answering the previous question. “What I’m saying is that this is probably not getting out of hand. And that’s why I need Daniel to put me on the sidelines, to get that nonsense out of my head once and for all, even if it’s by force. It wouldn’t be to replace Alan, but for us both to abandon this drug and return to being a normal couple with our normal boredom. »


But to get Gemma out of that addiction, Daniel would first have to


to abandon his own, that is, to “assume his manhood.”


The danger of Alan being the man of the house – the alpha of both – is obvious, but being the only one of them, while the other suffers in the no-man’s zone, is even greater. Either he drives or he does, but both with decision. Neither both half-heartedly nor one half-heartedly.


Who will read these reflections and the fantasies that Gemma had first?


Will Alan read them first or will it be Daniel? Who is the real recipient of these lines? Will they both understand what Gemma expects of them?








***





“Guys! Lidia shouted. Anyone want to have fun?


The men had sat down at the table again, though they had not resumed the mus. In their minds they had other things. They weren’t very talkative either. Each of them pursued their own thoughts and the images of their memories.


“The strippers get naked and the whores fuck. But this has been far more erotic,” Ciriaco murmured in admiration and to himself, but the others heard him and nodded.


“Well, we’re not done yet,” Lidia said. He had appeared in front of them with his shirt completely unbuttoned and his gutter and navel were visible. Beneath the white shirt, seeping through it, her breasts swayed visibly with every step and gesture. The best is yet to come,” he said. So, are you coming? “Someone is going to be lucky tonight,” he predicted, although he did not specify who.


The men did not need a second invitation and got up, ready to follow it, with Amancio, the fastest, in front.


“It’s twenty euros a ticket,” Lidia declared in the doorway.


“Twenty?” Why exactly? Bellarmine inquired skeptically.


“What does it matter, you rat!” Ciriaco snapped, who had had a happy ending before. He took two ten-dollar bills from his pocket, made his way into the narrow corridor that ran between the door, the main bathroom, and the bed, and offered them to Lidia.


Amancio followed him. In whatever way I could help her, I would. He didn’t mind spending money on it. He knew that Lidia would return it to him in one way or another –


not in cash, never, but with some surprise or some special service. Besides, Vicky was inside the bedroom, her bedroom. The


in his bed, which was already a tremendous advance. At the very least, he would smell it all night in his sheets. That is, if his friends didn’t do anything dirty.


Doroteo, who was not very good with money, got what he could. To his embarrassment, he was only able to take out three five-dollar bills. He thought about borrowing money from his friends, but he was embarrassed to do so. In return, he offered what he had to Lidia and prayed that she would understand that he was doing what he could. It wasn’t so much about taking part in his next show – he had cummed with her and was satisfied, even grateful – as it was about not making a fool of himself in front of his friends.


Fortunately for him, Lidia let him pass without putting any objections to him. Maybe he hadn’t realized that five euros were missing or maybe he read on his face his fear of being made fun of and pitied for him.


“Don’t give them to me. Give them to her,” he told them.


Vicky was lying on her back on the bed and sat up. She also wore her shirt completely unbuttoned and taken out of her skirt. The strap hung down the gutter and ended on top of her skirt, between her legs. Her skirt was up, although when she sat up she covered the parts again.


“You know what they want,” Lidia told her. And you know what I expect from you.


“Nine hundred and ninety-nine,” he reminded him.


It seemed to the men that they were speaking in code and that it was the name of some specific number.


Ciriaco offered her the tickets and Vicky took them.








***





“Why do you want to get rid of that other girl?” Lydia? Biel questioned him in Catalan. With the submissive that is the mature and the exit that she is, surely you would be able to make them play between the two. This Lidia, she does everything for money, doesn’t she? And besides, you tell me it’s good. So why get rid of it? He shook his head at how crazy Alan’s plans were.


“And what do I do with three?” Alan objected, alluding to his girlfriend.


Do you want me to run out of marrow? “The truth was that I was giving the three of us a hard time and that, the more I fucked, the more appetite I had for sex. However, he was aware that he was only seeing them once in a while and was sure that he would not be able to keep up with them on a daily basis.


“I per què hi ha els amics?” proposed Biel. He laughed dirtily. Your carrega’t of the teva xicota,” he pointed out quickly. He didn’t want Alan to misunderstand and get angry with him. Nosaltres ens encarreguem de la vella i d’aquesta altra. He laughed again. He patted him the back to emphasize his argument. És que no serem capaços entre tots de rebentar aquestes putes? “He really wanted to ride the mature girl and, even more, to set up a threesome between her and that Lidia, especially if his friend paid. De la Lidia hadn’t seen any photos yet, but if Alan maintained that it was good, surely it would be true. “He lost,” he qualified at Alan’s gloomy expression, “he was referring to those dues, not to the teva xicota.


Alan didn’t look at him, but his face reflected unmistakably that the idea of sharing his girlfriend with his friends didn’t appeal to him. Biel had better be careful with what he suggested! He certainly didn’t feel the same way about Gema. Even so, he did not intend to limit the sexual experiences he planned to offer Vicky, but, to do so, he would have to overcome his incipient jealousy and, in any case, it was more than doubtful that his friends were the right people to expand his girlfriend’s horizons, even if it happened under his strictest tutelage. Biel was a good friend, but of course, although he was suitable for Gema, perhaps even suitable, he was not at all suitable for Vicky. Every time she imagined it, she felt that it would sully her in some way.








***





They all paid Vicky directly and she dared to thank them by giving them a peck on the lips. With the wad of bills in her hand, easy euros earned without having done anything yet, Vicky wondered what to do with the money.


Seventy-five euros (she had counted them, despite feeling overwhelmed with events), even if she had to divide them between two, was a lot of money for her, to which she had to add everything she had earned before.


Really, he didn’t lack anything at home, but he didn’t have too much either. Her parents did not give her a weekly salary, as other parents did with their children.


They bought him what he needed when he needed it. But he had never really had money at his disposal to think about what to waste it on.


Buying a gift for her boyfriend was complicated.


“Manuel,” she thought, and felt doubly sorry for him. He tried to push it out of his mind, at least in those moments.


“Is this how Lidia feels when she does it with Amancio?” she wondered. Was that how prostitutes felt? It was the umpteenth taboo that he was breaking that day. Lydia was right: being paid excited her as much as being watched. Was that why Lidia was looking for sugar daddies?


–whatever that term really meant– like Amancio, more because of how he excited her than because of the money itself? But, in Lydia’s case, didn’t she live from that? It couldn’t be the same to do something crazy on a one-off basis as it was to earn one’s daily bread like this.


Lidia helped him decide what to do with the banknotes. He took them by his hand and demonstratively unfolded them like a fan in front of Vicky. Then he threw them on the bed, scattering them on the sheet.


The men, sitting on the edge of the bed, watched the girls attentively. They were hungry. Even Doroteo and Ciriaco, who had just cummed, were. But they also felt uncomfortable. Were the two girls trying to have an with everyone? None of them liked the idea of undressing in front of their friends, of showing them their cock (or mini cock, as the case may be) and much less of coming into contact with the other. Amancio’s queen bed was big, but not that big.


However, they had paid for the ticket, not knowing very well what the two were going to offer them or what was expected of them.


“I love you, Vicky,” Lidia assured her. Trust me. A thousand and one ways


He reminded her and kissed her.


Lidia and Vicky kissed in front of Amancio and his friends. Lidia’s hand soon disappeared under her friend’s shirt, where she caressed her breast. Vicky soon imitated her and felt her left breast. It seemed to him that Lidia’s skin was hot and burning.


Lidia was used to showing off, even kissing other girls. Vicky’s mother had been kissed for the first time in front of Gerardo and his friend Manolo. As far as she knew, it had been the first time she had kissed a woman. For Vicky, too, in a way, it was the first time. Somehow, she had deflowered both the mother and the daughter. Sometimes, she had teamed up with another sugar girl to have a threesome with their respective sugar daddies, always separately, sometimes with her daddy and with the other girl as a visitor, other times she being the guest friend. A threesome with two women is a very common sexual fantasy among men.


But nothing she had done was really comparable to having four very mature men around her and a novice girl who, in addition and above all, she loved. That experience, she was sure that neither Vicky nor she would forget; It would be something unrepeatable because there is only one first time. It was going to be an experience that they would share and that would mark and unite them.


It was much better than making love to him alone; they could do that at any time between them.


For once, Lidia wanted to be recorded to immortalize the moment.


He inevitably thought of Gema and that she didn’t mind being recorded. Gerardo had taken photos of it and Alan had gone further and recorded it on video. Some of them had even been posted on a pornographic platform, although, for the moment, their faces could not be seen. Other recordings, she had shown on her mobile, perhaps because she knew the effect that this would have on her. But allowing herself to be filmed or even photographed was a recklessness she was not willing to do. That was also a very common fantasy among men, but that was one that she was not willing to make a reality, regardless of the payment. He only regretted that he could not revisit that moment except in the vague memories of his mind.


“We’re going to do it!” thought Vicky, her heart pounding. He tried to concentrate on Lydia and abstract himself from the presence of men, but he could not succeed. She felt each of his lustful gazes burning on her skin. Soon she would be completely naked before them.


What would she do then, if she was touched? What would I do, if they wanted more than that? Lidia left her lips and took her breast in her mouth. The contact of his tongue with her nipple made her moan. Her friend knew how to kiss her breasts much better than Manuel. He had already seen before that she kissed much better than him.


The presence of the men was as disturbing as it was intriguing and electrifying. She didn’t feel ashamed, because for that she was too wrapped up by Lidia’s hugs, caresses and kisses. I felt the excitement of doing something totally forbidden, like jumping off a bridge. In this case, Lydia would be the bungee cord that would save her from perdition. Or was she the one who would lead her to perdition? No doubt she was the one pushing her. But it was already falling and the adrenaline was already flowing. “I can’t believe I’m doing this!”


He opened his eyes so as not to miss any detail of his fall. There was Ciriaco, whose cock he had felt with his hand through his pants. She was sure that


he had run with her, although he had concealed it. “Grotesque!” he exclaimed to himself. However, expressed in this way, at that time, the word did not seem to him to have so many pejorative connotations. And there was Doroteo, of whom Lidia had confessed that he had cummed with her.


“Aren’t you disgusted?” she had asked in amazement, with herself and with her, while they caressed each other and talked in bed.


“Not at all!” Lidia had assured him emphatically. “I’m going to fuck him. Free,” he had asserted.


As implausible as it must have seemed to any normal person, he believed it.


“And you? Don’t you like Ciriaco?” Lidia had asked him, no doubt aware of his answer. How could he expect me to answer him in any other way?


“Not at all,” he had replied, using her words to say the opposite of her. However, he should have used the exclamation points, but he hadn’t. “You know I dislike it,” he had added to make his position clear. “How can you think otherwise?”


And then, both had laughed complicitly.


Of course, he did not like Doroteo or Ciriaco, not as sexual partners. I still didn’t understand how Lidia could like it in that sense, but I also didn’t understand what she was discovering about herself in recent weeks.


To be honest, however, she had to admit that she had been turned on by the game of posing and performing for them. He even found it more fun with these men, being the way they were, than with handsome boys his age.


But was Lidia planning to take it a step further?


There was Bellarmine, who was not at all bad for his age. And there was Amancio, who was not bad either and, above all, to whom he had become more accustomed.


Amancio looked her in the eyes and Vicky lowered her gaze, embarrassed, and closed her eyes. He didn’t feel the flush on his cheeks because his face was already flushed with excitement. Lidia’s other hand had disappeared under her skirt for at least a minute.


“Tell him,” urged Lydia, who had apparently noticed his look and his embarrassment. “Tell her,” he exhorted her in a hoarse voice and a hot exhale in his ear. Tell him, my love,” he insisted. Tell him and watch him.


“N-nnn,” Vicky groaned. Nor was she sure if it had been a protest or a mere moan without any pretense. The seconds passed while Lidia continued to poke around in her sex and while her breath and her words continued to burn in her ear. Finally, he started and said what Lidia and Amancio wanted to hear: “Daddy, I like it when you look at me.” She saw Amancio’s eyes widen when she heard her. No doubt I wanted more than to see her. Surely he wanted to touch her, kiss her and possess her.


He resisted a further bout of shyness and continued to look him in the eye. The only one who owned it was Lidia. It was she who had the leash in her hand, even if, at that moment, it was only figuratively, since both her hands were occupied with the different sensitive parts of her body.


But what would happen if Lidia passed the leash to him, so that, for a while, he would possess it? “What would happen if he were my ‘sugar daddy’ and I had to satisfy him punctually by contract?” he asked deliriously. Did sugar girls have a contract with their parents?


“And what would happen if instead of him I passed the leash to Ciriaco?” she wondered, alarmed and excited at the same time. What would happen if I had to be his sugar girl, if he had no choice but to be?


Lidia, it seems, didn’t care about that. But she was not Lydia. Could I ever be like her? How could he really wish to do it with Dorotheus? And


Why was he asking himself those questions at that time?


Vicky let herself be carried away and allowed Lidia to take off her shirt and expose her breasts to the gaze of her audience, perhaps also to her hands.


She leaned back and lay on her back on the bed.


Lidia did not hesitate. With his tongue, he ran down his thigh and with his head he made his way between his legs. Her forehead disappeared under her skirt. Vicky groaned in anticipation. He had feared that Lidia would do that. He had wanted it.


She moaned again as her lips landed on her clitoris. With his fists he clung to the sheets to deal with the physical and mental sensations.


Lydia’s hands ran along her legs from her calves to her thighs and continued to ascend to her hips, taking her skirt with them, exposing her completely, although her mouth still protected her most intimate entrance from the gaze and hands, probably also from the phalluses of men. Lidia sucked on her friend’s and made her moan again. His hands went up her belly and caressed her breasts. With his index finger and thumb he moderately pinched a nipple.


Vicky responded to his caress with a groan interspersed between


Groans. At the same time, he began to inadvertently move his hips under Lidia’s mouth. That was not how she had fantasized about it, surrounded by those old men, but in those moments her world was reduced to the square centimeters that touched her friend’s mouth and fingers.


Lidia felt Vicky’s nipple harden with her pinch and switched her hand to the other breast. At the same time, he inserted the index and middle fingers of his free hand into his cave. She felt it wet and burning. His expert fingers found the G-spot without any difficulty. She knew it because she felt Vicky vibrate as soon as she rubbed and pressed against the front area of her vagina.


At the same time, she did not stop sucking and licking her clitoris. From my own experience, I knew what this double stimulus caused in a woman, even though each woman is different. In case there was any doubt, Vicky’s moans intensified. “I’ll give you what Alan can’t give you,” thought Lidia satisfied.


Alan’s body, no matter how trained he was, couldn’t compete with hers. A man’s body can be almost as attractive as a woman’s, but that almost makes a difference and, in any case, a man’s body can never be as sensual as a woman’s. Lydia liked men and women; She was no more lesbian than heterosexual, but even so, it was an objective truth that she thought. It was likely that Vicky’s sexual inclinations were not yet fully defined. Maybe she was a lesbian in reality; What was certain was that he was not only heterosexual. Maybe I was bisexual or maybe I wasn’t. In any case, Lydia would not deprive her of enjoying with men; I would give her the best of both worlds, of all worlds, everything she wanted, everything she could imagine… and so on. Could Alan give him that?


What Alan certainly couldn’t do was understand Vicky’s body the way she understood it. Lidia was sure that she did not enjoy him as she was doing with her.


Vicky stopped holding on to the sheets and her hands traveled alone to Lidia’s head. They held her head as if they feared that Lydia might take her away from her sex. His body was of the opinion that he should not do it under any circumstances, not in those moments, not when he was reaching the most intense climax of his life. His mind had no opinion; it had ceased to exist and had given way entirely to his body.


Amancio watched the two girls. I had never seen a woman so excited and dedicated. Of course, he had not succeeded in making Lydia or any other woman enjoy himself in this way, although he was sure that Lydia would be able to enjoy herself.


He really ran with him, if not always, at least on some occasions. Nor had he enjoyed Lydia like this, not with that intensity that alienated the mind. Vicky was clearly gone. His friends might think they were two whores pretending, but he knew better. The girl was ecstatic, completely devoted to Lydia. Amancio was sure that he could even touch her without her becoming fully aware of it and without her objecting. He looked at the that was not covered by Lidia’s hand and was tempted by that nipple so hard and erect. The was small and it was even more face-up and flattened by gravity, but I wanted to touch that nipple and suck it, even, why not, nibble on it. And, why not, put his cock in the girl’s mouth or at least in her little hand. He was tempted to stretch out his hand and touch it, but he did not want to intervene in the beautiful scene that was taking place under his watchful eye. If he did, it was possible that, despite the ecstasy, the magic would break. In addition, there were his friends. He, as host and protector of the two girls, as an accomplice and benefactor of Lydia, had to lead by example. “I would rather be alone with them,” he lamented. “Why do these have to be here?” Then, he remembered that his friends were there because Lidia had wanted them to. He paid, but she was in charge.


“No!” Vicky exclaimed suddenly. Their hands reversed the sense of force and, instead of pressing Lidia’s head against her sex, they tried to push her away. But, to her despair, Lidia remained undaunted, with her mouth on her and her hand inside her. No! he begged again. Please! I pee!


Lidia not only ignored him, but intensified the rubbing of her G-spot.


“I’m pissing!” Vicky exclaimed again between moans and gasps. She could no longer stand it and Lidia refused to leave her. He felt how the dammed waters were about to burst the wall of the dam. He was about to pee and without Lidia he wouldn’t take it off and he wouldn’t stop doing that, he would do it to his face. Even worse, he would urinate on the bed and do it in front of four semi-strangers. Again, he tried to forcibly remove Lidia.


To Vicky’s reassurance, her friend gave in and turned her head away from her, though her fingers continued to poke inside her.


Lidia raised her head, looked at Amancio and said:


“Immobilize her!” Fast! Grab her by the arms and legs! —


Then she turned her head and looked at her friend. Don’t pee, you cum,” he said


Reported. With his index and middle fingers he continued rubbing his G-spot. She was ready to give her friend the most incredible orgasm she had ever had. He had to take advantage of that opportunity.


Amancio did not hesitate. He bent over them and caught Vicky’s wrist.


With determination, but careful not to hurt him, he overcame his resistance and brought his arm to the pillow. “This is amazing!” he thought, his cock hard as a rock, despite his age and his balls full, about to burst. ¿Were… forcing it? But, no!, Lidia was her friend and it was evident that the girl was enjoying herself.


However, it seemed to her that using force against her was not right. Perhaps that is why he felt even more excited. Of course, it was not how he would treat her. He had never even fantasized about forcing it. That was not what he was putting on. However, if Lidia, another quasi-child – although not as young as her child – did it… He was sick if that put him on. Lydia was a succubus who had poisoned his soul. “Fuck it!” he cried to himself. “Anyway, I’ll go to hell. At least it’s for something memorable.”


What more perversions would that little devil of Lydia provide him?


Of course, the girl rocking in her bed was not one of her fantasies either. He didn’t even fit into the list of taboos he secretly dreamed of and refused to think about. “To hell! I want to see this! “, he set out to do, even if he later had to change the mattress and sleep in the guest room for a few days.


Amancio watched as his friends imitated him and grabbed the other three limbs to immobilize her. For once, he was grateful that they were there.


“Let yourself go, Vicky,” Lidia advised her friend, who was trying in vain. You’re not going to pee and if you did, do you think they’d care? He turned his head and looked at the men. Then he nodded and said wryly, “Yes, I think you’d mind. He rubbed Vicky’s with his thumb, while the fingers of his other hand stayed inside her, pressing against the spot. These men have paid you for something. Do you think they’ll settle for just watching you?


They want something more, Vicky. They really want to see it.


Lidia’s words seemed enigmatic to Vicky, who did not understand what her friend wanted to tell her. What do you mean they wanted to see her? Weren’t they already doing it? She continued to struggle, although she did so with the spirit of someone who knew that she could not escape the iron grip with which the four of them had trapped her.


“They want more than to see you, Vicky,” Lidia went on. And I know you want it too. Let yourself go, love. And, above all, remember that they are me. Then he turned to the men and said, “You can touch it.”


Vicky was stunned and unable to verbalize any protest. Did she want that? She continued to fight against the hands of the men who were holding her by her wrists and ankles, but she did so without impetus. Soon her hands would run over her skin and touch her in her private parts, in all but where her friend had her head. “Friend?” she wondered. What kind of friend was that? “The kind of friend who won’t be satisfied with being touched with her hands,” she replied to herself. “Everywhere, except there.”


She groaned as she felt her friend’s lips on her again, sucking it out. “Do I want this?” he asked himself, on the verge of his mind being flooded with ecstasy again. “It’s so bad, so bad…”


She barely felt the men’s hands running down her arms and legs. His mind became clouded and gave way to perverse joy. A man’s hand touched his chest. Then another, a different one, touched her other breast.


“So bad, so bad,” he sighed to himself and groaned outwardly.


They let go of their arms and in return chained their hands to their cocks. He had no choice but to shake them. She felt two more naked cocks rubbing against her legs and regretted not having any more hands. Or more mouths.


Suddenly, he had four eggs in the palms of his hands and two cocks in his mouth. They were cocks and eggs of people who did not physically attract her, but she still sucked them and caressed them. Still, he got excited. He was even more excited about it. Like when Manuel had taken immodest photos of her. Like when I had photographed her while the annoyed puppy stuck his nose where he shouldn’t. “So bad, so bad,” she continued sighing to herself and moaning loudly to the delight of the men and her friend.


“I’m cumming!” he exclaimed. “I’m pissing!” he thought.


Lidia rubbed the inside of her vagina harder.


Didn’t he care that I urinated on her face? At that point, she no longer cared if she cared or not. I had already warned him. He just wanted to. She searched with her hands and desperately for the men’s cocks, but in a fleeting moment of lucidity she realized that she could not reach them and that they were still holding her wrists. They were still sheathed in their respective pants. He closed his eyes and returned to his imaginary world. Anyway, they were holding her. What else could she do but let herself go, as her friend had recommended, and fantasize about


private?


“Ahh! I’m cumming! he exclaimed once more, this time for the last time.


Her thighs trembled until she felt the dam burst and urine shoot out of her urethra, soaking, no doubt, Lydia’s face. In any case, she had loved him and deserved him for a slut! But the thoughts were short-lived and she fainted under the intensity of the orgasm. Her uterus contracted spasmodically as it had never done before. The intensity was almost painful. He trembled outside and inside.








***





“Lidia is a complication,” Alan acknowledged. He continued walking alongside Biel through the streets of Barcelona. Even her friend Jaume, the gang’s humanist, recommended that she break up with her. Yes, Lidia had been key to meeting Vicky and falling in love with her. It had also allowed him to understand Gemma and Daniel better. But, although Jaume thought that she deserved better treatment, even he thought that it was not convenient to continue involving her, despite the fact that leaving her aside just at that moment was an act of ungratefulness. “But Biel is also right,” he said. Three females with a complicated relationship between them was a cocktail as explosive as it was full of possibilities.


It wasn’t about setting up an. That was easy, either with prostitutes, or with very outgoing women, which have always existed in all times, but now, in the era of social networks and specialized mobile applications, they were easier to locate.


The merit was in the intricate relationship that these three women plus Daniel had with each other: Lydia’s love-hate for Gema. Daniel’s desire for the forbidden fruits for Lydia and his growing need for a female to value him as a male. Alan shook his head, incredulous and amused: No one would recognize Daniel when he was done. Gema’s jealousy towards Lidia, not so unfounded, apparently. The friendship between Vicky and Lidia, a friendship betrayed, which probably would not survive when the truth became evident.


“Or is it?” asked Alan. I had seen something strange in both of them, as if they were trying to appear less friends than they really were. In any case, in all these intrigues of relationships, the one that stimulated him the least was the friendship between the two. It had been necessary, but now it was beginning to


be essential.


Then there was the marital relationship between Gemma and Daniel. Getting between the two of them did turn Alan on. Sexually stealing her husband’s wife, he put him. And to subdue and humiliate the husband in her eyes, until she stopped seeing him as a man, almost made him even more. “But only if they still love each other in spite of it,” Alan said, knowing that it would take away all the emotion if Gema stopped wanting to be Daniel’s spouse. “His spouse, my little slut,” Alan paraphrased, recalling her first book.


I definitely wouldn’t experience the same pleasure with a single or divorced woman let alone an openly gay or bisexual man. Their pleasure was to make them do things they did not want to do and of which they would be ashamed in front of each other. “It’s a shame that Gemma is so predisposed,” Alan muttered. “I would prefer it more reluctant, even rebellious.”


Sighed.


And finally, there were the mother-daughter and father-daughter relationships. That, definitely, was what excited him the most. He would rob Daniel not only of his wife, but also of his daughter. “How low can a man fall?” he asked. I would let Daniel fall, but not so much that he crashed. I wanted him alive, so that he could continue to fall.


But it was undoubtedly the relationship between mother and daughter that excited him most. “A relationship also betrayed,” he recalled, remembering that his uncle had managed to get Gema to tell him things about his daughter. But it was one thing to speak, another would be to allow or tolerate, and quite another would be to do and participate. There he hoped to find that desired resistance from Gema, only to give himself the pleasure of breaking it. “You can only tame those who are rebellious, not those who are already submissive,” he concluded. He wanted Gemma to oppose and pull out her nails; I would cut them off.


He would first show Gemma (and Daniel) how truly depraved he was. What mother (and father) would consent to their daughter dating such a boyfriend? But it would also give her the best orgasms. What mother would not want her daughter to enjoy herself like this? (As for which father, the answer is clear: no father takes well to his daughter enjoying a man.) But, of course, it would not be enough for him if Gema and Daniel approved of the relationship with his daughter. The real challenge was to get Gema involved… before Daniel’s eyes.


“I don’t know what to do with Lidia,” Alan admitted to his friend Biel.


He only told him that, without making him a participant in his reflections. Lidia cost him a good amount of money every month, but that was the least of it. The issue was


that, on the one hand, Lidia could interfere negatively; he didn’t quite trust her. But at the same time and on the other hand, Lidia could continue to be very useful to him to break both Gema and Daniel. Daniel’s desire, perhaps also his betrayal, and Gema’s jealousy, that could be two points of support on which to leverage. Biel might have thought of forming a threesome with Gema and Lidia, but that did not appeal to him at all; That had already been achieved by her uncle and the new territory that still remained to be explored and conquered was that of the relationship between mother and daughter.











***





“Where am I?” Vicky asked, disoriented.


“Good morning, princess,” Lidia replied, with a smile on her face.


Vicky looked around, but couldn’t find her way. I had dreamed strange, very strange things. However, she was naked, in bed – in a bed – with Lidia and she was also naked.


“You’re with me,” Lidia informed him, as if that were enough. He sighed at Vicky’s confused face. “How lovely you are!” he thought. Don’t you remember? He sighed again and ran his index finger over Vicky’s bare shoulder. You’ve slept all night and all morning like a groundhog. She looked at her in love. Vicky had been amazing. The intensity of the orgasm had made her convulse, until finally she had fainted and fallen into a placid and deep sleep. He had finally found his true soulmate. I love you,” he said and kissed her on the lips.


Vicky kissed him back, confused. He kept trying to remember what had really happened and how he had gotten to that bed. I still didn’t know where I really was.


Lydia shook her head, amazed at her friend’s amnesia, and sighed again.


“Don’t you really remember?” he asked. She was tempted to tell him something evil. You’re at Amancio’s house. In his bedroom.


“Amancio?!” Vicky jumped up alarmed. So, had it really happened? If he was in his bedroom, what had he done with it? “And his friends?” she wondered in dismay as her mind cleared from so much sleep and her memories returned.


“Don’t worry,” Lidia calmed her. He finally ruled out telling him a lie to see how he would react. He has slept in the guest room. That is if he has managed to sleep. He laughed mischievously. He went out for breakfast. We are alone.


“So, has it happened… Really? Vicky asked cautiously.


Was everything I remembered real? The men, the cocks… piss… Or


Had he dreamed parts of it?


“Everything, absolutely everything,” Lidia assured him, finally starting to tell him a half-lie. Of course, she didn’t know exactly what her friend meant, but it seemed clear that she had trouble distinguishing the real from the imagined or dreamed. He laughed mischievously again. You were great,” he praised her and winked at her.


Vicky blushed at the thought of all that she had done and allowed herself to be done, if she had not dreamed of it.


“You’re a slut and a slut!” He finally exploded, indignant with Lidia. However, what really outraged her was herself. How could I have done… that?


“Oh, don’t worry,” Lidia placated her. You didn’t, if that’s what you think


He reassured her, guessing her thoughts. Although you left my face like a Christ. He laughed. “I don’t care,” he assured her. No one really cares. Besides, I have well deserved it, right?


“Of course! Vicky exclaimed. Fox! Pig! He insulted her, although in truth those insults were directed at herself.


As a sign of peace, Lidia stuck out her tongue and Vicky, reluctantly, returned the gesture.


“You ran, that’s all,” Lidia assured him.


“But—” Vicky hesitated.


Lidia shook her head with conviction.


“Some women like that,” he explained. There’s nothing to be ashamed of. On the contrary, be proud of it.


“So…?” Vicky hesitated. ¿And you… also…? He hesitated.


“Sometimes. With the right person, at the right time. It’s not something mechanical, at least not in my case. It has only happened to me on a couple of occasions.


“With the right person?”


Lidia shook her head.


“You’re the right person,” he said.


“I—” Vicky hesitated.


“You’re in a mess, aren’t you?” She guessed, showing understanding.


“Yes. He shook his head. No.” He nodded. I don’t know. I am sorry. —


He looked away from her and looked down. I didn’t know what to say to him and I didn’t know what to think. I didn’t even know what to feel.


“Don’t feel it, Vicky. Carpe diem. Live in the moment, but live it fully. That’s the only thing I demand of you.


Lidia ran her fingers over Vicky’s thigh and felt how she shivered and got goosebumps.


Still blushing, Vicky raised her head and looked at her. “Carpe diem,” he said to himself, repeating Lydia’s words. “You only live once,” he thought.


« Fuck it! » He wanted to really feel her, not just to under her expert caresses, but to feel her whole body, to make love to him and for her to do it to him. At least once, I wanted to do it. He leaned over to her and kissed her.


Passion was ignited in her. Had they slept together in bed, naked, next to each other, like that other time in their flat? The image of the two naked bodies together, his and hers, excited her even more than visualizing Manuel naked next to her. Was she really a tortilla maker? “Carpe diem,” he repeated to himself and pushed these questions out of his mind. The truth was that Lidia’s mouth tasted very good.


The sweetness of the kisses was not at the expense of passion. Fired up, Vicky ended up on top of her friend. For once, it was her turn to take the initiative.


She felt that Lidia deserved at least that, but she also owed it to herself. He no longer wore the collar and leash, he could no longer hide behind those symbols. She had to accept herself as she was, just as Lydia accepted that she was.


Lidia willingly opened her legs. That was the Vicky I wanted.


Playing dominant, pushing and pulling her was funny, but only to a point. I didn’t want to have to always pull it.


I wanted that, that Vicky would not give up on herself and the fire inside her.


She noticed how her sex became inflamed as Vicky’s pubis pressed against her clitoris. It was wonderful to be loved like that; it was much more than sex.


How long had it been since she felt loved? How long since they didn’t really make love to her? “I love you, I love you, I love you,” he repeated almost obsessively to himself.


“Am I doing it right?” Vicky asked, suddenly unsure. She was his first girl, possibly his only girl, while Lidia


Surely he had had many adventures with boys and girls. She felt awkward, even though, as a woman, she had to know a girl’s body better than boys. She knew what she liked boys to do to her, but was that exactly what Lidia expected of a girl? Was that what she wanted to do to Lydia? How do two women make love?


“Perfect,” Lydia murmured. You’re perfect. Do not worry; everything will be fine. Just follow your gut.


Vicky kissed his neck until she reached the collarbone. “Yes, I must let myself go,” he reminded himself. He reached her breasts and took one in her mouth. Lidia moaned when he sucked her nipple and, in gratitude, stroked her head.


Encouraged, she sucked his other nipple and was fascinated by his reaction and how he gained weight and stood upright. She herself knew that reaction, but, after all, it was not the same to experience it in her own body as in someone else’s.


She finally understood why the boys were obsessed with boobs.


Spurred on by the reaction of her friend’s body, by her muffled moans and her caresses on the back of her neck, she sucked like a newborn from her mother’s nutritious breast.


“What beautiful breasts she has!” Vicky admired her friend with a hint of envy. They had always seemed pretty to her – not too small, like her own; not too big, like his mother’s and, above all, natural and not artificial – but now he saw them with different eyes.


Now I looked at them, touched, kissed and sucked with desire. Had he always looked at them like that, except that he hadn’t noticed? Had he always wanted her without knowing it?


“Have you had… Have you been with… A lot of girls? Vicky finally started to ask him, again unsure, but also because she was interested. Was he jealous of his female ex-lovers?


“With some,” Lidia confessed, not wanting to go into details.


In reality, he had always had more sex with men than with women. It was partly because of his work. There were still few women who called a call girl. It was more common for the husband to call to give his wife a gift, when he sensed that the woman was bicurious, bisexual or even, in reality, lesbian. Of course, in those cases, the gift was often not just for her. In truth, most of the time it was a self-centered gift, centered on him and made in the hope of seeing two women make love or even participate with each other.


they in a threesome. Regardless of the actual motivation for the gift, Lidia had always especially enjoyed the opportunity to deflower a woman, to be her first female lover. He had done it with Gema.


“I’m already thinking about her again,” she acknowledged. It bothered him to think of her when he had Vicky in his arms. He really wanted Vicky, not as a substitute for his mother. But Vicky’s question about her ex-lovers had propelled her thoughts in that direction. “Will I ever forget her?” he wondered and sighed. For more than one reason, Gema could never be a normal mother-in-law for her, if she managed to become her daughter-in-law. He lived on top of a powder keg that was about to explode and there were already several fuses lit – Daniel’s, on the one hand, Vicky’s, on the other, and, finally, Alan’s. The only question was which deflagration of which fuse would reach the powder keg first. “And then there’s my own fuse,” he acknowledged. With or without the others, there would always remain a connection between Gemma and her. I didn’t want that, not with Vicky not for Vicky, but I couldn’t help it.


“How many?” Vicky insisted.


“What does it matter?” Lydia replied irritably. He noticed the tone of his answer and softened, “There are only three that count,” he informed him reliably. And one, the only one that matters, is you. —The first woman he had cared about had been his first lesbian love, as a teenager. As is normal for teenagers, things did not go well.


Surely he had simply confused desire with love. The second woman he had really felt anything for had been, against all odds, Gemma. It hadn’t gone well with her either, though it was for other reasons. Third time’s the charm,” he said to Vicky.


“Are you serious?” Vicky was moved. How happy she was! She had always felt that she lacked love and now she had two people who loved her, a girl and a boy, a friend and a boyfriend, Lidia and Manuel.


“Come,” Lidia asked him.


Vicky obeyed and her lips left her breasts and ascended to her mouth. They kissed and their tongues met and fluttered in their mouths, now in one, now in the other.


“How happy I am!” said Vicky to herself with bitter irony. I had a problem. He loved two people, when you can only love one.


In that posture, face to face, mouth to mouth, windows of the soul against


windows of the soul, he could better rub his pubis against Lydia’s sex.


It was time to give him an orgasm and return the favor. “It’s time,” Vicky said to herself, haranguing herself to do so. I owed that to Lidia. And I was curious to know what it tasted like, what a woman tastes like. Of course, I already knew that, but I had never had my tongue down there. Surely it was different from indirectly beating it on a limb.


Vicky detached herself from her friend’s mouth and descended her body, this time without lingering on her delicious breasts.


“Will I know how to do it?” he hesitated, but continued to descend. “What will it taste like?”


He tried giving her a lick on the that made her moan. Encouraged by the success, she gave him another. I owed it to him; it was up to him to return the favor.


“Oh, yes! Lydia spurred her on and put her hands on her head to guide her. “Her first pussy,” she thought excitedly, “and it’s mine. Like with Gem.”


I love you, I love you,” he proclaimed between groans.


The taste wasn’t bad. In fact, it was better than that of semen. He felt awkward eating her pussy, even though she had received cunnilingus and knew what she liked. But receiving is not the same as giving.


He put a hand to her sex to masturbate while eating her pussy.


She was, but she wasn’t enough yet to take the next step.


Finally, encouraged by the success her tongue was having—judging by her friend’s reactions—and having reached a sufficient level of excitement, she dared to enter her damp cave. I knew that this would contribute little to Lidia, but I needed to beat her completely. She needed to know what it tasted like and she needed to be sure that she was prepared for that, for love between women.


Her tongue penetrated her friend’s vagina, eliciting a loud moan from her with that unexpected movement. It couldn’t be because Lidia liked the sensations of her tongue in her pussy – the most sensitive nerve endings are on the outside of the vagina, not on the inside. The momentary pleasure it gave him must have been more psychological than physical. ¿Or


Maybe not? What did she really know about women? He knew his body to receive, but not to give. And I knew that every woman is different. What if Lidia liked it that way?


“Go on, go on,” Lydia moaned, writhing with pleasure. « He likes it! It’s mine! “, he congratulated.


That Vicky had decided on her own initiative to fuck her with the


Tongue was a great victory for her. It was the demonstration that she embraced her lesbian side and it was the promise that they would be more than friends. Gema, on the other hand, had never done that motu proprio. He had stuck his tongue into his insides, all the way in, but he had done that only when Gerardo had ordered him to. Otherwise, Gema would stay on the outside of the vagina and even for that she needed to be very aroused to take the initiative to go down to kiss her down there. Still, when he had, it had been divine to feel her down there, accepting her as she was, as a woman, from top to bottom. In any case, scarcity revalued their cunnilingus. Daniel, in return, had always shown himself to be much more willful in this regard, much to Gema’s annoyance.


“I’m thinking about them again,” he lamented. The ghosts of the past haunted her and even in that moment of triumph they did not leave her alone.


“It’s impossible for Vicky to understand it when she discovers the truth.”


“Go on,” she spurred her friend to push the voices out of her mind.


Amama. ¡We do!


With her tongue still inside her pussy, Vicky used her free hand to stimulate her friend’s clitoris. I was going to make him. “I don’t know why I was worried. It tastes great, much better than Manuel’s semen. “, he said to himself. It wasn’t that her boyfriend’s semen (was it still one?) tasted bad.


It had the typical bitter and alkaline taste that semen has.


It’s not a particularly pleasant taste. What makes it pleasurable is what it implies: it is the pleasure of satisfaction for having given extreme pleasure, and it is the pleasure of perversion and the forbidden. But probably, and outside of these two implications, no one would ask for semen to tapa. Later, he had the typical blowjob breath.


“Will I have the breath of having eaten pussy then?” asked Vicky amused. In any case, Lidia knew better. It was a more neutral flavor, at least at that stage of her monthly cycle, although she wouldn’t ask for a pussy-flavored tapa either.


With so many doubts, Vicky lost her rhythm. His jaw also hurt and his tongue was tired. It was definitely more complicated and laborious than sucking a cock. Although Lidia continued to squirm with pleasure, she could not continue. He raised his head and asked:


“And if Amancio comes?”


“What?” Lidia did. What was he talking about at that moment? What the hell had I asked him?


“What do we do if Amancio comes with breakfast?” He laughed at the play on words that had come out of him without having intended it. “For breakfast, mine,” he thought. In reality, the question that was asked was whether Manuel could somehow be satisfied with that relationship. In that sense and at that particular moment, Amancio was a kind of representation of Manuel.


They had nothing in common, of course, except that they were both men.


“Really?” Lydia despaired because of the inopportune moment that her friend had chosen to ask her such a question. He had been close to cumming. At least, she continued to massage her clitoris with her fingers


—. Do you really want to know?


Vicky nodded.


“If you came now, I’d like you to look at us.” “We’ll always have time to be alone,” he explained. And I know you like me to look at you, little bitch.


Vicky nodded and laughed.


“Yes, big slut,” he confirmed. Then he stuck out his tongue, as they usually did, but this time, without intending to, the same gesture took on a different meaning.


They both laughed. That gesture of sticking out their tongue would forever have a different meaning for them from that moment on.


“Say it,” Lydia exhorted her. Do you like it when daddy looks at you?


“I like it when daddy looks at me,” Vicky confirmed.


“And I’d like to see you fuck him,” Lidia declared. With daddy —


he added cautiously.


His thoughts went to Daniel. She couldn’t deny that the evil Alan’s plans were so diabolical that they were worthy of her. Truth be told, even if it was very reluctantly, they even surpassed her. Last night, after Vicky had vanished and Amancio’s friends had left, she had fucked him. Amancio had been very hot and had not taken long to, to her misfortune. But that had given her the opportunity to call Daniel and take an interest in his situation. “Daddy,” he said to himself.


“But only if he pays,” Lidia added.


“Why is money so important to you?” Vicky asked, thinking of the money he had earned the night before with her.


“It’s not,” Lidia said. It is only what it symbolizes. It is a service contract. It is the express will to do something and submit to the wishes of another person in exchange for a consideration, always within the


agreed limits,” she tried to explain to her friend. What nonsense I say!


he exclaimed. It’s because it makes me feel dirty and that makes me. Not you? He asked with a knowing smile. Don’t lie to me! he warned him. I saw how you reacted yesterday every time they put a bill in your lap and, above all, how you put yourself when they paid you in bed. That orgasm you had was not only due to my mastery.


“Maybe,” Vicky admitted reluctantly, troubled. I wasn’t very proud of that, or of having been paid or of having run that way.


He pursed his lips. He still didn’t understand what had really happened and preferred not to think about it.


“Daddy, would you pay to see me with another girl?” asked Lidia. Daniel would certainly do it. “Would you pay to see me with your daughter?” Why else would you pay? And what things would Vicky be willing to do in exchange for getting paid for it, to feel dirty and depraved and go back to cumming as she had run before?


Lidia shook her head. Alan had deeply contaminated her. She wasn’t like that, not so much. Alan had caught her in the park talking and making out with Daniel and now he was forcing her to convince Daniel to do what he wanted. Last night she had spoken to Daniel and had been forced to speak to him in favor of Alan’s plans. I hated Alan! His ideas were extraordinary, out of the ordinary, even more so than Gerardo’s. And she quickly got bored with the ordinary. The problem was not how wicked those ideas were, but that they were his ideas. Even if they had occurred to her, she would try to make them come true with love and for love, apart from fun and perversion, but Alan operated with evil. She hated him because, despite hating him, she couldn’t help but admire his plans and get excited about them, even if it was against her own interests.


“I know that for a hundred euros you would do it,” Lidia said. Thinking about Alan had brought him back to his dominant side.


“No!” Vicky exclaimed and shook her head with conviction. After a few seconds of silence, he asked, “Is that what the whores charge?” “And then


—: Is that what you charge?


“Oh, darling,” Lydia said condescendingly. Prostitutes charge what they want, depending on how they know how to sell themselves and to whom. The poor polygoneras, twenty-five, those in brothels and those in flats, between fifty and a hundred, and luxury escorts, thousands, some famous even ten thousand.


“Famous?” What do you mean famous? Vicky was surprised. You mean…?


Lidia nodded.


“It’s the order of the day, darling,” he said. “You even have it closer than you imagine,” he thought. What Vicky’s mother had done with Gerardo wasn’t exactly prostitution, but what is it and what isn’t exactly? The extreme cases are clear, but often the boundaries are not clear. And what had he done with that Catalan client to get Gerardo the contract?


“And you, how do you know so much about this?” Vicky wondered. ¿You… You…


in a brothel?


“No, of course not,” Lidia replied without hesitation. In the brothels, the pimps enriched themselves by exploiting the women for four dollars and even exhaustion, charging them for everything and making their debt to them gradually increase in order to keep them as long as possible. Brothels were generally not a good place for women. She knew this because she knew some sugar girls like her who had told her things and because she had read about it. Fortunately, she had never had to go near any brothel.


“A hundred?” Is that what you charge? Vicky insisted on the subject.


“By dust?” Lidia asked. He looked at the ceiling and did the math. With Amancio, for dust, probably less,” he replied. He knew that the flat rate I paid him per month wasn’t much. He had had wealthier, though not necessarily more generous, sugar daddies. Generosity is not an absolute value, but a relative one. As for the business, it wasn’t going through a good run. Maybe she was getting old; many older men preferred them very young. He had to calculate to get an idea of the amount of sex per month he had with his benefactor and divide the monthly pay by that amount. He shrugged. I like to do it with him,” he assured her. You would charge more than me.


“In the end he’ll prefer me to you,” Vicky joked. She didn’t even think crazy about prostituting herself! Not even to prove how one feels when one charges for sex.


“I doubt it,” Lidia contradicted, convinced. For that you would have to learn many tricks first.


“Like what?” Vicky hesitated.


“How can you not be distracted at the most inopportune moment,” Lidia told him.


With how well you were doing! Go on, finish the job! He urged her, showing himself dominant with her, perhaps because he knew that Vicky was right deep down and that Amancio could surely come to prefer her.


He took Vicky’s head and guided her to her sex. Enough of all the talk.


“You’re not going to in my face, are you?” Vicky asked reluctantly.


You know what I mean.


Lidia sighed. “Will he never be silent?” he despaired.


“No,” he replied impatiently. For that you would have to do much better. Besides, in my case, it’s extraordinarily rare for me to like that. Not all of us have your facility. Come! He urged her. I would prefer to do this off-leash and collarless.


Vicky gave in and put her tongue to work on something other than verbalizing nonsense. She put her hand on her because she feared that the chatter would have lowered her libido, but she found that she was still almost as and that licking her friend’s sex was not difficult for her. “He said I do well,” he recalled. “Maybe I’ve always been a tortilla maker, without knowing it.”


But then, why did she think she had fallen in love with Alan? And why had he run with Ciriaco? Had it only been because he had had Lidia cumming in front of him at the same time? Or was it because, as Lidia maintained, she was excited to feel like a whore who gets paid for her work?


Lydia soon moaned again and encouraged her to continue:


“You do great,” she murmured ecstatically, moving her hips under Vicky’s tongue. Make love to me with your tongue. Make me, baby.


“Shall I interrupt?”


Amancio’s voice sounded suddenly and made Vicky and Lidia startle. They hadn’t heard it coming. How long had he been there, watching, the two wondered.


“How long have I been eating her pussy?” it occurred to Vicky to ask herself next. Her friend had already had several small orgasms, but he had urged her to continue with the cunnilingus and she had done it willingly, even though her tongue and jaw were tired. As she ate her pussy and squeezed a little climax out of her friend, Vicky was more and more convinced that she was born for it and that the attraction to men had been a mere mirage. Really, her first boyfriend had not liked her at all. Had


She went out with him because all the girls her age had boyfriends and because she didn’t want to feel alone. And as for Manuel… I was in a mess and I preferred not to think too much about it. I would have to solve it later.


“I have brought you breakfast, but I see that you are having breakfast, at least one of you,” Amancio observed, making the easy joke. I can dress it up, if you like,” he suggested, touching his crotch ostentatiously.


Lidia sighed, annoyed by the interruption. Vicky had managed to get her to several times, but they had been small orgasms and she had not yet reached the big climax she needed.


“Do you have two hundred euros?” Lidia asked Amancio.


“Two hundred?” Vicky was surprised. “He’s going to sell me for two hundred.”


I wasn’t sure if I really wanted to do it, not by a hundred or two hundred or by a thousand. On the other hand, she was feeling a tingling in her stomach and a tingle in her sex that… His heart was beating fast. “I don’t want to do this,” he said to himself, but he did it without much conviction. I wouldn’t; I would not take the initiative. But if he had no choice…


“Two hundred?” Amancio made sure, and seeing that Lidia nodded, he raised an eyebrow and looked at her sternly. After everything he had done, the party he had organized at his house, after having paid religiously like the others to set an example, Lidia’s proposal seemed abusive to him.


Then again, what was two hundred euros in exchange for a with the girl? He couldn’t afford it every day or every week, but once in his life… even once a month… He patted his trouser pockets. There was not so much money left. He had more in his account, but not at hand in his pants, nor in his wallet or at home.


“Two hundred,” he confirmed and licked his lips. Vicky was completely naked, with her angelic body between Lidia’s legs. Her face glistened in the sunlight that filtered through the window with the vaginal juices of her friend and instructor and, apparently, finally her lover as well. Lidia had gotten away with it. With her fawn gaze, the girl watched him out of the corner of her eye, her face red, shy but expectant, avoiding looking him directly in the eye. She kept her head down, between her friend’s legs, as if she were trying to hide, but her ass was in pomp, as if she were inviting him, but not daring to tell her with her eyes or words.


Lidia had deflowered her: she had given her her first lesbian experience


and it had happened in his bed. And he would also deflower her and do it doubly: he would give her her first experience with an older man and he would also give her her first full experience with a man in exchange for money.


It would not be his last: by meeting Lidia, he would get the girl to repeat –


with her, with him and with others – and knowing himself, he would undoubtedly repeat with her.


Lidia held out her hand, palm up. She had observed Vicky and, as she had predicted, her friend had not objected. He had stopped licking her, but continued to massage her with his thumb.


“I’ll give them to you later,” Amancio assured him, unbuttoning his buckle.


Last night he had unloaded his eggs inside Lidia, but suddenly he had them loaded again. He felt energized and rejuvenated. The girl was supposedly of legal age. He had not asked for her identity card to prove it and he would not do it. But he could well be only fifteen years old.


In fact, in her mind, she could well have had less, only twelve or thirteen at most, a woman, because her period had already been lowered and her were insinuated into her breast, but an innocent girl in everything else.


“You know how this works,” Lidia insisted, her palm facing upwards.


“I don’t have it here,” Amancio despaired. He didn’t want to be angry with Lidia, because that would be counterproductive, but after all, how could she distrust him? He was a man of his word: If I told him he would pay him, he would. Then I go down with the card to the ATM and take it out,” he tried to make him come to his senses.


He had already unzipped his belt and the two buttons on the waistband of his pants and was unzipping as he spoke. “I must possess it!” he said to himself, looking at the angelic creature that lay between the legs of the diabolical being. “Lidia leads me astray,” he acknowledged. “But once is once.” Besides, it wasn’t true, not like those videos that had been passed between colleagues, in which real girls appeared, some too young, even for their liking. He had left that a long time ago, as soon as he had realized that he was obsessed with the subject and since he had been aware that the mere act of exchanging and watching such recordings caused real harm to the victims. “We are what we eat,” a surprisingly sympathetic priest had once warned on Episcopal radio, and then he had seen it clearly: he was hurting himself and also


he was harming them, even if he only watched recordings already made and did not pay for them or encourage their filming. Amancio had then taken the final step and had erased all the archives, had nipped in the bud contacts with the group of strangers of which he had been part to exchange material and had buried in the depths those insane and even criminal desires. But Lydia, somehow, had sensed it and had reawakened in him something that he thought was dead or deeply asleep until the end of his days.


His forehead was filled with beads of sweat. “He’s not that young,” he said to himself. « AND


SURELY that he is of legal age. “Vicky was a child only in her imagination – although she was also a child in appearance – and imagining things in private did no harm to anyone. Only himself.


“Do you see that his slit has a magnetic stripe?” Lidia snapped. He waved his hand, dismissing the matter. You know how it works,” he explained indifferently to his suffering, “the bills in front and in my hand.


He had already achieved the desired effect on Vicky and there was no need to consummate the act. In fact, it was better that way for her friend to go home ruminating on the matter, and for desire and perversion to wage a protracted battle within her against convention and moral right.


If he finally decided to do it for money, he would do it with determination, but also with increased concern and desire. And if he didn’t want to take that step after all, he would avoid regret and grudges. But if the opportunity arose again on another occasion, Lydia, as at that moment, would not deprive her friend of the excitement and humiliation of receiving the money in hand.


“I’ll be back now,” Amancio announced and rebuttoned his pants.


He was not willing to let the opportunity pass him by. It was clear that Lidia was not going to give in, but there was an ATM nearby. He didn’t care that it wasn’t his bank’s and that he charged him a commission. It would hardly be long before he returned.


“There’s a time for everything, Amancio,” Lidia warned him, “and that’s over.” It will be again. But you can sit back and enjoy. Then, turning to her friend, she motioned for her to come upstairs.


Vicky obeyed, not daring to look at Amancio except out of the corner of her eye. If she was disappointed or relieved that Amancio did not have enough money with him and because Lidia had been inflexible, she did not show it. Not even she herself was sure. The truth is that the heartbeat of his


heart were normalized. In comparison, making love to Lidia seemed normal to him, even doing it in front of a person. He kissed her and Lidia responded to his kiss. She didn’t turn her face away, even though her lips and tongue should have tasted like pussy. “Of course, why would I?” he thought. It was normal for them to love each other; it was normal for them to kiss.


Everything is relative.


Amancio resigned himself. He knew Lydia, and he knew she could be more stubborn than a plow. He also knew that, in the end, she would reward him in some way. She never fell short in that sense. I had never made him feel like he was doing it solely for money. On the contrary, it was not uncommon for her to take initiatives on her own and surprise him with an unexpected visit to have sex with him. No, he couldn’t complain about her. If she didn’t want her to fuck her friend right now, if she demanded that she pay her cash on the spot, it must be for a good reason. Perhaps he sensed that the girl would not otherwise agree. Perhaps he knew that it was the only way and that it was better to wait for the right moment than to rush and fail.


Docile, he prepared to place the chair in the corner of the bedroom in a better position and sit on it. Seeing them together was better than nothing, and although he had already seen them last night, this would be a private session for him. In the absence of his annoying friends, he would not cut himself and take his cock out of his pants to fully enjoy what the two young women would give him.


“No,” Lidia warned him to his surprise, as he finished opening his pants, pulling down his underpants and taking out his cock. His face appeared in the girl’s hair, which was eating his neck with kisses. Not there. Sit here with us in bed. But behave.


Amancio did not expect that when he heard her refusal, but he did not hesitate for a single moment. Quickly, he got up from his chair and ran to the bed. His pants fell down to his ankles and he stumbled, but he managed to reach the bed without any mishap.


Vicky became agitated. What was it that her friend wanted? Did she intend to have a threesome with him, not with her boyfriend, but with her client? But Lidia did not let her think and continued rubbing her sex with her hand and she continued to do the same with hers. With one hand on the crotch of the other, Vicky was still lying on top of her friend and Lidia was still underneath, with her legs open, receiving Vicky’s pelvis and hand. Oblivious to Amancio, who had laid down next to them on the bed, they kissed again.


“You can caress her,” Lidia invited Amancio, detaching herself through a


moment from Vicky’s mouth. But nothing more.


He could caress them both, but Amancio was primarily interested in Vicky. I could touch her innocent skin, her back, her little ass, her legs… and her breasts, if she turned around. “But nothing more,” Lidia’s words resounded in Amancio’s head. But I couldn’t kiss her. Nor could he penetrate her, neither with his cock nor with his fingers. “For now.”


Amancio did not hesitate to extend his right hand to touch the girl’s back, although that meant having to hold his cock with his clumsy hand.


“What a soft skin!” he admired himself, running down his spine.


Vicky got goosebumps when Amancio’s hand slid down her lower back and reached her ass. Instinctively, he closed his buttocks, but that caused him to push with his pelvis down, so that the pressure of Lidia’s hand on his sex increased. “Nothing else. He must do nothing else,” he thought. He did not dare to detach himself from Lydia’s neck and mouth to turn and look at him. She knew that Amancio was by her side, with his cock erect, out of his underpants. He knew that if he looked at it, he would take it as an invitation.


“This is so strange,” he wondered. What was she doing with another man, an old man, in bed? She didn’t mind calling him old anymore. It was what it was. But, above all, it no longer bothered him, because he did not say it in a derogatory way, but it was a property that increased morbidity. Perhaps he would begin to understand Lidia.


It may not really be just about money after all.


Finally, she left her friend’s lips and dared to turn around, but avoided looking Amancio in the eye. His gaze, in return, was fixed on his cock. The situation was not without ridiculousness. The old man still had his pants down to his ankles and they bothered him in his movements, but now he had also pulled down his underpants completely. He recognized that they were white cotton underpants, old-fashioned underpants, old fashion. The button-down shirt still covered his generous belly. And in his left fist he had his cock, which he seemed to want to strangle. The tuft of pubic hair peeked around his hand. Manuel’s cock was definitely much prettier. He waxed. But it was also less morbid, if not his cock, then the situation. “It’s Lidia. She’s crazy,” he acknowledged, but far from worrying about the revelation, he found it funny. “He wants me to let him put that in for two hundred euros,” he thought, without taking his eyes off Amancio’s cock.


“Do you want to touch it?” Lidia whispered to him. She had been watching her friend for some time now, studying how she stared absorbed in her cock


Amancio, but he hadn’t stopped masturbating her.


“No!” Vicky exclaimed without hesitation.


But Lidia was not impressed by her friend’s outburst.


“I know you want it. “Okay, do it,” he continued whispering. You have to give in order to receive. “This is only to whet his appetite,” he asserted, as if it were necessary to whet Amancio’s appetite even more. You can invite him to this. He will pay you later, another time, for what he really wants.


Lidia grabbed her friend’s wrist and guided her hand to Amancio’s cock. Reluctant, Vicky allowed herself to be guided.


Amancio pulled his fist away so that the girl could take his virility in her little hand. She moaned as her delicate little fingers touched her cock first, then grabbed it, and finally shyly wiggled it. “Angel of my life!” he thought. The demons within him were making their way through the breach that Lydia had opened.


“Do you see?” Lidia whispered to Vicky. Now you could do with it whatever you wanted. It’s yours. You have it completely delivered. It’s that easy. —


He continued to masturbate her while talking to her.


Was that what awaited him with her, grotesque sex in all its many forms, rather than sincere love between girls? Paid sex with men for whom she would not feel any desire if she passed them on the street? Or would Lydia end up distorting her in such a way that she would be attracted to that class of men? Would he end up turning to chase them with his eyes, every time he met a mature and chubby daddy on the street? Hadn’t it seemed implausible to him that Lidia would claim that she wanted to fuck Doroteo and, in exchange, she was now there, masturbating Amancio, unable to take her eyes off his cock or his abundant pubic hair or the hair of his generous belly? What was Lidia letting himself do?


It was much easier to marry young like his mother, to Manuel, for example, but didn’t it also mean missing out on the extraordinary world that was out there and that only Lidia would show him? “To marry young like my mother, to end up being a boring and frustrated housewife who only knows how to criticize her daughter,” Vicky lamented.


“Do you want to suck it?” He heard Lydia suggest, speaking in his ear, tickling his lips in his ear and tickling his soul with her words and the tone of her voice.


Vicky shook her head.


“But I want you to know what it tastes like,” Lidia insisted.


Vicky shook her head again. She had not yet dared to look Amancio in the face and her gaze was still fixed on his cock, on what was seen of her and that his hand did not cover, the foreskin when he pulled the cock towards her and the glans and urethra when he pushed back.


He was wearing neither the collar nor the leash. Lidia couldn’t force her to do that.


“But I want you to know what it tastes like,” Lidia insisted again. He pushed Vicky away and went out from under her to take Amancio’s cock in his mouth.


“Hmm,” he said demonstratively. “Hmm,” he repeated. It tastes different from young people. Much better. Satier.


Vicky was not enthusiastic about the taste of cock and cum. With Manuel, she liked the sexual act of sucking her, because of how it made him and her feel, but she would never imagine doing it for the taste. Was Lidia serious?


Was she that crazy? Could she be so crazy?


“I want you to know what it tastes like,” he repeated. He detached himself from Amancio’s cock, leaving it well lubricated with his saliva, and kissed Vicky. His tongue penetrated uninvited into her mouth and shared with her the taste of his best client.


Vicky, at first, tried to resist the kiss and made the threat of pushing her friend’s tongue out with her own, but she did not succeed.


He only managed to rub his tongue against hers, slippery and… tasty.


He preferred not to think about it. In any case, I didn’t notice anything strange. But then, as their tongues fluttered with each other and Lidia’s hand rubbed her sex again, she imagined that she was indeed feeling the taste of Amancio in her mouth.


It had its bitter and rancid taste in its mouth, so different from the sweet and spicy taste of Lidia’s mouth at the same time, but mixed with hers. Far from being disgusted by the old man’s taste, he became excited with him and imagined Lidia with Doroteo, doing all sorts of things to him, as, perhaps, she would do on another occasion to Amancio. “Shit! I think that, from now on, I really do that when I see a fat old man on the street, I’m going to wet my panties imagining that I’m having sex with him. Lydia, what have you done to me? “Maybe Lidia was right and having sex with that kind of man was unexpectedly fun. Grotesque and completely inadequate, even immoral, of course it was.


But for the moment she would leave Doroteo with her friend. Amancio was much better off looking than the fat guy and she was still starting.


“I can’t believe I’m imagining this!” he was astonished. I knew it was because I was really at the time, but what if I was really that way out? What if Lidia had rescheduled it in some way? She felt like she was in the Matrix, taking the red pill to discover the real world that had been hidden from her. “Do I really want this?” he hesitated.


Wasn’t the default path of having a handsome boyfriend, marrying him, working (in a normal job), and having children (or dogs or cats, if you don’t want to have children only to end up failing in your education as your parents had done)?


I couldn’t continue with Manuel. I couldn’t do it. He was a good boy and he deserved someone better than her. She was just a slut, a real slut, not a girl worth her while. Somehow, her friend Lidia had always known this; It was she who had started the game of calling each other “slut.” “It would not be fair to him, if I hid this from him. Not only what I have done, but the perversity that dwells inside me,” he concluded. “And it wouldn’t be fair to him, if I continued with him and didn’t tell him,” he admitted. “And if I were to be honest with him, I know that I would only disgust him and he would rightly turn away from me.”


Vicky shook Amancio’s cock that, somehow, had ended up in his hand again while he kissed Lidia and tasted it in her mouth.


“How much money do you have in those pockets?” Lidia asked him.


Vicky, once again, did not dare to look Amancio in the face and, this time, she did not have the courage to put her eyes on his cock either. That’s why, to avoid looking at him, she buried her face in Lidia’s neck and kissed her, showing herself oblivious to her friend’s question and his possible answer, although she listened carefully.


“Nnn,” Panted Amancio, “I don’t know. He counted the change he had been given when he paid for breakfast. Fifteen, maybe? Would Lidia accept a reduction in extremis?


“Look and see,” Lidia told him. I was enjoying Amancio’s desperation and Vicky’s desire and shame. “This is a lot of fun!” she said to herself excitedly. Vicky was perfect for her and she was perfect for Vicky. “How proud you would be of your daughter if you could see her!” she muttered, thinking of Gemma. “Your Gerardo, my Amancio,” he maintained, despite the fact that the resemblance was scarce. Both were older and both paid, but that was the end of the similarities. Gerardo had been creative and perverse, but with Amancio she would have to be the one to take the initiative. It wouldn’t be


No problem: on the one hand, it would limit the experience, but, on the other hand, it would leave the door open for anything that occurred to her, and those were not few.


“Twelve with—” Amancio replied, rummaging through his pockets. Once again, he regretted not having withdrawn money from the nearest ATM and having paid the commission. He hadn’t gone to his ATM because he hadn’t wanted to delay returning home; With regard to the latter, he had done well.


“Too bad!” Lidia exclaimed, still finishing her speech to Amancio.


He could not hide the sadistic tone. He was really having a lot of fun.


For twenty I would have sucked it a little,” he said, looking at Vicky, who was still face down, hugging her, hiding her face. But for a ten-dollar bill—” She sighed, showing herself artificially empathetic to him.


I think Vicky likes you and I think she’s willing to give you a discount for how well you’ve behaved and how obedient and respectful you’ve been to us. Give him the money.


« For ten euros? Do you want me to suck it for ten? Do you want me to let you fuck him for ten euros? Vicky was overwhelmed. The fact was the only important thing, not the quantity. Still, she wasn’t sure if she felt more depraved being sold for two dollars than being paid a not inconsiderable amount. “From two hundred to ten, how things change!”


“Take the money, Vicky,” Lidia told her.


Amancio already had the ticket extended. His hand trembled with excitement.


“Tell him, ‘Thank you for the tip, Daddy,’” Lidia ordered.


Vicky obeyed and took the money. I didn’t know what I was supposed to do yet. I didn’t know where to put it either.


“Lie down there!” Lidia commanded Amancio.


Amancio wasted no time and lay on his back, just as Lidia had indicated. Now not only did his hand tremble, but his whole body vibrated. How much he had desired the child! And, finally, it was about to happen! “Bless you, my girl,” he said to Vicky. “And blessed are you too, Lydia. May God have mercy on your soul and mine. »


“For ten euros he won’t suck it,” Lidia warned him. You’re not even going to fuck her for so little, Amancio. She’s worth so much more, and you know it! Then, turning to her friend, she instructed, “Sit on top of him.” But don’t let him put it in you! Nor do you, little. Your virginity is worth much more than that. We’ll make you work to earn it.


“Virginity?” asked Vicky in a daze. Her virginity had been


given to Manuel not long ago. Should he have waited to give it to someone like Amancio? How much was it worth? What memories would she have, if someone like Amancio deflowered her? Would Lidia really have been able to negotiate her virginity and sell it to someone like him? The thought frightened and excited her at the same time. Then, she realized that she really had a virginity to offer Amancio. Or would Lidia sell it to someone like Doroteo or, even worse, Ciriaco? He got dizzy, but he sat down on top of Amancio nonetheless. She still had the virginity of her first time with an old man. And he had never done it for money yet.


“Move like this until he cums.” I want you both to at the same time.


“Yes, little sister,” Vicky managed to say. As she delved deeper into her perversion, she became more creative. I want daddy to with me. And


I want to with him.


Lidia’s face lit up when she heard her friend talk like that. “You piece of a bitch! Much worse than your mother,” she acknowledged pleased.


Amancio’s face also lit up with his daughter’s words. He would and make him run.


Vicky began to move her hips and began to slide her sex down Amancio’s cock, on the outside, without putting it inside. She leaned over him and adjusted her posture to get the phallus to rub against her clitoris. Her vaginal lips split and hugged Amancio’s cock.


“Oh, shit!” he cried to himself. “I’m doing it for real and for ten measly euros.” Could she be considered to have sex with him, if he didn’t penetrate her?


—Oh, priest—murmuro—. Oh, mírame.


Lidia lay down next to the unlikely couple. “Father and daughter,” he said to himself and laughed to himself. “Oh, daddy, if you only knew!” he imagined, thinking of Daniel. She rubbed her as she watched. It was a pity that I hadn’t really had such a sister.


Amancio’s hands came up from Vicky’s hips and took her small but firm breasts into them. He was amazed and entertained by the hardness of the girl’s nipples.


She didn’t have her cock inside her, but her movements were almost as pleasurable. She was completely wet and her vaginal juices made her sex slide easily over her penis. The girl made him moan every time she moved towards him and her small clitoris rubbed with her frenulum.


He took his hands away from his little fish so that he could observe them better. “So small, so beautiful, so innocent.”


In return, he put his hands on her little ass, to touch it and to control her movements, although he didn’t have to, because the girl was doing everything right. He was tempted to insert a finger between the slit of her buttocks and touch her ass for real, but he dismissed the idea. He sensed that Lidia would not be amused by that, at least at that stage, and he did not want her to be angry with him. But someday he would want to have her ass too, just as he had managed to have Lidia’s. “Surely behind it she is still a real virgin,” he speculated.


“I would like her to live with me, as if she were my daughter,” she delirious. I would have her wear only girls’ clothes. “With her little body, it would look very good on her.” Could she negotiate that with Lidia? As a responsible older sister, would you convince her to accept his invitation? He could take care of her better than anyone. No doubt his parents must have been unfortunate.


He would take better care of her and give her everything she needed.


Ecstatic, Amancio saw himself playing Vicky’s father. He would take her to a private school, one of those that required a uniform with a skirt for girls. I would stroke her thigh under her skirt while they were having breakfast at home. He would come over to help her with her homework and touch her breasts through her shirt to help her focus. I would help him bathe and sponge his back, armpits, chest, and between his legs. She would take refuge in his bed with him when he suffered the typical childhood night terrors. And she’d suck it up in gratitude when she saw him stressed and say, “Thank you, Daddy. I love you. “They would be very happy together.


“I’m cumming!” Amancio announced suddenly. He had become overexcited with his fantasies. He gasped and instinctively lifted his pelvis, as if trying to penetrate it.


Vicky accelerated her movements on him.


“Yes, daddy,, with me!” He encouraged him.


Why did it excite him to call him “daddy”?


“Don’t stop until you too,” Lidia ordered. Cum on his cock!


The image that he and Vicky formed was for her incredibly beautiful because it was grotesque. It far surpassed everything I had seen and in everything I had participated with Gema and Gerardo. Only the image of Gemma making him


the love for Gerardo’s decrepit father, out of love and submission to him, could be more beautiful. Unfortunately, she had not been able to witness it or participate in it. Possibly, at the time, he would have refused. There are things that even for her were too much. “But not for Gema, not when she does it out of love and submission, two feelings that are often confused, intermingled and overlap,” she thought. She liked to play the submissive, but she would never enjoy it as much as Gemma, nor would she feel such an extreme need to experience it. In that, Gema enjoyed more than she did, although she also limited herself to a single type of experience. But after Gerardo told him what Gemma had done for him, he often wondered what it would be like to do something like that. Seeing Vicky with Amancio – the age differences must have been more or less the same – she regretted having refused to participate in that experience, although Gerardo had never proposed it to her.


“, Vicky!” with Daddy! He exhorted her. with your sister! She frantically rubbed her sex in search of the big climax.


“Ah! Ah! Vicky groaned. I’m cumming! —he confessed at last.


Amancio, that is, daddy, had already cummed and spat his bitter cum on his belly. But the shots hadn’t gotten very far. Young people like Manuel shoot farther and with more gunpowder. But she was cumming on his cock anyway. The juices from her vagina intermingled with the remains of semen on daddy’s glans.


Vicky shook violently on Amancio, victim of the spasms of his climax. I was having a strong orgasm again, although different from the one I had had last night with Lidia, different physically and psychologically.


She collapsed on Daddy and hugged him without being aware that she was doing it.


When he regained consciousness, he dismounted from it in a hurry.


What had he done!? How had he let him do that? He looked at his belly. He had her smeared with the old man’s semen, not only her belly and pubis, but the foreskin of her clitoris as well. “Don’t worry,” she said to herself to calm herself,


“It has not run inside you.” Even so, now that he had cummed and that his hormones and endorphins had normalized, he was cross-referencing what he had done. Definitely, she could not continue to have a boyfriend like Manuel, who deserved a better girl than her. But he could not continue that way with Lidia either; It was too much.


“You liked it,” Lidia said. She too had cummed and was exhausted. She caressed her friend’s face and brought her to her.


Vicky allowed herself to be kissed, although she did not kiss him back. She was disgusted with herself. She heard Lydia praising her, telling her that she had been phenomenal, but her words did not penetrate her.


Lidia looked at Amancio and smiled knowingly. Amancio was also exhausted. Lying on his back on the bed, in the position in which Vicky had left him, his cock was still quite spliced. His belly was full of cum and his cock was glistening with Vicky’s vaginal fluids and perhaps he also had traces of cum on his phallus, which Vicky had spread on him when she slid her sex on his cock.


Lidia was tired; His body was satiated, but his mind was still not satisfied. She remembered that Gema used to wipe her cock after Gerardo cummed inside her. In addition, he wanted to show Amancio his gratitude and wanted him to know that his attitude towards him had been part of the game.


A game whose benefits Amancio would continue to take advantage of if he continued to maintain that obedient and respectful attitude towards them. He could have tried to penetrate Vicky – and perhaps he would have succeeded – but he had controlled himself. “Good boy,” Lidia congratulated him and approached him.


“You still have things to learn,” she said to Vicky, remembering that her friend had hinted that Amancio might come to prefer her.


He turned his head to look at her, but Vicky avoided returning his gaze. He was in the corner of the bed, his knees bent, clutching his shins.


He leaned over Amancio and licked his cock up and down. Then he wiped the semen from her hairy belly.


“Rich,” he said. He turned to Vicky, but didn’t notice her sudden change of attitude. In return, he blew her a kiss and said, “Learn.” She leaned over Amancio again and took his increasingly flaccid cock in his mouth to finish cleaning him.


She did it because she felt like it and to provoke. Gemma had done it out of love and submission. No, in the intensity of the emotions that the same gesture provoked, she could not compete with Gema. It was a pity, because it must have been very strong and deep emotions. Why, if not, would she want to resume at all costs that relationship with Gerardo, reincarnated, in some way, in the figure of her nephew? In that sense, she and Gema were different. He felt healthy envy for Gemma’s ability to feel that way. But then he felt relief. As a passing game, all that was all very well, but she did not wish to be the property of any man, nor of any woman, and


much less from a boy like Alan. Fortunately, she wasn’t like that.


Now, what was Vicky like? Was he like her, who was attracted to variety, the unusual, taboos, the perverse and the grotesque? “But also the norm and the common,” he corrected himself. “That is what it means to love variety, not to love only the extraordinary.” But in a life like hers, what could be considered ordinary and what was abnormal? Or would it be Vicky like her mother, who was driven by that feeling of belonging and submission? She was still not sure, but either of the two variants would do. She could be his friend, his soulmate, but also his owner, his opposite soul.


She turned to Vicky and feigned a kiss, but, intoxicated with the advances she had made with her, she still did not realize that Vicky did not react to the threat and that she neither moved away nor smiled at her. She was still sitting in the corner of the bed with her knees bent and her hands on her shins.





CHAPTER XXXIV – REALITY





“I want to savor your tears of regret. I want to see your eyes full of shame. Go on, surrender to your perversions until there’s no turning back. I want to push you past the point of no return.” – A.





“Is this how you imagine me?” Vicky explodes upset in front of her parents.


He puts his arms on his arms and challenges them with his gaze. I can’t believe it!


“Daughter…” Daniel mutters sorrowfully.


“Daughter, you said you wanted to be part of history,” Gemma reminds her. Now don’t complain.


“Yes, but like this?” You’re in your head! You are very bad, both of you! Vicky reproaches them, putting her index finger to her temple.


“It’s fiction, nothing more,” Gemma justifies herself. It’s what readers want to read.


“Nothing else?” Are you sure? Vicky looks at her father, but immediately feels the blush rise to her cheeks and she quickly looks away.


Daniel holds his daughter’s gaze for less time and immediately lowers his head.


“Are you sure, Mom?” Vicky has a hard time, gets emboldened and approaches Gemma. He looks into her eyes, a few centimeters away from her, puts his hands on her waist and repeats the question: “Are you sure, Mom?” “This time his voice is honeyed. He looks at his mother with intensity.


Gemma’s discomfort is remarkable. Paper holds everything; the Gem of the story is not exactly the Gemma of reality, just as neither is her daughter Vicky or her husband Daniel, although there is a lot of all of them in their characters. But how much of them are there really? Are they hidden desires or mere fantasy for the delight of readers? Gemma swallows hard and the nut visibly moves from bottom to top and back down.


“Of course I’m sure! Gemma exclaims, feigning laughter and getting rid of her. Although she tries to downplay it, she prefers not to have her daughter so close to her, not in that context, not having to talk about her character in the novel.


“Would you really like to…?” Vicky insists, more to put her mother in a bind than out of curiosity. In reality, he does not want to know the


answer. Out of the corner of his eye he observes that his father is still looking at the ground and that he is nervously drawing imaginary figures on the ground with the tip of his foot.


“No!” I’ve already explained it to you,” Gemma insists.


“Alan or Manuel or whatever you want to call him, I’m intrigued,” Vicky proclaims


—. Is he really handsome? He is interested.


Gemma doesn’t say anything, she just nods mutely.


“And you already…?” Vicky continues, relentlessly questioning her mother. You know… Is it… Well?


Gemma does not respond and bites her lips. Are you really having that conversation with your daughter? Reality seems even more surreal than fiction. They have never talked about boyfriends or sex; That is true, both in reality and in fiction. And yet, now, following a slip, they are doing it.


“What if the boy is right and can bring us together?” asks Gemma. « And


if fiction, in part, became reality, instead of reality being transformed into fiction in fiction? “But what part would be convenient and acceptable? Certainly not all the crazy ideas that the author intends to develop in the novel?


In the end, Vicky’s discovery of the truth about her parents’ sex lives has been less traumatic than Daniel and Gemma feared.


However, although as a result of the discovery Gemma and her daughter are talking to each other more than usual, and that is a good thing, between Daniel and Vicky there is a certain distance. It may be because of Daniel’s embarrassment. Being exposed to your daughter as a cuckold who has eaten other men’s cum and even sucked a cock is not easy for any father. It is also likely that Vicky does not understand her father or, worse, that she detests him in part. Or it may be that this distance is only due to what one and the other think the other thinks, although in reality this is not the case. Sitting down to talk and set the record straight would be his thing, but that’s easier to say than doing it.


“You shouldn’t have told him,” Daniel laments, once again. « Damn beardless bearded man! » The beardless is an expression that Daniel uses because Gerardo’s nephew is very young. In fact, indeed, he sports a beard.


And there fiction and reality come together. The pandemic continues to prevent Gemma and Alan (to continue calling him that way) from seeing each other. Or so Daniel believes. But video calls are real and so are special orders –


increasingly risqué challenges – that the boy requires them to do. From the


distance (or so Daniel thinks), Alan continues to profile himself as the Dom of the couple. Although fiction follows its own development, some of the things they do in reality are being taken to the book in a fictional form. That disciplining of Daniel, cross-dressing for greater humiliation, by videoconference and by the hand of Gemma… That semi-transparent dress (the one Gerardo had given her for the company’s Christmas party) and those nipple clamps… although in reality Alan was not present in body as a diner in the restaurant, he has been present in soul.


“I told him it was a mistake to tell Vicky,” Daniel laments again. “Even though he is of legal age, he does not understand.” Contrary to what intuition may suggest, young people are often less liberal than older people.


But Alan insisted that Gemma tell the truth about her sex life to her daughter. Gemma resisted doing so—and Daniel even more so—but eventually the young Master was persuasive and convinced her. One more challenge that Gemma agreed to overcome as part of her domination at a distance. In reality – and Alan knew this – it was and is a liberation for her. For Daniel, however, it is an oppression.


“You’re older now. It’s time for you to know a few things,” Gemma said to her daughter, in front of Daniel.


And Vicky listened attentively, wide-eyed, incredulous, though not as surprised as one might expect.


“I thought you were doing weird things,” Vicky confirmed. “I’m not stupid. But no… not that.”


Vicky came to think that her parents were going to divorce, especially in Gerardo’s time, when her mother was often absent for strange business trips.


Although travel was never the symptom and was only partly the cause, the couple went through moments of tension.


Gemma and Daniel tried to explain to their daughter the concept of a hot spouse, but it was clear that Vicky did not understand it or did not share it. Perhaps it is not something for young people, who are still so full of passion and who still have so much routine ahead of them, not like the older ones, who may need other additional stimuli.


“You are very strange,” said Vicky. It was the softest thing I could say.


“I want you to read this,” Gemma asked her daughter, offering her the books she has written. And he explained what the books were about and why he had written them.


“Hot Spouse Gem…” murmured Vicky, reading the cover of the book.


Then he looked at his mother. “Gem, huh?” The author’s real name is not far from the fictitious one. “Her little slut,” she continued reading the subtitle of the first book. “Slut?” She looked at her mother again and did so as if she had a strange being in front of her. “Slut?” he repeated. It was hard for her to imagine her mother like that. “And is everything real that it says in the book?” he asked. “In the books,” he corrected himself.


“More or less,” Gemma said. “In essence. Although, well, it’s a story… it is meant to be enjoyed reading, not as a historical document.” Then, he clarified: “The first seven volumes are true. The other two…” He shrugged. “Well, there’s something else I need to tell you.” And


he summarized the long-distance relationship he has with a boy from Barcelona.


“His little slut?” repeated Vicky, referring to the boy from Barcelona.


Gemma shook her head. So did Daniel, though barely perceptibly. He preferred not to get too involved in the conversation. From all that, he could only come out scalded, but Gemma was and is stubborn, although then he is the one who has a reputation for being stubborn.


“It’s… more complicated. You start from the beginning,” Gemma told him and showed him the first book.


Vicky resopló.


“See?” Gemma later said in bed to Daniel. “It has not been that bad”. She was proud to have fulfilled Alan’s assignment and, moreover, she felt relieved. The secret she had been keeping from her daughter had weighed on her, but now she felt lighter.


“He hasn’t read the books yet,” objected Daniel, who was still not convinced.


“Don’t worry. He loves you. And she is already older. And he’s smart,” Gemma tried to reassure him. “And Alan will be proud of me,” he said to himself. “How right he was! I needed to tell him. She turned to her husband again: “Get dressed.


Let’s tell them. You know he likes to see you in socks and a garter belt.”


Daniel sighed. It was yet another humiliation for him. The bad thing is that all that made him horny and makes him horny.


“And don’t forget to talk about it,” Gemma reminded her, relieved and amused. “You forgot the other time.”


Daniel followed and still has a hard time not addressing the young man. His beard should help him call him sir, but even so Daniel finds it difficult to see anything more in him than a young man with little experience.


“Have you fucked him yet, Mom?” Is he good in bed? He asks him with a certain aggressiveness.


Vicky’s insistence brings Gemma back to the present time. Still, a part of his mind remains in the recent past. After reading the books, Vicky had declared to her that she wanted to be part of the story, the fictional story. “Surely he was not referring to real history,” Gemma recalls. In fact, since the first fiction novel, the eighth book, he has already begun to include it. But it has been since her request that he has made her a co-star, much to Alan’s liking and despite Daniel’s discomfort. Apparently, she is not very happy with the paths along which the story takes place, but a story is just that, no more.


An actor does not command the director and a director does not command the producer. Gemma directs the characters, but the one who pushes her to write, in this case, is Alan and it is he who marks the script in broad strokes.


“He wants to fuck my daughter,” Gemma admits and, to her chagrin, she immediately realizes that what hurts her most is the jealousy she provokes and not the fact that someone like Alan wants to possess her. “And she,


Do you want him now? »


“It’s just fiction, Vicky,” Gemma replies evasively.


“Mom, have you thrown it away yet?” Vicky insists stubbornly. Has he, Dad? He dares to ask his father. Has Mom that boy? And have you seen it?


Fortunately, her daughter doesn’t ask her, “And you sucked it?”


Daniel shrugs and shakes his head. His face says it all: He doesn’t know. He’s not sure. And he would like to know that too. But Gemma is still not clear on that point.


—What is the reason for so much interest? Gemma asks, going on the offensive.


“Isn’t she really interested in him?” —. It’s just fiction,” Gemma persists in her answer.


“What you do with him is real,” Vicky snaps relentlessly. If I am part of fiction, I also want to be part of reality. That way at least I can choose what I want to do and what I don’t. What you write…” Vicky looks at her mother with contempt and shakes her head.


“No!” Gemma remains. Then, more gently, he clarifies, “You asked me to have a prominent role in the story. But that’s where your role ends, in the novel.


“Never better said about ‘paper’ and novel,” Daniel thinks. Neither did he


he feels comfortable with Vicky and Alan breaking the barrier of fiction and entering the realms of the real world.


“After reading your filth, real and fictitious, you’re not here to give me lessons, Mom!” Vicky utters. Upset, she disappears into her room and slams the door shut.


The noise and the outburst of their daughter make Daniel and Gemma startle.


“I knew it wasn’t a good idea,” Daniel laments, but he doesn’t say anything. “At least he doesn’t blame me. At least he focuses on her, on her dirty things, not on mine. But deep down, Daniel knows that it is even worse that Vicky does not mention it. He despises him so much and dislikes what he has done and what he does, that he prefers to ignore it.


The door to Vicky’s room opens. Daniel and Gemma turn around, hopeful and fearful at the same time. Her daughter has reason to be angry: lesbian history, sex with old men and incest plans, all that is too much, even in fiction. However, what century are we in? Do we still need to worry about taboos? Is the audience so immature? Is your daughter so immature?


“You know well that I am already part of the real story!” Vicky snaps at her mother, poking her head through the door of her room. If you didn’t want to involve me, you wouldn’t have told me! “Deep down, her mother still treats her like a child.” And who tells you that I don’t know how your lover fucks anymore? He blurts out, pronouncing “your lover” with a sneer and slams the door again.


CHAPTER XXXV – VARIOUS LOVES





“There is all kinds of love in this world, but never the same love twice.” – The Great Gatsby


“I looked for you, I studied you and I am in the process of making you my most valuable property. Don’t forget this.” – anonymous quote found on a blog on the internet





“Are you okay?” Lidia asked Daniel.


After Amancio, Vicky had refused to go with her to her house.


She had insisted on going straight back to hers, even dressed in such a provocatively skimpy and inappropriate way. Ha Lidia was still worried about her friend’s sudden reaction and feared that she had gone too far with her, even though everything had seemed to indicate that Vicky was enjoying herself.


After the promising advances he had made with her, Vicky’s reaction had been a hard setback. Lidia was concerned about her mental health. He had called her several times to ask about her, but Vicky hadn’t picked up the phone. But there is no evil that does not come from good. The unexpected terrified flight of her friend had opened a gap in her schedule and so she had been able to meet Daniel.


Daniel put on a face of circumstance.


“But what is the matter with you all?” cried Lydia to herself. They all had problems and none knew how to deal with their sexuality, with what they really wanted versus what they were supposed to want. “Nor is it so difficult to do simply what one basically wants,” he said to himself. For her, at least, it was not so difficult. He never thought too much about what he was doing. I was just trying to enjoy myself. « Why worry about whether he is gay or not, whether he is handsome or ugly, whether…? Let’s live, it’s two days! »


Hadn’t Vicky enjoyed what they had done? Her wet pussy and loud moans said yes. Didn’t Daniel, deep down, want to be forced to cross-dress and suck cock? « Then find someone who will help you.


‘force’ and do it without giving it any more thought. “Daniel was in luck, because he had two people who forced him to do it. Why, even so, did he think about the matter in his head? It wasn’t about putting a bullet in his skull, but about a cock in his mouth. Sighed.


“Come, sit down,” he said and took his hand to guide him to the sofa in his apartment.


“Gemma despises me,” Daniel said.


“Oh, come!” Lidia protested, even though it was not in the manual of good psychology to give an opinion. But she could not help it, because the subject was personal, also for her. You know it’s not true. He adores you!


“He only has eyes and ears for him,” Daniel complained. Does EVERYTHING


what he tells her.


“I understand,” Lidia assured him, trying to put aside her own feelings. Wait, lie down here, like this, and tell me everything.


In the absence of the typical lounger on which psychologists usually make their patients lie down to relax, Lidia made Daniel lie down on the small sofa and use her lap as a pillow. Even so, his feet protruded at the other end.


Unprofessionally, although not as unprofessionally as the fact that she had sex with him and his wife, Lidia caressed his head and followed the path of his curls. In that pose, Daniel seemed like a baby to her and she was his mother, ready to breastfeed him. In any case, she was not yet a qualified psychologist and, besides, she had received him by virtue of her friendship, not as a patient. “The nonsense of the code of ethics does not apply,” he thought.


“And how does that make you feel?” he asked. That was a question from the manual.


“It makes me feel like I don’t paint anything for her,” Daniel replied.


How was it possible that a lover was more important than a husband? And if so, why didn’t he ask for a divorce?


“I understand. And how does that make you feel? Lidia asked. In fact, I already knew the answer. He knew Daniel very well, possibly even more than his wife.


Daniel sighed. “How beautiful she is!” he thought next. His thoughts diverged to a more pleasing line. “It’s obvious that I’m not gay.” “It’s obvious that what you’re really afraid of is not being as beautiful as her or Gemma,” her little inner voice intervened inopportunely, adding herself and without invitation to the session with the doctor of the deranged.


“Insignificant,” Daniel answered.


“Hmm-mm,” Lidia said. And what else?


“Free,” Daniel added, after several seconds of silence. He knew exactly what Lidia wanted. That’s why I didn’t believe in psychologists. What were they going to tell him about his own head that he didn’t already know? Their


questions were as unnecessary as they were obvious and transparent. But Lidia was not a psychologist; she was his friend. “Friend who, although I haven’t fucked her out of respect for Gema, I’ve sucked her tits and pussy,” she thought. « Out of respect for Gema? And what do you think I’d think if I knew where you are now and what you’re looking at? her little voice asked.


“I understand. And how would you say it makes you feel free?


Daniel snorted.


“Lidia, you know that very well,” he replied.


“Yes. Hee, hee, hee, hee. And I know you know it. We know each other well. He put a hand on his chest. But you need to say it and hear yourself say it. I haven’t finished my studies yet, but I’ve learned that and I’ve also learned it with flying colors.


“All right,” Daniel murmured. Lidia always managed to reassure him.


She understood and she didn’t judge him. Released from my obligations —


Daniel confessed. Deep down, it is a weight that is lifted off my shoulders.


“So, would you say you like to see her in love with someone else?”


“I liked to see her fall in love with you,” Daniel replied. He looked away from her tits and looked into her eyes.


“You know he didn’t love me,” Lidia disagreed. She did it only to please him.


“It’s not true,” Daniel contradicted. I loved you. You were not a toy, for any of us, for none except him.


Daniel and Lidia looked at each other in silence.


“She loved you the best way she could love a woman. You know what I mean.


Lidia understood. She had loved Gemma wholeheartedly. But she was different and couldn’t expect the same from Gema. Could I expect it from Vicky?


Gemma would always prefer men. The mutated love they had felt, could it be called love? What if Gemma had never met any man and only women? “But Vicky is still young.”


“It was nice while it lasted, wasn’t it?”


“It was nice what the three of us had,” Daniel replied, conscientiously excluding Gerardo from the relationship. I miss you,” he confessed.


“And I to you,” Lidia assured him.


“Wait!” What are you up to!? Daniel was startled.


“Don’t you want to see my breasts?” Lidia was surprised, but she continued to unbutton her blouse.


“I didn’t come for that,” Daniel assured him, alarmed.


“To what?” To see my breasts? Lydia sneered. But you haven’t stopped looking at them! Don’t worry, I’m not going to rape you! Are you still wearing that? He asked and felt his crotch. Just as he had suspected, he found the hardness of the chastity device under his pants. It’s for you to relax,” he assured her.


Daniel had no trouble resigning himself. What was difficult for him was not to remove the chastity device. Although he didn’t have the key, he could do it with ease, of that he was sure. But he did not wish to cheat on Gemma, even though she lived only for her lover. “Are you afraid of not being up to the task, perhaps that he won’t get up to you, other than of running prematurely?” his little voice asked him. “Do you think that would be a sign that you’re gay? Don’t worry, she would understand”


—Is that a new technique that you are now teaching future psychologists at the university? Daniel joked, trying to scare away his thoughts.


“No. But I plan to do an innovative doctoral thesis.


“You would take away half of the men’s woes with the stroke of a pen. Of course, you would not lack clientele. You would aggravate the situation of the other half; instead of relieving them, they would go home with a new obsession.


“Half the men, huh?” And to which half do you belong? Lidia asked him with a smile. She finished unbuttoning her blouse and pushed the fabric aside to expose one breast.


“The ones you would heal,” Daniel said, unable to look her in the eye.


“What a pity! Lidia lamented theatrically. Because the other half I would fuck until I managed to get rid of that obsession, until they got bored of me.


“No one ever gets bored of you, Lidia,” Daniel assured her, looking hypnotized at his chest, which was still as appetizing as he remembered it. « AND


You are still provocative and sensual as always,” she acknowledged to herself. Then he said, “You know I love her, in spite of everything. “You know I’m not going to sleep with you, or any other woman,” he thought determinedly, but the temptation was great. “She is capable of refusing if she wanted to, on the grounds that she also still loves my wife.”


He shook his head, admired by her beauty and her way of being, intelligent, effervescent and crazy. “All psychologists are crazy.”


“I know, my boy. I never asked you to betray her, even though he hired me for that. “Be calm, I respect you,” he said with the words,


but his mouth said otherwise with his gesture. He opened it like a tigress about to gobble up defenseless prey. So how does that make you feel? —


Lidia took up the matter.


“Your bare chest?” Daniel asked, knowing that she was not referring to that. Like a man! he joked. Actually, it wasn’t a joke; I was pointing out something else.


Lidia looked at him without saying anything.


Daniel sighed.


“You know it turns me on to see her in love with someone else,” she finally admitted.


I don’t know why…


“Shh!” Lydia did and put her index finger on his lips to silence him


—. Don’t justify yourself. I already know all that. You are as you are, just as I am as I am and she is as she is.


“You mean what am I complaining about then?”


Lidia said nothing.


“You mean that I already know what I’m complaining about and that you know it too,” Daniel concluded. He looked at his bare chest again. He really wanted to suck it.


“This time it’s going too far. I’m short of breath,” Daniel said.


“This time?” Lidia asked.


“You mean it always goes too far, don’t you, and that’s what I like, isn’t it?”


“Is it?”


“I’m short of breath,” Daniel complained. You know it hurts. She knows it.


You know that it hurts me and it gives me that feeling at the same time. She knows, you mean? he asked, even though Lidia hadn’t said anything. You mean she does it because of it, because she knows it. For me.


“The question is why you do it, Daniel. That’s all that matters.


“Are you going to talk to him about me?” his little voice interjected.


“‘Sometimes I hear voices,’ you mean? You’ll take me for a madman. Then he thought, “One more or one less. Either way, there’s no one crazier than her. And that’s why I love her. »


“I love you,” Daniel told him. He surprised himself by saying it.


Lidia smiled with understanding.


“I know. Your way. Just like I love you both, in my own way.


“How could I tell him that?!” was Daniel. “I love Gema.


Only her. Lidia is… I with her, never…”


“Shh,” Lidia did again. This time he put his hand on his forehead, as if to silence his rowdy thoughts. Love, love, love. There are different ways to love. One does not take away from the other. You should know it better than anyone. Do you want to suck my boob?


Daniel wanted to protest, but the hand on his forehead somehow prevented him from doing so. Obviously, I wanted to do it. Obviously, he should not do it.


Lidia bent down and put her nipple within reach of her mouth.


“That’s right, my boy. See? Now I can love you like a mother to her baby.


Chupa, chupa.


Daniel sat up enough to reach for her breast and put it in her mouth. That psychotherapy session was being very strange. Would it end up being a revolutionary, effective and recognized method? What did it matter?! His chest tasted so good. “I’m not cheating on Gema,” Daniel tried to calm his bad conscience. “Not in comparison to what she does to me, even though I want her to do it and she doesn’t tolerate me doing this.


I deserve it, fuck! But that step, that last step I will not take. »


« Why? Because you’re gay? “Her little voice interjected. “When are you going to talk to him about me? Are you going to give in and get a boyfriend who gives you up the ass, but you’re not going to fuck her? Are you going to talk to him about me? Are you willing to have a cock in your ass instead of putting your cock in a pussy because you’re gay? Are you going to tell him?”


Lydia’s chest was small but natural. And he did not remind her that he had increased them to satisfy his lover. It did not remind him that he had put them to his lover’s liking, not his own. “Shit, I’m remembering it. I can’t stop thinking about her or that. »


“Lidia,” Daniel stammered, pulling his breast out of his mouth. The nipple had hardened and pointed toward him, and a trickle of saliva connected the areola to his mouth. I am gay. His heart was pounding, and Daniel feared he would blow it out with his ribcage. He had finally managed to talk about the elephant in the room.


“Yes, I know,” Lidia said, in the same empathetic tone as before. It shows


he assured him. That’s why you’ve put me like a motorcycle with your tongue.


“I’m serious,” Daniel insisted. Why did he make fun of him? I had expected him to do it, but not that way.


“Did you know that there are women who can like that, just by sucking her breasts?”


“Have you cummed?” Daniel wondered. A wave of pride came over him and the memories of a girl he had seduced in his youth came to his head. She was small, but beautiful. He had managed to take her to the car and there he had sucked her breasts. Apparently, he had done extraordinarily well, because the girl had looked at him ecstatically and incredulously. In the end, although they hadn’t gotten to fuck, she had gotten on top of him and ridden him with his pants on until he came. And he had been amazed by her reaction and had felt swollen. Then he had also received congratulations from his friends, who had seen him leave the pub with her in the direction of the car.


“No. But maybe I could. I know what you’re thinking,” Lidia assured him.


“Do you know?”


“You’ve told me a lot about yourself. Do you think I don’t remember? Do you not remember it anymore? Do you think that if you were gay you would suck my and feel proud if I cummed? Do you want me to get on top of you and ride you to?


“No,” Daniel lied.


“Anyway, I will,” Lidia declared. “I looked for you, I studied you and I am in the process of making you my most valuable property. Don’t forget this,” he told her in thought.


Lidia managed to get her legs out from under Daniel’s head and got up. Daniel did not resist, even though he had told him that he did not want him to do so.


Lidia pulled up her skirt, just enough to hold her panties and took them off in front of him. They slid down his legs, in slow motion before Daniel’s gaze. Then she took her feet out of her panties and sat astride it, as best she could, on the narrow couch, on it.


“I’m going to,” Lidia warned him unnecessarily. I’ll leave you the pants lost, but you can wear them like a medal back home.


The pressure of Lydia’s pelvis on his chastity device was physically uncomfortable for him, but psychologically unsettling.


“She’s crazy. I should take this off and fuck her,” Daniel said to himself.


Lidia began to ride him. The hardness of Daniel’s chastity device favored pressure on his clitoris. I should fuck him, though, she thought. She wanted Daniel, but did she want him that way? He hated Gema, but did he hate her enough to take revenge like that? The


He loved both of them, but did he love them enough not to betray them like that? He closed his eyes.


“Touch my tits and tell me why you’re gay, while I cum.”


exhorted him.


“You don’t take me seriously,” Daniel protested, but he still obeyed. He opened her blouse and exposed her beautiful breasts. He watched them for a few long moments before taking them in his hands. Her hard nipples dug into the palms of her hands.


“You take yourself too seriously,” Lidia countered, still with her eyes closed and still moving back and forth over him.


“And you don’t take anything seriously,” Daniel replied.


“And what’s better, Daniel?” Which is better?


“I’ll never fuck you,” Daniel said to contradict him.


“I can’t say the same because I’ve already fucked you,” Lidia replied. He had fucked her mind and was fucking her again. But he had also fucked her ass with a dildo attached to his harness. They had been “Gerardo’s orders,” of course, at least in some way, and for that reason alone Gema had tolerated it.


Daniel watched her fascinated as she moved over him with a face of ecstasy, alien to any social convention, beyond any morality. For her, Kant’s law was reduced to doing what she wanted to do at any time. “And me thinking about how I’m supposed to behave like a man, so that I can look in the mirror and, above all, so that my wife and daughter can look at me without being ashamed of me.”


“I have a voice in my head,” Daniel tried to explain.


“At last!” said Daniela. Maybe I could finally get out.


Lidia did not answer, she just moaned. If she had listened to him, she didn’t care, but seeing his ecstatic face, it was most likely that she hadn’t even heard him. That encouraged him to continue.


“He tells me he wants to…” Daniel hesitated for a moment before continuing


— dress like a woman, feel like a woman and… to be taken as a woman. “Not for a plastic,” he continued, “but for a male.


Like the ones that Gema enjoys. Or you.


“Hmm,” Lidia said. He continued with his eyes closed. Go on. He continues to touch my tits like this.


“He ignores me,” Daniel said. “Better, because I’m saying a bunch of nonsense that…” He felt his try to stand up inside his


chastity device. “Is it because I’m touching her tits or because she puts what I’m telling her about me?” Those doubts were typical of adolescence, not of a full-fledged man. He took a hand from his chest, sat up, and took it in his mouth.


“Gay, and shit!” said Daniel to Daniela.


“Hey!” defended Daniela. “That I have not said that I only like men. I’m a bisexual woman trapped in a man’s body! »


“Well, men don’t put anything on me,” Daniel acknowledged. One could not imagine the coarse body of a man on it, instead of the sensual little body of Lydia’s beauty. Nor could she imagine riding like Lydia on the body of a man.


“That’s not true and you know it!” protested Daniela and invoked the corresponding image in Daniel’s head.


Daniel could imagine it well. I just needed to be aroused enough, like at that moment.


“Thanks to Lidia, a woman,” Daniel pointed out.


The chastity device prevented him from feeling physical pleasure in his cock, but it did not prevent him from feeling pleasure in other ways. On the contrary, having a limited cock had made his other senses sharpen.


Especially the sense of his imagination had done so. Even so, the chastity device did not completely prevent physical rubbing, but rather cushioned it and limited his chick to less pleasant contact with the polycarbonate. “I’d like to fuck her,” Daniel admitted, but at the same time he felt two things: fear of failure and the pressure of a bad conscience to cheat on his wife.


Again, Daniela flooded Daniel’s mind with a reinforced image of the fantasy she wanted to lead him towards.


“I can imagine it,” Daniel admitted to Daniela, “if I’m excited enough and if it happens within a context of domination.”


What he struggled, however, was to imagine himself, because he didn’t quite look sexy and attractive as a woman. He always ended up seeing himself as a monster.


“So that’s your problem, that you don’t see me attractive, not that you don’t want to do it,” Daniela concluded. “But I can prove you wrong. I’m reasonably sexy.”


Lydia moaned loudly and moved spasmodically until


he finally collapsed on top of Daniel.


“That was fine,” he said when he caught his breath. But I’m not done yet, and I have a better idea. I want to do it with Daniela.


“What do you say?” Daniel stammered incredulously. He knew he was cheating on his wife, but he also felt that both he and Gema deserved it. And anyway, he was still wearing the chastity device, so they weren’t real horns. “Not like the ones she puts on me,” he justified.


Lidia got up from Daniel and the sofa and held out her hand to him.


Reluctant, but at the same time interested, Daniel took it and sat up. He looked at his crotch. The jeans, as she had predicted, showed a dark spot where she had rubbed her sex against him.


“He really cummed with me,” Daniel was amazed.


Lidia pulled him and took him to the bedroom. Daniel followed her, admiring her slender figure from behind. He regretted that Gema had not been interested in continuing the three-way relationship with her and that she had cut it off as soon as Gerardo died. For Daniel, in his mind, the relationship could have worked. No matter how much Gemma insisted that she had only hooked up with Lidia to satisfy Gerardo, Daniel still thought that was not entirely true. He had seen them kiss and love each other and had watched his wife daydream about her. Gemma had undoubtedly come to feel something for Lydia. Why hadn’t I wanted to build on that?


“And are you willing to be part of a three-way relationship with Alan?” asked Daniela.


But for Daniel it was not the same. “Do you see how you make a mistake and I’m neither gay nor bi?” he replied to his little voice. He could not imagine kissing another man as passionately as his wife had done with Lydia.


“But then why are you excited to fantasize about it?” insisted Daniela.


Daniel didn’t know what to answer. It was still a mess. Without having been able to because of the chastity device, he was still excited about what Lidia had done on top of him. But she was a girl and very beautiful, too.


And yet, in those moments it was easier for him to think about giving Daniela free rein.


What was increasingly clear to him was that he did not want a classic and monogamous relationship with his wife, despite the fact that, as had been demonstrated, a tripartite relationship ended up being stormy and painful, because of how


Gema ends up always focusing on the other man. But wasn’t it that suffering that at the same time revitalized him? So why did she still regret that this third person wasn’t Lydia? The relationship between Gema and Lidia had not caused him jealousy, it had not provided him with those strong emotions that he needed to feel alive and, even so, he dreamed of her. But who could blame him for being more attracted to the idea of serving two queens than serving a queen and a king, especially when that king was a usurper?


“Then why do you fantasize about being a king’s slut?” insisted Daniela.


Daniel’s mind and the questions that tormented him had made several turns of three hundred and sixty degrees and had returned to the beginning with hardly any progress in resolving the question.


Lidia slowly undressed Daniel and he let himself be done. His head was spinning. He wanted to do it with Lidia, but he didn’t want to do it because he knew that would be betraying his wife. Everything I did, everything I promoted, everything I consented to, suffered, endured and… he enjoyed…, it only made sense within his role as a beaten cuckold. If I cheated on him, all that would change. “I would even change if – which is impossible – Gema gave me permission to fornicate with Lidia,” Daniel rebuked himself, when he dared to dream again of a three-way relationship with his wife and the young woman.


The vision of sharing the board with two queens was seductive, but at the same time it was wrong: The two queens would not settle for a single king; they could not do it, because they deserved more. They deserved powerful rooks, vigorous knights, and skillful bishops. With such a court, he could hardly reign.


“It’s not that I want to reign either,” Daniel reminded himself, “I’d feel just as comfortable being the pawn.” But that was another fallacy, a double fallacy.


On the one hand, he felt better being a pawn than the king. He could imagine how exciting it must be to have a slut (as Silvestre had called his wife), a whore (as his roommate Luis Alberto had done), a personal assistant (as Gerardo had done) or a dog (as Alan did) as a companion and to be able to propose all kinds of sexual games. Even more so he must have been the king of two ladies.


He could imagine it, and in fact he did when Gemma told him about her exploits with her lovers. But, deep down, he knew he didn’t have the energy to be king. To be dominant and continuously to propose and demand should be


very stressful. Who was he going to fool? Although she fantasized about being in the place of the dominant lover, what ended up interesting to her more was how she felt and not him. Besides, to reign you need to be not only depraved, but also heartless and that he could not be with Gemma, because for that he loved her too much. “Hypocrite!” he cracked. “You like to govern, but from the shadows!” He remembered the times when he proposed and Silvestre executed. Now he had no influence on his wife’s lover, but was it not more exciting that way? Of course, it was more devious, no doubt.


On the other hand, he could hardly be the pawn of two queens. If he had sex with both of them, could he be a pawn? For everyone he would be the king, rather than the pawn. It didn’t make sense. And if he didn’t have sex with either of them, how could the relationship be maintained? At most, in such a case, he would be a suitable servant, but never the third vertex of the triangle. There is simply no symmetry: He would not be a cuckold if his wife cheated on him with another woman, assuming she wanted to do that. It was not the same that she had a male lover who restricted her sex with her own wife, while enjoying unlimited sex with her.


Curiously, he could imagine this situation of the male lover taking possession of his wife, as he was already doing, and restricting his sexual relations with her. But he could not imagine Lydia or any other woman doing the same.


Undoubtedly, Gema had also realized the impossibility of that three-way relationship with Lidia and that is why she had broken up with her. Or had he done it out of pure selfishness and jealousy? Was there perhaps a way to make it work that would be satisfactory for everyone?


If there was anyone who could find an imaginative solution, it was Lydia.


The young woman slid Daniel’s panties down his legs to the floor, finishing stripping him completely.


“You’re waxed,” he whispered warmly in her ear. So soft,” he admired, running over his skin, from his thighs to his chest. Not a hair,” murmured Lydia. He kissed her neck, then went down to her chest and took a nipple between her lips.


With no panties to hold her chick in place, she tried to stand up, showing herself stubbornly masculine. Daniel was in pain when that happened. The ring that held the chastity device in place pulled


the güevitos and that made the skin of the scrotum stretch painfully. Daniela was ashamed of her body’s reaction, so inappropriate to the softness of the female body. For this reason, both – Daniel and Daniela – preferred to wear tight panties. But Lidia had taken them from him.


“I’m going to make love to you, Daniela,” Lidia warned him. Without giving her a chance to respond, she kissed him on the mouth and caressed her ass as he did so.


“Depilatory cream,” Lidia noticed. Judging by the softness and absence of hair, Daniel must have been wearing it. He was – or had been – a hairy man, but he had changed and not only physically. “Alan has it where he wants,” he acknowledged. “It just needs a little push.” And that push would end up being given by her, even if she regretted collaborating with Alan. But if Daniel, in any case, was ready, it was better for her to be the one to help him take the last step than to leave him in Alan’s hands. That way, at least, he guaranteed his share of influence, with Daniel, on the one hand, and Alan, on the other, by showing him his worth, and he secured his share of the fun. Although he did not wish to help the enemy, it was better to help him in a victory that was already assured in every way, to stay in the game and deal him a crucial blow when he had the chance.


Lidia detached herself from her lips, but sealed them by putting her index finger on it. He went down, kissing the other part of her neck until he reached her other nipple. She took it in her mouth, along with the rest of her tiny, and sucked.


“Any lesbian would fall in love with you,” Lidia praised him.


But Daniel shook his head. I knew it wasn’t true. No lesbian would fall in love with Daniela, just as no man would. Worse, no woman, not even his, would fall in love with him. He was not a man and he was not a woman either. It was an ugly and despicable monstrosity. Even Gemma had realized that. Even she hated him and he couldn’t reproach her.


“Of course I do,” Lidia contradicted him. You’ll see. We haven’t even started yet. Do you think Daniela is not attractive? Well, you’re wrong and I’m going to prove it to you.


Daniel wished that what Lidia said was true, and Daniela wanted it even more. He wanted to believe her, but he knew she was only saying it to cheer him up. “And yet, the girl who made love to your wife is here, kissing us,” Daniela reminded him. “And this time he wants me, not you or


Gem. »


He or she, Daniel or Daniela, naked or naked, next to Lidia, half-dressed… The contrast made him shudder. How many times had he been aroused by the image of Gemma naked, next to her dressed lover? Not only had he imagined it, but he had even witnessed it. Unfortunately, the image that most often came to mind was that of Gemma with Gerardo. At first, the old man had hardly tolerated his presence and had forced him to wear a blindfold. But as time went on, he had relented and allowed her to watch them both, though never in the bedroom. In return, in the living room, the old man had remained well dressed, sometimes even in a suit, while Gema, naked and with the proper accessories of stockings and garter belt that framed her nakedness, had pampered him as she pleased. At the time, the contrast in age and physical condition had annoyed him; He had never understood what his beautiful wife had seen in a guy as wrinkled as that. But, in hindsight, I could not deny a certain eroticism in it, however aberrant it was and however much I hated to admit it.


Curiously, I had never seen such a scene between Gemma and Lydia. Together, I had always seen them clothed, half-naked or completely naked, but never one of them in leathers and the other naked.


Lidia got rid of Daniela and opened her closets wide.


“Come out of the closet,” Daniel thought. “But I’m not gay. Or is it?


I’m just weird, perverted perhaps. How could I be gay, if I’m kissing a beautiful young woman like this? »


“And what will you say when you kiss a not-so-young garrulous, and he has you in his hands, just like Gema’s lovers have her?” asked Daniela. “Will you still think the same when he orders you to kneel down and forces you to beg him to suck his manhood?”


Lidia’s closet proudly displayed its secret contents. The different sex toys that he treasured were in sight. There were the beautiful dresses that made her even more sensual than she already was. And there you could sense the delicate lingerie that, together with her smile and her carefree shapes, made her irresistible to men and women.


Lidia rummaged through the closet. He may have poked deeper than necessary, and he did so with the purpose of tempting Daniela with the interesting accessories and combinations that make men’s clothing look like it.


which really is: completely boring.


“What’s it like to be a girl?” asked Daniel. Aside from the annoying monthly rule, how is it? “Without a doubt, being a girl is full of possibilities,” she said. As for sex, sensuality and eroticism, it certainly is.


But aren’t all bodies potentially sensual? Is it really something intrinsic to the female body? Doesn’t it depend more on the specific body, whether male or female? Can anyone deny the sensuality of Greek sculptures of male heroes and deities? Doesn’t sensuality depend more on the personality of the individual, man or woman, and on how it is projected, than on the body itself? “No,” Daniel concluded. “Being a woman is different. Symmetry comes and lasts up to a certain point,” he thought, remembering his wife first preparing for her lovers and then visualizing her in his hungry hands. “Being a woman must be complicated but divine,” Daniel established and took a step forward to approach the closet and its fascinating contents.


“I think this will look very good on you,” Lidia said and showed him a set of lingerie. He was among other sexy outfits in the closet and took it out as if it were just another one, when, in fact, he had bought it expressly for Daniel, in anticipation of wearing it with him on some occasion. You like it?


She asked, holding her lingerie in front of her, as if she were wearing it, so that Daniel could better imagine how it would look on Daniela. Put it on


he ordered.


Reluctant, Daniel extended his arms. Nervous, his hands trembled.


He took the black fishnet stockings first. It wasn’t the first time she’d worn tights, but they still felt so soft. His heart was pounding, and his was once again trying to respond to the agitation of his soul. The stockings were actually open panties, as they reached to the waist. However, they left the ass and crotch exposed. Where stockings usually ended, the fabric of the stockings narrowed and continued down the thighs upwards, to the waist, like garters. For this purpose, they were stockings that included their own garter belt. I had never worn anything like it. She didn’t like tights, but these, which were open, she loved.


Daniel carefully placed the panties on the bed and reached out to reach the black corset that Lidia held over her torso. Even without wearing it, Lidia looked very good. But how would it look on her, Daniela?


“I can’t do it,” Daniel was discouraged. It was impossible for it to fit him. “It would not cease to be a monstrosity.”


“You’ll be very beautiful,” Lidia assured her, sensing her doubts. I want to make love to Daniela,” he reminded her. Take it easy. “Everything will be fine,” he assured her. I will be by your side.


Daniel – still Daniel, but soon Daniela – pushed himself and took the corset and admired it in his hands.


“But first the bra,” said Lidia, who had taken a new accessory from the closet.


“I don’t have breasts,” Daniela thought. “Not even breasts.” It was ridiculous to put on a bra in those circumstances. Really, all that was ridiculous. However, she was intrigued and kept going.


“You’re sexy with that alone,” Lidia praised her. Daniela’s semi-covered torso (more than covered, adorned) contrasted with the nudity from there to below, where, between her legs, the pink chastity device once again served as an ornament to emphasize her incipient sensuality.


Daniela took her panties, but hesitated.


“It’s this way,” Lidia said amused. What was normal for her, was still strange for Daniela.


Finally, with Lidia’s help, Daniela managed to get her feet correctly into the garment and put it on.


“I’m starting to drool,” Lidia assured Daniela. The transformation was beginning to be noticed and Lidia imagined, for a moment, repeating the game of mus with Amancio and his friends with Daniela, instead of Vicky, but that was something totally impossible. “What a pity that most people are so closed-minded!” he lamented. Seeing Daniela and imagining what she was capable of imagining with her, he could not help but appreciate Alan’s idea of transforming Daniel. Deep down and although he regretted admitting it, the boy was not wrong.


“I’ll help you,” Lidia offered. She stood behind Daniela, ready to help her fasten her corset. “Maybe I’ll squeeze a little,” he warned. She had bought it with her size in mind, but also with the aim of stylizing her figure, that is, giving her feminine shapes. The corset would hide her not-so-feminine belly and chest and give an hourglass shape to her waist. Look! he exclaimed and whistled appreciatively. He spanked her on the buttocks. I like it.


“I look like a whore,” Daniela objected. In reality, it was Daniel’s way


to say that it looked like a monstrosity. However, he was excited by the idea, not of being a freak, but of being a whore.


“A slut,” Lidia said. The whores get paid. But that can be fixed. He circled him and stood in front of him. Do you intend to charge me?


Hey? He asked in a hoarse voice. She was also getting excited about the transformation.


Daniela blushed and shook her head. « Charge? » That hadn’t occurred to him. Or is it? Maybe somewhere in his mind… Would anyone be willing to pay for it… that is, by him? Certainly, he could not charge Lidia.


“I don’t want to charge you,” he finally said, barely managing to undo the lump in his throat.


“Then we could both collect together,” Lidia commented, returning to the impossible vision she had had. “It’s not impossible,” he said to himself. “It’s a matter of finding the right customers.” Imagine the two of you together, with some customers,” he whispered. Imagine that they want us to kiss and that, to begin with, we can do it between us…” He didn’t have time to reply and kissed her. Customers interested in a girl and a transvestite, that was not easy to find, but it was not impossible either. Lidia felt her ass while kissing her. For a man’s, Daniela had a good ass. It was not the first time that he had felt it, but it was the first time that Daniel had it so soft and so well shaved. She liked his ass both ways, but the novelty of what they were doing at the moment particularly fascinated her. We’re not done yet,” he warned, suddenly detaching himself from her lips.


“I’m not cheating on Gema,” Daniel tried to placate his bad conscience. “I’m not Daniel, I’m Daniela. It’s just lesbian sex. »


Gema wanted him to do it – not to kiss Lidia, but to transform into Daniela and all to satisfy his master. Why wouldn’t he (or she?) take advantage of the legal loopholes in that situation? “It’s not Daniel who does it, it’s Daniela,” he said to himself once again.


“Now this,” Lidia told him, offering him some panties that she had taken from the closet. They were silver in color, like the bra.


Daniel raised his eyebrows, but he immediately regretted that gesture. Undoubtedly, a woman like Daniela would not have been surprised by the shape of those panties. Didn’t Gemma have similar panties? Had she been surprised the first time her lover had told her to wear them to have a hard time?


better access to it? Had Gemma raised her eyebrows?


Daniela put her feet in her panties and pulled them up. As she bent down, the corset made her uncomfortable, but she gladly accepted that women’s clothing was less practical than men’s. In return, it was much more interesting and exciting.


“Perfect,” Lidia said.


On the back, the fabric of the panties was nothing more than two strips on each side. It didn’t cover the ass, but framed it. And they left it well accessible for any attempt to penetrate from the back. On the front, the fabric of the panties was the normal one of Brazilian-type panties, but in the middle they had a hole through which Daniel’s noble parts peeked out, as if it were a rear window. Chastity device and eggs were thus beautifully framed.


For Daniel, having his parts exposed like this was worse than wearing them tightly fastened in a woman’s panties. Until now, she had only worn the panties that Gemma gave her, which were sometimes her discarded panties and other times panties that she bought expressly for her. But they had always been women’s panties. Those, however, were not panties designed for women, at least not for that type of woman.


“Are you sure this is—” correct… Like this? Daniel and Daniela hesitated in unison.


“Yes, completely,” Lidia assured him, caressing his eggs with her hand. “You are what you are, darling,” he said. You’re a sissy. He took a half-step toward her and stroked the back of her neck with his other hand. You’re perfect like that. —


Perhaps Gema was unable to appreciate it, but she did realize that Daniel and Daniela were perfect like that, like sissy.


He was jealous when he realized that even if Gemma never came to appreciate that perfection, Alan would certainly not be long in coming. He had managed to get ahead of him, but how long would he be able to maintain the advantage, even more so when he was rowing in his direction? “Why does he want to take over everything I love?!” lamented Lidia. Alan wanted it all to himself! I wanted Gema, I wanted Vicky, I wanted Daniel and I wanted Daniela. “No, he doesn’t want Daniel, he just wants Daniela,” he warned himself and realized that he could eventually find a crack there. She, in return, loved both Daniel and Daniela.


Again, he kissed him. “Will I be able to keep the debris left behind when Alan’s bomb goes off?” he wondered as he sucked on his tongue


of Daniel and Daniela. When everything fell apart, when Gema hated her husband, when Vicky was ashamed of her father, when they both blamed her for everything, could she at least keep Daniel? What for some would be rubble, for her would be a magnificent building. “I don’t want to be left alone. Not this time. Not again. » He preferred Gema and Daniel with his Daniela and Vicky, all at the same time. But if she had no choice, she would gladly settle for Daniel. “I’m stupid,” she was disappointed.


“Even if Gemma repudiates him, he will continue to love her.” But even that would be acceptable to her. “If he loved me a little, it would be enough for me. Even so, we wouldn’t make a bad match. »


“This is not over yet,” Lidia told him.


“What’s missing?” Daniela ventured.


“A lot of things,” Lydia replied and turned away. With Daniela half-dressed, it was time for her to get naked. She did it slowly so that Daniel the heterosexual and Daniela the lesbian could enjoy. You like me? he asked.


“You are my friend and you are already starting to be my friend too. You’re my confidant, and you may soon be my colleague,” she thought. « Why not take advantage and become my most precious property too? » Lidia loved freedom, her own and that of others. She appreciated Daniel as a man and valued Daniela’s potential as a friend. But why stop there? Why not make Dani la sissy your personal property?


He could tie Dani to her and have all kinds of adventures with her. If he succeeded, it would not only be fun, but it would open a crack in Alan’s plans. I needed to have a point of support for when Vicky’s thing exploded in everyone’s face. What better foothold than that of her father, a man with unmet needs for submission, with shameful sexual fantasies which, with his help, would soon come true, and a husband with an uneasy conscience about doing things behind his wife’s back? Yes, she could take advantage of Dani’s wishes for something more than not feeling alone and for much more than just having fun.


Daniel and Daniela didn’t know what to say. After all, he still liked the female body much more than the male one.


“A lot,” Daniel finally agreed.


“I know,” Lidia said. She turned around and pulled out of the closet some pastel blue stockings and a garter belt. But I don’t mean my body,” she said and continued with the lingerie as if they were talking about the weather, instead of a crucial issue. It’s transparent,” he commented, without giving time to


answer.


“How?” Daniel said confused.


“The bra,” Lidia told him. It is transparent. Then he put it on and as he did so, he asked again, “If you like me.” This time she turned around and looked at him intently.


Daniel and Daniela could not help but admire her. Lidia was completely naked, except for her bra, which was almost transparent.


Her nipples and areolas were perfectly transparent through the fabric and stood out even more than if she were naked.


“Lidia, I…” Daniel stammered. Did he feel more for her than he should, considering that he loved Gemma? Could he imagine living with her?


Daniela, apparently, could do it and, apparently, she would be delighted to live with a friend like that. But him? Without a doubt, Lidia was beautiful and not only on the outside. But could she ever be anything more than a very special friend? Should it ever be? To think about that, wasn’t it already to consider his marriage to Gemma a failure? “She has her master. What do you need me for? »


“You’re transparent,” Lidia said. He turned to wipe away a tear.


“Even if Gemma breaks his heart, he will never stop loving her,” he acknowledged with sadness and admiration at the same time. “Will anyone ever love me like this?”


However, she doesn’t love like that either. He loves neither more nor less, neither better nor worse. Lidia loves in her own way. Isn’t that enough?


Sorry, she put on her socks and the light. She was now adorned in a similar way to Daniela. She put on a pair of heels without looking at Daniel.


“Come, put this on,” Lidia told him, trying to compose herself without her voice giving her away. I think they’re your size. I’ll help you.


Daniela leaned on Lidia so as not to lose her balance and inserted her foot into the high-heeled shoe. It fit quite well, although the sensations were strange. The shoe was tight where he was not used to men’s shoes. And


Then there were the heels. Leaning on Lidia, he managed to put his foot in the other shoe.


“How…?”


“Last time you told me you wanted to try,” Lidia replied, guessing her question. And I’ve gone shopping to help you. “I’d bought the high-heeled shoes along with the rest of the things in anticipation that Daniela would ever use them, though she hadn’t counted on it coming so soon. Fortunately, she had rushed and was prepared.


“I don’t think I can walk in this.


“Of course, silly! All girls can! He shrugged. It’s just a matter of habit. They are annoying, he admitted, but they are worth it. “If I were a boy, I’d fuck you,” he said. But, Daniela, I’m going to do it as a girl. Another day—” He shrugged again. Then he said, “When you have doubts, you can always count on me, for anything.” He took his hand and squeezed it to comfort him. Then he proposed, “Come on, let’s go for a walk.”


Together, hand in hand, they walked through the tiny bedroom. Daniela was about to twist her ankle several times, but Lidia’s support prevented it.


“Now it’s time for makeup,” he warned.


“You’ve thought of everything, huh?” Daniel commented.


“I’d like to, but I’m actually improvising,” Lidia admitted enigmatically. You’ll have to learn to do this on your own,” he advised, forgetting for a moment that, in his absence, Gema could also do makeup. “But I doubt, because of the fears I perceive in Daniel, that she wants to do it or that she enjoys doing it,” she thought. Gema, it seems, was immersed in her own submissive life and had little interest in taking Daniel to the next level. “Stay with Daniel, if you want, but at least leave Daniela to me,” he begged Gema in thought. “Or keep Daniela,” he said to Gema and Alan, “and leave Daniel to me.”


Lidia knew that the thing was about to explode and if she didn’t do it on one side, she would do it on the other. The situation was too unstable. It would blow up in everyone’s face and so would she, because she was too involved for that. She didn’t know if Alan would be able to safely secure any loot, but she had a feeling she would be left with nothing. It was fine; that was fair. After all, she had lied to everyone. “But Alan has done it too!”


“Carpe diem,” he said to himself to calm himself. I couldn’t help but live in the moment. I had lived it with Vicky and it had been magnificent. I had experienced it at the time with Daniel and Gema and it had been wonderful. And in those moments it was time to live it with Daniela.


“What do you think?” He asked her when he finished doing her makeup.


“I don’t know,” Daniela hesitated. The face was a man’s, despite the makeup and eyebrows too, although that had to be fixed.


“We’re not done yet,” Lidia warned her with a wink.


He bent down and opened a box. From it, he took out a wig.


“Brunette,” he said to Daniela. The color was the one that matched Daniel’s eyebrows.


“You’ve thought of everything,” Daniel said.


“The fun thing about women,” Lidia warned him, “is that we can change our hair color. And with wigs it’s even simpler.


“You bought it for me,” Daniel guessed. Maybe because he had it stored in a box, maybe because he had never seen Lidia with a wig, he deduced that it was not a wig of hers.


“All for my friend, bitch! Lidia replied with a smile. She felt encouraged again. Then he stuck out his tongue, the same way they did between her and Vicky when they called each other a slut.


However, Daniela did not return the gesture.


“I’ll help you,” Lidia told him and helped him put on his wig. Mmm


—he did—, like this. Very well. Now you are irresistible. Now I would almost pay for you.


“Almost?” Daniela asked, who felt more and more like a woman. With makeup and heels, lingerie and now wig… Surely it was not a monster, as Daniel had initially feared. “I’m a slut,” she said to herself. “And you could be a whore,” whispered Daniel, who, for the first time, became the little voice inside. Gema had offered herself to sweeten a deal for an important client and thus save her boss Gerardo. For that purpose, she had prostituted herself. And he had punctually fulfilled his mission, once a month, each of the months that he visited the client in Barcelona.


What is it like to feel a sexual object or more than that (or less than that), sexual merchandise?


“There are three things missing,” Lidia informed him.


“Three?”


“Four, actually,” the young woman replied. First of all, put on this dress.


“A dress?” Daniel was distressed. Fear pushed him and he was once again the main voice of that body that was now Daniela. Are we going to go out somewhere? He asked terrified. “Terrified, huh?” said Daniela.


“I see something more than fear in our agitation.”


Lidia was surprised – incredibly, she hadn’t thought about it – but she hid her surprise and replied:


“Maybe.” “I hadn’t thought about that possibility, but I could always improvise something. Why not go out and have a drink? They were in the 21st century, at the same time as


after all.


Reticent and excited, Daniel and Daniela put on their dresses under Lidia’s watchful eye. It was a simple black dress that fit her thighs.


“I think I could get you a sugar daddy,” Lidia joked pointedly. Alan intended to find her an interested man through a specialized social network, but she could find him an interested man who, in addition, would pay. Even if it were difficult for him to find it, he could find a client interested in both the young Lidia and the mature sissy Daniela.


There are tastes for everything in the world.


“So naked, next to me, you look like the whore,” Daniela returned the joke. I am a decent woman.


“You are not a woman,” replied Lydia. You are something much more interesting: a sissy. Isn’t that what you really want to be? He looked at Daniela with intensity. His eyes shone with lust. Do you know what I want?


Daniela shook her head. She barely knew Lydia, but she drank from Daniel’s experience and feared the worst. She blushed deliciously and to Lydia’s delight.


“I want to go for a walk,” Lidia said at last. Like this. As it is —


he said, to the annoyance of Daniel and Daniela. You, dressed like that. And I, dressed in this way.


That was naked. Not only was the bra practically transparent, but Lidia was not even wearing panties. However, her exposed sex was perfectly framed between her stockings and garter belt and the bra only highlighted her nudity.


“We would go hand in hand, as a couple,” Lidia continued. Tell me, wouldn’t you like to?


Daniela felt that she had a lump in her throat and could only nod.


Perhaps it was Daniel, who was still in his previous one, who nodded. She may have been a sissy, neither male nor female. But it was inevitable that he would like women, especially if they were like Lydia. “Especially if he tells me like that,” Daniel and Daniela thought. Lidia had made the proposal as if it were the most normal thing in the world, a thing without much importance. He had asked him what he wanted and looked at him intensely, but then he had told him what he wanted to do and he had done it by turning around to tidy up the closet and had commented on it absentmindedly. “It would be the most normal thing in the world,” Daniel and Daniela thought for a moment, infected


because of the airs of normality that Lidia was able to give him. But now, she had turned around and was looking at him again with intensity, waiting for his answer, her arms akimbo and her legs half-open.


He nodded again, unable to shake the lump in his throat. Lidia was capable of making that proposal a reality. They would be arrested for public scandal and would end up in the dungeons, Lidia in the women’s section, and she…? But the eroticism of the scene was powerful. It was impossible, of course. But was it with Lidia?


Both Daniel and Daniela were tempted to kneel before her and kiss her sex, even though Lidia hadn’t even spoken to her in a domineering tone. Daniel and Daniela saw themselves capable of doing for that beautiful creature whatever she asked of them, even without having to be asked. They would go out into the street with her. They would allow themselves to be arrested for public scandal over her. And


they would end up sucking cocks in the dungeon for her.


Daniela shook her head to push that vision away and return to reality again. Lidia was just joking.


But they could serve their customers together. She could make money like this for Lidia. Some clients would be served together, others, those specifically preferred by sissys, she would take care of alone.


Daniela shook her head again to stop daydreaming. Lidia wasn’t even being overbearing with her, but she knew how to manipulate her better than Gema. Gema demanded, yes, but she didn’t do it in such a sensual way and she only did it for and for Alan. But Lidia knew how to talk to him.


“Yes, I want to do it,” Daniel acknowledged, “but not in that way, as rough as Alan and Gema propose.” Ever since he had sucked Alan’s cock in front of her, his wife treated him with disdain. At least, that was the feeling I had. He no longer spoke to him with the same affection. He wanted to be dominated, but with affection and sensuality. But Gemma did not think of dominating him; I was only thinking about carrying out Alan’s orders. It wasn’t even about humiliation, not erotic humiliation. Lidia, in return, was doing that with him because she wanted to, not because Alan ordered her to.


Lidia would never despise him for sucking cock, quite the opposite.


“Yes, I would like to,” Daniela finally admitted.


“The filler is missing,” Lidia announced, suddenly changing the subject again.


“What?” Daniela wondered, confused. What was he talking about?


“There are still three things to do,” Lidia reminded him. He went back to the closet and came back


with something in their hands. “One,” she said, reaching through the neckline of her dress. And two,” she said, then touched her breasts through her dress. You already have boobs. And without surgery or injections. He laughed mischievously. I think they’re your size,” he said. He whistled appreciatively


—. You’ve got a good guy!


Daniela blushed again. Where had Lidia gotten the silicone filling? Had he foreseen everything? Or were they hairpieces that she used herself when she wanted to appear that she had more breasts than she really had?


“And the last filler,” Lidia announced, demonstratively holding a chrome object in her hand.


“That?” Daniela asked unsurely.


“On all fours in bed!” Lidia ordered.


Daniela obeyed. It wasn’t the first time he had a similar object in his ass.


Lidia lifted her dress and exposed her shaved butt which, for a man’s body, was not bad at all. She didn’t have to pull up her dress much, since she had a slit at the back to make it easier to walk. In this way, with Daniela on all fours on the bed and with her ass in pomp, her butt was perfectly framed between the fabric of the dress on both sides of the opening and the fishnet tights-stockings. The heels she was wearing contrasted with the sheets on the bed and gave Daniela an even greater slutty air.


“Hey,” Daniela hesitated.


Lidia left the bottle of lubricant on the bedside table and held the in front of Daniela’s face.


“Yes, I have used it,” he informed, “if that’s what you’re worried about.”


That was not the only thing that caused Daniela misgivings, but it was one of the two things that worried her. A girl, after all, must take care of her health and so should men and sissys.


“Don’t you recognize him?” Lidia asked, moving the anal plug in front of her nose. He waited a few moments before continuing. It’s one of the three you gave to Gema. One from the set you had Sylvester give her —


corrected. Why do you think I have it? Without waiting for his answer, he put the anal toy on his lips and rubbed it in his mouth. He continued caressing her lips with the plug until Daniela opened her mouth. When he did, he stuffed it inside and made him suck it. Take it easy


I have disinfected it.


Daniela felt a double relief when she heard that.


“But you’ll be pleased to know,” Lydia went on, “that Gemma has had it up her ass, just like me. We have played with this, together. You know? And now we will play you and I together. Aren’t you excited that it’s the same stopper? —


he asked, while continuing to move it inside Daniela’s mouth.


Of course. You gave it to Gemma to turn her into an anal slut. And


now it will serve to turn you into that. Isn’t that what you want, to be a slut, an anal and oral slut? “Hmm,” Lidia did. With his free hand he gave her a resounding spanking on the ass. Fox! He snapped at her and whipped her again.


He continued to move the plug in his mouth.


The plug, Silvestre… Indeed, he had turned his wife into an anal sex addict. That wasn’t entirely true, but Daniel often liked to think like that. Of course, it had been Sylvester who had deflowered her from behind, after she had refused to have any kind of relationship with him from behind. In reality, there was Silvestre’s roommate, Luis Alberto, who had managed to put it up his ass for the first time. But all this had been possible thanks to Silvestre and the set of three anal plugs of increasing sizes. In other words, all that had been a consequence of the script that he had written for Gema and that he had so masterfully, from the shadows, managed to make it come true.


But hadn’t she imagined from the beginning that he was the protagonist?


It was becoming increasingly clear that this was one of the motivations driving his cuckolded desires, although it was not the only one.


“You want to be my anal slut, huh?” But I’m a whore,” Lidia went on


—. Do you want to be my whore? Do you want to work for me and me? My whore,” he said and gave him another spank. We charge for the work together in installments. And of the clients I get you, I charge half as a management fee. That’s what you want, huh? Having to do what customers want and charge for it, being a sexual commodity. You want to know how one feels. It intrigues you. You want to experience it. Do you want to be my whore? My colleague and my employee? He took the plug out of Daniela’s mouth and slammed her again to encourage her to answer.


Daniel and Daniela groaned, but it wasn’t because of the physical spanking, but because of the verbal spanking. Lidia knew them so well.


“Yes, I want to,” Daniel and Daniela replied at the same time.


Why wasn’t Gemma able to talk to him like that? Why did I only know


tell him to do this or that because Alan demanded it?


“And soon you will be my property, my private sissy,” thought Lydia excitedly.


“Yes, I want to be your whore,” they repeated. And your partner,” said Daniel, who was very attracted to the vision of having a threesome with Lidia, in parallel with his desire for sissy. And your friend,” added Daniela, who felt that she needed someone to instruct her and someone to share confidences with.


“So, with the power that this gives me,” Lidia recited and put the anal plug over her anus, “I take you as a whore, companion and friend. —


He inserted the plug into Daniel and Daniela’s anus until it was full. I want you to wear it for when a man deflowers you.


“I’ll do it,” Daniela promised, excited. Everything was much easier if he asked or demanded it in the right way and if he felt that he also turned her on.


“This excites you,” Daniel asked, however. The evidence was not enough for him and he needed to hear it. “Slut,” Daniela added mockingly.


“Come,” Lidia replied and took his hand to help him stand up. Look,” he said and took Daniela’s hand to her sex.


“You’re soaked,” Daniel and Daniela admired each other.


Lidia took Daniela’s hand and put her fingers in her mouth. She tasted her own vaginal fluids gladly.


“I’m for you,” he admitted. Dani, my sissy,” he added. Then he kissed her and shared with her in his mouth the taste of his sex. “My colleague,” he said, momentarily detaching himself from her mouth, only to kiss her lasciviously again. He felt her ass. My whore —


he added and kissed her again. My property, he thought.


He pulled up her dress and caressed Daniela’s eggs with his other hand.


“And you’re soaked too,” she observed and to show it she held her hand in front of her face, with her palm pointing towards Daniela.


The viscous liquid was evident.


“Cuckold’s tears,” thought Daniel. The pre-cum drip was the maximum a beaten and chastity cuckold can aspire to. But was he still a cuckold? Wasn’t it becoming something different? That was something that worried her, but Daniela wanted so much to live and experiment…


“Hasn’t Gemma already become anything other than a hot spouse?” said Daniela.


Was Gemma still a hot spouse because she cheated on her with


a known lover and he did it right under his nose? Or had she already transitioned completely to something else, to a submissive who only cares about her master?


“If she can evolve, why can’t we?” Daniela continued with her plea.


It was not necessary to break with Gem. And like Sissy, he wouldn’t even have penetrative sex with Lidia, at least not him with her. There was no reason to have an uneasy conscience. He wasn’t doing anything worse than his wife.


Certainly, if Lidia understood him better than she did, that wasn’t his fault. Everyone could lead their own life, pursue their own sexual fantasies and make them come true… But where would that lead them?


Lidia made Daniela lick her sexual secretions from the palm of her hand.


“Come on, bitch, clean it up for me,” Lydia spurred her on.


And Daniela, ecstatic, moved her head up and down and up to and down to go over the palm of her hand with her tongue over and over again. “I’m a good slut,” she thought.


“Give it to me,” Lidia asked him. He pulled his hand away and began to kiss it to taste Daniela’s fluids in his mouth.


“Let’s dance,” Lidia proposed to slow down. I saw Daniela very excited and feared that, even with a chastity device, she could. She did not want her to do so, not yet, because she feared that, after orgasm, her libido would plummet. After all, it was still a man’s body. He wanted to prolong the moment to continue deepening his connection with Daniel and Daniela. But she also needed to feel loved.


A little less passion and more tenderness was appropriate at the time.


He took his hand away from his crotch and also Daniela’s from his.


“Pet me,” he asked and did the same with her. Kiss me slowly, tenderly.


The plug in Daniela’s ass made her feel full and the movements of the rocking that Lidia called dancing made her feel it at all times.


Once again, Daniela felt admired by the eroticism of being dressed, like a real woman, and dancing with her special friend, who is naked.


Dressed and made up, she didn’t look so bad as a woman or as a sissy. The only unpleasant thing, to call it something, was that, since the panties were not closed in front, her chick (or was it a large clitoris?) tried to stand up and ugly bulged the dress. Apart from that


In detail, she could well imagine herself as a sexy being, not as sexy as a real woman, always superior, goddesses, after all, but very passable like Sissy. And having the beautiful Lidia naked in front of her made her, somehow, imagine being she, she, so sensual, so perfect, the only thing with an ornament between her legs, a polycarbonate ornament, but that’s what made the sissys more attractive and special, isn’t it?


“Tell me you love me,” Lidia asked him. Don’t lie to me, but tell me you love me. Even if it’s in some unconventional way, tell me you love me.


“I love you, Lydia,” Daniel said without hesitation. I have loved you from the first moment. You know, the way I can love you, but I love you, no doubt He pressed it against him to emphasize his words and because he needed to. I had connected with her from the beginning. She didn’t need to be Daniela for that. In fact, what I felt was something independent of Daniela. She didn’t love her, at most she wanted her as a friend, but he did.


“I don’t love her like Gemma, though,” he said to himself, perhaps because it was true, possibly because he needed to hear it. If he could be Daniel and Daniela, man and sissy, one hundred percent one thing and the other, he could also love both women, each in her own way. However, his words sounded hollow. Did he still really love his wife? Did he still do it, in those moments when he felt her more distant than ever? Both he and she had drifted apart. Was there a remedy for it?


Of course, if there was one, the remedy was not to kiss Lydia or secretly cross-dress. He was not in doing for Lydia what, in the way Gema asked him, he was not willing to do for her. Or maybe the solution was there? Did he need to make amends, after so many antlers he wore, even if he wore it of his own free will? Didn’t he deserve it?


When the adventure was over, wouldn’t he return to her with renewed love?


“Still, I’ll always have feelings for you,” he whispered to Lydia.


And Lydia, although she had not heard the rest of Daniel’s thoughts, answered:


“I know. But I need to hear it too. Tell me again.


“I love you, Lydia,” Daniel replied and they both pressed against each other.


“And I to you,” Lidia assured him. Each in our own way.


Both were weirdos in that society. Both needed each other.


“I just hope you’ll forgive me,” Lydia whispered, barely


Significantly.


Daniel didn’t say anything, maybe because he hadn’t heard it, maybe because he didn’t think it was important. He grabbed hold of it and they both continued dancing that imaginary dance with that music that only sounded in their heads, but that, if they were not the same notes, were notes that accompanied each other.


“I told you I would make love to you,” Lidia commented in Daniela’s ear.


Daniel nodded.


“Mm-mm,” he agreed. He felt an unexpected calm and a comforting sweetness. I hadn’t felt that in a long time. But you didn’t warn me that you would fuck me too,” he complained. You’ve fucked my head well —


Admitted.


They both laughed and continued dancing.


After several minutes, Lidia told him:


“Promise me you’ll forgive me.”


“What?” Daniel wondered, but he felt too drowsy to be really alarmed. I just wanted to continue dancing like this with her.


“Just promise me,” Lydia begged. “An owner doesn’t need the forgiveness of his property,” Lidia reflected, “but I’m not that kind of owner. That’s Alan. »


“Always, Lidia. “You know,” Daniel assured him, without giving it too much importance. Lidia was simple and complicated at the same time, always jovial and direct, but always so open to everything. He was sure that he wouldn’t do him any harm on purpose. And if she did it somehow, well, if I was going to be her whore, wasn’t it normal for her to force the situation a little? Wasn’t it, in fact, what he wanted? There was no need to apologize for that.


In any case, I would always forgive her. I saw her incapable of acting with bad intentions. All she needed was to feel loved. Deep down, Lidia made him feel sorry. Perhaps she was activating his paternal instinct with her. Somehow, he had always felt that he had to protect her. For this reason, he had despaired when Gema had cut off the relationship and forbidden him to see her again. It had been a tremendously unfair, unjustified and self-centered act.


“I love you, Lidia.” “You know it,” he said again. In my own way,” he said, because his conscience was still uneasy if he didn’t add that nuance.


“And I will you,” replied Lydia. I wish we could always be together, like now or in another way. Either way, but together. Only…


Remember your promise, please.


CHAPTER XXXVI – MORE REALITY





“To exist is to create your existence.” – Sartre





“Did you know this?” Vicky asks and places a stack of books on the table. It goes straight to the point to take a weight off your shoulders. He has borne the weight of the books all the way by public transport and on foot to the cafeteria near El Buen Retiro park and immediately feels the relief in his backpack. As for her psychological backpack, she is not yet sure if what she is doing will relieve her or if she will return home with an even greater weight.


“No,” Lidia replies and picks up a book. It’s the first in the series, and the image on the cover looks familiar. She’s your mother, right? He asks and feels his heart racing.


“That’s what he says,” Vicky confirms, “and I think he’s not lying for once. But he insists: “Didn’t you know he writes?” Is this your story? He asks and takes out the sixth book of the saga. He opens it where the bookmark is. It is the thirty-ninth chapter and is entitled “All Saints and No Saints”. He reads her a paragraph and looks at her expectantly.


Lidia does not answer. Instead, he flips through the covers of the other books.


He finds one that catches his eye and strokes it with his fingertips. The long nails, perfectly groomed and lacquered, slide down the cover. It seems that her fingertips caress the figure on the cover, while her nails scratch it.


“It’s her too, isn’t it?” Lidia asks, without answering Vicky, although her question is an implicit answer.


Vicky looks at her expectantly, but Lidia’s gaze wanders and is lost in memories.


“Didn’t you know?” —This time it’s Lidia who asks Vicky the question


—. “You didn’t know,” he says, without waiting for a response from Gema’s daughter. Neither do I,” he confirms, finally.


“Is that true?” Vicky asks.


Lidia shakes her head. His mind is still partly elsewhere.


“I don’t know what it says there,” Lidia replies.


“You and my mother,” Vicky hints. It’s true? “Deep down you know it’s true. His mother has confirmed it. And the signs were all there, but she had ignored them. Now that he knows, he doesn’t explain why he doesn’t know why he doesn’t know how to


I had realized or why I had preferred to ignore them.


“Me and your mother, what?” Lidia asks. He knows what Vicky is referring to, but he wants to hear it from her mouth. His fingers continue to caress the woman on the cover. He looks at the covers of the rest of the books, but there are only two that interest him.


“You and my mother,” Vicky begins. It is still difficult for him to imagine his mother with another woman and even more so one as young as Lidia. And


That’s not even the worst thing his parents are supposed to have done.


Do they… Besabais? - Question at last.


“Kiss us?” Lidia is surprised. Look away from the cover and look at Vicky.


It is not, of course, the first time he has seen her. On his visits to Gema and Daniel’s house he had met her several times, but that was a long time ago. He had even talked to her and had even asked her for a friend on Facebook. He had done so at the direction of the old man, who had asked him to gather information about Gema’s daughter. Vicky had accepted his friend request and Lidia had fulfilled her mission and had managed to provide old Gerardo with the photos of his Facebook. Things had not gone any further, despite the old man’s desire to make friends with her behind her mother’s back.


Things, in reality, are not as simple as in novels.


It was not that Lidia thought it was wrong that the old man showed interest in the mother and daughter. She and Vicky are about the same age, although she is a few years older than Gema’s daughter, and she didn’t think it was wrong to sleep with the old man. Nor does it seem bad to him that, at that time, Vicky was not yet of legal age. Nor, apparently, did old Gerardo think that was wrong.


It was not moral qualms that prevented that line of action from progressing. Between the old man, Daniel and Gema, and her studies, she had already had enough on the set to have time to try to seduce a young woman to lure her behind her mother’s back to the old man.


Of course, what was least expected was that, years later, Gema’s daughter would contact her by Messenger to meet her. And yet, there they were.


Lidia watches Vicky. Although smaller, the resemblance to her mother is undeniable. She moistens her lips.


“We made love,” he finally replies to the question. Is that what


What do you want to know? He asks mercilessly. Or do you want to know how? —


He puts his hand to his mouth and sticks out his tongue between his index and middle fingers, which he has opened to form a V.


Vicky blushes, perhaps out of indignation, perhaps out of embarrassment, but she does not enter the game and continues to ask:


“And with my father too?”


“Do you also want to know how I did it with him?” Lidia replies equally shamelessly. It wasn’t conventional,” he overtakes and smiles.


Vicky’s countenance darkens. He doesn’t know what to think about it and decides to continue with his questions:


“Did Gerardo pay you?”


“Me?” Vicky returns the question. Me or your mother? What do you really want to know?


“Are you a whore?” Vicky asks, fed up with Lidia’s attitude. It’s a question, but it sounds like an accusation.


“He paid us both,” Lidia replies without ceasing to smile. He has signed them,” he observes and runs his finger over Gema’s signature on the page of the dedication.


Vicky begins to get angry with Lidia’s attitude. She has the feeling that he is treating her with indifference. It is true that she herself has gone straight to the point, but, for some reason, greater warmth is expected from Lidia. That’s not how he remembers it. Is everything feigned in it?


“Now that Gerardo is no longer there and that I am no longer an assignment, he doesn’t care about me,” says Vicky. “A lot of ‘I would like to be your friend’ and it was all a lie. That’s how whores are. None of them are trustworthy,” Vicky tells herself and she immediately realizes that her mother is not trustworthy either. “He has shared a bed with my mother and father! He might show some interest in me! “, he is indignant.


He immediately blushes when he realizes what he has just thought. “No, no interest of that kind!”


She has no interest in sleeping with Lidia, nor with any other girl. Now that she knows the truth, she was curious to see the girl her parents have slept with again. He wanted to analyze it in this new light, but he does not like what he observes. Lidia is beautiful; That is obvious. It’s very sensual, that’s obvious. Even a totally straight girl should recognize that. It’s cordial, but it’s cold. He is not interested in people, only in his mission and the money he charges to fulfill it.


“Yes,” Vicky confirms dryly. He has signed them.


She is tempted to blurt out to Lidia that her mother has not signed those copies for her and that she has not even wanted to dedicate them to her, but she keeps quiet. She has been educated better than that and she has no need to hurt Lidia. Even if she was a target of his mission, and even if his attempts to befriend her were feigned, it had not prospered and would not have prospered in any case, and, moreover, it has happened years ago.


The truth about the books he has brought to Lidia is that he has stolen them from his mother. Vicky has ordered a new set from Amazon and has replaced the books her mother has given her with it.


« He signed them for me, but he didn’t even write a dedication to me. »


Only in two books does he mention it in the dedication. In the sixth, her mother writes: “To my daughter, with the wish that she continues to ignore our double life.” But he writes it under the dedication to Gerardo: “To Gerardo, for destroying me to rebuild me… and, in the end, leave me destroyed.” His mother’s priorities are clear. And in the ninth book, her mother dedicates the following words to her: “To our daughter, so that you will forgive us when you find out that we include you in our stories. If we do, it’s because you’re always in our hearts.” Despite the mention and despite the chosen typeface that simulates handwriting, the sentences sound empty and impersonal.


Vicky thought that Lidia would be excited to see at least her mother’s handwritten signature. And, apparently, he is right, but he feels that Lidia does not thank him for the gesture. His mother, of course, knows nothing of that. He doesn’t know that he has met Lidia and he doesn’t know that he has brought him the books. And much less does he know that they are the ones he has signed by hand.


“If I had told him, would I have written him a dedication?” asks Vicky. “Would she have given me memories for her? Would he have wanted to come with me? “She knows that her mother has had a greater degree of intimacy with this stranger than with her. “This girl knows more about what my mother is really like than I do,” Vicky despairs. “But what has Lidia really meant to my mother?” she asks. Lidia is a whore, nothing more. She is no more, no matter how much she runs her fingers over her mother’s signature. Her mother, her father and herself have been nothing more than a business for her, as well as Gerardo and the other clients she has had and will have. But, for his mother, what has she meant? Has Lydia been a mere sexual object for


she? And for his father?


“And my mother has also been a whore. What do the rest of us mean to her? “, he asks. “Are we mere commercial transactions for her?”


She is not interested in knowing more about her parents’ sex lives. In fact, he would rather not have found out about their secret lives. But feel the need to know what your mother really feels.


“Do you work for Alan now?” Vicky asks.


“Excuse me, for whom?” Lidia asks, who doesn’t recognize the name.


“Alan. Manuel,” Vicky replies. He shrugs. Gerardo’s nephew,” he says.


“I don’t know any nephew of Gerardo’s,” Lidia replies.


Should I meet you?


“No!” Vicky exclaims quickly and raises her hands defensively. “If what my parents say about him is true, it’s better that I don’t know him,” he concludes.


But, somehow, she feels disappointed. She hoped to be able to access Alan through Lidia, behind her mother’s back. She wants to meet in person that boy who gives so many wings to her parents’ fantasy and who, apparently, makes her mother so. For the first time, he is consciously part of those stories. “Despite her secrecy, my mother, for once, has told me the truth,” he acknowledges. Vicky has a hard time imagining how difficult it must have been for her mother to tell her. “She must be very ashamed… and rightly so! Oh my God… a whore. He has done it for money. And he has done unspeakable things. “And yet this boy has succeeded in getting his mother to confess. “Much to Dad’s chagrin,” Vicky realizes. “If it had been for him, he wouldn’t have told me anything, but it’s understandable.” Vicky is still amazed at the fact that her father is turned on by her mother cheating on him.


« And she has sucked a man’s cock. And he has eaten… yuck! “If it is hard enough for him to imagine his mother with an old man, especially for money!, it is even more difficult for him to believe that his father would do that. “Plus what they fantasize about doing…”, she mutters perplexed. If she knows all that, it’s because Alan has forced her mother to open up to her.


“I need to meet that Alan,” Vicky says to herself, “but without my mother in between.” She wants to have a private conversation with him that is not part of the story, nor of the fictional novel, nor of the real one. “The real one, which also appears in the novel,” Vicky despairs. “My mother has me in one way or the other.”


“I could wait for my mother to introduce him to me,” Vicky reflects. “Or for Alan to tell him to give me his phone. Or that I ‘force’ my mother to give her my phone number so that she can call me. Or you could also contact me through Facebook. Surely he would know how to find me. “But he doesn’t want to leave the initiative in the hands of others, neither that Alan nor his mother. If you want to skip the script in any way, you need to surprise them both.


You need to take action. “But how? I need to do it quickly, before my mother publishes this book and Alan reads those lines and knows my thoughts. »


—Is it true that Gerardo knew your blog? Vicky asks.


“Of course,” Lidia replies without hesitation. Your mother’s old boss knew everything about her. Or so he boasted in front of me.


“Everything?” Is your Facebook too?


Lidia nods absently. His mind isn’t quite in the conversation, but wanders into the past and invokes old memories.


“The password to your mobile phone?” Vicky ventures.


“Of course,” Lidia replies. Then he adds, “Do you know that I adored him?” Even that she loved him?


Lidia’s words are like arrows for Vicky. Somehow, it pains her to think that her mother loved another man over her father. “If I loved him, I didn’t do it for money,” he quickly tells himself. Gerardo paid him well. The red Mercedes was proof of this.


“And I charged you… to master it?” Vicky swallows hard and remakes her sentence: “Did Gerardo charge you to dominate my mother when he was not available?”


“Sometimes,” Lidia admits. Other times we had to play the other way around.


Guess which game your mother preferred! Lidia tells him. She wraps a strand of her hair around her index finger and puts snouts in it.


But Vicky does not enter Lidia’s game. He has read enough about her to know her and has seen enough of her to confirm what he thinks of her.


“And do you have the password to his mobile phone?”


“Your mommy’s cell phone?” Lidia asks and makes a bored face. It bothers him that Vicky did not want to play his game and that she ignored his question. “It could be so much fun to tell you everything we’ve done.


I bet it’s not all in the books,” he thinks. No,” he replies, finally.


He has fun with Vicky’s disappointed face. He continues to play with his


lock. Then, he puts his other hand on Vicky’s and announces, “But your father’s does.”


Vicky’s face lights up. There you have the possibility to access Alan’s phone number. That is, if your father hasn’t changed the password in all that time.


“And do you remember?” Vicky asks him, because she doesn’t dare to ask him to give it to her. In addition, it seems strange to him that, years later, the girl still remembers that. “He’s kidding me,” he concludes.


“No,” Lidia admits. His face exaggeratedly reflects the impossibility of remembering anything like that. But I’ve got it written down,” he clarifies and caresses Vicky’s hand.


“What are you doing?!” Vicky shakes, but she doesn’t dare to move her hand away.


He needs something from Lidia and he doesn’t want to antagonize her.


“Can you give it to me?”


“What do you give me in return?” Lidia replies. “Let’s see what I can do with this jewel,” Lidia says to herself. He is improvising and is not sure what to ask for in return. « To get me an appointment with Daniel? Or with Gema? Hmm.”, he muses. “Or with that Alan?” Vicky has told him that it was better that he did not get to know him and only for that reason he finds it interesting.


“Or should I ask him for something he’s ashamed of that will infuriate his parents?” She is a whore and for whores it is better not to develop feelings. But by the time you’ve done that, feelings of friendship and friendship


Why not also love?, they go and leave her in the lurch at the first change. When the benefactor who paid died, everyone forgot about her. “A little revenge would be a fair thing… and potentially fun. » Lidia smiles broadly and waits expectantly for Vicky’s answer.





CHAPTER XXXVII – THE TRUE ONES


DOMINANT ARE NOT BOSSY





“The world could very well exist without literature, it is even better without man.” – Sartre





“I should tell him,” Daniel mused. His conscience was uneasy about what he had done to Lidia behind Gema’s back. “But it wasn’t me,” he reasoned.


“It was Daniela.” He knew he should tell his wife (actually, he shouldn’t have done it in the first place), but he knew that Gemma would be very angry. Having the freedom to cheat on him had not made her position more flexible in terms of receiving the antlers. Daniel, hesitant, continued to ponder the possibility of going to confession. A part of him, what attracted him most was that Gemma was angry; that, at least, it would show him that he still cared.


“Are you going to do what I have ordered you?” Gema snapped, however.


She tried to be dominant with him, just as she knew he liked her to do, especially when it came to urging him to do something that he, supposedly, did not want to do and that, therefore, he used to sit back.


“What Alan has commanded you,” Daniel translated his spouse’s words. She only wanted me to do it to satisfy HIM. She was afraid that if she didn’t keep the young man happy, he would leave her. There was not in his tone of voice what he was looking for and needed to do it, unlike how it had been with Lidia. Gemma did not behave like a dominee with him. On the contrary, she was cold and distant with him, because she only thought about Alan. “That’s not how I dreamed it,” Daniel lamented. Daniela hadn’t imagined it that way either.


“I will,” Daniel accepted sullenly. Lidia had convinced him to take the crucial step.


Gemma’s eyes widened. Incredulous, she was about to ask him to repeat what he had said, but she bit her tongue.


“Tonight?” He pressed him in return, trying, again, not to show his enthusiasm. This was not how, supposedly, dominatrixes reacted with their submissives. I had to keep a firm hand with him.


Daniel didn’t see his wife’s gesture, but he did hear the question and snorted.


Was that all I had to tell him? And that’s why he did it? Is that why


Was he to such humiliation? “That’s not why you do it,” Daniela whispered to him. “I’m doing it for Lidia,” Daniel replied to his little inner voice. “If that’s what I need to tell you,” Daniela replied, “I don’t have any objection.”


Daniel did not answer his wife. “We’re finished,” he thought. He felt a lump in his throat. Was this how their great love would end? Had all that hot, cuckolded spouse lifestyle been nothing more than a mirage to momentarily postpone the inevitable? Wasn’t his marriage already a failure before embarking on that and hadn’t he opted for that lifestyle not out of morbidity but as a means to save it? He shook his head, tears welling in his eyes. “But I feel like I love her so much when I see her with another man!” In those moments of defeat before the superior sexuality of the lover on duty, she felt a strong emotion in her heart, heartbreaking but at the same time sweet and addictive. Hadn’t she felt that the last time Alan had been at his house and seen how the superior male satisfied her and how she needed his cock, even his rough manners, so much so that she was willing to do anything for him and let himself do anything from him? Wasn’t that love what I felt, along with jealousy, helplessness, and surrender to the obvious? “In the face of my obvious limitations and her obvious needs,” Daniel mused. “And his manifest capabilities,” he concluded.


“Envy is what you feel,” Daniela said, “of her, not of him.”


Daniel didn’t answer and instead opened his laptop. Where Daniela was right, she was. “My favorite superpower, if I were a mutant, would be Mystique’s.” The former member of the X-Men has the ability to transform into anyone, man or woman. Then, on his list of favorite superpowers came Wolverine’s, for his ability to regenerate and live away from diseases and old age. “If I were like Mystique, I wouldn’t be a monster,” he said to himself, even though he knew that mutants, for many, were nothing more than dangerous spawns. “If I were ‘Mystic,’ I would transform myself into an attractive woman,” she imagined. “Like Gem,” Daniela observed with healthy envy. Daniel did not want to change his sex, but he imagined that it would be interesting to be able to be a real woman at times and experience everything that they experience. In her next life she wanted to be a woman, if only to try and for a change. “But a sexy woman, like my Gem.” His Gem, which was no longer his. Her transformation is a sissy, which was still a monster. “But Lidia has shown me that I can be


attractive like that,” he reconsidered.


He typed the address of the social network where he had prepared his ad and was excited to read it and imagine all the possibilities.


“I can do it,” he said to himself to spur himself on. The male body, in general, did not appeal to him: too many hairs and too much belly in many cases.


“And too little femininity,” he reflected, even though at the same time he knew he wanted to feel the masculinity his spouse felt, to be fucked mercilessly and to be driven again and again to ecstasy. “That is something that only a woman can feel and that only a man can give,” she mused. A man, but not just any man. Finding the right person was key.


“A sissy can’t feel the same as a woman,” Daniela admitted.


“But a man can give him the same as a woman,” he reasoned. Unless a nuclear accident turned him into a mutant, that was the closest thing he could hope for. “It’s going to be fine,” Daniela insisted in the face of the new wave of doubts that assailed Daniel. “You’re going to be an obedient and attractive sissy and you’re going to feel the same way as Gema.”


Daniel was about to lament before his little inner voice for the umpteenth time that Alan did not want to take it directly on him to provide him with these feminine experiences. “It would be much easier,” he said to himself, however.


But Alan preferred that another man do it, a stranger. That way I would have time to focus on Gem and take her to the next level. Daniel felt fear and excitement at the same time at the thought of that.


“It’s better that it’s not him,” Daniela whispered to him. “That way you will have Lidia as a companion. Besides, Alan is horrible, don’t you think? he asked, not without embarrassment. He had sucked her cock and then felt completely defeated for having stooped to do that to his wife’s conceited lover, in addition to having done it in front of her. After that, Gemma had never looked at him the same way again.


“Too little femininity,” Daniela observed with shameless sneering and invoked the image of Alan’s cock. Daniel still didn’t like male bodies, although he couldn’t deny that sometimes a good cock caught his attention. “Upright, yes, not flabby,” Daniel commented.


Daniel sighed. “I don’t know what I am, but I guess I am what I am,” he concluded inconclusively. Whether he liked real guys, just liked their hard cocks, or wanted to experience being handled like a sex object, whatever he put on him


It was morbidity and/or humiliation, there was only one solution for it: press the send key.





CHAPTER XXXVIII – MY NAME IS DANIELA





“I can’t explain how exciting it is to think that soon you’ll be helpless and crying like a little girl.” – Gemma





“I’m happy with you,” Alan told Gema.


The woman’s heart raced as she heard her Master’s kind words. Between imagination and real events, she had been getting into her role as the young man’s slave to unsuspected depths. The more he thought about it, the more excited he became about the idea. “Quick, before I’m old and no one loves me,” he used to say to himself when he doubted whether he was on the right path. “I will regret more what I have stopped doing than what I have done,” he often repeated to himself like a mantra.


He felt that, with Gerardo’s nephew, his deceased boss, he had won the lottery: young and attractive, energetic on the physical plane, imaginative on the intellectual plane. I had even read his books!


“Wow! Nor that you need to have an IQ of one hundred and eighty to read the trinkets of novels you write. Rather eighty seems optimal,” his little inner voice intervened to annoy her, but Gema did not enter the rag and continued to enumerate, for the umpteenth time, the inexhaustible virtues of her idolized Master:


A person who understood the dynamic between her and Daniel and who was intrigued and attracted by the possibilities it offered. A man who would bring Daniel to the sidelines, as he had earned, and who would offer her the most sublime and varied sexual experiences, just as he deserved. And, above all, ruthless enough to be able to carry them out and push her and Daniel further, far beyond their comfort zones.


That Alan had found her compromising photos and other intimacies had not been luck, but divine planning on the part of his former boss: Gerardo had bequeathed her to his nephew, but Alan had immediately understood that the real loot was the two of them together, Gema and Daniel. What had also been fortunate was that the young man had the guts to use the photographic material to pressure her.


“He blackmails me,” thought Gemma, and felt a mixture of relief and excitement.


Consensual blackmail, if extortion could ever be a friendly act, freed her from all guilt. At the same time, he made her feel powerless before HIM and that pleased her deep submissive side. But is it


was it really a mere theatrical staging or was the young man willing to exhibit it if he did not do what HE wanted? I was no longer as clear about it as I had been at the beginning. Alan had uploaded photos of himself to a social network and videos to a channel of a pornographic portal. As Daniel slacked back and refused to do what he had to do, Alan uploaded more material as a measure to spur her to put more pressure on her husband. To make matters worse, she continued to provide him with material to extort from her.


Recently, Alan had uploaded a video that she herself had recorded for him in the purest style of Olvido Hormigos. The worst part was that the moans were real, as his dripping clam testified.


At the moment, his face was not visible, but hadn’t he already lost all control? “HE takes care of me. As long as HE doesn’t lose control, everything will be fine,” he tried to convince himself. The truth was that uncertainty and helplessness excited her, even though she knew that was not right. Or perhaps for that very reason.


“Thank you, Master,” he replied, not knowing what he meant. He decided to go along with it and not ask.


“Nice pictures,” Alan congratulated her. The wig thing has been a good idea.


“Sorry, Master, I don’t understand,” said Gema confused.


“Haven’t you seen it yet?” Alan wondered. Interesting,” he murmured next. So, don’t you know? Alan asked, even though he could see his slave’s confused expression on the screen of his laptop. Gema was beautiful. As always when they met to do a videoconference, she put on makeup for him and that was very satisfying, especially because she knew that she did not normally wear makeup at home. She did it for himself, not for her husband.


“No, Master,” Gema admitted. What was it that I should know? Where was he failing her?


“And what delightful reprisals will you take for having failed you?” whispered his little inner voice. Would you ask him to dedicate another video to him? Would it allow him to at the end of the recording? Would he have her show her soaked hand to the camera to attest to her excitement, as she had recently had to do in the Victoria’s Secret fitting room?


It had only been a few days since Alan had sent the two of them shopping in the center of Madrid, with precise instructions. He had ordered them to go by public transport to Sol. I had been very explicit about that, in terms of not using the car. From Sol he had ordered them to go up the


Calle de la Montera to the lingerie shop located on Calle de Fuencarral. Daniel and Gema had walked down the infamous Calle de la Montera holding hands tightly, perhaps afraid of losing each other, perhaps afraid of losing something more than that. Legend has it that King Sancho IV had lost his montera – a hat with a tassel – there and that angry because no one had warned him, he had had this fact engraved on a stone on the road. What could Daniel lose? And what could Gema lose?


Alan had previously told Gema to take a good look at the whores who swarmed the street, trying to attract customers. He had warned her that next time he would make her walk down that same street dressed like them, even more provocative than the most provocative of those prostitutes. He had told him to look carefully to describe to him later what he saw and how it made him feel.


“He will not dare to prostitute me in such a slum way!” Gemma had exclaimed to herself. But he had arrived at Victoria’s secret shop with his heart beating fast. She had given herself to a client of Gerardo’s to save her boss and had received rewards in return.


In a way, she had prostituted herself, but not in that way!


Alan had said two things to Daniel. The first had been the same thing he had said to Gema, but he had expressed it in very different words:


“Look at the whores and look at your wife,” he had told her. “Look at their fear. Analyze their desires. And examine their devotion. Soon I will have her walking like this among them. I will do it because I like and she will do it because it pleases me.”


But Daniel had not been able to follow the instructions of the conceited young man, for he had to deal with his own fears and perhaps desires as well.


“Look closely,” Alan had continued. “It won’t take long for you to stand in a corner, like them. You might even do it before Gem. I know you want it.”


And, indeed, Daniel had been able to verify that among the prostitutes there were also transvestites exercising the trade. They were few and tried not to expose themselves too much, even if it was against their objectives of hunting a client.


“He’s just fucking my mind,” Daniel had said to himself in a


An attempt not to succumb to panic. “After fucking your mouth,” Daniela had observed, “it’s the closest thing he can do.”


The journey of just over five hundred meters had been long for Daniel and Gema. Alan’s words had continued to resonate in their heads during the fifteen minutes of slow walking.


In the store, Gema had been clear about which garment should be tried on. Alan’s instructions had been precise, and it hadn’t taken long for the clerk to find the bodysuit or find his size.


“He’s already gone to the dressing room,” Daniel had dutifully announced to his wife’s lover.


“Do you like what I chose for her?” Alan had asked.


“It’s sexy,” Daniel had admitted. Or had it been Daniela? Then, not knowing why he had felt compelled to add something more, instead of answering him curtly, as the boastful young man deserved, he had remarked, “It’s like the bows on a gift package.”


“Yes, that’s right,” Alan had agreed. “And you wonder why, right?”


Daniel had refused to answer, but Alan had continued:


“Maybe it’s because I want to give your wife to someone. You may be planning to lend it to someone in exchange for a favor. Or would you prefer me to give it to someone else permanently?”


Again, Daniel had refused to answer the presumptuous young man. His wife was crazy about her bones and her flesh, but did he really think he could treat her as an object, as a mere commodity?


“What do you think would happen if I told your wife, my slave, that from now on it belongs to another master?” the young man had insisted in a boastful tone.


The image of the hateful Luis Alberto, the LuisA, Silvestre’s roommate, had immediately materialized in Daniel’s mind.


After Gema had given her little ass to her lover, he had transferred the property to his friend and roommate and Gema had accepted without question the change of ownership and had taken it to the last consequences. It had been LuisA who had deflowered her from behind and not only that he had done.


“And back then, Gema wasn’t half as submissive as she is now,” Daniel had thought, but he had continued to refuse to answer Alan’s question. Things could always get worse and his wife could always end up finding a dominant man worse.


“Yes, that,” Alan had commented, even though Daniel hadn’t told him


Answered. “Do you know what he’s going to do inside the fitting room? Can’t you imagine?” he had asked and had smiled wickedly, even though Daniel, through the phone call, had no chance of seeing him.


“You may soon find your wife’s video on one of those pages,” he had threatened. “You know what I want you to do.”


“You’ll be a bastard!” Daniel had finally exclaimed, under the young man’s intolerable pressure.


“You can’t even imagine it!” the young man had replied without flinching. “You’d like to see how it fits, right? Well, I’m afraid you’re going to have to wait to see it on the Internet, because I’m not going to let her put it on for you. But if you’re lucky and you’re good, I’ll let you see her with that the day I lend her or give it to someone.”


“You’re a hidebitch!” Daniel had insulted him, trying to contain himself.


More than anger, he felt that he was torn inside. Alan knew very well how to deepen that wound that was both painful and pleasurable.


“Maybe. In a way, it’s not a bad description of my mother,” Alan had calmly replied, remembering that his parents had done something horrible. “But, maybe, what you want is to try it yourself. Would you like me to tell you to ask the clerk for a bodysuit in your size? Mmm?


I bet you’d like to try it on in the fitting room, next to your spouse, without her knowing. Huh, Daniela? Would you also record a video for me, like her?


¿Mmm?»


“No!” Daniel had denied emphatically.


He had made it higher than intended and the clerk had looked at him.


“Of course you will end up doing it,” the young man had said with boastfulness. “Now I have to leave you. I have to talk to my dog. But enjoy the store and see if you like something… for you.”


Alone in the fitting room, because unfortunately the store does not allow companions, Gema had stripped naked and put on the piece of lingerie that her master had chosen in the Internet catalog for her.


The bodysuit was a series of crisscross straps of openwork strap in white and pastel pink, adorned with tiny floral applications. If it was called bodi, it was because, in this case, it left the body uncovered.


The half cup at the top did not cover her breasts completely, but only presented them as if it were a tray and left her areolas and nipples clearly visible.


At the height of the abdomen, the strips would come together at one point and then separate again as they traveled down her body. That point of union was adorned by a graceful pastel pink bow. The strips went around her navel and left it uncovered, which, being a bodi, Gemma did not like, as she considered that her navel had a strange shape. Apparently, they had tied it badly at birth.


The straps connected with a strap that ran around her waist.


From the back, the strip disappeared between her buttocks like a thong. She had always been proud of that part of her body, of her ass. At the front, the strip separated in two, forming a V, to connect upwards with the strip that ran horizontally along the waist. She left her pubis naked and even couldn’t fully cover her sex, leaving her clitoris peeking out mischievously.


At the back, another bow, this one white and larger than the front, invited the imagination to run wild. A birthday present, perhaps? What was Alan’s date of birth? One end of the bow was long and fell right between her buttocks, highlighting them even more and provoking the desire to undo the bow to open the gift.


“Do you like my gift?” Alan had asked.


The phone had rang as soon as Gemma had finished admiring herself in the mirror.


“I am the gift to you, Master,” she had replied in a low voice, ignorant of the conversation the young man had just had with her husband.


“It’s a pity I’m not here to get by.” Then Gemma had laughed mischievously.


“Daniela is looking for something for her,” Alan had replied, without going into Gema’s comment.


“I’m afraid he’s not ready for that yet,” Gema had objected.


“Well, you’ll have to do something about it, dog,” Alan had replied.


“You know I like you, but you must keep in mind that what interests me most is the two of you. You are not enough for me,” he had snapped. “You have to speed up with Daniela.”


Alan’s words were not new to Gema. The young man had already indicated it to her on several occasions: He had no shortage of girls and there was no shortage of young women and girls his age with submissive tendencies. He spent time with them because they were a unique couple that stimulated his imagination. She was interested in pushing both of them to their limits, not just her.


“I know. I’m sorry, Master,” Gema had admitted. “I’ll try. But my husband is stubborn and doesn’t make it easy for me.”


Every time Alan reminded her that he had young girls everywhere, it was as if she was being slapped. But if they were a singular couple, the young man was also a singular Master, tailor-made for them. How many dominant men could she find who were interested in both her husband and her? How many potential gorings don’t run away as soon as the husband appears?


Luis Alberto had looked over Daniel’s shoulder, so much so that they had gotten into a fight. “Yes, and you, in spite of that, went next with him, with Luis Alberto,” his little inner voice had intervened in his thoughts. “I did it to calm the spirits and that things would not go any further. I did it to defend Daniel,” Gema justified herself every time her conscience reminded her of that episode and accused him.


And Gerardo had ignored Daniel because he had hated him. Only at the end, shortly before he died, had the thing been half fixed, but they had also been on the verge of fighting. “And again you stayed with him,” his conscience had accused him. In fact, it had been that same night in which her two men had almost fought that she had signed the contract for the assignment of the image rights that Alan was now taking advantage of to pressure her without incurring legal risks.


“I understand, dog,” Alan had assured, apparently empathetically. But then he had added coldly: “With that bodi, you are indeed a gift. Don’t make me give you someone else.”


“He is the owner of the contract for the assignment of my image rights,” Gema had thought. “You can legally sell the contract to anyone else. And


then it would be someone else who could threaten to publish my photos with my face uncovered. Or, worse, he could blackmail me and end up exposing me anyway, once he has gotten everything from me or when he sees that he can’t get more. The idea was terrible, although Gema knew that, contract here, contract there, something like this would probably have little legal coverage. Still, it was a possibility I had to consider.


“I’m sorry,” he had apologized again.


“I know,” Alan had told her, without indicating whether he accepted her apology. “Between the two of us we will achieve it,” he had assured her to encourage her. « Between the three of us.


Lidia will also do her part,” he had thought. “Don’t worry,” she had


calm, showing this time true empathy. “And now, I want you to hang up and record a video for me. You know how.”


“Here?” Gemma had been scandalized and had looked around. The fitting room was small.


“Yes, of course. Where, if not? On the street, perhaps?” he had joked. But


Had it been a joke? “Here, little dog. I still don’t want you to be arrested for public scandal. I want you to. And when you do, show your hand to the camera so that it is unmistakably clear how much you enjoyed it.”


“No, please…” Gema had resisted, not because she didn’t feel like cumming thinking about HIM, but because she felt that as a good submissive she should put up at least a little resistance. In addition, she feared that the sounds would leak to the clerk. And it couldn’t take long either, because only one piece had been taken to the fitting room.


“Dog, I like it when you’re obedient. You’re going to do it there and now.


I want you to well cummed. You deserve it. None of those micro-orgasms you sometimes have! You’re going to do it knowing that I’ll upload this video to your channel, both because you’re unable to get Daniel to give way to Daniela, and because of your reluctance to do what I tell you to do at first. Got it?”


“Yes, Master,” Gema had confirmed with a red face.


“You’re going to be the whore of the Internet,” his little inner voice had mocked her. “Let’s see how you explain it to your parents. And Vicky. »


“I do it because I know Daniel likes it and because he will love this video,” she had defended herself.


“And dog: The fitting room has a mirror, right? Well, let your face be seen.”


“Please!” she had begged in vain.


“Don’t worry,” Alan had reassured her. Or had he ended up unsettling her? “You know that at the moment I obfuscate your face. That’s what my friend does, who’s an ace at video editing.”


His friend who must have known all his photos and recordings. Her friend, who knew how perverted she was. His friend… and his friends! Who else knew about the channel on the porn platform? They were not anonymous or unknown commenting with strange and unimaginative usernames. They were his friends.


The photos that Gerardo had taken and that Alan had begun to take


posting on a social network at least were artistically erotic. But the videos were grotesquely depraved.


“All right, Master,” she had finally agreed.


“Okay?” he had imitated her. “Just agree? Is that how you thank me for giving you an orgasm?” he had mocked. “Speaking of gifts, I’m going to make it easy for you so that you don’t take so long: You’re going to masturbate thinking that I’m going to give you someone and that this will be your pre-presentation video. When I offer you to… someone, you’ll wear exactly that bodi. I may end up giving you real gifts, I may just lend you. That will depend on you and Daniela.”


Then, as soon as he hung up, Alan had called Daniel.


“He’s jerking off thinking about me,” he had told her. “She knows that that piece of lingerie is for when I offer her to someone. She still doesn’t know who or in exchange for what, but if you sharpen your ears, you might hear her.”


Alan had hung up quickly, before Daniel could ask him if he was serious and who he had in mind and left him with his words and protests in his mouth.


Back along Calle de la Montera, Gema and Daniel had walked together, but without holding hands. They had retraced part of the way back home with red faces, knowing that the worst thing was not Alan, but themselves. The monster was not HIM, but the unspeakable desires that each one harbored. Alan did not create them, but only gave them the possibility of making them a reality. They were both ashamed of it and didn’t dare to look at each other’s faces.


Daniela, in fact, had followed Alan’s advice and had looked at the corsets, panties and stockings in the store, justifying to herself and the clerk that she was doing it for her wife. It may also be that Daniel wandered around the store only to hear his wife’s muffled moans, or it may be that he did so precisely to avoid hearing them or to distract the clerk so that she would not hear them. Highly confused, one idea tried to cover up the other. The struggle was a swing with no clear winner, but with a clear loser: himself. Whether Daniela’s pleasure in exploring lingerie prevailed, or Daniel was aroused by his wife’s perversion, or ashamed of her and himself, he was the loser.


As for Gema, he had certainly run thinking about Alan’s words. Giving away or lending, selling or renting could be synonymous.


Daniel, for his part, had had to take out his credit card to pay for his wife’s suggestive lingerie. That was the end of Alan’s gift: The gorer chooses (and enjoys), and the cuckold pays.


“Well done!” Alan congratulated her. Daniela is online. You should look at what he has posted.








CHAPTER XXXIX – IT’S WHAT YOU WANTED, ISN’T IT?





“You are getting closer and closer to becoming the corpse that you will be, and yet I still love you.” – Jean-Paul Sartre





Gema navigated through the adult dating platform to the section where her husband had posted his profile. The portal specialized in the subject of the fetish lifestyle, which must be understood in a broader sense than the strict definition of the term in Spanish. Those who swarmed these forums did not only have a sexual fixation on a specific part of the body or on a specific type of garment, although there were also those. Rather, it was a dating site that allowed people who shared the same perversions to connect, because for normal fantasies there was already Tinder.


Actually, the portal was rather depressing. Quasi-monosyllabic advertisements abounded, lacking in taste and lacking in imagination and stolen photos and fake profiles abounded. It was possible that to attract subscribers and give the impression that it was a busy site, some of the profiles were managed by bots, with a limited ability to even respond to chat. Gema couldn’t imagine how a program could impersonate a person, but she wasn’t too interested in it either.


Gerardo and she had once considered entering a social network like this to contact people of the same condition. The old man, in fact, had commissioned him to investigate which network was the most appropriate for them, and Gema had dutifully explored several. They had fantasized together about putting an ad saying something like:


“We are a mature couple. He is the boss and I am his devoted secretary, ready to give everything for the boss. We are looking for a submissive girl or woman who wants to enjoy with us.”


“Couple,” Gemma muttered and felt a tingling in her stomach. Daniel was her husband, but to a large extent she had felt like Gerardo’s partner, more than his secretary. She and Gerardo had come to fantasize about living together. It was something they talked about when Daniel was not present, such as when she was alone with Gerardo or when they made love in the master bedroom of their house, while Daniel was confined to the guest room. It was easier to imagine him when he went on vacation with him. Mexico and the two times to the Swiss Alps had been wonderful.


Gerardo, no doubt, had wanted to have her for himself exclusively and had done everything possible to steal her from Daniel.


And Gema, under the spell of her boss, had imagined herself to be his partner.


Gerardo had known how to bring up certain topics at the most opportune moments for his interests and that had not been the only one. He had known how to excite her first, and then propose a fantasy to develop, while continuing to excite her with his hands, with his cock or, better still, with his words. She had been able to control her orgasm and had allowed her to only when she felt that she had developed the subject to her satisfaction, or at least had moved in the right direction, compared to the previous time.


They had never published any advertisement, but the word


“couple” of the proposed text still resonated in Gema’s head. Announcing yourself as a couple, even if it was only on a social network of that nature, had important connotations. Perhaps that had been Gerardo’s objective, to create those links in his brain and perhaps that is why they had never hung the ad, because it had not been necessary to fulfill the real objective. It is also possible that Gerardo had taken advice from Gema and that he had decided that it was not worth creating a profile on such a depressing social network in every way.


The portal I had chosen for Daniel, after consulting with Alan, has an acceptable search engine, where it is possible to specify the type of person you are looking for and their sexual interests. The list of available perversions is endless and Gema stopped to take a look at it. It was not the first time he had done it. She was tempted to select those categories that made her blush the most and look for submissive women to see what they wrote, perhaps also to comfort herself that there are more people with the same fantasies. But he restrained himself. Nor, really, did I want to do those things.


They are only fantasies. In addition, I knew from experience that many profiles are fake, others are professional, and that the vast majority include disappointing, short, unimaginative, and misspelled descriptions.


Her thoughts returned to Gerardo, when she had first clicked on the profiles of other like-minded people. Of course, Gerardo’s initiative, that of publishing an ad as a couple to contact other people, had been before he casually met the young Lidia at a party themed around the twenties.


“Another one who deceived me,” Gema thought. They had not met the young woman by chance. Lidia was a whore and Gerardo had hired her. He had suspected it early, but he had preferred not to dig into the matter. It had been easy and, above all, more pleasant and practical to convince herself that it had all been a coincidence.


“Whore!” he muttered between his teeth. She had also deceived her. He did not reproach him for complying with Gerardo’s orders, or for doing so in exchange for money. She did not reproach him for trying to separate her from Daniel, for that was what the old man wanted to achieve. That and molding it to his liking: learning to love in his own order what he loved and learning to hate what he hated. He had loved Lydia, because he had wanted it so. And she had even slept with her decrepit father, the real old man, and had made love to him as Gerardo liked.


That unsuspected plasticity that Gerardo had brought out of her had fascinated her. I could still feel his hands molding it like wet clay. With his expert hands, Gerardo had created a curve here, eliminated an edge there… The experience of giving herself to him in this way had been overwhelming and even after her death, it was still so. No one could blame her because the old man had gotten her to think of him in terms of a partner.


What he couldn’t forgive Lidia was that she was trying to steal Daniel for real. He had sensed that the young woman had gone above and beyond the line of duty. She had become emotionally involved with Daniel. And he had reciprocated. The certification of his suspicions had come with the death of Gerardo and after cutting off his relationship with Lidia. Daniel, instead of rejoicing at the death of his rival (it sounds heartless, but he had never gotten along and it was logical that they did not), had protested that they stopped seeing Lidia. It seemed that her husband cared less about losing her at Gerard’s hands than about losing himself in the arms of the young harpy. It was even possible that Daniel had not minded that she had invested so much time in Gerardo, because he took the opportunity to invest it in Lidia.


Gemma felt a new attack of jealousy and tried to calm down. Was it unfair to be jealous in such a situation? No, she was the hot spouse and he was the cuckolded, voluntarily cuckolded husband. It was he who should feel jealousy and it was she who should give him ample reason to do so. It was he who had to be monogamous and it was she who could, even had to be polygamous.


« Polygamous you would have been, if you had not thought of Gerardo as you did of your


partner,” his conscience mocked her. “Polygamous would be if you had more than one lover, but you only had him.”


She had slept with more men while she had been with Gerardo, but it had always been at his suggestion or to please him, like the client she had recruited for him to save his company. The closest thing to an additional lover had been Mario, the office colleague, with whom she had had some dalliance, but even for that she had felt that she had to ask permission – from Gerardo, not from her husband. And Gerardo had granted it, but he had negotiated things in return. Maybe he allowed it because he knew that in any case that relationship would not prosper, neither sentimentally nor sexually. Mario was a very good-looking man, but at that point in life, Gema was looking for a different type of relationship and a different type of sex.


“I thought of you as my partner,” Gema admitted, hoping that Gerardo would listen to her, wherever he was, in heaven or, more likely, in hell. That’s where she would go, no doubt. “But I never thought of abandoning Daniel. Even when I thought I could go live with you, I thought that Daniel would be my secret lover and that I would cheat on you with him. »


“I’m Daniela,” Gema read. “My alter ego, Daniel, is married to a beautiful woman, whom he is unable to satisfy.”


Gema smiled and continued reading what her husband had written on her profile. That was doubly true. She was beautiful, so much so that even a very good-looking young man would get horny with her. And Daniel, in bed, had long since ceased to be able to satisfy her. They hadn’t had conventional penetrative sex in a long time (although she did penetrate him), but she didn’t even miss him. Alan’s energetic way of taking it turned her on more.


It was what had attracted him to the imbecile Luis Alberto and that was one of the reasons why he had allowed him to treat her in that way. The other reason had been that in this way he was taking revenge, on the one hand, on Silvestre, for having wanted to share her with another, instead of wanting her exclusively for himself and, on the other hand, on her husband as well, for that same reason and because she sensed that deep down both were working in a contempt way against her.


In any case, after having witnessed how she sucked Alan, she had definitely lost the desire to have penetrative sex with Daniel. He did not do it on purpose; it was something instinctive and inevitable.


“You’re being unfair to Daniel,” his little inner voice lashed out. « He will give you


satisfies in its own way. He is allowing you all of this. He is supporting you in all of this. He has even taken this step. What more can you ask for? »


“He prefers to pursue his own fantasies, as he always has,” Gema argued, “than to be a man, a husband, and protect me from a predator like Alan.” I was being unfair and I knew it. But his reasoning was not entirely devoid of truth. Even if it was a small truth, it was there and that made the argument more powerful.


Continue reading the announcement:


“She now has a young lover and they both think I should explore my feminine side and have been tasked with finding a well-endowed lover.”


“Well endowed?” sneered Gema. “Honey, you haven’t understood anything.


You keep thinking like a man. Virility is not in proportion to the penis. It’s the energy you deploy that matters. “Old Gerard had had a cock smaller than her husband’s, but she still remembered him a hundred times more virile than Daniel. Of course, I hadn’t missed a bigger cock with him. “What Alan and I want for you is a man who makes you cry and enjoy like a child, someone who humiliates you, transforms you and converts you.” What they both wanted for him was someone who would keep him docile and entertained, so that they would have time to deepen their relationship. “I’m going to be yours, entirely,” she said and felt a tingling all over her body, not just in sex. “That’s what I want,” he determined and made a mental note to make him correct that part of the ad, because he didn’t want him to be able to scare away possible suitors more suitable for the task, penis size aside.


“I’m a novice at this. But I have seen many times what my wife does to her lovers, and I want to live the same as her.”


Gema changed her face when she read those lines and smiled sweetly and sadly at the same time. “You will live it,” he proposed. “And when you are ready – and when I am – we will live them together.” I didn’t want to share Alan with anyone. She knew that she wasn’t the only woman Alan was having sex with and that made her sick with jealousy. But if there was one person with whom she could imagine sharing the young man without dying of jealousy, it was her husband. The only woman who could accept her Master by her side was Daniela. That–


Daniela – was also a plus that she could contribute and that gave her a competitive advantage over her rivals.


“My alter ego still thinks he’s not gay and he may be right.”


“Gay?” Gemma mused, and felt a twinge in her stomach. No


she wanted a homosexual husband, not even bisexual. She felt that it was a failure for her if Daniel finally turned out to come out of the closet to cross the street to the other sidewalk. She was aware that it was a contradictory feeling for the plans she and Alan had for him.


“I want you to suffer and enjoy humiliation, not with dicks,” he resolved. I wanted Daniel to hate and love the experience at the same time.


“That way you will know what I felt with Luis Alberto, who hated him, but wanted him just the same. And then you’ll know what it’s like that I want you to let me go the long way to the end with Alan, while I reproach you for letting me and not protecting me. »


It hadn’t been much different with Gerardo. She had put all her efforts into deepening her relationship with the old man, and Daniel had objected, but only timidly. “If you had really opposed it, as real men do, we would not be in this situation.” What awaited her with Alan frightened her as well as excited her deeply.


“If in the end, when you put a cock in your mouth or open your buttocks and beg to be put in your ass, I don’t see that you blush with shame, I divorce you,” he joked. She was sure that her husband was not gay. However, he felt a pang in his stomach again and his conviction weakened. He had never joked about getting divorced before. Why had he done it now? Was it possible that Daniel was finally homosexual? In such a case, their entire marriage would have been nothing more than a farce and all that hot spouse lifestyle he had pushed her towards would have been nothing more than a ruse to get close to his lovers’ cocks.


“What I do know is that I, Daniela, am docile and submissive. I need a man who will treat me ruthlessly like a sex object,” Gema finished reading.


“This has to be changed,” he thought, because it didn’t sound good to him. Was this how she thought Gerardo had treated her or how Alan was treating her?


Did she think the same of her Sylvester, the man he had chosen for her? « … to educate me to be the perfect sissy for him and his friends,” Gema corrected the end of the sentence in her mind. I would talk about it with Daniela so that she could modify it. Tano with him as with herself, it was the process, more than the final result, that put her on. “I’d better talk about it with Daniel,” he mocked.


“I want to see how you blush.” However, despite the mockery, he could not even smile. The end result, in both cases, his as well as his own, horrified him when he managed to think clearly.


“Daniel!” he shouted. Daniel! “What the devil is this?” he exclaimed to himself. He turned pale, but quickly the blood returned to his face and did so in abundance. Beside himself, he shouted again: “Daniel! Get on now!


“Tell me,” Daniel replied undaunted. Deep down, he was happy with his wife’s angry reaction and had anticipated it. In fact, he would have been disappointed, if she hadn’t reacted that way. It was his little revenge.


“What is this?”


“The photos you wanted me to upload to humiliate me,” he said, undaunted.


“I didn’t ask you for those photos,” Gema said. His heart was pounding, and he was having a hard time controlling himself. Where did you get them? Who did them for you? Daniel was unrecognizable in them, but she recognized him all the same. Who? He spat out the question, fearing the worst.


“You don’t care about that,” Daniel replied, trying to appear calm. His heart was beating fast too.


Gemma narrowed her eyes, but in spite of them, sparks flew from her pupils.


“Who?” he repeated.


“You don’t care,” Daniel reiterated. I have posted the ad. I have uploaded photos. I will do what you and your beloved Alan want. That’s what matters,” he defended himself. To think that he was doing it because he was asked to, whether it was only partially true or a lie at all, made him deepen that feeling that he was being treated with spite and that he was hurting, deeply hurt by it.


“Daniel Marañón Llamazares,” Gema warned, raising his index finger threateningly. She always called him by his full name when she reproached him for something serious. We don’t have that kind of relationship! You yourself wish we didn’t have it,” he reminded her. It sounded like an apology. You owe me obedience.


I’m the one in charge,” she insisted.


A dictator who must remind his subjects that he treasures power, has long since lost it.


“That is true,” Daniel conceded, however. But look whose ad it is,” he said. He encouraged her with a nod to reread the page


—. See who uploaded the photos. See whose photos they are. He let a few seconds pass before revealing the obvious: “Daniela has done it.


She is not your husband and does not owe you obedience. You can do whatever you want. Isn’t that what you wanted? Didn’t you wish I would stop being Daniel and become Daniela, just to give you a free hand with Alan? Well, that’s it. He shrugged his shoulders as if he didn’t care about anything anymore.


“Who?” Gema repeated again, muttering menacingly under her breath. Her feminine instinct screamed at her that it had not been Alan or any of his henchmen who had taken the photos of her. Neither had any other man made them; Daniel or Daniela was not yet ready for that phase. His instinct screamed at him that it had been a woman who had helped him. And, in such a case, it could only be a question of…


Daniel shrugged his shoulders again. He was enjoying his wife’s desperation. At least it showed that he still cared.


“Have you done them?” Gemma murmured more friendly. They were not selfies, but Daniel had been able to use the timer on his mobile phone.


He did not recognize the room; The white background wall Gotelé didn’t give many clues, but they were enough to know that I hadn’t made them at home. He clung to the thread of hope. Daniel had set it all up to make him jealous. Perhaps he deserved that punishment.


“No, I didn’t do them myself. And I didn’t wear makeup either,” Daniel said and cut the thread of hope from which Gema was hanging.


Daniel’s words were a blow to her and she fell into the void.


His vision blurred and he heard a deafening buzzing sound in his head.


“I haven’t cheated on you,” Daniel assured him, “if that’s what you’re worried about.” He put his hand to his crotch demonstratively and said


—: This is still in place. I have not cheated on you, I will never cheat on you.


Daniel could take it off, if he wanted to. He didn’t have the key, but he could easily force the chastity device. If he didn’t, it was because he considered it an important symbol of his relationship with his wife. Somehow, he kept holding on to that kind of relationship. Because, if he escaped the device of chastity, did it not mean that he, as a betrayed man, must take revenge for all the infidelities he had tolerated? But he had not tolerated them, he had encouraged them. Even the relationship with Gerardo had fostered her, albeit reluctantly.


“But what I do like Daniela, it’s up to me,” he said.


Lidia had made love to him, just as the young woman had promised. He had done it to Daniela. They hadn’t had penetrative sex. Two women can’t have it and don’t need to have it that way for it to be wonderful. Herself


they had kissed. They had caressed each other. They had understood each other. They had penetrated each other non-physically. Wasn’t that what making love consisted of?


“Give Alan memories,” Daniel said, hurt. Daniela is ready to do what she asks, he assured her, as well as to run her own adventures.


He turned and disappeared through the door, with a half-smile and leaving his wife coldly in a sea of tears.


He paused for a moment and, without turning around, turned his head and looked over his shoulder at her to say:


“Now I’m no longer a nuisance to you and your Alan. It’s what you wanted,


No?








CHAPTER XXXX – IT’S GOING TO DESTROY US





“My love, you are not ‘a thing in my life,’ not even the most important thing, because my life no longer belongs to me, because my life is you.” – Jean-Paul Sartre





The following days were tense between Gema and Daniel. Daniel had relented, but that had not eased the tension between them, but had increased it.


Daniel still felt left aside by his spouse and Gema was corroded by jealousy. Who had taken those photos of Daniel? Who had helped him prepare? There were a thousand possibilities, but, among them, there was one that was the most likely and also the most painful.


Gema preferred not to inquire into the subject. In part, he didn’t do so because he knew that certifying the truth would be even more painful. It was what he always did when he suspected something: not to investigate and to continue playing.


She had done the same when, in her initiation as a hot spouse, the perfect man, Sylvester, had appeared out of nowhere. At first, he had genuinely – and somewhat ingeniously – believed that the meeting had been the result of chance and the attraction she had exerted on him in the discotheque, although with the passage of time he had begun to suspect that Daniel had acted first as a celestine and then as a scriptwriter.


And she had acted in a similar way again when Gerardo introduced the young Lidia into their lives – again through a chance meeting. He had suspected early on that the girl was motivated by money, but he had pushed those thoughts out of his mind so as not to antagonize the boss, so as not to break the game, and because he knew that Daniel was turned on to imagine her and see her with a girl. Fucking him with a prostitute was tolerable only as long as he only suspected that she was a whore and as long as he did not know for sure.


In part, she did not delve into the subject of the photos with Daniel because she knew that she had no right to do so. By the rules of the game, she had it: Daniel was the submissive cuckold and she was the dominant hot spouse. He didn’t need to explain himself to anyone and, in return, he could – even had to! – impose humiliating things on him. But, despite her uncompromising behavior with him on that subject that was so important to Alan and despite her insane effervescence for the young man, her conscience was stirred.


“You’re being cruel to him,” his conscience often murmured. « Is it


Can she ask a husband for anything more humiliating than that? If you really loved him, you wouldn’t do that to him. »


“Damn you, Daniel! You want this! “, she defended herself then.


Didn’t Daniel usually ask him to push him to his limits? Was he not begging her to act more domineering with him? “Well, I’m doing it! And so does Alan! You have no right to complain. “They were lucky that Alan was interested in that kind of humiliation, when the most common thing is that gorings are only interested in women.


“This is going to end badly,” the voice of his conscience insisted. Or perhaps it was that of his wisdom, if he still had any.


“It’s possible,” she would admit then, but she avoided using the other word that began with “pe” and was more appropriate: It was probable.


Still, she wasn’t willing to give up what the young man offered her, even though the price to pay was potentially high. She knew that as an old woman she would regret more what she had stopped doing when she still could than what she had done when she had had the chance. And time was not on his side. It never runs in favor of a woman. Although her breasts were firm again thanks to the operation that Gerardo had paid for her and despite the fact that her muscle tone had improved and her figure had been somewhat stylized thanks to the training that Alan had prescribed, she felt each day that passed and how she was aging. The exercise with the barbell in the gym that the young man had indicated to her was hard and was paying off, but the time would come when she would no longer be physically attractive. It is something inevitable; Life does not end because of that, but what does end is the possibility of living certain adventures and nourishing oneself with their memories in old age.


“I want this,” he claimed to himself. “And Daniel wants it too,” he justified.


The only way for her to renounce Alan, his perversions and demands, was for Daniel to stop playing the cuckolded, submissive, humiliated and beaten husband once and for all.


Sometimes I wished he would.


Sometimes, when the young man’s demands and expectations of him threatened to exceed her, she wished that her husband would properly act as a spouse and firmly oppose it. His lukewarm complaints and feigned hesitant resistance were of no avail.


She needed her husband to look the young man in the eye and to put his batteries and mark the limits. Or even punch him, if it was


precise.


And he needed him to put her on his knees, lift her fault and whip her ass until it was very red and get her to stop that hot spouse nonsense that, in any case, had already exceeded that limit and had run amok in another direction.


But Daniel didn’t.


“And why should you do it?” his little inner voice used to ask him when he harbored these thoughts. “What’s the point, if when he does, you kiss Luis Alberto and go with him or you go with Gerardo and sign with him, before his friend the notary, a contract in which you give him even more power over you?”


But it was Daniel’s fault, for not opposing it vigorously enough.


Or it is her fault, for not having a remedy. Or it may be the fault of both, because neither one nor the other has a remedy. In any case, after seeing Daniel suck Alan and after reading the ad and having seen his photos, she could no longer imagine her husband vigorously confronting anyone, much less Alan.


“Faggot,” she murmured, even though she knew she was being unfair.


Sighed. She could only be more unfair to him if she tried to find out who had helped her with the photos. In any case, everything indicated a single person. “But maybe I’m wrong,” he tried to convince himself, without much success. It was better to let it go. Besides, if it was a woman, if it was her, wasn’t that better than having to admit that her husband was a real queer? Wouldn’t it end up being counterproductive to cut off that relationship?


Was it worse to die of jealousy than to be able to console himself with the fact that it was only a temporary perversion and that, deep down, he only liked women?


“I don’t know how you put up with it,” she murmured, partly admiring, partly bewildered. Or is it that deep down you don’t love me anymore? Have you ever loved me? he wondered. Daniel liked to know that she was in the hands of a man, but she couldn’t bear the thought of him hugging another woman.


Either he was different from her (and most people), or he was stronger, or he didn’t love her and so he didn’t feel jealous. “What am I to you? Your favorite porn actress? Or am I the excuse for you to suck cocks? “, he tortured himself. “Do you love me? Did you ever love me? When did you stop doing it? »


Jealousy gnawed at her, but that was a good sign: Even though it might seem like she didn’t, even though it might seem that way to herself at times, she still loved him!


“Even with a cock in your mouth I do it,” he thought. The image was not disgusting to him, only disappointing, even though at the same time he had been aroused by seeing how he gave Alan a blowjob. She had wanted to see him, but she had hoped that her husband would behave like a real man and that he would not. At the same time, she fantasized about him kneeling next to her to Alan to suck her and thus adore him between the two of them. If there were no more contradictions, it is because they did not fit.


“You don’t want to be sure who helped him with the photos,” his little inner voice chimed in, “because you know that Daniel will be more entertained that way and that way you’ll have more time to do everything you want to do with Alan. Or, rather, to let you do everything he wants to do to you. »


That was not the voice of his conscience. It was another little voice. It was what drove her to indulge in perversion before she ran out of time to do so. And it was the same one who, after suggesting and insinuating her, then criticized her only to annoy her.


“It’s true,” continued his evil little voice. “You know that all that suits you: Daniela the faggot. Daniel the infidel. The important thing is that you will have more time to be with Alan and that he will have less time to censor and repress you. And if he doesn’t love you anymore, all the better. All the more reason for you to give yourself Alan. Although we both know that you have no future with him, what matters is the timing. »


Fortunately, Alan was in a splendid mood with her and they spent a lot of time talking and sexting. Gemma missed him very much. She wanted to feel him between her legs again, to moan as he penetrated her, to feel his powerful biceps as he rammed her… Seeing him on screen is not the same as feeling his flesh. In return, distance frees the imagination and spurs fantasy. They talked a lot about what I was, what I would be and what I could become. You could tell that Alan was happy because she had managed to push her husband to take the step.


“Have you tried on the bodysuit I bought you yet?” Alan asked.


“I don’t know if he did,” Gema replied. What I do know is that he has taken it from where he had hidden it. He smiled as a complicity.


“Had you hidden it a lot?” Alan asked.


Gemma shrugged, smiled again, and answered:


“Half, half.


She had hidden the piece of lingerie she had bought with Daniel at the Victoria’s Secret store. Instead of leaving her with the rest of the lingerie, she had put it in one of the drawers under the bed. Both Alan and she had counted on Daniel (or would it be Daniela?) want to touch it, probably even try it on. But they hadn’t wanted to make it too easy for him. Alan wanted Daniel to show himself that he was willing to make an effort to please Daniela.


“Good dog,” Alan congratulated Gema.


Unconsciously, Gema shook her body like a happy puppy and Alan made a mental note of it. Gema was sitting on the bed on her heels, completely naked and her tits swayed from side to side, but what caught the young man’s attention the most was the movement of her hips.


“I should train her to move like this, every time I compliment her like that,” Alan told himself. It didn’t seem like a difficult task. In fact, Gema had become accustomed to being called a “dog” and, far from seeming denigrating to her, she seemed to be happy every time she did so. “What else do dogs do?” he wondered, and his mind immediately suggested diabolical possibilities. He smiled satisfied; The couple offered him endless possibilities.


“Put it on for me, will you?”


“Of course!


Gema got out of bed and opened one of the four drawers under the box spring. She pulled the precious bodysuit out of it. It was imperfectly bent, unlike how she had left it. As much as Daniel thought he had a Daniela inside him, at the end of the day, he was still a man with no eye for such details.


Gemma stood in front of the bed and turned the laptop one hundred and eighty degrees towards her. He adjusted the screen, and with it the built-in webcam, to the new angle and took a step back so that Alan could see it well.


“Are you recording this, Amo?” He asked, even though he already knew the answer.


“You know I always record all our sessions,” the young man replied.


—What will you do with those recordings? Gemma inquired uselessly.


“Whatever I wish, slave. Whatever I wish.


Gemma thought that the young man was at least sincere.


Daniel had warned her to be careful and had assured her that it was possible to record absolutely everything, even a phone call.


WhatsApp video calls are not exempt from being recorded either; Even if the app itself doesn’t provide the means for it, there are programs that can be installed that record all the audio and the entire screen of the phone. It was enough for Alan to install one of these programs on his mobile to be able to do it; he didn’t even have to spy on his. And, of course, as Commissioner Villarejo has so masterfully demonstrated, in-person meetings can also be recorded. Unless they just had sex in his house, so that there could be no hidden camera, and forced him to leave his cell phone outside the bedroom, there was no way to ensure that he could not record anything compromising or intimate. That applied to Alan and any other lovers he might have.


Gema liked to think that she didn’t take a bigger risk by allowing him to record her sexting sessions and conversations. Daniel, however, was not convinced by the argument, even though it was not without logic.


“It can destroy us,” Daniel objected.


“He’s going to destroy us,” Gema alleged. They were already broken and what they needed was someone to rebuild them. Alan had an interest in doing so.


“We’ll be better off when the two of us kiss his feet together and be his whores,” Gema told Daniel, half jokingly, half seriously. It was unsettling to think that her husband would stoop to that level. But, on the other hand, it was a vision that invited hope: It was a way of reuniting their sexualities, which had diverged over time, and it was a way of reconciling the desires of both.


“That’s how I see us,” Alan had told them. He had sent them a photo and shared it with both of them.


In the image, a man was seen in cowboy pants and with bare feet. In the cuff of his left hand, he held two straps.


A strap ended in the necklace of a naked woman. He was on all fours, with his head bowed, licking the man’s foot. Her face was barely visible, but you could sense her ecstatic expression and her completely devout gaze.


The other strap ended in a man’s necklace. He was also naked and on all fours and he also had his lips on one of the man’s feet, although, in his case, the perspective of the photo did not allow his facial expression to be seen.


In the other hand, the man in the jeans held a thick leather belt. Between the buttocks of the submissive couple’s asses there were two plugs


annals.


The man—if one can call someone who agrees to lower himself in this way—also wore a chastity device, the luster of which he tried to rival that of the anal plug.


The following detail may have been added later with Photoshop or it may have been a real amateur threesome and that the man had actually worn the belt over his ass prior to the photo: Both buttocks looked sweetly red.


“Would you like this, love?” Gema had asked in the group chat, assuming that she did like it.


“Of course, I’d add a garter to Daniel’s thigh,” Alan had scoffed, before Daniel could press the button to send his monosyllabic answer.


Alan had accompanied his comment with mocking emoticons and Gemma had quickly responded with analogous emoticons.


“Leave me alone!” Daniel had finally replied, irritated by the young man’s mockery.


Despite this, it had not been a bad night for Daniel: Gema had gotten out of bed – she always went to bed before him – and had gone down to the living room to hug and kiss him.


“I think a rubber band on your leg would fit you very well,” he had told her and had continued with the cuddles. “We have one.” Then he had guided Daniel’s hand to his thigh, where he was wearing the garter.


She had pressed against him. The red satin fabric of her mischievousness at night was so fine that it was almost non-existent. She had climbed on top of him and searched with her pelvis for his caged crotch. In their love relationships they were going through ups and downs, with, unfortunately, more low times than highs. It could have been due to an identity crisis of both, a crisis in their forties or one due to their peculiar sexual lifestyle. Or perhaps it was due to the prolonged lack of penetrative sex and the absence of the corresponding exchange of love hormones. It seemed to Daniel that Gemma was rarely loving to him anymore, that she almost never showed that she still wanted him. However, if that was true, he was as guilty as she was, for he did not take the initiative as he could have done.


“Vicky can see us,” Daniel had protested, still feeling the garter on his wife’s leg. He had done it more to say something, for he had


speechless, than because it really worried him. In any case, he knew that it was his wife who was most worried that her daughter would catch them in some way.


“I know. I don’t care,” Gema had replied and continued rubbing against his crotch. “I’m. Touch and see.”


And Daniel had obeyed her. He had slipped his hand between their bodies until he reached their unprotected sex, where he had found his wife’s vagina completely soaked.


Gemma had become accustomed to sleeping without panties, while he had adapted to wearing the chastity device. His wife’s easily accessible sex tempted him, while reminding him of the fear he had of failing with a new premature ejaculation. The chastity device kept him aroused and kept him from making a fool of himself in front of her. All the lovers he had had had known how to fuck her better than him, even the old man.


It was what could be expected from the manly Silvestre, the virile Luis Alberto and the young Alan. But he felt ashamed because even old Gerardo had done better than him. Her friend the notary had also fucked her better.


Even the john customer in Barcelona had done it! Or so Gema assured him, every time he dared to ask. Strangely, hearing his reconfirmation hurt him as much as it turned him on.


“Is it because you got with the photo?” Daniel had asked her. “Is it because it turns you on that he laughs at me?” he had really thought, though he had avoided verbalizing it like that.


“Of course,” Gema had said, and she had rubbed her sex against her crotch, hard as the polycarbonate of her stock.


“You want me to do that to us,” Daniel had confirmed.


“Of course,” Gema had said laconically, more concerned with intensifying the friction than with listening to him and answering him.


It was fascinating to see his wife like that because of that. It made her to humiliate herself in front of her lover and even more excited her that her lover humiliated him.


“You came down because he told you to,” Daniel had concluded in a moment of apparent lucidity. Otherwise, there was no explanation for his wife’s sudden interest in him, nor that he did not care that Vicky might wake up and go down to the kitchen to get a glass of water.


“Don’t be silly,” she had whispered, more worried about her orgasm than about the ghosts that haunted Daniel. “Touch my tits,” he had asked her. “Take them!”


And Daniel had obeyed. He liked his wife’s tits. She liked what Gerardo had ordered from the plastic surgeon for her, without counting on him and without counting on her, as she claimed.


“The tits of his ex, of his ‘ex-boss’,” Daniel had thought as he rubbed them through the almost non-existent fabric of mischief. “His nipples are very erect,” he had noticed. “She’s very excited.” The breast augmentation operation of her former boss, of her previous master, had had the side effect of making her nipples harder more easily and enlarged more than before. Or so it seemed to him. He could not complain about this effect, or even the aesthetic result of the operation.


But it is another thing that he never admitted that he liked it. After not having counted on him for that decision, that would have been too low.


“Does your master want me to touch them?” he had asked excitedly. Her little caged bird couldn’t stretch its wings, but that didn’t mean it didn’t flail.


“And she wants you to pinch my nipples,” Gema thought, but she didn’t say it.


It wasn’t true that Alan wanted that, but that she wanted it. She didn’t necessarily want her husband to do it, but there was no one else who could. After breast augmentation, the pain of pinching her nipples aroused her and helped her reach orgasm. But I wasn’t going to ask Daniel for that, because submissive cuckolded husbands aren’t supposed to pinch their wives’ nipples, but admire how lovers do it, even if they do it with impunity and cross the border of pleasure and enter the region of pain, after which sublime pleasure reappears.


“Yes! And he wants you to put on the garter,” Gema had replied.


That had been before Daniel posted the announcement, and Daniel was aware that the league, of course, was nothing more than a metaphor for his submission, not as a man, but as sissy to Alan. The garter symbolized stealing his manhood, the little he had left.


“Do it, please, do it,” his wife had continued to exclaim.


His attitude, his completely wet sex, even his words had excited him to such an extent that his caged threatened to break his prison as Samson had broken the columns of the temple to which he had been chained. But suddenly, the excitement had exploded


like a soap bubble and it had vanished.


“He is still thinking only of him,” Daniel had noticed. He felt betrayed like Samson by Delilah.


Gemma had continued to ride him, had continued to moan, and had gone on with her words, encouraging him to do so. Finally, he had cummed on him. Then she had kissed him tenderly on the lips and said, “I love you.” Then he had gone back to the bedroom and left him alone in the living room.


It hadn’t been a bad night for Daniel. At least, it hadn’t started badly. But he no longer remembered when it had stopped turning him on and when he had begun to feel violated – and if not raped, then used.


The fault, of course, had been his. He could have continued to get excited about his wife, even if she thought of someone else – or, precisely, because she did. He could have decided to put on the garter, right there in the living room, despite the risk of being caught by Vicky, and he could have taken the significant step earlier, more casually, without giving it so many damaging turns in his head. Or he could have ripped off the chastity device and fucked his wife, right there on the couch, not caring that she begged him not to do it because Alan didn’t want to and without worrying about ejaculating prematurely. But I hadn’t done any of that.


“Put on your tail, dog.” The white one will suit you,” Alan ordered, groping himself shamelessly, to Gema’s delight, in front of the camera on his cock.


Gema looked at his cock, fascinated. It was a good cock and Alan was a good lover, not only in bed, not only through the computer, but he was someone who had not let her down so far. He had so much power over her and had pushed her and kept pushing her to new limits, but he hadn’t betrayed her.


“I need to feel her,” he said to himself, admiring his cock. Age had not made her frigid, but on the contrary, she was permanently excited. The young man was to blame for this, stimulating his fantasy and controlling his orgasms. Gemma was fully aware of this, but far from being angry at his manipulations, she admired his skill. Alan was more mature than his age suggested. “And you’re immature,” her little voice told her. “Yes, I am,” Gema admitted and chuckled, still absorbed by the movement of Alan’s hand slowly running up and down and down his long, thick cock. She felt young next to her. “And older,” her little voice pointed to her, reminding her that she was always worried about not


to be fit enough for Alan, unlike what had happened to him with old Gerardo, with whom he had even gained a few pounds (and even more so during the depression he had suffered after his death).


“Dog.” The tail,” Alan reminded him. He liked that the woman stared at his cock in an absorbed way, but there were more things to do. He did not like to stitch without thread and as the thing with Daniela had been delayed more than expected (perhaps he had been too optimistic at the beginning), his plans with Vicky and her mother had also been delayed.


“Excuse me, Master.


Gema disappeared into the dressing room and rummaged through the secret compartment until she found the plug-tail. He soon returned to the bedroom and introduced himself again in front of the laptop camera.


“You forgot about your heels,” Alan reproached him, even though he hadn’t given him any instructions about it. In any case, the woman knew very well that she was very fond of wearing high heels. They added a touch of sophistication and slimmed her body. I think the whites will do very well,” he recommended.


Gema went back to the dressing room to get the white heels and came back with them heeling.


“Much better,” praised Alan. He whistled appreciatively. Naked, only with her heels, the woman was impressive. He was not in spite of his maturity, but because of it. “And to think that she has complexes with her body and because of her age,” Alan wondered. But it was good for him that he had them; that was always a lever that I could pull.


“You forgot your garter,” he said, even though he hadn’t said anything about it again.


“Excuse me, Master,” Gema apologized, though she knew it wasn’t her fault.


Again, he disappeared into the dressing room and this time he did it with his heels.


Alan admired how the heels lifted the woman’s already tight ass and how they made her breasts sway suggestively.


That was the reason he had sent her for the league.


Gema returned with the garter on her left thigh.


“Actually, he doesn’t need the bodi,” thought Alan. “He doesn’t need more lingerie.” He looked her up and down and looked at her carefully.


Gemma had a beautiful face, with the due wrinkles of maturity, which, fortunately, she had not yet decided to hide, except with


makeup, and which it should not do, just as good old wine should not hide its character. In any case, the upper lip was perhaps a little thin for her taste, but that did not detract from any of her beauty. “And even with those lips, kiss and suck it very well,” he said to himself, reminding himself that on contact they were fleshier than they seemed.


His hair fell to his shoulders. Alan liked it that way, although he planned to modify it, if only to leave his mark. When the time came, I would ask her to lighten her hair and give herself a light orange dye. In addition, he would ask her to cut her hair and style her hair in a young style that she had in mind. It would not fit him better than he did now, but he would wear it as he would order. Above all, for Daniel it would be a significant act.


The tits were perfect, courtesy of her uncle. That was the imprint he had left on her body. The one he had left in his psyche was less visible, but deeper. “Although I, already put, would have made them bigger, more bimbo type,” he muttered. Bigger breasts wouldn’t have looked better – I was aware of that – but, again, what it was about was leaving the mark very visible and in this case, not only for the husband, but for everyone who knew her. “I’m a slut with big tits because my lover, not my husband, likes me that way,” she murmured in her mind. Of course, there was still time to fix that. “No, I’m not going to destroy my uncle’s work,” he corrected himself. “I’ll find another way. I’ll come up with something. »


The woman was very tall. She wasn’t tall, which she didn’t like in a woman, but she wasn’t short either. In heels she was as tall as Daniel, though shorter than him. “Perfect,” he said.


As for the belly, the woman had managed to reduce it thanks to the exercise she had prescribed. Her arms and thighs were also smoother. You could tell that he was making an effort. “Very good. I love it. A mature girl who is a mother, but who is very good looking and tasting better,” he concluded.


The legs were straight and the thighs were neither too thick nor wired. As for type, he beat his daughter. Vicky, on the other hand, was very beautiful in face; she was prettier than her mother, probably even in her youth. She had been attracted to her from the first moment.


“Let’s go for the pussy,” Alan thought and fixed his gaze on the woman’s sex. He had it completely shaved and there he also had a task


pending with her. Although he liked it that way, there was also the possibility of leaving his mark. He would modify his intimate hairstyle, just as he planned to do with the hair on his head. He would have to think of something that would continually remind Daniel who was in charge of the relationship. The easiest thing to do was to leave it natural: The hairs would make it difficult for Daniel to cunnilingus and he could cum in his abundant pubic hair and leave his temporary mark there for the husband. But Alan didn’t like the jungles. Besides, unlike his uncle, who had rejected such a delicacy, he also liked to eat her pussy. “Maybe he’ll shave it from the bottom and leave it at the top in the shape of an ‘A’ or heart?” mused Alan.


As for the vaginal lips, they were not visible on the screen because of the resolution of the camera. “I’ll have to order them to buy a 4K camera,” he proposed. But he remembered them well. The woman had nice vaginal lips. He liked the inner lips to protrude a little above the inner lips. It seemed to him that it was a most suggestive aspect.


Fortunately, Vicky had inherited it from her. “Like father, like father.


Like pussy, like pussy,” he recited. She didn’t like pussies with hardly any vaginal lips and didn’t understand why some women were embarrassed when they had them. Apparently, some even had a labiaplasty to reduce them, which showed a very childish appearance. “Stupid. If I had to choose between lips that were too big and lips that were small, I would prefer the big ones, without a doubt. Even Gemma’s could be bigger. »


When she came out of her reverie, she realized that Gemma had blushed. Apparently, he had been studying it longer than he had thought. Even so, Gemma had waited patiently without moving.


“Good little dog,” he praised her. He made a mental note that Gemma did not shake her body like the previous time. “Yes, I have to train her to do it every time I congratulate her in this way,” she proposed. Put on your bodysuit,” he ordered.


Gemma hesitated for a moment, remembering the day she’d first put it on in the Victoria’s Secret fitting room.


“You’re not going to post this video too, are you, Master?”


Alan had made good on his threat and had posted the recording on his channel on the porn platform. It had been the punishment for Daniela’s delays. The publication had garnered a string of profane comments.


“How many people watching me,” thought Gema. Just as she had promised, Alan had obfuscated her face, so no one would recognize her. Still, they saw it.


—It was a success, don’t you think? Alan answered. I wonder if for the next video I should set a goal for the number of comments received or views,” he reflected aloud. But don’t worry, it won’t be this recording. It’s your bedroom and there are things someone might recognize. He paused deliberately, then continued, “I know the time will come when you won’t care anymore. We are not going to keep this a secret forever. It’s not my goal to be your bandit lover. When the time comes, you will introduce me to your parents and your daughter and everything will be normal.


Gemma tensed when she heard his prediction. Would it go that far? Would she take him with her to a family event and introduce him to Vicky and her parents as her lover or her other man? Would they exchange cuddles and kisses in front of their relatives and in the presence of Daniel?


She had done it with Gerardo, in a way, but it had been his family and not hers… She had attended her birthday parties as her partner, even though she was married and without hiding that she was. But in front of his own family… At the first birthday party she had met Alan, Gerardo’s nephew, although she had not paid attention to him at the time.


Alan, back then, was too young for her. Perhaps it still was. And he had changed physically; now he was stronger and had grown a beard. In any case, she had only had eyes for Gerardo, although her family, and surely Alan too, had not been able to understand it and had believed that she was only with him for his money. After his death, he had had problems with his family because of the small inheritance he had left him.


“Who do you think will understand it first?” Alan asked. Vicky or your parents? Who would you tell first? He insisted.


Gemma began to put on her bodysuit to avoid answering. It was impossible for anyone to understand it, someone other than Daniel, someone more than Alan and Daniel. “Someone else than Lydia,” a little voice whispered faintly in his head.


Alan did not insist any longer. I didn’t want to scare her or give her too many clues. If he asked too much about Vicky, Gema might be suspicious and didn’t want that, not yet. In return, she wondered what Gema’s mother would be like. Would she be beautiful like her and Vicky, despite her age? Was his perversion hereditary?


Vicky showed all the signs. Had it come from grandma? He touched his cock and droplets of presemen dripped down his urethra.


“Turn around,” Alan instructed her when Gema finished putting on her


“Squat down, spread your buttocks and put on your tail.


“Aren’t you going to publish this?” Gema hesitated again. With the agitation, he even forgot to talk about you.


“No,” Alan assured him. But I might show it to your mother —


Joked. Before that, I would send him Daniela’s photos. “It would be interesting to see her mother-in-law’s reaction,” she mused. “I should spank him to get him back on track.” The mental image of Gemma’s mother disciplining Daniel excited him and new drops of presemen flowed down from his urethra.


“Where are you going?” Alan asked her, seeing Gema walk away.


“Lubricant,” Gema replied.


“No, little dog. Before, you forgot to talk about you and you know that when we are playing I don’t allow you to.


Gema and Alan talked a lot; they didn’t just sext. When they talked about mundane topics or when they needed to connect on another level, they addressed each other. But when Gemma acted as a dog or slave, then she had to treat him exclusively as you. Often, Gemma ended up calling him about you in more conversations than necessary; he had become accustomed to it. Alan did not correct her on those occasions, although he was adamant when he accidentally addressed her in game mode.


“Put it in your mouth and suck it to apply saliva,” he ordered. That should be enough for you.


Gema obeyed and put the chrome in her mouth. It was clean. He always cleaned his toys after playing.


“Now bend down and open your buttocks so that we can see your ass well.”


Alan ordered, deliberately using the first person plural. I knew that Gema, at that moment, would no longer have resistance to protest. Were there more people in the video conference? Would you show the video to other people later? If she asked him, he thought he would answer vaguely.


Gemma obeyed. The soothing murmur of the waves of subspace was already ringing in his ears, and the bitter, sweet smell permeated his nostrils in anticipation of what the rest of his senses would soon feel. At the back, the bodysuit was like a thong and only a thin strip covered its back hole.


He pushed her away and showed the anus to the camera.


“Beautiful,” he congratulated her. It was a delicious hole that he, unlike his uncle, planned to use frequently. The physical sensations that


The pussy is better, but taking her from behind made him feel like he possessed her completely.


The woman’s husband had certainly never tasted that orifice with his small cock, much more suitable for anal sex than his own and unsuitable for vaginal sex. And he would never have his own wife behind him. He, in return, would fully enjoy her ass. Not only would he personally delight in her narrow entrance, but he would enjoy offering it to others, friends and strangers, all to the husband’s greater derision.


He would take every opportunity he had to show his husband how much his wife belonged to him.


“But don’t worry. Soon you will enjoy yourself in a similar way with your ass,” Alan told her mentally. He would take care of giving him what he needed and, once well trained, perhaps he would dare to personally compare one ass to the other.


He had already dared to compare their mouths. It had been her first time with a man and it hadn’t been bad at all. The power he had felt at that moment had well been worth overcoming his logical reticence. As for the husband, he had certainly learned well by watching his spouse.


“He has witnessed how he adored my uncle,” he admired. It was also possible that the man, so to speak, had previously done so more times than he had counted. According to him, he had only had a single previous bisexual experience, which had occurred with this Silvestre. Supposedly, he had done it induced by that one’s dominant girlfriend. Was it to be believed that this had happened? “Rascal,” thought Alan.


“When I have you where I want you, I will strip you completely naked, and I do not mean your clothes, but your soul.” The woman was much more advanced than her husband in that aspect. It was not difficult for him to talk to her and explore her sexual fantasies. The man, despite the very important step he had taken, continued to be hermetic.


He looked at the woman’s ass again, who was still obediently spreading her buttocks with her hands, and wondered if it would change its appearance as the number of times it would do so from behind increased.


“I have plans for that,” he murmured.


I had seen grotesque years in porn movies. He didn’t want that for his girlfriend, but for his mother-in-law and father-in-law, why not? “You were very good, man,” he muttered, “but your imagination lacked inspiration. I, on the other hand, am from another generation. »


“Put on your tail, dog,” he ordered.


Gema tried to obey, but the anal plug refused to enter, despite the saliva. He pushed and twisted the rictus in pain, but the damn toy didn’t want to enter.


“What’s going on?” Alan was interested.


“It’s not going, Master,” Gema informed him. Maybe with a little petroleum jelly —


Suggested.


“No,” Alan dismissed emphatically. And I already explained why.


Hurts?


“Yes,” Gemma admitted, hoping that her Master would show mercy to her.


“Good. That pleases me. That way what you’re doing has more value. Your pain is a demonstration of your submission,. Think of it that way and that will help you,” he advised.


“Thank you, Master,” Gema stammered, not entirely convinced by her arguments.


“Turn around a little.” Like this. And he looks at the camera. That’s it. I want to see the offering of pain on your face and the unconditional surrender in your soul. We all want to see it,” he said, consciously using the first person plural again.


Push, but do it slowly. I don’t want you to get injured. “That ass has yet to accept bigger things,” he thought. In any case, it seemed to him that the woman was exaggerating. His cock was fat and he was sure that its thickness was thicker than that butt plug. “I wonder to what extent I can train that to gradually accept greater things.”


What limit would it reach first? Her psychological or the physiological one of her anus? Or would her husband end up intervening before that? “I don’t think so,” he said to himself. “I’ll keep him busy, worried about, and busy with his own ass.”


“Are you going to show this to anyone?” Gema asked, embarrassed. In his embarrassment, he forgot to talk about you.


“Who tells you that I’m not already doing it?” Alan snapped. Who tells you that I’m not sharing my screen with people right now? And I don’t just mean my friends,” he said. You know that I am within my rights. And I know that feeling helpless, knowing that you are at my mercy, makes you. Your pussy oozes juices, isn’t it, bitch?


Gemma blushed with embarrassment and did not answer. He looked down at the ground, though he kept his face turned toward the camera.


“Isn’t that so?” Alan insisted. He touched his cock without a gesture of hiding it. The


The woman’s expression excited him.


“I guess,” Gema muttered. What else would that boy make her do? What depraved humiliations awaited her at his hands? His imagination immediately responded by projecting into his mind a plethora of images.


She imagined her husband having knowledge of it, being present or watching the recordings. The idea terrified her as well as excited her.


But did he really want Daniel to witness it all, or did he continue to use it as an excuse to unleash his depravity? The red on his face intensified and his cheeks burned. No, I didn’t want Daniel to know everything. I would despise her if I knew! How could she not, if she despised herself for some of the fantasies she had?


Fortunately, I hadn’t told Alan everything yet. Luckily, the young man had not yet been able to find out everything. “I’m not even sure if I still like Daniel to see me doing this kind of thing,” she thought.


Daniel would see some things and, irremediably, conclude others. The worst thing was that he would probably be right with his extrapolations. “Don’t worry. That is almost resolved,” a little voice whispered to him. It was not that of his conscience.


“Do you suppose?” Let’s check it out. Put two fingers in,” Alan ordered


—. And look back at the camera as you do so. We want to see your beautiful eyes. Above all, we want to see how you like it on your face.


Gemma obeyed. With hardly any variation in the posture, holding the tail in his right hand and leaning forward, with his knees slightly bent, he passed his left hand over his pubis and slid it between his legs. “Uh!” he groaned to himself, avoiding doing so loudly.


The pressure of his palm on her clitoris sent a wave of pleasure throughout her body. The narrow strip of the bodysuit was no obstacle; he pushed it away easily, and his index and middle fingers entered his wet cave without difficulty.


His lips remained closed, but Alan didn’t miss any detail in his facial expression. “My mother-in-law is a scandalous fox,” he thought, amazed at her attitude and admiring her beauty, “and I’m fucking her.” He had not yet managed to officially reconcile his polygamous relationship with the mother and daughter. That was still a pending issue. “I could keep it a secret. She would never tell her daughter. And with all the material I have, he will never give up doing anything I ask of him. “That was the easiest and least risky path. It could work for years or forever or, at least, until it got tired of


she. He could have relatively normal sex with his girlfriend and secretly vent to his mother. Many husbands did it; That’s why the whore business would never go under.


“But I would leave out the best,” he concluded once again. Could there be anything better than seeing defeat in the eyes of the husband, knowing that both his wife and daughter were being thrown? Even if she never saw him having sex with her daughter, wouldn’t she have to hopelessly conclude that he was as perverse to her as he was to her mother?


Of course, for that he didn’t need to keep his relationship with Vicky a secret. At a certain point, neither Daniel nor Gemma would dare to oppose it, at the risk of revealing their dirty secrets to their daughter.


Could there be anything better than enjoying her mother’s devotion to him, so great that she would even be willing to give him her own daughter?


Again, for that it was enough to keep the secret from Vicky. She was the only one who didn’t need to know. That would make things much easier, he thought once more. He had been thinking about the matter. Such a three-way relationship, known and tolerated by all, was highly unlikely to achieve.


But I would leave out the best, he thought again. I would put aside the joy of having achieved the challenge. “And I would deprive myself of the pleasure of enjoying both in bed. At the same time. “She thought again of Daniel and what the man would think when he disappeared with both females, with his spouse and daughter, in the marriage bedroom and closed the door in front of his nose. “There are things that you don’t want to see, just imagine.” For some reason, the idea of humiliating the husband made him as good as enjoying the two wives. “Don’t worry,” he said to Daniel, “I may share parts of this recording with you, so that you can see what your wife does for me. So you can imagine what your daughter will end up doing. »


“That’s enough,” Alan admonished Gema. He didn’t want it to run yet.


Take your fingers out and show them to us.


Gema did so, much to her regret because it was more humiliating for her to show the camera – and who knows who else – to what degree the degradation at the hands of Alan made her horny and because she didn’t want to take her fingers out of her pussy at that moment. In addition to the joy, masturbating made the humiliations more bearable. Her fingers glistened with her vaginal juices and she showed them to the camera.


“Did you like it?” Alan asked. And when Gemma did not answer, she went back to


ask: “Did you like it, dog?” “I didn’t need to see the detail of his fingers. From his perspective, with the woman leaning forward, showing her ass to the camera, slightly sideways, and with the crotch of the bodysuit set aside to expose anus and sex, he could see enough of her pussy to observe that it glistened appetizingly.


“Yes, Master,” the woman finally answered. I knew what was coming next. She knew that the young man would order her to lick her fingers to savor his depravity. He didn’t want to do it, but deep down he knew he wanted to be ordered to do so.


“Yes, master,” Alan emphasized. Before you forgot it again. But so that you can see that I am a good master, I am going to allow you to continue. Don’t change your position, but lean a little more. We want to see your face and pussy at the same time.


Put three fingers in this time and don’t forget to look at us.


Gemma adjusted her posture to please her Master, the young man who played at being dominant and who, despite his youth, did so well. “I’m his whore slave,” thought Gema excitedly, rehearsing a not-so-ingenious play on words. He leaned over and put his legs straight, avoiding bending his knees to show his butt to the camera.


“Is it true that there are more people watching me?” he wondered. « Now and live? No filter to hide my face? »


Alan had been prudent to date, or so he thought. But I knew he was capable of exposing it in that way. Hadn’t he already done it with his friends, especially the one who supposedly edited his videos? Most likely, however, he was just playing with her. But could he trust that to be so? What if someone else was watching it through the laptop camera?


What if he wasn’t just a friend?


“What if it’s Daniel?” asked a little voice. He preferred not to answer. I wasn’t doing anything really kinky. Or is it? Daniel had undoubtedly seen worse of her. But had he ever seen her so predisposed? ¿And


Had I ever seen her with someone without scruples? What was that to tell Daniel about how determined Alan was to take her?


“I need this,” he said to himself. Those small performances for Alan filled her with sexual energy and made her feel young and desired. Beside the satisfaction it gave him, the risk he ran mattered little. In any case, Alan, from the beginning, had abundant highly compromising photographic material. He didn’t need additional videos to blackmail her. Besides, it wasn’t so bad to be blackmailed like that; era


a way to avoid the feeling of guilt. “I need it,” she said again, and this time she thought of Alan, his cock, his biceps, and his temper.


I needed to see him in person again. “I need to feel him inside me.”


The three fingers – the index, the middle and the ring finger – had slipped without major problems into his slippery cave.


“Fantastic,” praised Alan, as if he were a film director satisfied with his muse’s work. The fingers went in and out of the woman’s pussy, the same one that had given birth to her Vicky. “It’s a pity that it’s the left hand and not the right,” he lamented, knowing that the recording would look better if he showed the wedding ring on his ring finger.


Stealing a husband’s spouse was very stimulating to him. That was something that his uncle had not understood and had not known how to enjoy. He had tried to steal her for real, but to have her, not for the pleasure of stealing her husband. “I, in return, will steal it from him again and again and each time a little more, but I will always give it back to him. Otherwise, how could he steal it again? »


Ever since he had discovered the secret in his uncle’s notes, he had begun to learn about the world of spoiled horns and that of submission and domination. They were two different worlds, but they often overlapped. He had read erotic stories and, in one of them, the gorer managed to steal two women from the same cuckold. After having caused the divorce of his first wife to keep her (which, until then, is what his uncle would have done), the gorer had returned to the cuckold’s life to steal his new wife. The story was written in a fairly realistic way, although in reality something like this was impossible, but highly improbable.


There, in that second part of the story, had been where Alan had connected with the character of the gorer. “What a pleasure it must be to see the cuckold give the goreador over and over again to the wife, and not only to one, but to the second spouse as well, even though the first marriage had failed because of the goring!” he had wondered. The women had both been devoted to the gorer, but how could this particular relationship between the horn and the gorer be described? Was it mere submission? ¿Or


was devotion and, if so, of what kind was it? The cuckold had lost the first spouse to the gorer and had deeply regretted it, but then he had put the second on a platter again.


It was a fictional story, but it contained a grain of truth: « Daniel


he wishes to lose Gemma at my hands. He is pushing her,” he had noticed.


Why, if not, did he agree to wear the chastity device for so long? She had done it with her uncle and she was doing it now with him. He reluctantly accepted it, but that was nothing more than feigned resistance. The proof of this was in Daniel’s last decision: The announcement that he had finally published – after a long and feigned resistance – was not only due to his desire to submit to him or her or to cross-dress, but it was a way of distancing himself from her and, with it, pushing her towards him. Surely someone like Daniel must have known this. It wasn’t that he didn’t love her; of this he was sure. Like the cuckold in the novel, Daniel, it seems, was attracted to experience losing her, not for a night, not for a weekend, not even during a vacation, but definitively. He wouldn’t want that to really happen, but like a moth, he couldn’t help but get close to the fire, even if it ended up burning.


“I must be careful,” he warned. The idea was highly erotic. If Daniel was attracted to losing it, he was seduced by winning it. But that was not what he really wanted. He had no future with Gema and, besides, his future was with Vicky. He, too, was a moth that fluttered around the fire. He liked the game and the hotter the fire, the better. But he didn’t want to carry the woman. He was young and she, after all, was old. Even so, the danger was latent: Didn’t the submissive often end up confusing love with devotion to their master? Hadn’t Gemma previously fallen in love with her lovers, even her uncle? The age difference was the same, although in the opposite direction. He, fortunately, was not in that danger. Masters do not fall in love with their slaves. Besides, he already loved Vicky. A breakup like the one he had read about in the novel could ruin his plans and even affect his relationship with his daughter. However, it was in his nature to tighten the rope.


“Show us your fingers,” he ordered Gema.


Gema pulled her fingers out of her pussy and Alan watched with pleasure as the petals of the pussy took time to close. “How can I not fall in love with her?” he joked.


“Did you like it, dog?” he asked again.


“Yes, Master,” Gema confirmed and studied fascinated her fingers glistening with their vaginal fluids. “If you order me to suck them, I will do it,” he said to himself, although he did not intend to do so if he did not demand it. The first time he had tasted his sexual fluids had been with Sylvester and it had been about his


cock. Daniel had previously tried to get her to suck it after he had penetrated her, but she had always refused. Daniel had even tried to put his fingers in her mouth after jerking off her, but she hadn’t let herself. With her first lover, however, she had had no qualms.


Nor would she have them now, if he asked her to. In the end, his had not been the only female sexual fluids he had tasted; There had also been …


“Well, prove it,” Alan said, inadvertently interrupting his thoughts. Shake your ass like the bitch you are, bitch. Show us how happy you are.


Unconsciously, Gema was glad that Alan’s new order had interrupted his thoughts and acquiesced to him, moving her butt from side to side. “I’m just your whore slave. Your pet. His dog,” he said to himself. Rather than telling him, he suggested to himself. If it was that and only that, everything else didn’t matter. It didn’t bother her that I called her that. On the contrary, he had grown fond of that term. He knew that he did not use it maliciously.


“I see you deserve something special. Put four fingers in.


“Four?” Gema was scandalized. I don’t think they fit.


“Of course they fit,” Alan replied convinced. Look at how you got the pussy. Fit. Do it.


Gemma looked at his hand doubtfully. Her fingers were generously lubricated with her vaginal fluids, but it was impossible for them to fit in her pussy. Besides, I doubted it was pleasurable. The sublime joy came to her when she touched her G-spot (or more than a point, area) with one or two fingers, while pressing with her palm on her clitoris. He had never had four fingers in her vagina, unless she was aware. Silvestre, in that sense, had been respectful of her. Luis Alberto had not thought of it, fortunately.


And Gerardo had shown no interest in that, either directly by him or through the treacherous Lidia.


Lidia’s name invoked her image in her head and she felt a stab.


Old memories surfaced, some pleasant, others not. She thought of Daniel, of the photos she had posted and that someone had taken of her and her libido plummeted.


“I can’t,” was all she managed to say as she held back tears of anger, jealousy, and pain. “What am I doing?!” he lamented and closed the lid of the laptop.





CHAPTER XXXXI – PARALLEL PATHS





“She was beautiful, but not like those girls in magazines. She was beautiful, because of the way she thought. I was embellished by the twinkle in his eyes when he talked about something he loved. She was beautiful, for her ability to make other people smile, even if she was sad. No, she wasn’t beautiful because of something as temporary as her appearance. She was beautiful, deep down in her soul. She’s beautiful.” – F. Scott Fitzgerald





“Good job.


The girl understood immediately, although she was not flattered, not by him.


Anything he said would be pejorative and would come out of his mouth flawed. Still, he controlled his newfound antipathy for him.


“I always do,” he said dryly, though.


“That’s what my uncle thought,” Alan confirmed.


In his notes, Gerardo had described how Lidia was about to break up the couple and fulfill her commission. She had known how to take advantage of Daniel’s solitude to attract him to her and Gemma’s jealousy had done the rest, or almost. It had been a master move on his uncle’s part. First, he had achieved the impossible: that the woman would develop feelings for the girl. Every time he thought about it, it still fascinated him. What had Gerardo called him? “Mental plasticity,” he replied to himself. The material was good, but it took the skill of a master to shape it without breaking.


“What am I going to do that you fall in love with me?” asked Alan.


He didn’t know it yet, but what he did know was that it would have to be a little more difficult than what his uncle had achieved. Making Gema fall in love with another girl, another whore, for him, was worthless. And he certainly didn’t want him to fall in love with Lydia again. That was easy and dangerous. He, unlike his uncle, did not wish to break the marriage. But, for the moment, Lidia was showing that she was still a valuable tool. “If you weren’t a whore…”, she muttered. He liked the whores who did it for free, not the ones who charged for it. “It’s a pity you’re a whore, instead of such a whore,” she said to herself. A small three-letter word could change the whole meaning.


He went over the strategy his uncle had used: The first thing, that Gema not only gave in to having sex with a girl, but that she had feelings for her, had been impossible. The second thing is that a


Daniel was only attracted to the attractive young woman to a point that exceeded fascination, had been predictable. The third thing, that it should provoke jealousy in Gemma and poison her heart, had been logical. But fourthly, that had been the master move: It hadn’t just been jealousy, but that coupled with feeling betrayed by a person for whom I felt something.


Lidia had stabbed him in the back and Daniel, the cuckold in chastity who, supposedly, only had eyes for his wife, had betrayed her too. “Magnificent,” thought Alan, appreciating his uncle’s plan.


With that in mind, it was normal for Gema to only find comfort in her uncle, despite the fact that, in reality, he was the cause of her ills.


It is of little use to realize that and rationalize it when feelings go their own way. We believe that the reasoning of our conscience prevails, but in reality it is the emotions.


“Great,” he praised his uncle again. “The pity is that that doesn’t work for me. I want them together, although not so close together. “He wasn’t just going to copy his uncle. He was not interested in such a relationship nor did the copy have any value. He intended to take it to the next level. If he succeeded, surely his uncle, watching from heaven or, more likely, from hell, would be proud of him. “But let it be clear that you were a fool,” he snapped, however.


He turned his thoughts back to Lydia. “Yes, I’ll have to worry about taking her away from Daniel. I don’t want it to poison the relationship between my two slaves. “But, for the time being, Lidia would still be necessary for Daniel to progress in the direction he wanted. And it was also convenient for him to pervert Vicky. He didn’t want a girlfriend as slutty as Gema; He wasn’t a cuckold. He didn’t even want a bride as submissive and obedient as Gema. To do dirty things she already had her mother-in-law. A bride had to be different in that aspect. But he didn’t want a prudish girlfriend either; That would be boring and, in addition, it would make it very difficult to reconcile the relationship with her parents. For Vicky I needed something different.


—I liked the photos you took of him.


“So, have you already posted them on your profile?” Lidia was interested.


“Yes, everything is perfect. This… I’m thinking that I’m going to pass you the login credentials. I want you to keep an eye on what messages you receive and who you message with. You know him best. I want you to tell me what you think and how you think it makes you feel.


“Okay,” Lidia confirmed, but she kept to herself that Daniel had already given her his credentials, precisely because he knew she understood him and because he valued her opinion and support. Anything else?


“Yes, there is something else. But I’ll keep that to myself,” Alan thought.


“Yes, there’s something else,” Alan told him. I want you to take Vicky to this Victoria’s Secret store and buy her this bodysuit. I’ll send it to you by WhatsApp as soon as we hang up. I’ve confirmed that they have it in their size, but don’t delay in taking it there.


“That I buy from you?” Lidia commented with little enthusiasm.


“I’ll pay.” “Obviously,” Alan clarified. You buy it. Make up any excuse. It will be a favor that you can redeem with her later. I’ll make you a bizum, don’t worry.


“Anything else?” Lidia asked again, again a little drier than was advisable. “You damn bastard. You don’t deserve it to get sexy for you. Again, he regretted not being able to tell Vicky the truth without there being fateful collateral damage for her. He shivered with disgust when he imagined his beloved putting on seductive lingerie for such an individual as Alan.


“I want you to take it to the fitting room and try it on,” Alan told her and felt how he began to get excited at the idea of Gema and Vicky wearing the same bodysuit. Hopefully, they would soon wear it together.


“Not with luck,” he corrected himself, “but with skill.”


He imagined Daniel’s face when he saw them both appear dressed like this (rather naked) in the living room to sit on the sofa with him, one on each side.


Happy, they would rest their little heads on his chest and caress his cock through his pants. Daniel would look at his two wives, his spouse and his daughter, stunned and helpless. He would not dare to intervene, not after he had done everything he would have done. The two would lick each other’s lips greedily and finally pull their erect, big and rock-hard cock out of their pants. They would kiss her, first one and then the other. Finally, he would get up and they would do the same. They would hug him, each passing an arm behind his back. And he would rest his hands on her tight asses. She would even suck them a little, while they would turn their backs on Daniel to head upstairs towards the sacred conjugal bedroom. He, with his cock still out, would smile and put on his best smile of superiority. And they too would smile, satisfied and happy, anticipating that that night would satisfy them completely again.


Daniel might follow them, if only to watch them walk away or to watch them touch their asses. If he followed them into the bedroom, he would find that the door would close in front of his nose. Perhaps you would receive a compassionate smile from one or both of them.


He would stay outside, having to imagine what would happen inside, with the image in his mind of how he touched their ass and, above all, how they had kissed his cock. It would be left to her imagination to think if the threesome would include some kind of action between mother and daughter or if she would only fuck them separately.


Someday, of course, it would allow Daniel to discover the truth. But it would keep him in the torture of uncertainty as long as it gave him pleasure. “Delicious,” Alan delighted, shuddering with his fancy.


It was certainly going to be hard for Daniel. But what could improve that vision?


“There’s only one thing that can make it better,” Alan imagined. “Know that soon after, as soon as we disappear into the bedroom and he has changed his clothes, he will have to open the door of the house to his male to satisfy him in the adjacent bedroom.” Alan wondered with delight if, under these circumstances, Daniel would be able to enjoy the male, giving way completely to Daniela, or if, in return, his thought would accompany them like Daniel in the master bedroom.


“If you think that allowing you to wear sexy clothes, letting you suck a cock from time to time and making you put your ass from time to time is all I have in mind for you, you’re wrong,” he warned her. The two women were excellent, but the secret ingredient of the master recipe was Daniel. His uncle would never understand that. Even being in Dante’s second inferno, the place where perverts end up, he wouldn’t understand, but he didn’t care about that. The extreme humiliation to which he would subject Daniel, his complete defeat and his total submission were well worth the effort to mentalize himself to maintain bisexual relations with him. What made him suck his cock or, if necessary, butt-fuck him, was not having sex with a man. Of that, as it was, he was still suspicious. What turned him on was what it meant to this man. She was not interested in having sex with a gay man. He was obsessed with breaking Daniel. Then I would see how I would put it back together, if at all.


“I want him to record himself in the fitting room mirror with his cell phone, masturbating while thinking about me,” Alan added. Same lingerie, same place, same video, she thought. If you’re good, I’ll show you how,” he said.


he said enigmatically to Lydia.


“What do you mean?” Lydia asked, confused. But the initial confusion barely lasted a second. “Yes, I can imagine it,” he said to himself.


“I mean I have a video that may interest you. He smiled broadly, even though Lydia couldn’t see him. I knew that Lidia was dying to see Gema, especially if it was in a video in which she humiliated herself. I don’t know how, but he gets Vicky to do the same.


“Anything else?” Lydia rolled her eyes. Alan imagined complicated things, but, to tell the truth, he was getting them one after another. Of course, she had a lot to do with that. “Of course I want to see that video of Gemma, stupid!” he thought, but he was careful not to show enthusiasm.


“Yes. Take your time with Vicky through those streets of Madrid. Point out what’s important. You’ll understand as soon as I send you the location,” Alan instructed her and hung up without saying goodbye.








***





“Eh… Do I catch you at the wrong time, sir?”


“A little,” Alan lied, “but I’ve got a couple of minutes for you.” Tell me


What’s going on?


“What a pride,” thought Daniel, and cursed himself for having started the conversation that way. “He is a kid, a ‘ni-ni’ and I treat him as if he were a senior executive with a full agenda to overflowing,” he lamented. He hadn’t rehearsed the call that way, but it had finally turned out that way.


Addressing him as you, as Gema demanded, did not make it easy for me to speak to him more forcefully. “Don’t beat yourself up,” Daniela whispered to him. “There’s nothing wrong with lowering your testosterone level a little.”


“Eh… nothing. Well, I mean that something does happen. He didn’t even know why he had started calling him. Hey, it’s serious. “Of course it was serious, but wasn’t Alan to blame?” “We have to fix this. It’s getting out of hand. “But was it wise to go to Alan?”


“We have to correct the course. “It was necessary to do it, but would Alan want to do it?” “We need him to loosen up a bit.” “But by revealing what I was going to reveal to him, wouldn’t I achieve the opposite, and make the young man want to press harder?”


“Oh, Daniel! Alan exclaimed. “You disappoint us,” he asserted and again made deliberate use of the plural. You can’t live like this all the time, that


if I do, if I don’t. Always doubting, always hesitating. He spoke to him like a child. Look, I have decided to do this and I am doing it. And Gema has decided to do it and is doing it, without hesitation. It’s not going to be good for you to back down now. I know it’s not easy, but you want it. Do you think it’s easy for me to be seen in public with a woman who could be my mother? Don’t get me wrong, Gema is cannon. But what do you think people think? Do you think I care? I do it because I want to. And do you think it’s easy for your wife? It is not, but it does so because it wants to. That’s why he doesn’t hesitate,” Alan instructed. With how good you have turned out in the photos!


“It’s not that,” Daniel said and, stupidly, he felt proud that he hadn’t backed down from that, as if fulfilling his commitment, that commitment, highlighted his manhood. “The commitment is to me, not to him,” Daniela whispered to him. It’s Gema.


“Ah,” Alan said. Has something happened to Gema? Is my dog okay?


“Yes, sir. “Physically he is fine,” Daniel admitted. But I fear for his sanity. All this is too much for her.


“Yes,” Alan commented skeptically. However, it had to be remembered that Gema had cut off the videoconference unexpectedly and that she had been laconic with him when he had asked her to take an interest in her. She hadn’t thought much of it, and had assumed that something urgent had come up or that Vicky had been about to surprise her. I’m all ears.


Daniel told her about the argument they had had and told her how he had found her later in the garden, completely deranged and with her mind deranged. He had not forgotten what he had seen.


The worst thing was that, after giving in, things between them had not improved and that Gema continued to think obsessively about the young man. In any case, he had the feeling that, after uploading the photos to his profile, his wife had come to treat him more like a roommate than the husband he was, but perhaps he was imagining that, so he did not say anything to the young man.


“Yes. “I understand,” Alan said. Describe to me as accurately as you can what you saw. It’s important that you don’t leave out any details, so that I can better understand the situation and can see what I can do. —On this occasion, you avoided using the plural.


Daniel told her how he had spied on her through the window and recounted in


detail what he had seen.


Gema’s mental state worried him. Who could I share what I was going through with? He had done it with Lidia and she had listened to him carefully and that had consoled him. But she couldn’t do anything. I shouldn’t even do it. He was not to contact Gema under any circumstances, although he wanted him to. Only Alan could change things.


I didn’t ask him much either, just to lower his blood pressure a little.


He told her how Gema had masturbated in the rain of the sprinkler, not caring that she was getting wet, totally oblivious to what was happening around her and how she had continued to be alienated later, when he had carried her in his arms to the bedroom.


He felt that he was getting excited as he told the young man about it. He was ashamed of it, because he had not called him with that intention, but quite the opposite, but he continued with the story. Gemma needed help, but stupidly he was proud of his wife, precisely for being able to desire her lover in that way. “What am I doing?!” he exclaimed to himself.


“I don’t want this to continue. It is not healthy. “And yet he was still excited, waiting for the young lord’s reaction. “I’m sick,” he acknowledged. “I’m the one who needs help.” Had he called Alan not to slow down, but to excite himself by telling him something intimate about his wife?


“Interesting,” Alan observed. He hadn’t told me about it yet.


“He gets horny telling me,” he acknowledged. “That’s why I was so nervous at first. He is a hypocrite. He doesn’t want it to stop, but to accelerate.


I’ve broken all their barriers. My uncle got Gema to tell him about her daughter.


Only his premature death prevented it from being presented. But I could get the father to present it to me, to serve it to me on a platter. I am the supreme male, the one who can best take care of his wife and daughter. Even the one who can best take care of him, although that, on a sexual level, I will do for the moment only indirectly, but he knows that I am the one behind it. “He laughed at his unintentional pun. “The one behind it,” he repeated and imagined a male, a proxy of his butt-from behind.


“And you didn’t think about making a video call with me at that time and sharing it with me?” He scolded him. Without a doubt, together we could have helped her better.


“Maybe—” No… Have… that there has be… a recording,” he stammered


Daniel with his face flushed with shame. He was betraying his wife.


The video was intimate and she didn’t even know it existed. How could he have told Alan?! What had pushed him to do it? Did he want everything the young man was doing to them? Since when had it become like this?


Had it been since she had relented and posted her sissy profile?


“Did I think of him when I filmed my wife?” he wondered. That had happened before he gave in. “Cause and effect reversed,” he muttered to himself. Or was he wrong? What was there was confusing. And excited. His heart was pounding with the betrayal he had just committed.


But what had Alan said? Had he said that together they could…?


Together? He had spied on her for him. And he might tell her things about her without her knowing. “Alan is not Sylvester,” he admonished himself in a moment of sanity. He had always been aroused to know intimate things about his wife, things that she did not know he knew. Had he encouraged her to be a hotwife? Was he more interested in what he felt than in what he did, his emotions more than the carnal action? “I’m a voyeur,” he acknowledged. But it was more than that.


For once, he felt that Alan really included him.


“Does she know that you have recorded her?” Alan was interested.


“No,” Daniel confessed. His heart continued to beat fast. She knew what Alan wanted. He preferred not to be asked, but he knew he would be disappointed if he didn’t. “My beautiful wife, ecstatic for this young man,” he muttered.


“He has something. I can’t deny it. “He could not deny that he had liked to suck his cock, to submit to him in that way, even to perform an act that would take him away from his wife and push her towards him. “STOP!” he shouted in his head. It was all the fault of his high libido, of his state of constant excitement. It was all the fault of the stocks. The chastity device was better than he had ever imagined. The endorphins that ran through his body were addictive. The problem was that I was losing my mind. “Stop, stop!” he begged, but he did nothing to stop.


“It would be very erotic for you to show me that video without saying anything.


It would be an act that would have a lot of value for me. Do you understand why?


“Stop, stop!” he said to himself again.


“Yes,” Daniel groaned.


“It would be as if you handed it to me, wouldn’t it?” Mmm?


“Yes,” Daniel admitted regretfully. That would be exactly the meaning.


So far, he had opposed it, but with that, he would hand it over and surrender definitively. I would no longer fight against it or against the inevitable. Already


he would not fight against himself.


“I imagine a wedding, Daniel. Don’t worry, a cuckolded wedding.


She will remain your spouse, although she will become my wife. Can you imagine it?


With a white veil. With white socks. With white lingerie. The half-cup bra, to frame her tits. Open panties, to highlight their sex. And the dress… that white veil, nothing more. Maybe a dog’s tail in the ass. That is, of a white polar fox. I wait at the altar and you accompany her down the aisle and give her to me. The priest speaks his words and I put the leash on him. Next, we leave the church. I with the leash in my hand and she half a step behind me. And you behind us, watching her ass, watching me take your spouse, my dog.


And the guests applaud. You’d like that, yum?


“Yes,” Daniel confessed. Alan had drawn a perfect fantasy.


“It can be done,” Alan assured him. When do you celebrate your silver anniversary?


“Ehh,” he hesitated.


“Don’t worry, Daniel. It is a cuckolded wedding. You will continue to be her husband. I don’t want her for myself. I love you both. But I think it would be more erotic for me if you gave it to me like Daniel. Then, in the bedroom, you can transform into Daniela. Yes, I think I would like that. ¿Or


Would you rather stay with your man, while I take her on my honeymoon? How erotic would that be, yum? You, forced to stay at home and serve as Daniela to your man. You would live with him as a sissy, almost as a couple, while I enjoy your spouse in some paradisiacal place. Daniel, Daniela… how do we fit everything together? Would you rather die of jealousy or humiliation? There are things that are still to be defined, right? But we will find out together. I’ll tell you one thing: I love fucking your spouse. It’s a bombshell, but you already know that… if you still remember. He smiled. But even more I love to throw it away, knowing the mixed feelings that it produces in you. That encourages me to… to be more depraved with it, if possible.


“Please,” Daniel groaned. Alan had hit him unexpectedly well. He had hit the nail on the head. But acknowledging it, giving himself in hurt.


“What do we do with the wedding guests, Daniel?” Mmm? —


Alan went on, drawing the fantasy. I have friends. That’s not a problem. And I know it’s not a problem for her either. He smiled again.


Some of them he already knows and even more that he will know them. But, on your part,


Who do we invite? How about your mother-in-law? No doubt she will understand that her


daughter prefers me in bed to you. Don’t you think? I could tell him to make sure that everything is going well between your man and Daniela, while I’m on my honeymoon with Gema. He could visit you, check that everything is in order and discipline you if you have not behaved well. How about your mother-in-law spanked you for… for not cooking well for your man? Can you imagine anything more humiliating? Mmm?


“N-you’re not serious,” Daniel stammered.


“Of course I do,” Alan contradicted. Anything is possible. Gemma must have inherited her genes from someone. Surely his mother would understand, if it were well explained to her. Why wouldn’t I want to play that little game, if you deserve it? You know I’m very convincing. And you know your spouse does everything I tell her. Even if it was a barrier to overcome, I would end up doing it, Daniel. You know it. Anything is possible. I know you’ve already thought about that. You’re always one step ahead, yum?


He paused to let his words sink in with Daniel. His reaction told him that he had made the right fancy. At least in the imaginary world. But, as I had told you, anything is possible. Why limit it to the world of fantasy?


—Have you also thought about the rest of the guests at your special silver anniversary? Gema says she doesn’t get along as well with your daughter as she would like as a mother,” she ventured to say. He tried to listen carefully to Daniel’s reaction, but he didn’t hear anything on the phone. Imagine that she is also in the church. How do you think he would react to seeing his mother walk on the leash behind me? Do you think she’ll be happy to see her mother humiliated like that, reduced to a horny, obedient dog?


He paused again. The seed was already launched. Now we just had to wait for it to germinate in Daniel’s fertile imagination.


Just think about it,” he added. He waited again for a few seconds, then said, “It would be very erotic for you to pass me that video, now that you know what that means to both of us.


The tension was palpable and the silence became overwhelming.


“Don’t pass it to me on WhatsApp,” he told Daniel, assuming that he would give it to him, “which compresses it.” Send it to me via Google Drive. I want to see it in maximum definition.


“Yes,” Daniel murmured unarmed; Alan could do with him whatever he wanted. Of course, what he had told her was nothing more than a fantasy.


But what if he made it happen? It was irrational, but he felt that he wished that


it could be made real, that he, with his inclemency, would make it true.


“Don’t worry about Gema, Daniel. I’ll take care of it. I’ll take care of channeling it,” he told him and was sincere. He would channel it as he saw fit. I don’t think it’s anything,” she reassured him, “but I don’t want him to be obsessed with me to that extent, either. We want something healthy for all three of us.


I’m counting on you.


“Yes,” Daniel murmured again, unable to utter words of more syllables. He was dizzy with what Alan had drawn for him. How had he been so right with it? How had he known how to paint the picture in that way?


“Changing the subject, Daniela,” Alan told her. How’s your man’s doing? I hope you’re having a good time, texting with your suitors.


Do you already have a candidate?


“No,” Daniel admitted. The experience was not good. The profile I had posted had not generated the resonance I had hoped for. Instead of rejoicing, he felt slighted. I had received some chats, but they had been few and obscene. It wasn’t what I was looking for, if I was looking for anything.


He thought again of the fantasy that Alan had made. Going on their honeymoon with them, like a cuckolded husband, appealed to him. But was it even more exciting to stay at home, like a cuckolded, beaten husband, knowing that they would be enjoying themselves? He wanted to be at mass and ringing. What if she accompanied them like Daniela? “It would be grotesque and it would ruin their honeymoon,” he thought. Given how unattractive she was as Daniela, she could not be described in any other way than grotesque. For that, he would prefer to accompany them as a submissive cuckold, as a servant.


But stay home like and take care of your male like sissy? It was undoubtedly an extreme fantasy. “A week, one hundred and sixty-eight uninterrupted hours like Daniela…”, he thought. It would be an intensive experience. »


Even more intensive would be three hundred and thirty-six hours. How long did a honeymoon last? Two weeks?


He shook his head. It was nothing more than a sexual fantasy that only assaulted him because he was very aroused and he was not precisely because of that. Or


Yes. Or in part. “Hell!” he cursed. I had read too many erotic stories. In any case, it was far removed from reality. “Yes. I don’t even have any suitors. “I was partly relieved by it, partly frustrated. What had he done wrong? Lidia had cross-dressed him perfectly and had taken some very good photos of him. Even himself, his greatest critic,


I saw it quite passable in them. “That website is shit,” he justified. It didn’t seem to have much activity. Why had Gema pointed him to that website? “Because he doesn’t really want me to,” he said to himself and was happy about it. “He just wanted to test me,” he concluded. But, in part, he also felt betrayed. She experimented with all the perversions, but if he dared to do something, she didn’t like him doing it and didn’t support him.


“Don’t worry, Daniel. Everything will be fine. “It’s a matter of time,” Alan comforted him. Do you know what you could do?


Daniel shook his head, not realizing that Alan couldn’t see him.


He was still thoughtful.


—Do you remember the video you recorded of Gema for my uncle? The one in which he rode on the giant teddy bear he gave him. Why don’t you look for the bodysuit I gave to Gema, put it on and record yourself on the bear? I think it will work for you.


“No,” Daniel protested, but he did so without much force. The bodysuit that Alan had given to his wife and that he had paid for out of his own pocket. Of course he knew where he had hidden it. For some reason, he hadn’t kept it with the rest of his lingerie, but he had searched for it and found it. And he had put it on. Just out of curiosity.


“I’ll help you. We make a video call and I record you. Don’t worry, I’ll pixelate your face later. He smiled, sure Daniel had already agreed.


Didn’t he want to experience what his wife felt? Well, there she had the opportunity to sext with him, just like he did with her. “It will be our secret,” he promised. Not even Gemma will know.


Daniel sighed, surrendered.


“And make sure you put a dildo up your ass and ride on it.”


he advised. They are men. You know we’re very visual… well, that’s if you still know. Perhaps that was your mistake, that you have described yourself too restrainedly, as most women would do.


That was not the cause. Alan knew well that this social network had very little activity. “Everything is going smoothly,” he thought with satisfaction.








CHAPTER XXXXII – THE SECRET OF VICTORY





“Sometimes you can’t explain what you see in a person. It’s just the way it takes you to a place that no one else can take you to.” –


Anonymous





“FOX: A person of either sex who has the courage to lead life according to the radical proposition that sex is good and pleasure is good for you.” –Dossie Easont





“Where are we going?”


“You’ll see when we get there,” he replied and smiled.


They walked hand in hand through the central streets of Madrid. They received some looks, some curious, others eager, but none of them disapproving.


Those times when two girls in love had to hide were over.


“We’re not like that,” Lidia commented, pointing to a prostitute waiting on a corner.


On Calle de la Montera there are always prostitutes on the hunt for clients, ready to sell their time and rent their bodies for four dollars in a dirty room in a nearby flat. Most are foreigners and Romanian and South American women abound. Practicing on the street offers them a freedom that they do not have in brothels, where they are strictly controlled by pimps, although they are not entirely free on the street either, and often must pay a good pinch of their earnings to the pimp who protects them. Sometimes that protection is useful, other times it is a mere imposition.


“What do you mean?” Vicky asked. She looked away when the prostitute realized that she was looking at her.


“We choose our customers,” Lidia explained. And we charge more,” he added.


“Us?” Vicky protested. She was not a prostitute. He hadn’t slept with anyone for money. Although, he had earned money in exchange for some form of sex. Did that make her a whore?— Don’t they choose?


He asked, however.


“Of course they do. But it is not the same.


Street prostitutes can theoretically choose their clients. That is one of the advantages. If they see a customer who doesn’t give them a bad vibe, they can pass


of him. It is not like in brothels, where they often have no choice but to accept those who show interest in them, at the risk of suffering some kind of retaliation from those who exploit them. Reprisals do not even need to be implemented in the form of physical violence, since it is enough for them to impose a fine for refusing to exercise and thus increase their debt to their owners.


On the street they are less guarded. However, necessity means that few can refuse when a customer shows interest in them.


“But I’m not a whore,” Vicky protested again.


“No, of course not,” Lidia admitted. He stopped short in the middle of the street and turned Vicky towards her. He looked into her eyes and stroked her face, tenderly brushing her hair aside. And if you were, you’d be my whore,” he assured her. Sometimes I think about what it must feel like when you don’t have decision-making power and you have to accept whoever arrives. Doesn’t it seem erotic to you? She didn’t let her friend answer and, in return, kissed her on the mouth in the middle of the street.


Lidia’s crazy reflections continued to fascinate Vicky more than they disturbed her. She was aware that she was cheating on Manuel in every way, but when the burden of conscience threatened to oppress her, he justified himself by telling himself that they were nothing more than friends and that he was not really being unfaithful to her because Lidia was not a boy who rivaled him. She had finally made peace with herself and had accepted the possibility that she might be bisexual, although the most likely thing was – so she told herself – that it was only a late experimentation as an adolescent, with no future at all.


The two beautiful girls kissing in the middle of the street attracted multiple looks, but they, with their eyes closed, did not notice it. As they kissed, the wind picked up and their long manes floated in the air.


Focused on themselves, they not only ignored the looks, but also the sensuality they gave off. It was hot and her bare legs were refreshing to them and only to them.


Lidia was wearing short, frayed jeans that were perfectly fitted to the small roundness of her butt. He was also wearing a denim shirt, with the buttons open knotted above the belly. And underneath the denim shirt she wore a tight red top, the same color as her heeled sandals.


Heels are not comfortable for walking, but, for a date with Vicky, Lidia wanted to highlight her long legs.


Vicky was not wearing heels. He had put on comfortable slippers


sneakers and he almost regretted it. Lidia was already taller than she was and she was even taller thanks to her heels or, as Vicky saw it, because of the heels she had decided not to wear. Vicky thought Lidia was very beautiful and considered herself the ugly duckling next to her. She never lacked compliments, but perhaps she had not heard them. Lidia was not only very beautiful in face, but she had an enviable type, much more stylized than hers and, although thin like her, with more curves in her hips and breasts.


They had walked through the streets of the center of Madrid holding hands and still, while kissing, Lidia kept Vicky’s hand in hers.


At the same time, with her free hand, Lidia mischievously patted her friend’s ass.


The thick polyester fabric of Vicky’s navy blue shorts didn’t dampen the gentle caress and Vicky shuddered. Walking in public holding hands had not meant anything special to Vicky; A lot of girls do it and it doesn’t have to mean anything. It is a different thing when two boys do it, although in Arab countries it is normal for two men to walk together hand in hand as a sign of friendship or companionship and without any sexual connotation. But kissing her in front of the eyes of passers-by and having her ass touched was different. Vicky still had a hard time seeing it as normal and had not yet come to any conclusions about her sexual orientation. Was she a lesbian because she liked Lidia and wanted her? But I loved Manuel! Was he bisexual because he fooled around with her! He did not know or preferred not to know and, therefore, he had simply postponed his verdict.


He tried not to think about it, although it was impossible and his subconscious kept ruminating on the question. All he knew was that he was aroused by Lydia. But


How could she not, with how sensual, jovial, smiling, daring and crazy she was? Although sometimes his degree of madness frightened her, as a few moments ago, when he had told her about prostitutes.


That thought, or Lidia’s lips on hers, or her hand on her ass, or imagining people looking at them, or all together, made Vicky’s nipples harden.


Maybe it was wrong to be aroused by it, by all of it: by kissing another girl, by doing it in public, and by not slapping her for suggesting that experiencing being a slut could be erotic. Certainly, she had not become a prostitute for having played those risqué little games with those old men – with Amancio and his friends – in exchange for a few tips. It had been a crazy one-time experience and that, since


then, he did not intend to repeat.


What was clear to him was that his mother would not understand any of all this and that she would be angry if she knew. Her mother would not understand that Lidia could attract her sexually, despite having a boyfriend. Vicky knew that her mother would be upset if she told her that she was kissing her and that she had done more than that. And she was convinced that she would be angry if she knew how she had played with these old men and in exchange for what she had done it. His mother had always wanted him to lead a formal and conventional life and was already quite affected because he had decided to study music, instead of a university career, to become a pianist. Only her father had supported her in this regard.


Maybe that’s why she’d only had two boyfriends in her life, because she’d tried to be a formal daughter like the one her mother wanted. “I bet you didn’t know my ex-boyfriend fucked my ass,” she thought resentfully. Possibly, she had put up with her first boyfriend only to be a formal daughter who did not golf, as all teenagers her age did, with several boys, sometimes even at the same time. Maybe that’s why she had denied her the vagina, to get married a virgin and, instead, she had been forced to offer him her ass, so that he wouldn’t get tired of her and leave her. “If I knew what I have done and what I am doing,” he mused, “he would despise me even more. For her, what I do is never right and the little I do well is never enough. »


She imagined, for a moment, that her mother caught her by chance kissing Lidia in the street. His eyes were closed, but for a moment he saw her staring at her, disgusted and angry. The other passers-by watched, but continued walking, but not her mother, who stared at her with a disgusted face. But instead of being intimidated, he was emboldened and amused by the thought: “Look, Mom, I kiss girls, I play with old men, I accept their tips and I get fucked in the ass by boys,” he imagined that he was snapping at her, if not with his words, then with his attitude. “And my boyfriend takes erotic photos of me,” she added. He was amused by his mother’s horrified face. “I do things that you haven’t done. I live,” he fantasized he told her. “I’m beginning to live,” she said to herself, and her tongue fluttered inside Lydia’s. “And you, now, are nothing more than an old woman,” she remarked.


“What are you laughing at?” Lidia asked surprised and detached from his lips. Vicky had still begun to laugh as he kissed her.


“Nothing,” Vicky replied. He waved his hand, subtracting


importance, but he had to quickly cover his mouth to silence the incipient laughter.


“Nothing?” Lidia was astonished. It doesn’t seem like anything to me. “Did I kiss her strangely, or why did she laugh?” he wondered puzzledly. Tell me and that’s how I laugh too.


“No,” Vicky refused, and her hand was unable to hold back the laughter.


She still saw her mother looking at her angrily and disappointed with her.


“Tell me,” Lidia insisted.


“I can’t,” Vicky continued to refuse and, again, her hand in front of her mouth was unable to drown out the laughter.


“Tell me or…” Lidia threatened, not knowing very well what to threaten her with.


“Or what?” Vicky bravely challenged her.


“Or…” Lidia hesitated. She wasn’t used to her friend’s bravado, which used to be anything but. “Or—” he hesitated, trying to think of something. “Or I’ll undress you right here,” he thought of saying. Then I could take a nice souvenir photo of him and send it to Alan to see his progress with it. But a patrol of municipal police dissuaded her from the idea. “Or—” he went on hesitatingly, out of ideas. Or I’ll put you there in the corner with that bitch,” he ended up telling her.


“Okay,” Vicky snapped, to Lidia’s surprise, and laughed again. « AND


Look, Mom, I’m a street slut too. I do what I want,” she imagined telling her mother. “For fifty bucks I suck her and spread my legs,” she fantasized that he was telling her just to her off; The idea in itself seemed disgusting to him. “Yuck! Sucking the cock of a dirty unknown john. Not even with a condom! And I won’t give her my precious vagina either. »


However, now that she had lost her virginity, she began to think that she had made a mistake in protecting her. How much fun had he missed out on in his life, and not just the sexual one? It had been wonderful that Manuel deflowered her. I would never forget that first time. But he was beginning to doubt that it should be restricted to him alone. How many boyfriends had your mother had?


Hadn’t he only had two? Didn’t she look bitter about that?


A couple of years ago she had fallen into depression and, although she was better now, she did not see her overflowing with happiness either. Perhaps happiness, in the end, was not in getting married and being a mother, as she proclaimed.


« In any case, fooling around with Lidia is not exactly offering her my


vagina to someone other than Manuel. She can’t penetrate me,” he justified.


“They are only kisses and caresses.” The bad thing was that Lidia did not limit herself to that. Or was it the good thing? Lidia wanted me to do more things, with Amancio or with one of his friends. She still loved Manuel, but he was far away, in Barcelona. She didn’t want to end up like her mother, who had hardly had fun, either as a single woman or as a married woman. Was it so serious if I cheated on him?


He thought that, if he did, it would be with Lidia through and that Manuel would not need to know. She could continue to love him equally and devote herself to him fully when they saw each other. He didn’t have to give up Lidia or the flirtations they had as a team. “And they don’t have to be just old,” something in his brain hinted at for a moment. “I can do anything I want. I can and should be different from my mother,” she proposed.


“Okay,” he repeated and challenged Lidia again. But you with me.


“You’ve never done it from behind, Mom. I have done it. And much to my regret and because of you, with the wrong person. “Vicky didn’t know if her mother had had anal sex – they never talked about intimate things – but she couldn’t imagine. “You’ve never kissed a girl and I have. And more than that. »


She couldn’t know either, but it was impossible that her mother, precisely her!, had had a tortilla adventure. “You’ve never done it for money.


I’ll do it. “If only to contradict him, I would do it. She would do it if Lidia encouraged her to do so. In addition, the extra money sends her very well, as her parents’ pay was so meagre that she did not even have enough to buy a train ticket to go see her boyfriend in Barcelona.


Lidia looked at her in amazement. She hadn’t expected that reaction from her friend.


On the contrary, Vicky used to blush with those issues. She was delicious when she did it, much more so than when she was so gallant.


“Maybe another time,” Lidia commented. He surrendered and it was rare for him to lose in a dialectical battle. “It’s too dangerous,” he said to himself, partly to justify his defeat, partly because it was true. With good judgment, Lidia understood that it would be difficult to explain to the whore and her pimp that they would not steal their customers and, above all, their income.


Even if they assured him that they were only doing it to have fun in a crazy one-off adventure and that they would give all the money to them, it was unlikely that the pimp and his whore would believe them. Most likely, they would get into trouble. “With the mafia of pimps it is better not to get involved,” he thought. To date, she had managed to work without a pimp and did not want to associate with those riffraff who exploit women with the excuse of protecting them (from them


themselves, of course).


“I don’t know what bug has bitten her, but I have to find out,” she proposed.


She felt that something had changed in her and that she acted like the waters of a reservoir overflowing. “Vicky is unconscious,” she said to herself.


“That whore has a pimp,” he said. You have to be careful with those things or the pimp ends up recruiting you for his network and forces you to work for him.


Vicky seemed to turn pale for a moment and her expression was one of surprise and terror.


“Obliged?” she said, terrified. You mean, with no choice but to spread your legs for any man with bills, with no possibility to decide? And doesn’t it seem erotic to you? He asked, using the same words as Lidia.


Lidia’s terrified face was even greater than the one Vicky had faked and only slowly faded when she let out another laugh.


“You should have seen you,” he said with a laugh. He bent over and clutched his belly, unable to contain himself.


“He gave it back to me,” Lidia was stunned. He had proposed eroticism to provoke her, but her friend had returned it to her in a magnified way. « But


What monster have I created? ” he was astonished. “I hope Alan stops seeing the sweet girl in her.” The evil Alan wanted to pervert it, but surely not so much. “I will continue to love her as well.”


Lidia took revenge by elbowing her in the ribs, but Vicky continued to laugh.


They continued walking and when the laughter finally stopped, Vicky sighed and said:


“Ah. I love you. He took her by the hand and they continued walking down Calle de la Montera.


“Your nipples are steep,” Lidia observed.


Vicky’s nipples were marked through the thin fabric of her green polyester top. The top was strapless and had a small V-neckline, but at the back it left the back completely exposed. On the sides, the fabric did not make an appearance until the height of the lower ribs, marking a deep V between the straps and the front, leaving its sides exposed, from the armpits to its floating ribs.


Vicky had put on a black bra that sported a wide band at the back. She didn’t think it looked bad with that top. In any case, wasn’t it considered sexy to show underwear? In reality, there was no


He had thought about it a lot and had simply put on what seemed comfortable to him.


But before going for a walk in the center of Madrid, they had met at Lidia’s house and Vicky’s friend had made her quickly take off that bra that looks so bad with a top that leaves her back exposed. Lidia had assured him that it took away all his grace. Of course he hadn’t taken off her bra for that reason, of course it hadn’t been the only garment he had taken off, of course they hadn’t talked only and of course that explanation had been given to him later, when they had dressed.


Of course, Lidia was right: With her she didn’t really need a bra, unless she wanted to prevent her nipples from being marked or if she wanted to prevent her from running the risk of her breast being seen from the side when she raised her arm.


Vicky looked down and saw that it was true.


“Yes,” he admitted without blushing. And whose fault is it? She asked rhetorically and squeezed her friend’s hand. She had been aroused by his kisses, his caresses and his words and the scent of his skin. I’m a bitch


He said and stuck out his tongue mockingly, as they used to do between them.


“Yes,” Lidia confirmed. You’ll get over me soon,” he sneered.


They both laughed together. They both knew that this was impossible or, if not, unlikely. Lidia was far ahead of him, although Vicky could not imagine to what extent.


“As long as you’re only a slut like me and not a slut like your mother,” he thought contemptuously. She was still hurt by Gema, for having disengaged in that way after what they had come to feel for each other. « Fucking treacherous slut! » He was getting revenge. She was fucking her daughter, she was fucking, unfortunately, her lover, and she was fucking her husband, although he only fucked his head, not his cock.


However, that did not satisfy her. One part of her pushed her to continue with revenge, another felt sadness. He really loved Daniel and Vicky. Actually, he didn’t fuck them out of revenge, but because he loved them. In truth, he did not want to hurt Gema, because even she still loved her, or at least desired. And much less did he want to cause any harm to Vicky or Daniel. “Everything I’m touching, it’s crumbling,” she thought in anguish. But what could he do, other than push forward? Things had started badly and she had been born crooked, both what she had now with Vicky, and what she had had with Gema and Daniel at the time. « Enjoy the


Moment… and… pray,” she said to herself, even though she was not a believer.


Although if the damn Alan had his way, Vicky would end up surpassing her like a slut. She had fucked the boss, the father, the mother, the daughter and the lover. Who would Vicky end up fornicating with, if Alan’s plans were consummated? However, I felt that I had managed to drive a wedge between Alan and Vicky and now I only needed to push to open the gap between them. “Vicky will eventually realize that Alan is only good for her for a good and that she can’t focus on him or depend on him for her pleasure and life experiences,” she said hopefully, though she couldn’t shake that feeling of sadness off her shoulders. “And Alan will realize that Vicky has become a real slut too soon. He will see that he has stopped being that sweet girl with whom, against all odds, he has ended up falling in love, if someone like him knows what love is. She will cease to have for him the attraction of the challenge of educating and perverting her. Surely he will still want to make his incestuous fantasy come true and he may succeed. But I can’t blame him for that. But as soon as he has achieved the challenge, he will get bored and move on to something else and hopefully leave us alone. »


“We’ve arrived,” Lidia declared at the entrance to Victoria’s secret shop.


“Here?” Vicky was surprised, but she didn’t say anything else.


The two friends entered the store together, holding hands, and began to explore the items. The lingerie was pretty, but Lidia wasn’t convinced by it, finding it unnecessarily expensive and too conservative. And Vicky, with the meagre pay her parents gave her, could not hope to buy anything in that store either, even if she liked it. To date, she had managed very well with the cheap panties at the flea market and had not needed anything more sophisticated.


“But it would be nice,” thought Vicky, “to buy me something special for Manuel, for when I see him next time.” I felt like I needed to compensate him for the cheating I was putting on him. He didn’t have much money, but he had the windfall profits he had made from Amancio and his friends. On top of that, he had had fun doing it.


“I like this for you,” Lidia announced, clutching Alan’s chosen bodysuit in front of her nose.


Vicky ran her fingers in wonder over the almost non-existent fabric. It was a very daring piece. It wasn’t underwear; it was lingerie designed only


to excite and prepare for the sexual act. But it was not obscene, but exuded sensuality and sweetness.


“It will look very good on you.” It’s like you,” Lidia encouraged her. I had seen the bodi on the internet, but it was not the same as seeing it live and playing it. To his annoyance, he couldn’t deny that Alan had good taste and that he had been right.


She took her friend to a mirror, stood behind her and held the bodysuit in front of her to get a better idea of how it would look. His mouth watered at the sight of her. He did not resist and, from behind, kissed his cheek and then continued with his lips caressing his pinna.


“They see us,” Vicky protested in a whisper. It didn’t seem to him that kissing in the street was the same as doing it in a store and, even more, in a lingerie store. He tried to get away from it, but without much impetus, and he did not succeed. In return, he blushed.


“I like you when you blush,” Lidia whispered in his ear. You make my heart beat fast and my pussy is dying for…


“Stop! Vicky exclaimed and turned away from her. Not here,” he asked with his mouth, without making a sound. Unsure, she looked around to see if they were looking at them. If Lydia was aroused by imagining her in the bodi, she was not immune to his charms either. But it wasn’t the right place.


“I want you to try it on.”


“What for?” Vicky discarded. I can’t afford it.


He could do it with what Amancio and his friends had given him, but then he could not go to see Manuel on a surprise visit. It was one or the other. “It’s a shame that it can’t be both,” he was discouraged. Her mother hadn’t even raised her pay when she’d been promoted at work, and now that she wasn’t working, she wouldn’t. “If I studied a normal career, it would give me money,” he was indignant. “But since I only make the piano useless, he doesn’t want to give me anything, as a punishment.” It was unfair.


“It would be nice to go and see Manuel by surprise and show up there with this,” he meditated. “After all, he deserves something special.” For her, Lidia was a special friend, but Manuel remained, despite everything, her boyfriend. “If it were spring or autumn, I could go to see him only dressed in this and a trench coat. Chachan! Now that would be a surprise! »


Of course, there was a chance to make extra money quickly, and he didn’t need to get in a corner with a whore to do so. Amancio and his friends had clearly shown their interest in going beyond what they had done and in rewarding them both for it. They were not strangers and even


he could consider them his friends. Besides, if he did it with Lidia… Somehow, that smoothed things out for her. None of them were very good looking, but Amancio and Bellarmine were passable. And with Amancio in particular she had confidence, in addition to the fact that, for some reason she did not understand, he excited her. Maybe he did it because he knew that Lidia slept with him and because he had seen how they did it. Or maybe it was because of how he had made her feel when he looked at her, although since then she considered that she had been very clever and that Amancio would no longer have the same effect on her.


“It’s not ne…” Lidia tried to indicate, but Vicky interrupted her.


“I don’t know,” she muttered, doubtful and lost in thought.


Nor was it necessary for him to sleep with any of them. It did not seem that it was appropriate for her to cheat on a man to give Manuel a gift. But it was not necessary and he could offer them a private show with Lidia for which they would surely pay money. Would none of them be willing to pay to see them together in bed? “Amancio will surely demand more than that,” he concluded, however. Was it so serious to spread your legs to earn a little extra money, a little help? That didn’t really make her a prostitute, because that meant she had to work regularly and with strangers. What would it be like to have sex with another man and feel him inside her? Lidia assured him that it was not that big of a deal and that it was fun. And in Manuel’s face, it must have been worse if he did it with a handsome boy than with an old man in exchange for a tip. Besides, no one needed to know about it. Only she, her friend and Amancio or Bellarmine would know.


“You don’t have to pay it,” Lidia finally managed to tell him.


I’ll give it to you.


Without knowing it, Lidia missed the opportunity to take Vicky to the next level.


“It’s very expensive, aunt!” Vicky refused.


“Nonsense. “I insist,” said Lidia, looking emphatically. Besides, it’s with the money we earn at Amancio’s house. I couldn’t have done it without you


He lied, because it would be Alan who would pay for it. I want to see you in it.


Vicky couldn’t resist any longer. Lidia was being generous to her just when she needed her generosity.


“I’ll give it back to you,” he agreed.


“Of course you will,” Lydia said and smiled mischievously.


Vicky looked at her, but was unable to determine if she meant that


I would enjoy it undressed like this or if I would make someone enjoy it, with or without that piece. She didn’t care, as long as they did it together.


“And now, try it on,” he said.


Lidia told the clerk that they intended to try on the bodysuit and she took a piece of her size.


“Thank you, but we only need a fitting room,” he informed the clerk when she made a gesture to open the second fitting room for him.


Vicky rolled her eyes, but avoided looking at the clerk. Two friends in a fitting room… It didn’t have to raise suspicions, did it? It could be something completely normal, right? It was just to get his opinion about how it looked on him before he bought it. Wasn’t it?


“I know what you’re up to,” Vicky whispered to her friend. Are you insatiable?


“Often yes,” Lidia admitted. But most of all I am when it comes to you. You’re a bonbon and this is the sugar that is sprinkled on top. I don’t think I’m going to be able to resist.


“You’re really a hottie,” Vicky replied. He looked demonstratively at the bodysuit that Lydia had taken for her and looked at her again.


And I’ll be the one to eat you. I owe you.


“Why am I giving it to you?” Lidia asked. She groaned as she felt her friend’s burning lips on her neck and her fingers on the button of her pants, ready to unbutton them.


“Yes,” Vicky replied, turning her lips away from her friend’s skin for a moment. And because I want you, bitch.


Lidia’s shorts fell to the ground. She was not wearing panties and, instantly, the young woman felt Vicky’s agile fingers on her sex.


“You’re wet, bitch,” Vicky commented, as her fingers explored her slit.


“And whose fault is that?” Lidia asked rhetorically between gasps.


“I’m going to eat you, sweetie,” Vicky warned her, excited. The morbidity made her doubly hot: she was going to have sex with a girl and she was going to have it in a fitting room. Without stopping to take off her denim shirt or top, she went down and squatted between Lidia’s legs.


Lidia groaned when she felt her friend’s first lick on her sensitive clitoris. He lifted his leg and put it on top of Vicky to facilitate access. Between the excitement and the heels she was wearing, she had to lean on


the walls of the fitting room so as not to lose balance. He closed his eyes. He was being wonderful. Vicky had definitively let go, she had left behind her modesty and squeamishness and was quickly learning to live differently and more intensely.


Suddenly, Vicky stopped. He looked up and asked:


—¿Me amas? Lidia, ¿me amas?


“Of course I love you, Vicky,” she confirmed. I love you with every pore of my body. You can’t imagine what you mean to me.


“I love Manuel,” Vicky said. Suddenly, she had felt the need to say it, perhaps to hear it said to herself. He had stopped eating her pussy, but she was still tenderly caressing her slit. “Or so I think,” he thought, but avoided vocalizing him.


He desired Lydia; that was obvious. It had taken him a while to figure it out and an additional time to admit it. He loved her; That was beyond doubt. But did he love her? Did he want to marry her, have children with her, grow old with her? He could imagine growing old with her, but not marrying or having children. Manuel was the right person for that and when he moved to Madrid, as he had promised, or she moved to Barcelona, they would be together. Although that would not exclude that, in addition, he grew old with Lidia.


They could remain friends and have fun together, the two of them alone or with others…


“You are cruel,” lamented Lydia, “telling me just at this moment.


Vicky’s fingers hadn’t stopped, and she continued to move her hips unconsciously. But I understand you,” he agreed, although he did not do it without pain. Nevertheless, I love you. But I have never pretended that loving you means caging you to have you to myself. You know how I am. To love is to liberate.


“I’m sorry,” Vicky apologized, acknowledging that she hadn’t chosen the best time for a momentous conversation. He had acted on impulse. I just wanted you to know.


“And I know. I’ve always known that. In fact, I intended to give you this bodysuit so that you would surprise him,” she was forced to say. Of course I wanted to surprise Alan, but if I had a choice, it wouldn’t be that sort. Which doesn’t mean you just have to wear it for him,” he warned.


“Thank you for understanding me,” Vicky said. And now, I’m going to make you. He pressed his mouth against Lidia’s sex and worked furiously with his tongue on her clitoris, leaving her unable to reply.


“Mmm. Mmmm,” Lidia moaned choky as her friend told her


she ate her pussy skillfully and with such passion. Vicky surpassed her mother in that. Not in skill, but in impetus. Gema had almost always had to be encouraged to go down to the pylon, which didn’t mean she didn’t like to do cunnilingus. Once launched, Vicky’s mother had continued on her own and had done so with the skill of a woman.


But he didn’t remember her taking the initiative in that way that her daughter had done. With men, in return, or, to be more precise, with Gerardo, for that was what she had witnessed, Gema had not needed anyone to stimulate her to throw herself with her mouth open and her lips protecting her teeth on his cock.


Her leg failed her as the orgasm ran through her body and she fell to the floor.


“See?” I love you too,” Vicky assured him when she got up and looked him in the eye.


But Lidia was unable to open them and continued to taste the post-orgasmic sensations with her eyes closed.


“And now kiss me, bitch,” he ordered when Lidia finally opened her eyes.


He did so by licking his lips ostentatiously. Without waiting for her answer, he threw himself on her half-open mouth and penetrated her with his tongue, while with his hand he caressed her bare ass.


“Did you like it?” Vicky wanted to make sure.


“You learn quickly,” Lidia conceded. For a moment, the apprentice has surpassed her master,” he praised her. He wasn’t talking about cunnilingus, but about how he’d taken the initiative, letting go of his inhibitions and shame and letting himself be carried away by passion and lasciviousness. I like it,” he confirmed. She liked to be Vicky’s teacher, to teach her, to guide her, to pervert her and to make her wake up. But she also liked that her friend took the initiative, that she proposed, that she pushed her.


Again, mother and daughter were different in that. Gema had always preferred to leave the initiative to her. The role of submissive was natural to her, while that of dominant made her uncomfortable, except when Gerardo ordered the roles to be switched. Then Gemma had tried to be her to satisfy him. Even so, he had never been cruel enough for Gerardo’s taste. It may have been a strategy of the old man to remind him that he was not good for domineering and thus stimulate his submissive side even more.


Vicky clearly came from the submissive side, but it was still unclear


which way he would choose, if he leaned towards one. As for Lidia, she liked variety and the ideal thing for her was for Vicky to be the same.


“You have the makings of a slut boss,” he said. Do you intend to take my position?


“What if I did?” Vicky joked.


“Very well, boss. What do we do now?


“Hmm,” Vicky hesitated for a moment. Now… We tried this on.


I also want to see how it looks on you.


Lidia ended up undressing, although she kept her heels, and put on the bodysuit. He had got the size right and it fit him great. She looked in the mirror and then asked her friend:


“If I were a gift and this was the packaging, what would you do with it?”


For a moment, she thought about answering: “Give you my boyfriend.” But he immediately pushed the image out of his mind, as soon as he felt a stab in his stomach. But the echoes of that thought remained: If Lidia gave him that to wear for Manuel, why would she buy one like it? She made an effort to put the question out of her mind, for the most probable answer did not please her at all.


“I would give you the…” he hesitated artificially, “Ciriaco!” “He was the most unpleasant of the three, both physically and in character.


“That’s what you’d do, eh?” I thought you would give me yourself,” she reproached him, making a crushed face.


“That too,” Vicky conceded, admitting that she had been wrong.


“It’s all right,” Lidia cut her off, gesturing her hand. But you know that Ciriaco really wants you. He has a big appetite. He laughed. And


I would only be an appetizer. You are the main course that really interests him.


“With this on?” He asked, pointing to his bodi, who had not yet put on.


“With that. Both. Hand in hand,” Lidia painted her fantasy before Vicky’s eyes. Imagine how happy we would be. He laughed. And how well it would pay. Wouldn’t that adventure be worthy of a real boss slut?


“You mean you’d just throw it away?” Vicky was amazed. Although they had already talked about the subject, he continued to marvel at the naturalness that Lidia showed about it. Never in his life, before meeting her, would he have imagined sleeping with a fat old man. And much less would it have been


imagined enjoying with someone like that. It was wrong to discriminate against people based on race or make fun of their age and physical condition, but it was the reality. The idea of having sex with someone like Ciriaco still seemed repulsive to her, but that very repulsion made her feel an unhealthy curiosity, perhaps an excitement. Hadn’t she been the one who had mentioned Ciriaco in the first place? Had he done it to punish her for the possibility that she had tried to copy his bodysuit for Manuel or for what other reason had he done it?


“Just like that?” Lydia exclaimed. No. What rudeness! he protested. I would do it after playing with him, after provoking him, after a few long preliminaries in my own way. With someone like him, I wouldn’t get straight to the point. That would be taking away all the fun. With someone like him you have to do it slowly and enjoy every step. It is likely to run fast. That’s why, among other things, foreplay is so important,” he explained. There are plenty of good guys. But morbid and memorable situations like that are rare. She ran her thumb over Vicky’s lips, who was listening to her in amazement


—. This teacher may still have a lot to teach you,” he murmured. He leaned forward and kissed her on the corner of his mouth. He stuck out his tongue as he did so and left his wet mark where his lips met.


“Are you sure?” Vicky asked. Or do you kid me?


Lidia put on a wide smile and affectionately brushed her hair from his face.


“There’s only one way to find out, don’t you think?” Then, he added


—: Why do you think I intend to buy two identical bodysuits? He put down her hair and took her hand.


“But first I’ll put it on for Manuel,” Vicky replied. If you don’t mind,” he added. After all, she was the one who gave it to him.


Lidia smiled tenderly. Vicky was once again that sweet and inexperienced girl.


But he had managed to arouse curiosity in her and had managed to make her trust her and let herself be guided by her. Her friend was not yet ready to take on the dominant role. For that he lacked, at the very least, experience. But she would teach it and if it was in her nature, she would celebrate it.


“First I want you to wear it for me,” he said and thought that before Alan Manuel, Vicky would wear the bodysuit in bed with her and Ciriaco.


Get undressed! He ordered it.


Vicky obeyed. She was overwhelmed by what had just happened. He had made love to a girl in the fitting rooms of a lingerie store that, to make matters worse, bore his name. Obviously, he would keep it a secret. And


She had just agreed to sleep with an unfriendly old fat man for money. « No


for money. Because of the experience,” he corrected himself.


“The shoes, too,” Lidia told him. They don’t fit with this.


Vicky looked down and compared her sneakers to Lidia’s heeled sandals.


“They don’t hit,” he admitted in a low voice and took them off. She put on her bodysuit and asked her friend, “What now?”


“Now,” Lydia hesitated. You decide. Do you want to decide, boss, or do you want me to decide?


Vicky looked down again and found, again, Lidia’s red heels.


“You decide, boss,” he decided quietly.


“I, in your place, would have said the following,” he taught, “which is what I am going to say to you now: I want to see you and I want to see you well. Go outside and parade for me.


“Oh,” Vicky said. I wouldn’t have thought of it,” he admitted.


“Don’t go through the hills of Úbeda and do it,” Lidia insisted and to emphasize her determination, she opened the door of the fitting room.


“Are you crazy?” Vicky asked fearfully. You can see us!


“Of course I’m crazy,” Lidia said. That’s what you like about me.


Get outside! He ordered her again and slapped her ass to spur her on.


Vicky, finally, went out into the corridor of the dressing rooms, on tiptoe and covering the shame that the ridiculous bodysuit did not want to cover, but to expose.


The store had three fitting rooms, side by side, linked by the same aisle. There was a door that, to offer greater privacy to the customers, was closed and that led to the displays and the store’s cashier.


“You’re very sexy when you’re embarrassed, but I want you to parade well.


Don’t cover yourself,” Lidia warned her, “although you can keep your face red, if you prefer.


Vicky tried to stand up, although she did not succeed completely, and tried to walk with dignity. There were no men, only women have access to that area, and there didn’t seem to be any other women in the other fitting rooms. Or if there was? Two fitting rooms were supposed to be occupied by them, but the third, was it empty?


With those thoughts, Vicky reached the end of the hallway and turned to turn around.


“Aren’t you recording me?!” She exclaimed embarrassed when she realized


that her friend was holding the mobile phone in her hand, pointing at her.


“Of course,” Lidia said without any blush.


Vicky ran to her. Her moved up and down, although, as they were small, they did so little.


“No!” She exclaimed and tried to take the cell phone out of her hand when he reached her.


“Ah! How I like you like that! Lidia said. She managed to push her mobile away and stop her friend’s attacks with her other arm.


“No!” I forbid you! Vicky warned her and continued trying to take her cell phone.


“I’m the boss, remember?” Lidia snapped. Have you wanted it to be so, or have you already forgotten it? When you’re boss, you’ll be able to take revenge, if that’s what you want to do. I will abide by the consequences, as long as you love me and are imaginative.


The door to the hallway of the fitting rooms opened suddenly and the clerk appeared through it with an unfriendly face.


“Girls, what’s going on?!” He rebuked them.


From the first moment his instinct had told him that these two young women were not two normal customers and that they were looking to make a fuss without any intention of buying anything.


Lidia and Vicky were frozen in the position in which the clerk had caught them, both naked with their bodysuits and fighting to get their cell phone.


“Get out!” She ordered them scandalized. You have a minute or I’ll call the police!


Vicky’s face turned dark red.


“Yes, ma’am,” Lidia accepted and Vicky imitated her in a low voice.


The clerk glared at them, but was momentarily satisfied, closed the door, and disappeared into the shop.


“Aunt, you’re crazy!” Vicky reproached him dejectedly.


Lidia laughed.


“You have a minute or I’ll call the police!” He parodied the clerk.


She laughed again and managed to infect Vicky with her laughter.


“Let’s go inside,” Lidia proposed and pulled Vicky’s hand to take her back to the fitting room.


Vicky let herself go. They had thirty seconds to take off their bodysuit and get dressed again. He tried to close the door of the fitting room, but Lidia told him


Prevented.


In return, Lidia positioned herself behind her, with her mobile phone in her hand, pointing towards the mirror in front of them. The other hand went to Vicky’s sex.


“Are you crazy?” We don’t have time! Vicky objected, although the force of her protests faded as soon as Lidia touched her clitoris. He’ll call the police,” he protested, however. The deadline given by the clerk had been taken literally. At least close the door,” he objected, more and more feebly.


“You won’t call the police,” Lidia reassured her. The store is the first one that does not benefit from a scandal. It is not good for attracting women in search of intimate clothing. She continued rubbing her. She knew she was doing well, as soon as Vicky raised her arms to stroke the back of her neck. In any case, it would attract men,” he continued reassuring her. With the door closed, he would bang on it until we got out. But with the door open, if he sees us like this, he will not dare to say anything to us. Who knows? Maybe he likes girls,” he joked.


“You’re incorrigible,” Vicky murmured, her eyes half closed and letting herself be carried away by pleasure and morbidity. He turned his head back and they kissed. What do you plan to do with this video? She asked, shrouded in the mists of joy.


“Are you going to send it to Manuel?” flashed the thought in her. But again, he quickly suppressed it. In the video there was not only her, but also Lidia, both semi-naked with the same bodysuit.


“Are you going to send it to Ciriaco, as a lure?” he thought in return.


“You have thirty seconds to,” Lidia told him, without answering his question. And to spur her on, he threatened her, “Or else I’ll take you dressed like this to the store or to the street.” Then the police will come and take us naked and handcuffed. “What I know I’m not going to do with the video is send it to Alan. I’ll keep this one. I’ll tell you some excuse,” he thought.


“Whore,” Vicky muttered and moved her hips to increase the friction.


“Twenty-nine,” Lidia said. And look in the mirror.


Narrow-eyed, Vicky watched herself and her friend behind her in the fitting room mirror. She saw how he rubbed her clitoris through her bodysuit, she saw how with the other hand he held the mobile phone in front of her to record her through the mirror, she saw the joy on her friend’s face and she saw the ecstasy in her own.


“Twenty-eight…


—The…


“Twenty-six…


At any moment the angry clerk could come back in.


Well over a minute had passed, for, among other things, the seconds that Lidia counted were not normal seconds. They may have been longer, but they looked much shorter. However, they were so good…


“Twenty-five…” Lidia increased the rhythm of her fingers on Vicky’s clitoris.


Vicky groaned, she saw herself in the mirror obscenely moving her hips. He turned his head to kiss Lidia, perhaps also so as not to look at himself. Lidia reciprocated, but then she turned her face away.


“Twenty… And look in the mirror.


Vicky moaned again. It was a moan of pleasure, although perhaps it was also of torment for having to look in the mirror and see that it made her.


“Fifteen seconds, my dear,” Lidia announced. Either you now or I’ll take you out. He was amused by the gleam of despair in Vicky’s eyes, which, for a moment, opened wide, but he increased the speed of his hand to help her. I’ll know if you’re cheating,” he warned.


Vicky gasped. Lidia was masturbating her at a devilish pace and it was almost unpleasant. Surely it would have been, if it had not been for those special circumstances.


“Seven,” he whispered in a warm voice in his ear. Vicky was about to get it.


Vicky continued to pant and twist her hips. His hands clung desperately to Lydia’s hair and unintentionally pulled it painfully.


“Five…


“Four…


Vicky groaned desperately. He was about to. He needed to because his body demanded it. He also had to do it to get rid of the humiliation that Lidia had announced to him and that, without a doubt, he would fulfill. The psychological pressure added to the body’s needs. Lidia was helping her; he had increased, if possible, the rate with which he masturbated her.


“Three…


“I need to. I need to! Vicky thought desperately.


“Of…


“Mmmm! Mmmm! Mmmm!” moaned Vicky beside herself. “I’m going to. I’m going to! he thought.


“One…


“Ah! Ah! Vicky groaned, her body completely tense, about to explode.


“Bad luck,” Lidia announced and suddenly took her hand away from her sex.


“No, no!” Vicky protested. His hips desperately sought contact and his hands left Lidia’s head to come to her aid.


“You’ve had enough!” Lydia warned her and forcibly took her hands away from her sex.


Vicky shook herself and tried to get away from her, prey to her basic instincts that had taken control over her. Lidia was not impressed, but grabbed her friend’s wrists as best she could, brought them over her head and pressed her against one of the walls of the fitting room. The mobile phone almost fell off in the maneuver, but he managed to immobilize her.


“You had your chance,” he said with a sadistic smile.


“No,” Vicky protested, though now more feebly.


Lidia looked deeply into her eyes and kissed her. Vicky melted like sugar in water. Lidia let go of her wrist and Vicky kept her arm up as if she were still holding her. Lidia’s hand went down again to her sex. He touched it gently.


“Shit, I love you!” She commented ecstatically, interrupting the kiss for a moment, but immediately brought their mouths back together and continued rubbing her sex slowly.


Suddenly, he stopped kissing her and turned his face away from her so he could observe her, but he continued with his hand on her clitoris.


“I love you too,” Vicky admitted in a broken voice, as if that statement would make Lidia finish her task of bringing her to the long-awaited climax. Her look and her voice seemed like a plea and they were, but not of sex, but of love.


At certain times, fascination, desire, and love are difficult to discern.


It is for an experienced woman and even more so for a teenager.


Lidia continued to tenderly caress her friend’s sex for a few years.


Seconds. But the pressure and speed were, by all accounts, insufficient to bring her to orgasm and she knew it.


“Opportunities must be seized,” she declared, and definitively withdrew her hand from her sex. Let’s go outside,” he said. Get dressed.


Lidia and Vicky changed their clothes in silence and left the fitting room area. Lydia had both bodysuits hanging over her forearm, and Lydia followed her, her legs still trembling. Embarrassed, she did not dare to look at the clerk, but hid behind her friend. Lydia, in return, went directly to her and, before she could recriminate anything, said:


“The size is perfect. We kept it. Can you put it in a bag, please? He opened his wallet and pulled out some bills. It was the money he had earned at Amancio’s house.


The clerk’s countenance changed drastically as soon as she saw the money. It had been feared that she would be the victim of two little girls who had only come to the store to take some photos and upload them to Instagram, but if they paid, things changed. Even so, I couldn’t allow them to get dirty in the fitting rooms, but what was done was done. Also, the bodis weren’t cheap (nothing in that store is) and the girls had bought two, which was handy for her commission.


“Have a nice day,” Lidia wished her, taking the bag and saying goodbye to her. I’ve had it.


Vicky was waiting for her with her head down and embarrassed at a prudent distance.


His legs were crossed, as a sign of his discomfort. Or maybe he was inadvertently trying to put pressure on his sex to stimulate himself a little. She hadn’t cummed yet and felt a strange tingling all over her body.


Lidia grabbed her friend by the elbow and took her with her.


“Come on, bitch,” he said to Vicky and they left the store.


At the door, he let go of his elbow and, in return, planted his hand on his ass.


CHAPTER XXXXIII – DEFEATED





“If fantasy were realistic, reality would be fantastic.” – Anonymous





—A new video? Jaume asked. Sighed. His lack of enthusiasm was feigned. On the one hand, he detested, as immoral, that his friend showed him intimate videos of his girlfriend or the woman. On the other hand, he couldn’t deny that he was curious to see them and that, on the other hand, he got aroused when he did. Of course, he didn’t tell his own girlfriend anything about it and, although he sometimes imagined recording it like this for him, he quickly dismissed the idea when the heat passed, as it seemed disrespectful to him, even if he didn’t share the recording with anyone.


Alan was not fooled by his friend’s attitude and put the USB stick in his hand.


“Four, actually,” he replied and smiled.


Jaume sighed again, as if his friend was forcing him to do something he didn’t want to do or as if watching them was doing him a favor, but he inserted the memory into one of the front slots of his desktop computer and turned on the screen. The high-resolution monitor, careful colorimetry and generous dimensions took only a few long moments to light up. Jaume did not have to boot the computer; I was almost always doing things with it and rarely turned it off. When I wasn’t working with him, I used to leave some long and intensive process of rendering or video manipulation in place. He entered his password and opened the file explorer.


“Copy them to the hard drive,” Alan encouraged him and put his hand on his shoulder. He knew full well that his friend liked to revisit the recordings, even if he refused to admit it.


“Are you sure?” Jaume asked, however. They… no… —


Hesitated.


“Gema knows I’m not the only one who watches the intimate videos you send me,” Alan explained patiently. It was not the first time they had that conversation. Jaume repeatedly went through periods in which he was reticent. In fact, she is excited that she shares them with people she doesn’t know. You’ll see it in this video. Also, I’m sure she feels very grateful to you for editing her videos and obfuscating her face before uploading it to her channel. He patted his friend’s shoulder. Surely


They’ll want to thank you in person, when they get the chance.


“No… “I,” Jaume stammered. He didn’t plan to cheat on his girlfriend.


“How many have you done on your account?” Alan asked amused.


Hey? Don’t deny it.


“Hey! Jaume exclaimed and made a defensive gesture to move his friend’s hand away from his noble parts. I’m not into that! He protested.


Alan had touched her crotch and, to her embarrassment, had checked her excitement.


“Of course not,” Alan reassured him. Neither do I and, of course, not with you. But in life you have to know how to jump over the shadow of yourself,” he said. Guys don’t call me either, if that’s what you’re thinking. But it makes me dominate, transform, destroy and recreate that person,” he said, referring to Daniel. That he is a man is almost the least of it. It is worth overcoming inhibitions,” he said. The second best thing after fucking another man’s wife is for the husband to suck it submissively and treat you as yourself.


Jaume remained silent, uncomfortable. If your friend were gay or, rather, bisexual, you could understand what he was saying. But it wasn’t. Or, at least, that’s what he assured and he had no reason to doubt his word. The facts were that he had not had any sexual relations with boys, at least that he knew and, as a close friend of his, he was sure that he would know, that he had had several girlfriends and that he was now in love with that girl – and you could tell that he was – although that did not prevent him from that woman and talking to her about everything he planned to do with her.


His friend’s sexuality was strange. Apart from his girlfriend, he was obsessed with completely dominating that couple who, precisely, happened to be her parents. Alan had always been dominant, also with girls. He had never lacked girlfriends, not like him, who had not met too many girls. But their relationships had not lasted long. Jaume did not know what special practices Alan had carried out in bed with his girlfriends and preferred not to know, and even less now that he saw it in a different light.


Of course, like all boys who are successful with girls, Alan liked to go off his tongue and boast about his exploits in front of his gang. Jaume had always listened to him uncomfortably, partly because he didn’t usually have anything similar to tell, partly because it seemed disrespectful to him to reveal intimacies about them. And yet, the girls had


They continued to be attracted to him, although they never lasted. His friend had liked to describe to the group of friends the firmness of their tits, had boasted about how they moaned, and had bragged about how they sucked it. To be sure, the rumors that he wasn’t a closed tomb regarding the sacred secrets of the bed must have caught up with potential new brides, but that hadn’t stopped them from continuing to be attracted to him like iron shavings to a magnet. “They like bastards,” he had thought and continued to think sadly. Of course, it also helps to be handsome.


As for the special practices, Jaume only remembered the episode in which Alan had boasted about how it had occurred to him, suddenly and without really knowing why, to give a good spanking to a girl he had just met in the disco.


Even years later, Jaume still remembered that girl very well.


She had a very cute face and a small body and he had had his eye on her for a long time, but he had never dared to approach her to talk to her. He had secretly fallen in love with her, without really knowing her, and had just watched her out of the corner of his eye, unable to tear himself away to go talk to her, perhaps because of his shyness with girls, perhaps afraid that he would give him pumpkins and that it would break his idyll with her.


Against all odds, Alan had managed to hook up with this seemingly demure girl without much effort. He had entered it, perhaps emboldened by alcohol, perhaps without the need for a good dose of liquid value; Alan, unlike him, was not one to be shy about striking up a conversation with girls. Jaume did not know the secret of what he was telling them, but he knew that his friend managed to capture their attention and make them laugh. His friend was intelligent and cultured, but no more so than he.


In any case, she suspected that it was not their intelligence and their culture that made them smile as soon as he approached them and said the first words.


Alan had not taken long to take her to the bar to buy her a drink.


Sorrowful, Jaume had watched as his friend made his way through the crowd of the nightclub, with her holding his hand, following him behind him along the path he managed to open. She could not blame him for betrayal, for he had never spoken to her of his feelings for her. He hadn’t even told her about her, afraid that the mere mention might sully his angel, his secret love.


Soon after, he had seen them kissing each other in a semi-dark corner of the nightclub. Jaume remembered how he had looked away, frustrated with himself, for his lack of courage, and disappointed with her. He had never imagined that this angelic-looking girl, this decent girl, who could have been the love of his life, would be given to such debauchery, much less with a bastard like his friend Alan.


Of course, if he had had the courage to enter her, he would have liked to kiss her too, but not in such a sexual way. He would have kissed her tenderly and lovingly. “How stupid I was!” he said to himself as he recalled the episode.


“The only thing I knew about her was that she was beautiful. And that and little else is what I know about her. “His heart had been shattered by that moment. A girl who gave herself like that to a notorious bastard – she liked her friend, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t a bastard with her aunts – couldn’t be a girl who could love him. That was incompatible. He and Alan were friends, but they were very different, especially with the girls. “And apparently, we continue to be so,” he acknowledged.


But several years had already passed since then. He was now in a stable relationship and did not envy his friend. Not really.


Then he had turned and forced himself to look at them again. Jaume remembered that the little angel fallen from heaven and his friend’s devil had continued kissing, with his friend’s tongue in her mouth – and they had just met – or hers inside his, she with her eyes closed and he with his eyes open and with a lustful and triumphant smile drawn on them. On closer inspection, he had discovered that his friend had managed to slip his hand under her sweater and that he was feeling her breast. “So fast?” he had wondered. Surely the girl was not the angel he had thought he saw in her.


“What if it was?” he wondered as he recalled the scene. Years later, perhaps thanks to the trust he had gained from having a stable relationship with a girl, he saw things differently: He didn’t detract from the girl who wanted to have a sexual relationship with a handsome boy she had just met. Nor did it make it more valuable that she was – in her imagination, until she had collided with the harsh reality – demure. The problem had been him and his shyness, not her. Didn’t he like pretty girls? Why couldn’t they like handsome boys, even if they were bastards? It was a matter of adolescence; since then it had matured.


Jaume remembered that he had tried to look away from them, not because of


modesty, but because he felt disappointed, first of all, with himself.


But he had not been able to avoid continuing to stare at them. Between the noise of the music and the flashes of the lights, he had seen his girl vibrate under the caresses of his friend.


He remembered that he had felt a strange and unsettling excitement about the scene and that he had been unable to turn away. Now I thought I understood it much better. His friend’s relationship with Gema and Daniel had awakened old memories in him. Had he been aroused by watching the superior male take the girl? Was that what he had felt and was that what this man, Daniel, felt when he saw his wife with Alan? Jaume did not have the answer to those questions. The differences were enormous. However, the mere fact that those buried, but never dead, memories were awakened just at that moment, was already an answer in itself.


Afterwards, he had had to watch them leave the club, holding hands. He remembered the girl’s blushing face, perhaps because of modesty, perhaps because of excitement.


The next day, Alan had bragged in front of him and the rest of the gang of friends about his exploit with her. “You have sullied it and, on top of that, you boast of it!” Jaume remembered that he had thought. He also remembered that, uncomfortable and crestfallen, he had continued to listen to his braggadocio. Alan had taken her straight to the car.


“Suck it,” he had said, leaning against the car. And she had answered: “No.” Then Alan had opened the back side door, sat down on the stool, pulled her arm toward him, until she had her belly in his lap, and slammed her skirt up. With his ass exposed to the cold December night, he had tucked his panties between her buttocks and warmed her ass with his hand, not caring that someone might see them in the parking lot.


Apparently, the girl had managed to warm up in that way and then had not objected to sucking it right there, squatting or kneeling on the earthy floor of the field that served as a parking lot, shielded only to one side by the open door and with him sitting on the sidewalk, with his feet outside the car. She had sucked it solicitously and he had unloaded it into her mouth like a stallion bull.


What teenager wouldn’t boast of such a feat in front of his friends?


“That one?” his friends had wondered, admiring him. Jaume


He remembered the beauty of the girl, who, unlike others when they went out, dressed wisely. Even so, her modesty did not rob her of an ounce of beauty.


“Quite the opposite,” Jaume murmured, remembering that distant episode in his life.


What was distant for him, for Gema and Daniel would be recent. Time passes differently for young people.


“What do you say?” Alan asked, oblivious to his friend’s internal conversation and believing that he was addressing him, responding to his last comment


—. Don’t believe me?


“Yes, I believe you,” Jaume thought, but he said nothing. He believed him too much and that is why he had to take care of his current girlfriend. His friend was very busy with what he already had; However, he did not want bad ideas to occur to him. And, above all, he did not want to feel what the woman’s husband must feel. Or is it? His mind returned to the scene. Now it seemed to him that there was a certain resemblance between that girl and his friend’s current girlfriend. They both had the same body and also gave each other an air in their facial features. But surely Alan didn’t even remember that.


“What’s your name?” his friends had asked him. “And what do I know!” Alan had exclaimed. “What does it matter?” he had maintained.


“Her name was Marisa,” Jaume said to himself. I had never spoken to her. Not even that. But I had found out his name. He had gone to the disco every night hopefully and had returned home every morning to continue dreaming about her. All this before her friend sullied her.


The girl was beautiful, but her way of dressing was not like the others Alan used to enter and he had never imagined that he would end up with his friend’s cock in his mouth.


“And did you let you whip her?” one of the friends had asked, incredulous and admiring. “Didn’t he resist?” another had asked, fascinated.


“You’re a beast!” another had reproached him, though not completely seriously. “Then he sucked it with pleasure,” another friend had replied in his defense, then provoking laughter from everyone. Jaume remembered everything very well. He also remembered that he hadn’t joined in the laughter and hadn’t asked any questions either. He had been indignant at his friend’s story, and again an unsettling excitement that he now thought he understood.


“How did you know he would like it?” he remembered one of them asking.


Jaume had pricked up his ears. That question did seem interesting to him.


Alan had shrugged. She was being the star of the talk show and she loved that. He had smiled broadly and, again, that smile had seemed outrageous to Jaume. Girls deserve better treatment.


“I don’t know,” Alan had begun to explain. “I guess it was intuition. I was drunk,” he had admitted. “I didn’t know what I was doing. But it may have been his way of saying ‘no’. But maybe the clue was how he pressed against me when I pinched his nipple in the disco.”


Jaume remembered the distinctive gesture that his friend had made and that, at that moment, he had seen the image of her and him giving the lot in the corner of the discotheque, with his friend’s hand feeling her chest under the black neck sweater.


Had he pinched her nipple as soon as he met her?! And she had left and left the club fearful, anxious, embarrassed, and excited with him?!


At that time, Jaume had not been fully aware of the emotions that this event aroused in him, but now he understood that he had considered that girl, with whom he had never spoken, his girlfriend.


“Is this how you feel, Daniel?” he wondered. He was beginning to feel a certain connection with the woman’s husband and that made him uneasy. However, the parallels, if there were any, went as far as they did, and in reality, things were completely different. Even so, he made a mental note again to keep his girlfriend away from Alan.


“Deliver me from calm waters, that from the bad ones…”, he recited the popular saying, not knowing very well if he was referring to Marisa or to himself. If she hadn’t witnessed it, she could never have imagined that a girl like her could like that. Was Gemma in the same way as Marisa, modest on the outside and fiery, in that way, on the inside? What had the woman been like when Daniel fell in love with her? Had Daniel been like him? What if she had spoken to Marisa, before Alan noticed her that night? Would he have conquered it? Could he have done it, even though he liked bastards like Alan? And if he had conquered her, would he have ended up falling on the paws of someone like Alan, someone who would give him what he really needed? What if I had spoken to him after that night?


Why hadn’t he dared before or since?


Jaume did not complain. He had a girlfriend and was in love with her. But he couldn’t help but wonder things. With all that outraged him that Alan


betraying the trust of his women, especially that of his current girlfriend, who was unaware that she shared her intimate videos with him, was opening the doors to a disturbing world of the human psyche and that gave him a lot to philosophize about life and understand himself. “Very valuable lessons for a future filmmaker,” he thought, although he knew that this was more of an excuse than the real reason for his interest.


“And what does my girlfriend need?” he asked to his horror. He tried to quickly push away such a thought. Was he giving her what she needed?


What if someone like Alan – not Alan, but someone like him – came in and won her over for one night? « One night… and another one, and another… like Gema? “, he asked himself to his misfortune.


“Did her nipple get hard?” one of the friends had asked. “Didn’t you throw it away?” asked another, without waiting for the answer to the previous question. “What did you do next?” another had asked.


“No,” Jaume remembered his friend replying. “I was drunk and I went home,” he had explained, as if the most prudent thing to do was to drive in that state. He remembered it well, for he had been left lying and had to return home in another friend’s car.


He had not seen the girl again that night, although he had seen her again other nights later. He had noticed that Marisa, every time she saw Alan, looked at him hopefully and embarrassed at the same time. But she had never lowered herself to go talk to her friend. And Alan hadn’t spoken to her again either, beyond a ‘hello and goodbye’.


“Why don’t you go back to her?” one of the friends had once asked Alan. Jaume, on the other hand, preferred not to talk about Marisa, although he always listened carefully when others did.


“He’s not my type,” he remembered Alan replying.


He had entered because he was drunk. It had been a remarkable one-night stand, but nothing more, with no meaning to him, other than to have unloaded his eggs into the mouth of a beautiful girl, of his adorable Marisa.


Her friends had not taken long to fall like vultures on her. One after another, they had entered him, clearly dreaming of living a crazy night with her, as Alan had managed. “Marisa is one of those who let themselves be done,” the word had spread quickly among them, “and on the first night!” Marisa is one of those who suck and swallow it.” “Marisa is one of those who let everything be done.”


Marisa had quickly become popular with the boys who


frequented that discotheque. She continued to dress the same, she continued to dance in the same way, but, overnight, boys from all walks of life, tall and short, handsome and ugly, thin and fat, with acne and well-groomed skin, young people who should not be able to enter the disco and older people who should already have other hobbies, all of them tried to flirt with her.


She responded kindly to their advances, chatted with them, but never laughed and never left with anyone. She kept looking at Alan, waiting for him to come back to her, wanting him, even though he didn’t. If they bumped into the tumult of people or happened to meet on the way to the restrooms, Alan would stop to chat briefly with her, but he would quickly say goodbye.


Jaume remembered it well, because if his Marisa chased Alan with her eyes, he chased her, although he never dared to talk to her and although she never noticed him. At first, she hadn’t dared out of shyness.


Then, he had not done so for fear that the predictable pumpkins would break the idyll of his secret platonic love. Later, she hadn’t done it because she understood that it was impossible for her to like him if she liked someone like Alan. Then he hadn’t done it because he felt that Marisa had betrayed him and that she was nothing more than a furcia, instead of the pure heart he had thought he saw in her. Later, he had refused to do so so as not to be one more of the gang of vultures that fluttered disgustingly around him, without ever getting anything from her.


And, finally, he had not done so because Marisa had disappeared.


I had never seen her again.


Jaume could have asked Alan to introduce her to him, but Alan had never known of his feelings for her. “What if he had introduced it to me? What if I had run myself? Jaume continued to wonder. Maybe she had never noticed him because she just hadn’t seen him. Perhaps, if I had spoken to him… How would his life have changed if he had? Would he have managed to make her fall in love? Had he remained in love with her? Had they loved each other, even though she had continued to desire Alan sexually? Would he have tolerated that situation, as Gema’s husband did? “No, he doesn’t tolerate it,” he said to himself. “He wants that.”


“And how many have you done at the expense of my girlfriend?” Alan asked.


“Huh?” Jaume did, coming out of his reverie.


“Don’t deny it!” Alan warned, pretending to be angry. I would think it would be bad if you didn’t mess up with his photos and videos. Or don’t you think she’s pretty? He laughed and slapped him on the back that made Jaume’s body go towards the keyboard. You are my best friend. My only true friend,” he said. And you’re helping me a lot.


“She doesn’t know,” Jaume reproached her.


“You don’t know yet,” Alan corrected him. I’d like Vicky to pose for you and take some nice pictures of her,” he proposed.


“Photography is not my thing,” Jaume resisted. He felt strange, stranger even than when Marisa. His Marisa had cheated on him with Alan. What Alan was proposing to her with Vicky was the opposite situation, if he was proposing that. Even without sex, erotic photos of her was like sleeping with her. Even with Gema, I could understand it, to a certain extent. The woman was not his girlfriend nor did anyone pretend that she was. But Vicky… Jaume could not understand his friend. She knew him well enough to be sure that he was in love with her. But what kind of love was that? It certainly wasn’t the kind of love he would feel for such a girl.


The image of Marisa came to mind. There was a certain resemblance between her and Vicky and, although Vicky and her mother also looked alike, Jaume did not find any resemblance between Gema and Marisa. “And she loves him,” he mused, “at least if I trust what Alan tells me.” Had Marisa loved her friend? ¿Or


“This is crazy,” he muttered to himself.


“Of course it is,” Alan agreed. And now, open the first file.


That’s the first video. Alan guided Jaume’s hand with his hand and, with it, the mouse pointer on the screen. He pushed his index finger and got it to double-click.


Jaume watched the woman’s video incredulous and excited. His head was in a mess, he didn’t say anything. He just observed. He immediately recognized that the woman must be in the fitting room of some kind of store. It was extraordinary what Alan was getting me to do. He felt his spliced cock press against his jeans.


“What do you think?” Alan asked when the recording ended.


Jaume was slow to respond. Part of his mind kept haunting Marisa’s echoes. And with half that he had left, it was difficult for him to think.


“How do you do it?” He finally asked.


“Yes,” Alan replied and laughed. I don’t know either. But


This woman is dying for me. Have you seen how aroused I was? He admired himself, while boasting about it.


Jaume nodded. The woman was very good looking, despite her age. And she was especially so in that piece of lingerie. But the most remarkable thing about her was how she got every time she did something for and for Alan. She was sensual in her own right, but her sex appeal increased exponentially because of how she behaved in front of the camera. It was clear that he was not pretending. It wasn’t just her movements or her voice. It wasn’t even the situation, there, in the fitting room of a store. Era…? What was it? What was the reason for such a spell that he exercised? He wasn’t the only one who felt that way.


Her small channel on the porn platform to which Alan uploaded his videos that he edited was full of comments, profanity and appreciative, and that the public on the Internet did not see her face and did not delight in the ecstasy that was drawn on her when she did what Alan told her. What was so special about her?


“Devotion,” Alan replied, as if he had read Jaume’s thoughts. “I don’t know what I’ve done to deserve it,” Alan admitted, “but she’s devoted to me to a point you can’t imagine. And each time, it is more so.


You should try it.


-No… I…” Jaume stammered.


“You have a girlfriend, I know,” Alan finished the sentence for him. So what? Me too! Seriously: I’m sure I can get him to project his devotion onto you. It would still be mine, but think about how it would make you feel and what you would experience with it.


Alan’s words made Jaume wonder what he would do with a woman so devoted to him. Would he do the same as Alan with her? Would he have her take her half-naked on a motorcycle to an industrial estate, tie her to a lamppost and rent her for a handful of bills so that a stranger could drill her eyelet? Certainly, he wouldn’t do that! Would you order him to make erotic videos like that and other more ingenious ones?


“You don’t have to tell your girl,” Alan tempted him.


Would he fuck her in front of her husband? He shook his head. He didn’t fuck. He made love. He could not deny that having such a woman at his disposal was not seductive. But apart from the fact that he did not wish to betray his girlfriend, he was sure that the lust of such a woman would eventually overwhelm him and that he would soon become overwhelmed in satisfying his libido.


That woman was not for him, not even borrowed at times. Or is it? Had


very interesting short films that I could record with her and not only overtly sexual videos. The woman had a pretty, expressive face and was photogenic. With that devotion he showed to his master, surely it would not take long for him to learn a little interpretation. Instead of pornographic videos, erotic and imaginative short films could be made and even eroticism could be combined with the most grotesque and bizarre pornography to surprise the viewer. Certainly, he could be inspired by works such as A Clockwork Orange and Caligula, not in terms of the script, but in terms of what it meant in his moment of innovation.


“Do you like the lingerie she’s wearing?” Alan asked. Doesn’t it seem sweet and virginal? I’m thinking about putting it back on for a special occasion, although I haven’t decided which one yet. Maybe by the time I lend it, part-time, to another master,” he revealed, patting Alan’s shoulder again. In a kind of ceremony of some kind. He shrugged, then said, “For now, you know what you need to do: Hide what you need to hide, work your artistic magic with editing, and upload it to your channel.” It’s a nice showcase, don’t you think? He didn’t leave him time to answer and guided his hand and mouse to the next file.


“The pity is that Lidia has not managed to get Vicky to make the same video in the fitting room,” she lamented, while letting Jaume watch the second video she had brought him. Lidia had told him that they had gone to Victoria’s Secret and that she had given him the bodysuit to wear for him. She had assured him that Vicky had been very excited and that she was determined to surprise him, but that she had refused to record herself in front of the dressing room mirror. He had maintained that he had done everything possible and impossible to convince her, but that he had not succeeded. “Not even a photo,” continued Alan, who had already dreamed of having two similar videos to compare, one of the mother and the other of the daughter. He would have liked to have had the two videos for later and also to show it to Jaume. “I need to spend more time with her,” he said to himself.


“I’m going to invite you to come to Barcelona.”


“Do you see?” I told you that she thinking that there are more people watching her videos, with their faces uncovered,” she told Jaume when the recording ended.


Jaume nodded. It was true; I had seen and heard it in the video. The woman had put on that lingerie again. In the tent he had been ardent, but he had tried to avoid seeing his face in the


mirror. He had made some mistakes, but he would correct that before uploading the video to his channel. As she made her plans, she wondered what it must have felt for her husband to see his wife so lewd toward another man. What must he have felt when he came across the video on the porn platform and read the comments made to him? Was he proud to have such a woman, so hot and attractive? Or was she ashamed because anyone could see her clicking completely naked and performing obscene acts, thinking, moreover, avowedly, of another man? “In Alan.”


What had Prince Felipe and his ex-girlfriend been like? He had read about her, the blonde Norway and how his parents or the advisers of the Royal House or perhaps the government had forbidden him to have a relationship with her. “Eva Sannum, s’anomenava l’ex de l’ara Rei d’Espanya,” he mused. The lingerie model had not been appropriate to be the queen of the Spains. There were even some topless photos of her. “Look, this is our queen,” the joke went that a Spanish truck driver said to a French one, pointing his thumb backwards at a poster of her. Of course, Daniel was not king of anything. Apparently, he was not even the king of his own house. But how had Felipe felt about it?


And then, of the current queen, it was rumored that there was also a compromising photo or painting in the hands of one of her ex-boyfriends.


If in the store Gema had been ardent, in the video in her bedroom, the one of the videoconference recording that Alan had made with her, she had been submissive and devoted. The expression on his face, more than his actions, said it all to him. “He really owns it,” he concluded. “It is not theatre nor is it only sex.” He wondered if his friend had ended up possessing Marisa in the same way. “And despite this, she still loves her husband?” she wondered.


“Do I also prepare it and upload it?” Jaume asked.


“Edit it and cut it so that it looks good. He didn’t want to tell his friend about whether he should cut the end of the recording, in which Gema panicked and slammed the lid of the laptop shut. His friend was the artist, and he would know better than he did whether to keep that part or not. But don’t hide your face,” Alan replied and smiled broadly. This one goes to the private collection,” he clarified. I plan to show it out there, but in private, on a one-to-one basis. I’ll see what I come up with, but I think it’s a good claim, isn’t it?


I bet that more than one will be very interested in knowing it, seeing what…


devout… What is it. Don’t you think? He patted his friend’s shoulder again.


The bodi for a special award ceremony and the video claim for a lucky special. He let his words have their effect on his friend, and then roused him from his drunken state by telling him


—: Click on the following file.


“Is she okay?” Jaume asked doubtfully, before moving on to the next video. Aren’t you worried that it would end like this? Maybe you’re going too far and asking too much,” he warned.


Alan sighed.


“That’s why, among other things, I’m sharing all this with you, my friend. I need your opinion, not just your filmmaking skills. But it’s best that we comment on it when you’ve seen all the recordings.


Jaume wrinkled his nose as soon as he started the next video, disgusted to sense what he would have to see. Still, he didn’t take his eyes off the monitor.


“Turn up the volume,” Alan asked.


His friend’s hand on his shoulder seemed to Jaume that it suddenly weighed like a slab.


“You’re very sexy,” he heard Alan congratulate Daniel. “I was afraid it wouldn’t work for you.”


Daniel said nothing. He was visibly uncomfortable.


“Come on, don’t be shy. Put your hands away,” Alan encouraged him. “Come on. Don’t make me have to tell you again. You know it’ll be worse if I do.”


Reluctantly, Daniel pulled his hands away from his genitals. The tight bodysuit, designed for his wife’s size, was impossible to cover his chick and his little guys. But his useless chick took up more space than usual because of the chastity device. As a result, Daniel had had to pull the front of his crotch away from the bodysuit, so that the thin strip of cloth ran down the side of his genitals.


“It almost suits you better than Gema,” Alan praised him.


You could see on Daniel’s face that he wasn’t sure if he’d told him that with a grudge.


“You’d make a good girlfriend, Daniel,” Alan continued to compliment him on his appearance. “Or do you prefer Daniela for this session?”


Daniel’s face reddened and he only managed to stammer a few words:


“Daniela. I think.” Then he added, “Sir.”


“I understand,” Alan said. “It’s a shame. Daniel seems more like


humiliating in this context. But I’m going to be magnanimous. I’m here to help. However, if you want to be Daniela, you should put on your heels and put on your lipstick.”


“Yes, sir,” Daniel agreed, visibly stunned.


“Well, come on!” spurred Alan on.


Daniel disappeared from the camera’s angle of view. They spent the seconds showing the empty bedroom.


Jaume raised his eyebrows. “This is very strange,” he said to himself. He breathed a sigh of relief when he saw that it was no longer spliced. The sight of such a transvestite man in such a ridiculous way had lowered his libido and that was a good thing. However, the intrigue had increased. He took advantage of the pause to comment with his friend:


“That wasn’t there before,” he said, referring to the giant bear that was leaning against the bedroom wall and that he hadn’t seen it in the woman’s previous video.


Alan gestured to her, signaling her to wait. Jaume sensed that later in the video he would find the explanation.


Soon after, Daniela appeared on the scene again, tapping her heels on the porcelain floor of the bedroom. He was still a man, but the heels had managed to stylize it. The red lips, however, added to the grotesque level of the scene.


“What does Alan want me to do with this?” he asked. « Why and why does he show it to me? »


“Ah, there you are, Daniela,” Alan commented. “Much better that way.” He whistled appreciatively. “The other day we talked about a wedding ceremony with Gema. Do you remember? Do you remember how you told me that you would like to see her in white, half-naked, at the altar?”


There was an awkward silence for a few seconds until, finally, it was Daniel who was compelled to break it:


“Yes, sir,” he sighed.


“And you’d like me to be his macho, right? Don’t you think she deserves the best?”


“Yes,” Daniel confirmed, with a wince. “You are the best, sir.”


Alan’s face lit up as he heard those words for the umpteenth time. He never tired of hearing them and squeezed his friend’s shoulder.


“And you’re willing to work hard for her to have the best, aren’t you?”


like this?” heard Jaume ask his friend in the video. She saw her husband nod his head.


“I need to hear it, Daniela,” Alan told her. “And I need to hear it from Daniel’s mouth. He is the one who must make an effort. About Daniela, I know that she will end up enjoying this. So, Daniel?” he told him what he wanted to hear.


“I want you to… “Gema,” Jaume hesitated, “have the best master and the best male. I wish I had you, sir,” he heard the man admit, already completely surrendered to Alan’s commanding influence. It seemed to Jaume that the man had hesitated for a moment to refer to his spouse as “my wife” or by her name, as he had finally done.


Jaume marveled at how his friend had achieved it. Not only had he tamed the woman, but he had also managed to break the husband and was in the process of doing the same with the daughter. “You won’t dare tame her like that too!” he snapped at his friend mentally. “Holy Christ, she is your bride!” The image of Marisa came back to his mind, not only how easy it had been for him to hook her up and take her to the car the first night, but how she had continued to look at him eagerly in the club, after he no longer paid attention to her.


“I don’t know what he has, but he has something,” he admired. Not long ago her husband had been reticent, Alan had told her, but suddenly everything had changed. “He has managed to really break it. Poor man! “, he was sorry. “And this is just the beginning.” Again, he thought of Marisa, his friend and himself and shook at the chill that came to him at the thought that in some universe of the Multiverse there were two versions of them exactly in that situation.


“Good,” he heard Alan say. “Because at this point, she is devoted to me, whatever I do with her. But you surely already know that.


Daniel?” Alan encouraged him to confirm what he said, deliberately using the male version of his name to humiliate him further.


“Yes,” the man admitted, his head down. “You are his master. And… My wife… it is irremediably devoted to him. Of that I am aware, sir.”


“Exactly!” exclaimed Alan. “I am his master. And she is my faithful dog. There is no question about loyalty, only about training. But that’s what we’re working on. Daniel,” she said, purposely reusing the male version of her name, “would you like me to train her like the dog she is?”


“Yes,” the man admitted, regretfully.


Jaume was sure that he didn’t even know what that training entailed. Or did you know? He didn’t know either. But was his friend clear about it or was he talking for the sake of talking? “A little dog…”, he muttered. He would never hurt a pet, if he had one. But what about his friend? He continued to listen fascinated. The visual scene, if he had not dedicated himself to cinematography, as a man, would have seemed disgusting to him. But the script smelled of drama. It gave the feeling – and surely it was – that the man – if he could be called that – was about to tear himself apart. “It’s intense,” he thought and watched carefully.


“Come on, Daniel,” Alan told him. “Leave the simplicity for Daniela, if you want. But like Daniel, I expect you to say complete sentences. We’re done. Then I play with Daniela.”


The man sighed. It wasn’t easy for him and Alan wasn’t making it easy for him.


“I want him to train my wife… to Gema… like her dog. Lord.


You are her master and she is faithful to him, but she still needs training.”


Jaume watched fascinated as the man’s genitals moved as he said it. Was it splicing? But it was impossible, with the chastity device!


“And you need more training, don’t you, Daniela?”


“Yes, I do,” nodded the man in red heels and nose him.


“And are you going to make an effort, Daniel, for Gema?” Alan went back to using the male version of his name.


“I’ll do everything,” the man confirmed in women’s lingerie. His hands were behind his ass, but you could sense that he was moving them nervously.


“You’d better be,” Alan warned him. “Because I, for her, am her master, inalienably. But that doesn’t mean you necessarily have to be their male as well. There are many more dogs that I can fuck. More beautiful and younger, but also fatter and, and that’s not exactly a bad thing. But I doubt that many are married to a Daniela like you.


It’s all up to you, Daniel. And also from you, Daniela.”


There was silence for a few seconds, during which the man without a dick swayed nervously from one heel to the other.


That time it was Alan who broke the awkward silence:


“If you’re not up to the task, I could think of giving Gema another male.


You know she would accept, even though she would be disappointed.”


“Yes,” the caricature of a man nodded.


“And whose fault would it be?” Alan tortured him mercilessly.


“Mia,” he accepted with his head down what was left of him as a man.


“Oh! How Machiavellian he is! Jaume was indignant with his friend. I was as indignant with him as I was admired. “That’s how he has achieved it,” he acknowledged.


“That has been one of his levers. The woman is so crazy about Alan that she would blame the husband for the failure of her relationship with him. »


“Imagine the wedding ceremony we discussed the other day,” Alan told him. “Imagine your wife wearing that same bodysuit, extra-high white heels, the hot spouse’s ankle brace on one ankle, a garter on one thigh…


your wedding ring still on your left ring finger… with those tits that my uncle put on her… a nice plug in the ass, with my cum floating inside her for the last time… perfectly made up and combed, her face barely hidden under a white, transparent veil… Me, taking her to the altar…


His sad look and his mascara smeared with tears… As he passes by you, he barely turns his head to look at you, but he looks at you… Do you know how he looks at you?”


“With disdain. With hatred,” Jaume heard Daniel confirm.


“Smart guy,” Alan congratulated him. “I knew you would understand. yes, that’s how I’d look at you. I’d only look at you for a second, maybe two.”


“I wouldn’t look at myself again.”


“He would still be his master. That is irremediable. But he would be obliged to give it to another male. Not temporarily, Daniel, not as part of his training. Forever. I am not interested in it alone; I’m interested in you both. She would understand.”


“Yes, she adores you, sir. It’s irremediable,” Jaume heard the man say and interpreted that he had tried to fight against it, until he had no choice but to accept his defeat. But what a defeat! “And he would hate me.”


“Yes, I would,” Alan agreed. “The male I chose, the one who would wait for her at the altar to give her to him, you might not like it, Daniel. You didn’t like my uncle,” she reminded him. “And it was one of the best in the world,” he said. “And she wouldn’t like it either, regardless of who she chose. He liked my uncle because he was his master and his macho, Daniel. But I, in her heart, will remain her master, and she would always have the sorrow of having lost me as a male. Because of you, Daniel. He could never delight in my cum again. I could never feel inside her again. She could never beg me to spank her again to make her ass that beautiful red color. Maybe his new male did,


but you know well that for her it would not be the same. She is a faithful and devoted dog.”


Jaume was hallucinating with his friend. Had a script been prepared or did it come naturally? She wanted to question him with her gaze, but she was unable to take her eyes off the screen. “Is it true that a woman can come to hate her husband for not bowing to the unjust and extravagant desires of her lover?” she asked. Was it true that Gemma was so crazy about her friend that she would go to that extreme?


“It is, sir,” the man acknowledged.


“When I got to the altar, what do you think I would do with your wedding ring, Daniel?”


Daniel groaned in pain.


“I would take it off and throw it away,” he admitted.


“Yes, Daniel, that’s how I would. I’d hate you. I’d blame you. And you know I would rightly do it. But he would have no choice but to do so. I love you both. But do you think that other male would want to see your ring on his finger? Do you think I would like to share it with you? Do you think she would allow you to get close to her?”


“I don’t know,” Daniel replied, but Jaume thought the man knew the answer well. His friend Alan was proving that he had extremely strange tastes. How many men would accept having another man swarming near their female? It would matter little if male and female were not really married and it would matter little if that other man was the woman’s real spouse. Jaume shook his head, absorbed.


“You know it very well, Daniel. I restrict you from penetrative sexual relations with her, Daniel. In any case, that flap, as you well know, is not good for much and it is not that she likes you very much. But I don’t stop you from caressing and loving each other. In fact, something in your best way to do it. Don’t think I don’t speak well to Gemma about you. He loves you, Daniel. But things are as they are: He adores me.”


Again, Jaume shook his head. He was hallucinating, not only with what he heard his friend say, but with the reaction of the man, who nodded to every word. Was he stupid or did he know better than anyone else that Alan was right? Surely he must have known his wife like no other. But how could he love her like that?


And she, how could she really love him like that? Again, he thought of Marisa, of what could have been and what was not. “Fortunately,” he said to himself, not very convinced.


“I’d hate you, Daniel,” Alan insisted. “For turning away from her and for forcing her to turn away from you. Every blowjob I gave to that hair, I would do it with professionalism. Every time she rode her cock, she would do it with her pussy very wet. Every time that male kissed her, she would respond with her lips and tongue. You know she’s like that. Even if he didn’t like it, even if he missed me, and also you, he would do it with all due enthusiasm. Do you know why I would do it?”


“Out of devotion to you. You are his master, irremediably. My wife’s master, sir.”


“Yes!” Jaume heard Alan say in the video with too much joy.


She also heard him say it in unison next to her, with even more exultation.


“You’ve seen it happen in the past, Daniel,” Jaume heard him say through the computer’s speakers, now calmer. “She is that plastic. And


Now she is even more devout than before. He wants to go all out.”


“I won’t fail you, Sir.”


“You’d better do it, Daniel. If you really love her, you’d better do it. I love you both and I can’t help but love her in a certain way, which is what she likes and that you also like, and you in another way. However, I love you. But imagine what that other male could do with her, with someone like her, with someone she doesn’t really love. Do you see it? She needs a dominant man, but can you imagine what a man like that would do with her? Do you think my uncle was cruel to put those tits on her?


Do you know how she would respond to his abuse?”


Daniel sighed several times in a row, grieving. He seemed to know the answer very well.


“Every humiliation, every blow, every tear, every sacrifice I would take as an offering to you, sir. And as a punishment for me.”


“Yes, Daniel. I’m afraid that at this point she is like that and that she has no solution, other than to make sure that she is in good hands. Even if I didn’t give it to anyone, I’d end up looking for a dominant male on his own and, believe me, there are people you don’t want him to be with and neither do I. If I broke up with her and left her, I would do it to punish us both. Tell me then, Daniel, are you also willing to go all out?”


It was an unnecessary question, seeing how the man was dressed and how the conversation had gone.


“I think so.”


“Believing is not enough, Daniel. It must be demonstrated. I am willing.


You need training. You and Daniela need it. And I, to show you my commitment, I’m going to jerk off, while you make that bear fuck you.


Groan, Daniel, moan for me and for Gema. He whimpers so that he can give you a male to train you well. You’ll see how you’re going to succeed with this video.”


Jaume looked at his friend out of the corner of his eye, afraid that he was jerking off next to him, as he was surely doing in the video, on the other side of the videoconference.


He looked back at the monitor. The little man was still there, with a winged expression, and Jaume thought that perhaps only at that moment he had just realized that Alan would use that recording to help Daniela catch a male.


However, he seemed to finally resign himself. He was already defeated, in every way. She turned, crouched down, lay down on top of the giant bear, and began rubbing against it like a dog in heat.


Jaume approached the screen, but he immediately regretted doing so.


What was that man in his ass? Something was transparent through the fabric of the bodi. “I’d rather not know,” he said to himself. Definitely, that was not his thing.


“Do we have to see this to the end?” He protested.


Alan did not answer. In return, he raised his hand to silence him. He pointed his finger at the screen and motioned for her to continue listening.


“That’s it, Daniela,” Jaume heard his friend say in the video. It sounded like he was short of breath. “Are you really jerking off with that?” he was scandalized. He made a disgusted face.


“Show your commitment. Do it by imagining that the wedding is yours. I take you to the altar, dressed like this. All you need is the rubber garter, wig and tits, as well as the veil. And on the altar your male awaits, to whom I give you.


But don’t despair: This ceremony is pure theater. I wouldn’t give you anyone forever. It is only temporary, so that you can receive the proper training, while I focus on Gema, your beloved wife and my devoted dog.


Visualize the rest of the scene and remember it. You will tell me about it another time. And


now, fuck my uncle’s bear, so that everyone can see what a dog Daniela is.”


“Now you can stop the video, if you want,” Alan told Jaume satisfied. She looked at him, waiting for his answer, but Jaume didn’t even know what to say


—. You can see it all by yourself later,” he said, winking.


Edit it as you know how. I’m going to upload it to the gay dating social network, you know, where Daniel has his profile. This man’s success is in your hands


He dared to joke. Don’t let him down.


Jaume snorted, stunned. “Where have I gotten myself into?” he wondered. “This man is completely defeated and I don’t recognize my friend.” But as aberrant as it all seemed to him and as disgusting as certain things seemed to him, he was so intrigued to see the outcome of it all.


“There’s the last file left,” Alan told him.


“Can’t we pause?” Jaume protested. I needed a glass of water and I needed to go to the bathroom.


EPILOGUE





“She desired it in its crudest form, its rough possession, claiming it completely. Sex of soul on soul, marking it with his mouth, his hands, all skin and fire. That’s how the world ends. That’s how love stays alive.” – N. R. Hart





“I can’t believe you’re willing to do that!” Vicky exclaims and looks at her father with a mixture of disbelief and disgust.


You’re kidding all of us, me and the readers!


Daniel looks at her, but says nothing. In return, he bows his head.


“Would you do that?” Vicky insists. Do you want to do it?! Vicky rolls her eyes.


“I…” Daniel murmurs. He can’t help but admit that what his wife writes makes him horny. The idea of being forced by her lover, in collusion with her, to have sex with a man, disgusts him as much as it does his daughter, except that, at certain moments, when his libido is at its highest, it also excites him. The chastity device does amazing and terrifying wonders in your mind and that’s why you love it. He does not imagine himself as homosexual. He even rules out that he is bisexual. At most, he admits that he could be, under the right conditions, a little bit of bicurious. Humiliation is what turns him on, especially if it comes from his wife or, even better, from his lover. That’s what he’s learned about himself. “Gema is right about that,” he accepts. That’s why creating a profile in a gay network is so difficult for him.


But if she or HE forces you… She still can’t see herself walking down the street handyman with a man. But reduced (or exalted?) to a sissy, in the privacy of the bedroom, if HE or she really forces it… But only very occasionally and only with the libido at maximums. “Certainly not at the gay pride party,” he refuses.


“Of course, at the gay pride party,” Gema asserts, as if she had read his thoughts.


That’s what it takes to write a half-hearted book, that the co-author has access to the other’s thoughts and fantasies. And, even worse, that he can modify the paragraphs and reply.


“Cross-dressing as Daniela, of course,” Gema continues and laughs. If you prefer and makes it more bearable for you, with collar and leash, instead of making


handyman.


“And would it excite you if he—” Vicky exclaims scandalized, looking at her mother. At the giggle she gives him in response, he narrows his eyes again.


“Daughter, you surely have fantasies too,” Gemma defends herself


—. Maybe you’re still too young for this, but when you get to our age…


Vicky does not allow him to finish the sentence and cuts it dryly:


“I’ve fucked Alan Manuel,” he informs his parents. He does so by looking at his mother, challenging her with his gaze, expectant of her reaction. “Let’s see if he explodes with jealousy,” he says to himself and rejoices in anticipation. For too long they have hidden their double life from her. And they’ve only brought it up to date to write dirty things about it and thus sell more books. He’s very good,” she says and continues to stare at her mother.


She lets several long seconds pass and watches as small movements of her lips and nose give her away as she tries to keep her composure and appear not to care. He has to settle for that, but for the moment it is enough. Of course, he does not intend to leave it only at that.


He lets a couple more seconds pass and then softens the tone and says:


“Mom… You are right. He is very handsome, he is intelligent and has very perverse ideas. He licks his lips ostentatiously. His gaze is still fixed on his mother. He is not interested in what his father thinks about his mother’s literary lover fucking his daughter.


“‘Literary’ and shit,” Vicky thinks. Alan confessed that he has already his mother and that he has done it on more than one occasion. It’s the thing about writing a book between several people, that anyone has the right to edit the paragraphs to include their own thoughts. “Now you know, Dad,” Vicky remarks. “As soon as you read this, you will have completely cleared up doubts. A lot of caution against COVID, few restaurants and parties, no lovers or real horns, but mom’s has already it and kept it quiet! »


Daniel is always in doubt about what his wife does and does not do.


That’s how he wanted it and that’s how she takes advantage of it. You don’t need to tell him everything. That is the pact they reached from the beginning. Daniel’s uneasiness caused by not being sure he knows everything excites him as much as it makes him uncomfortable. He likes to find certain kinds of surprises. Even if at the moment they are like a dagger in the heart and his adrenaline soars, he immediately feels a


tingling in the stomach and a tingle further down. But you’re never sure you know everything. For the most part, Gema reserves things to surprise him later. But there are intimate secrets that he keeps, that he does not intend to reveal and Daniel knows that.


“It doesn’t suit you,” Vicky advises. Besides, he’s too young for you,” he says. Finally, he also turns to his father and warns them both, “Don’t think you’re going to be in control of this!” He approaches his father and gives him a tender kiss on the cheek, very close to the corner of his mouth.


He then walks up to his mother and does the same. Rest


He says goodbye to them. I’m sleepy, but first I’m going to talk to my Alan Manuel.





YOU DECIDE ABOUT THE NEXT


CHAPTER





“There was a time when men thought it was sexy to have a housewife spouse waiting in her slippers for him to come home from work. But in modern society, I think an independent woman is much sexier.” – Kat Graham





Maybe it’s because of my submissive nature, which is becoming more and more important to me. Surely it’s like a drug and the more I think about it, the more I become obsessed with the idea of losing control and allowing others to control me. Wasn’t that what I looked for and found with Gerardo? Isn’t that what I’m looking for with Alan Manuel? With my husband Daniel, I don’t have that and I can’t have it, because he, in that sense, is similar to me.


Daniel can’t have that with me either, at least not with the intensity and perseverance that he demands. In that sense, I don’t look enough like Gerardo or Alan Manuel.


It may also be because my husband loves science fiction and that, since he saw the film Bandersnatch in the Black Mirror universe, he has been infatuated with the readers deciding on the script.


It is also possible that it is a way of taking revenge on me, forcing me to lose control in one of the things I like the most: writing my story, the real one at the beginning, the partly imaginary one now.


Be that as it may, as you know, in this series I have the habit of asking you how you want the story to continue developing. So, at the end of this chapter, I will present you with a new question and its options, so that you can take some control over me.


The interesting thing about the survey system is that it allows you, in addition to choosing from the options that I propose to you, to propose your own alternatives. I read them all and I confess that they often surprise me pleasantly and that I take them very much into account.


But before that, I would like to briefly recap the previous questions I posed to you and the answers received:





“Who put Gema’s daughter in the story ‘Blackmailed towards Victory’? “





The most chosen option, with forty-six percent of the votes, was that Gerardo used to make me talk about my daughter during sexual games and that now I have not been able to resist including her in our story.


With fifteen percent of the votes, the second most chosen option was that Alan took the idea from the newspapers that he inherited from his uncle and that now blackmails me to include Vicky in our story.


Judge yourselves whether I have obeyed you and acted in accordance with your choice.


And what is truth, you ask?


The truth is that my boss Gerardo, the old man, had really told me about my daughter. He used to urge me – and so I have narrated it – to talk to him about her while he made me masturbate for him. Often this happened in the living room, after I had poured him his glass of whiskey and cigar, and after he had shared with me the first drinks and the first puffs.


I remember well how I felt: With my mind slightly clouded by smoke (smoking is not my thing, although with my boss and with those aromatic cigars, things were different), a little uninhibited by alcohol (I have never, fortunately, been a big drinker) and with a wet pussy, because the old man always had that effect on me and I always went to his house already excited (physique and age were what less; it was his way of looking at me, talking to me and handling me).


He, sitting in his armchair, and I, lying on my back on the floor, in front of him and with my legs open, with my clam within his sight, when my hand did not cover it in those infinite caresses that he forced me to make, always to reach only the edge of orgasm, but without allowing me the climax until he had not gotten what he wanted from me.


With the clouds of smoke floating densely above me, when I allowed myself to see them and did not blindfold myself.


In this way he brought out my most intimate secrets and made me discover new fantasies that I did not know I had. Or more than discovering them, I made them develop them. I am very aware of what I was doing and how I was doing it. He was also at that time, but he always thought that it was something he could control and that they were nothing more than words that would end up dissipating into the air in the same way as the smoke of his cigar and the drunkenness of alcohol. However, there was always a residue, even after orgasm. So, little by little, he took me in the direction


that he wanted and that I ended up longing for.


Of course, those sessions took place without my husband, like when we were sneaking out of the company for a long lunch break. (The food was often limited to a small dessert for me…).


Those escapades behind my husband’s back made me feel doubly unfaithful. Immorality adds to excitement. Whoever has been unfaithful – with or without permission – will understand. Under these circumstances, talking to him about our daughter increased immorality. He shouldn’t talk to him about her (and even less without Daniel knowing), but he did. Gerardo knew when to raise which issue. I felt bad doing it. She was a bad mother; I was already being a bad spouse. But he was my boss. I felt bad talking to her about her while masturbating under her command, and I felt even worse after I was finally allowed to. Sometimes, just for that, I even preferred that he not give me permission to. Often, to my relief and torture, I would not allow it and return to the office than I had come out of it and with my head in a whirlpool that barely let me work.


Later, with the arrival of Lidia in our lives, Gerardo intermingled them in my thoughts in those sessions. He made me talk to him about Lidia, and then asked me about Vicky and vice versa. Always with my hand on my clitoris or always with the desire to be able to put it back there.


Gerardo played at elaborating fantasies. He would set me the beginning of a scenario and I had to develop and finish it, always masturbating while doing it, always confusing what I knew would turn him on with what I put on me.


When Lidia was around, Gerardo, sometimes, made her call me mommy. And he made me treat her like a daughter. Or should I say, rather, like my daughter? He hugged her, caressed her head and comforted her. Or he would spank her, if she had been a bad girl. Lidia always ended up saying “thank you, mommy” or


“I love you, mommy.” Of course, it wasn’t the only thing we were doing. Gerardo had a lot of fun watching us and playing like that. Luckily, we only played that game on a handful of occasions. Gerardo also really liked the game in which we were simply lovers. Once one was dominant, again the other. But maybe he was mixing things up again.


As for Lidia, I think she liked to call me mommy, both when I caressed her and when I spanked her. I think he has unresolved traumas to his parents and that, in some way, he took refuge in me.


Of all this, of course, I never said anything to Daniel. I acknowledge that


I should have; Perhaps I would have put an end to my relationship with the old man. Of course, maybe I didn’t tell him anything precisely because of that. Or maybe it was because I was too embarrassed. Or maybe it just makes me have secrets and reveal them to them (not all of them!) in due time to see their face of disbelief and dismay. (Since we talk so much about taking photos and videos, the next time I reveal a secret, you should film his face somehow. “I love you, darling. You know that, right? “As for Alan Manuel, it is true that he found his uncle’s notes and that he read them. He also found the abundant photographic material.


Obviously, he has been intrigued by Vicky from the first moment. She may be a younger version of me in her mind, but she’s wrong, because we’re quite different. What is not real (although in the fictional part of the story he tells it that way) is that he blackmails me and threatens to publish my photos if I don’t do what he wants. We do joke about that and it’s both disturbing and exciting to do so.


What if he could legally extort me? What things would you force me to do? (Daniel, I must say it in the plural: What things would he force us to do? Who would be more panicked?)


The contract with Gerardo for the transfer of my image rights really existed. My boss had in mind to exhibit his best photos in an art gallery. I don’t know if I was thinking of doing it because he thought he was a great photographer or to see how I blushed receiving the interested parties with my black and white nudes behind me. It may also have been a strategy to tighten the rope between my husband and me. Surely he was looking for more than an effect.


To do so without the risk of me or Daniel reporting him at any given time, he got me to sign a contract authorizing him to exhibit my photos.


In exchange, he would receive a fixed remuneration, plus a variable for each photo he managed to sell. The latter was highly unlikely to happen, but he knew well how excited I was to feel like a whore. (Sorry, I don’t mean that nude models are prostitutes, although they also sell their bodies for sex. Artistic erotic photos, pornographic photos, filmed pornography… penetrative sex with clients… Degrees are important, but aren’t all those shades of gray between absolute blacks and whites?)


The gallery thing came up in one of those conversations, while I masturbated for him and he threw me ideas for me to develop for him.


It is true that I signed the contract, more or less as I narrated it, at a moment of maximum tension between my husband and me. I shouldn’t have signed it like that, of course. I did it partly out of spite, driven by the fact that I felt that he did not understand me. That’s something I still throw in his face, partly unfairly, partly rightly: He got me into this mess of spoiled cuckolds and domineering lovers. I was moderately happy without all this, without opening this Pandora’s box to which the unleashed and released winds no longer want to return. I partly signed it, I suppose because Gerardo had eaten the jar well. She was in love with him, surely, which doesn’t mean she didn’t love Daniel anymore. I don’t know in what percentage what I felt was love and in what percentage obsession. And in part I signed it because it scared me at the same time that I was excited by the idea of being exposed in that way, artistic, but naked, after all, anonymous in bustling Madrid, but with my face, my sex and my name at the click of a button in the gossipy and highly intelligent Internet search engines that end up finding and cataloguing everything.


Does that mean that Alan Manuel has inherited the contract, in reality?


It depends on how it has been articulated, right? It will depend on whether Gerardo was only thinking about him or if at that moment he had already thought of a successor who would inherit me as an object, a royal slave. Did Gerardo already know about his lung cancer at that time? There he left it raised, without answering, adding that my boss’s friend, Manolo, was really someone versed in law. (Do you want to know the truth, Daniel? In the next book, perhaps…)


What is true is that Alan Manuel has strongly suggested that I put Vicky in this story. Therefore, that second most voted option has its share of truth, although I do not claim (or deny) that it is really blackmailing me or that, at least, it could do so, if it wanted to…


There is also some truth in the third most voted option, curiously with the same percentage as the first. In the end, such a double life cannot and should not be kept secret in aeternum from the children: Our daughter knows about my books and our adventures. Now she is an adult, after all. We have talked about it, although not much, to be honest. Although everything is written down and it is better not to have secrets, it is not comfortable for us to talk about it. However, yes, I have told her about including her in this new series.


Of course, I would not have dared to do so without his knowledge, for


Alan Manuel blackmailed me a lot. “Do what you want!” he initially snapped, although he was later interested in suggesting this or that to me and help me review it.





« Why is Gemma and Daniel’s daughter part of the story? »





This was another of the questions in the survey. In part it overlaps with the previous one and in large part I have already answered it.


However, with forty-three percent of the votes, the most voted answer has been that Vicky has found out about our sex life and that she wants to be part of it (in fiction!), becoming the protagonist in the next book.


Well, as you can see, that’s how I’ve narrated it more or less in history and that’s how, in part, it has also developed in reality, except that in reality we took the initiative to tell it.


Regarding this question, there were two interesting proposals from readers:


One proposed that “GEMMA’s neglect of Vicky leads her to take a path of submission, unknown to her parents.” As you can see, I am taking this suggestion into account in the narration. In reality, it doesn’t happen like that or I hope it doesn’t. Or, at least, I hope our daughter doesn’t explore bittersweet submission for that reason. Hitting with a good master, imaginative and determined, but above all respectful and responsible, is not easy. On the contrary, it is a risky step.


(“Hello, Mommy. Here is Vicky, your little daughter. (Don’t confuse me with Lidia). That’s what it takes to ask me to review your books, apart from authorizing you to include me in your dirty stories. What if that ‘master’ (by the way, I don’t like that word), was ‘your’ Alan Manuel? »)


Another proposal from another reader has been that “Alan follows Gerardo’s intuition, to exploit my darkest perversion.” There you are wrong: Neither in reality nor in fiction, Gema harbors such a dark perversion. That darkness so black is yours alone and exclusively! In any case, I can accept or admit that in a moment of weakness… like the one I described above… someone like Gerardo… I stimulated my fantasy at that moment…


But let’s leave it there! Or do you want me to continue on that path? (No, it’s not a survey question. I’m afraid of the answer…)


As I find it interesting to see how the responses to this


Survey, I’m going to keep it open and include the previous two answers among the options.





« Should Gema and Lidia ‘see’ again? »





My dear Lidia, a truly unique and genuine character. Crazy, in a way, but aren’t we all a little crazy? Or, at least, crazy.


One of the two most voted answers was “yes, because Lidia deserves Alan to give her a gift. Alan should order Gemma to be completely submissive to Lidia, apart from himself. »


Oh, rascals! You’d like that! I, being the slave of the very young and very crazy and sweetest and most refreshing Lydia… You can tell you like that I’m the submissive in the story. I admit that I like to be one too.


Of course, Lidia is also treacherous, but I suppose that, for you, my dear readers, unlike me, that is an incentive.


Unfortunately for me, the option that “no, because that lesbian story doesn’t give any more”, has hardly garnered any votes.


History is still open on that point. As for the real story, my husband pressures me to ask here what would happen if the real Alan Manuel forced me to regain contact with the real Lidia. He’d like that, eh? If only she liked to see me with her…


The other most voted option has been that “Lidia should move on from Alan and present herself at Gema’s house on her own initiative”.


So you are mostly in agreement that this lesbian story continues. Well, we’ll see how it evolves (in fiction, Daniel!, in fiction Alan Manuel!). I’ll leave the survey open until I get to that part of the novel.


I leave here, as it is, without altering, a suggestion from one of the readers:


« It would be very erotic for Alan to leave GEMA at Lidia’s orders and she makes a plot with Daniel that he makes her immaculate ass for her husband with a tremendous prosthesis that opens it well!! »


I don’t know if I have understood it correctly, but what is clear is that, once again, I must be submissive to Lidia.





« Should Daniel and Lidia take up their story again? »


That is a dangerous question, if there is one, at least from my point of view.


The overwhelmingly winning answer has been that “yes, but they should be seen in secret, without Gema or Alan knowing”.


It hurts me, honestly. It hurts me in fiction and it would hurt me even more in reality. But your wishes are my orders, dear reader. No sooner said than done: My Daniel and Lidia are seeing each other in secret. I hope it’s only in fiction!





And it’s time to ask the next question so that you can continue to decide about the development of the story. It is the eternal question about whether Daniel should end up taking the critical step and that has remained unresolved in this book (but I promise that in the next one it will be resolved). As you can see, it is not an easy subject for my husband, who oscillates and hesitates about it, depending on the moment and the state of his libido. (I have learned from Gerardo and I know how to play this game of fantasy development with my husband, although I am certainly not a teacher like the old man.) I’m afraid that if something like this were to happen, both in reality and in fiction, it would end up distancing my husband and me in some way… unless it happened with our goring (but Alan Manuel does not propose it that way). In any case, Daniel only sees it as part of a humiliating experience, always, according to him, in a context related to me.





« Should Daniel obey Alan and have homosexual experiences?


with other men? »





You can vote here:





[image: Image 2]








P.S.: Honey, you should scan the QR code and vote too. I hope the photo in the survey brings back fond memories. You made it yourself. Do you remember the holidays we spent together with Gerardo?


You were a perfect servant, that time. And my boss, in return, allowed you to enter our rooms for the first time, and so you could see what you already suspected. Would you like to see me just as in love with Alan Manuel?


SOON





“A lot of people would say that being ‘sexy’ is something that depends on the body. But, to me, ‘sexy’ is a confident woman. I admire women who are hardly afraid.” – Allegra Versace





—Have you inserted the comments I indicated in your next book? Alan Manuel is interested.


“Yes,” Vicky confirms and laughs like a naughty child.


“And do you think he’ll accept them?” Or will he delete them?


“Oh, he’ll leave them as they are,” she says convinced. That is the agreement we have, to allow him to include me in his books. My father will be pleasantly surprised when he finds out that you have already slept with my mother. I think he still thinks that, with the issue of the damn pandemic, nothing physical is happening. He takes great care of himself, you know that.


Alan Manuel smiles and visualizes Gema riding on his cock, with her fat plastic tits, so smooth and so well sculpted according to Gerardo’s specifications, bouncing up and down and from bottom to top. They are better in reality than in photos, especially in their hands and mouth.


“I’m the third of my generation to touch them and put his cock inside it,” he admires. She does the math and wonders if her son, when he has one, will end up fucking the Gem too. “I doubt that he will feel like it. By then, Gema will be a real old woman. But if it comes out a little to me, it will come to its senses and overcome that. Gema, submissive to three generations of the Roigs. Now that’s worth something. »


Daniel’s paranoia regarding the coronavirus has prevented things from moving forward faster with Gema, but it has not completely prevented it.


Alan Manuel admits that at first he didn’t really know what to do with Gema. The woman has intrigued him since Gerardo introduced her to him on his birthday, although he knows that age and geographical distance separate them.


But as he has been talking to her and they have been plotting their imaginary plans together, he became convinced that it was a relationship in which it was also worth investing in the physical and real. He was even more convinced after getting his first with her.


“Yes, it’s about time I knew,” Alan Manuel nods. You don’t care, do you? He worries. I mean that I sleep with your


mother.


“Well,” Vicky comments vaguely, but then she specifies


—: No, as long as you stick to what was agreed.


“So much resentment,” Alan Manuel replies.


“You can have me, as long as you destroy her. I want you to tear it to pieces. I want that when she tries to put herself back together, she doesn’t recognize herself.


“You really hate her,” Alan Manuel marvels. He is almost afraid of Vicky’s vehemence.


“I don’t hate her,” Vicky corrects him. I just want him to get what he deserves. Besides, it is what she wants. He shrugs.


“That’s true,” Alan Manuel concedes. That woman’s desires for submission run deep and have strange roots. “How bizarre,” he is fascinated.


« Vicky feels resentment towards her mother, because she has not felt loved by her. And that’s why he wants me to destroy it. And I think Gema partly has those submissive tendencies as a punishment for her husband, because she still hasn’t forgiven him for Silvestre. It’s a truly twisted family.


But they’re in good hands…”, he says to himself and rubs them unconsciously.


I will,” he confirms, “but you should know that nothing is free. I like a certain kind of sex,” he warns her. Vanilla sex mostly bores me. He says it without blushing.


“You are truly a satyr!” Vicky accuses him, but laughs. I’m not my mother,” she warns. But as long as you do worse things to her, I guess I can handle it,” he concedes. He feels the warmth of the blood on his face.


Vicky remembers her first and so far only time with him. It was pretty conventional sex. However, he felt at all times that dominant tendency of Alan Manuel. She’s sure she held back so she wouldn’t scare her the first time. “I’m petite, but not brittle,” she says proudly. « Not as silly as my mother paints me. » From what he has read in his mother’s books, he knows more or less what kind of sexual experiences she has had with her lovers. But he does not know what his real meetings with Alan Manuel have been like; you can only imagine them.


Fortunately, her mother has not changed the password for her mobile phone and the one Lidia had written down was still valid. That is how he got Alan Manuel’s phone number. She is sure that her mother would not have given it to her if she had asked her and neither would her father, obviously. « They continue to treat me like


a girl,” she complains, despite the fact that her parents have revealed their relationship secrets to her.


Of course, in exchange for the key, he has had to give something to Lidia. She feels disappointed in her. When he met her, he perceived a very good vibe on her part and they had a threat of becoming friends. But circumstances and his mother aborted it. Now she knows that Lidia only approached her because she was paid for it and that her intentions were anything but honest.


“How disgusting!” he says indignantly. “My mother, instead of protecting me, for when she really has to, allows herself to be fooled by that old man to bring me closer to him. What did they both imagine? That I would sleep with him? Ew! »


He leaves these perversions to his mother. It is still difficult for her to understand what she has been able to see in that man. But he is even more disgusted that she had slept with his surely decrepit father. “Can you fall lower?” she asks herself and immediately answers herself: Yes, she hopes that Alan Manuel will make her fall even lower. “And that Lidia trying to become my friend to finish the job for that old man.”


Sex with Alan Manuel was good, enough to want to repeat and explore how the relationship between them develops. He doubts very much that, as his mother writes, she will end up falling in love with him. “He thinks I’m a real fool,” he says again. And much less would he fall in love with someone like Lidia. “I don’t understand why I could have developed feelings for her,” he is puzzled. « I thought that what I wrote was more fiction than anything else. » But seeing Lidia’s reaction live, she knows that there is some truth in it. “Lidia may not be so interested, after all,” she admits. “She may also have a little heart, even if it’s very small.”


Alan Manuel intrigued her; Now he knows what it’s like. She has slept with him on one occasion and talks to him on the phone on a regular basis. He wants to be aware of what his mother is doing. He wants to influence what Alan Manuel does to him. To do this, he will keep in touch with him. In addition, he is good and knows how to fuck.


It seems extravagant to her to sleep with the same boy as her mother, but


Why not? Surely it is not the first time that this has happened in the history of humanity. Besides, it’s not that they were going to do it together with him.


“He’d like to!” he realizes, but he flatly refuses. « Ha! » But he will continue to see it. He may have done it even if he wasn’t handsome or even though he was bad in bed. Just to tease his mother, he told her


It’s worth it.


“Satyr, eh?” —Alan Manuel does—. I like it. When I grow up I want to be that. Look, Vicky, I’d tell you I’m not a good influence,” she acknowledges.


But you already know that, just as I know you’re sick of being treated like a child. I won’t make that mistake.


“Maybe I’m the bad influence on you,” Vicky snaps and is comfortable with her audacity.


“And your father?” Alan Manuel is interested. He prefers to direct the conversation in other directions. You may have been intimidated by her attitude for a moment.


“You haven’t told me anything,” Vicky informs him.


Her father has not dared to say anything to her when he found out that she had met Alan Manuel. It did not do so at that time and has not done so subsequently.


But she is sure that he must be shocked and she lets Alan Manuel know it.


Her mother, in return, has confronted her. He has pressed her to find out how they have contacted, but she has not told him. And he has warned her that it is a bad idea. To that, Vicky replied:


“If Alan Manuel is good for you, he’s good for me too.”


Her mother has continued to demand that she change her attitude and has warned her of the risks:


“Don’t you understand that I only care about you?”


But she answered him again in a bad way:


“What you’re worried about is that he’ll get tired of you and take it away from you.”


But he knows that will not happen. Her mother is too for a boy like Alan Manuel to lose interest in her. Nor does he want me to. On the contrary, she wants him to continue to see her, to observe how she humiliates herself. In the end, he imagines himself saying to his mother: “And you dare to give me advice? Look! »


Alan Manuel nods. The man is a mystery to him. He is still not sure what to do with it. He has suggested things here and there and has been amazed that he has not received a resounding no for an answer. Now, as much as letting his cock be sucked by him, as Gema writes in her books… He’s not sure he wants to go that far. But then again, why not? Having sex with him doesn’t appeal to him. He tries to imagine it, but it doesn’t quite excite him. But humiliating him… that’s something else. In any case, what Gema writes is not just fiction. It really behooves her to keep him away from her, now that he’s


proposed to be serious about it. It is in your best interest to keep him distracted. “This old slut is very smart,” he wonders.


“Do you want to hurt him too?” Alan Manuel asks.


Vicky hesitates for a moment, but replies with conviction:


“Not really. He’s always been good to me, although he’s always been on his own. But at least he hasn’t messed with me and has supported me when he should,” he acknowledges. If he wants that…” she says and rolls her eyes. He sighs. But don’t humiliate him too much. And don’t tell me what you do with it. It’s my mother that interests me.


“Don’t worry,” Alan confirms and rubs his cock. The real story could well take place along the paths marked by the woman’s fantasy, although in reality her relationship with her daughter is different. “I’d be surprised if I could fall in love with her,” she thinks. “But having fun with her, that’s sure yes. And it can prove to be a valuable ally.” Did Gema upload my uncle’s photo? He is interested.


“Yuck,” Vicky does. Yes,” he informs. She knows that Alan Manuel has asked his mother to upload a photo of her with Gerardo to the most recent question in the survey. It is not a pleasant sight for him. In the photo you can sense his old age and his belly can be clearly seen. Even so, his mother curls around him in bed with affection and desire. “He has lost weight since then,” he says. Alan Manuel has indeed managed to get him in shape.


Now his mother regularly goes to the gym. “She has lost weight, but she still has the same fat tits,” Vicky is indignant, who still finds the breast operation frivolous and even more so, now that she knows the background.


Perfect,” Alan Manuel rejoices. So much nonsense that he writes about me uploading his videos to a porn channel, that it’s about time he showed some skin in public, don’t you think?


“I think for the next survey you should show what her boobs were like before the operation and what they are like now,” agrees Vicky.


“Yes,” Alan Manuel nods. And you? Are you ready to appear on the cover of this book?


“You leave me no choice,” Vicky complains.


—Not if you want to be part of this and influence events—


the boy confirms ruthlessly.


“Okay. Vicky sighs, but tries to cheer herself up. Not only has she contacted her mother’s young lover and slept with him, but she has also


now it will appear on the cover of his mother’s book. But without showing my face,


hey! He warns him. There are insurmountable limits for her, but something tells her that those limits are not as insurmountable as they seem to her now.


“As long as I do worse things to her,” he is content. Which of them?


“The one I made for you in bed from behind, taking off your panties.” Give it to your mother to use and try not to cover you too much with her labels. Tell him that these are my orders.
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