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Hot Wife Barcelona - Total Submission

by

Zara Lynne

Part 2 of the Hot Wife in Europe series - a collection of erotic short stories about hot wives and hotwifing

Hot Wife Barcelona is the story of Anne, a Dutch woman married to an American, living in Amsterdam. Anne has never told her husband about her time spent with Aleix while studying in Barcelona. Anne was smitten with the artist Aleix and submitted totally to his demands and erotic challenges. She exposed and used her body and all its hidden charms for the absolute pleasure of one man.

Excerpt:

Then, as she had expected the dress was pulled open to reveal her breasts. Her nipples tensed as the dress was pulled back. The person once more circled Anne several times and stopped behind her. Her dress was now pulled off her shoulders from behind and allowed to slip slowly down her arms. The dress dropped to the floor round her legs with a swishing sound. Anne could feel her nipples tighten even more and went to move her hands up to cover her nakedness, but her hands we grasped, albeit gently, and pulled behind her back. To Anne's shock a second person now came and stood in front of her. She felt very naked and very vulnerable, particularly now that she was definite there were two people in the room.


For M - hot and willing as ever


Hot Wife in Europe - A Husband's Fantasy Fulfilled series by Zara Lynne.
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1. Hot Wife Amsterdam - Time to Reveal All

2. Hot Wife Barcelona - Total Submission
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5. Hot Wife Estoril - Final Fantasy

Hot Wife in Europe - A Husband's Fantasy Fulfilled is also available in paperback from CreateSpace
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For more information on this and other stories, visit Zara's blog.
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Hot Wife Barcelona - Total Submission


1. Arrival

I suppose it began with Aleix making me play with myself in a restaurant on the day we met. 

Anne had never told her husband, Rob, about Aleix during their ten years together.

When Rob and Anne first got together they had shared stories about their past. As lovers do they shared their "number" and revealed intimacies about previous lovers. Anne had been honest about most of her love life in the past as Rob pushed her for more and more details, but for some reason baulked at sharing the story of Aleix that took place while she was at university in Barcelona.

Anne is probably a typical Dutch girl from a village just outside Groningen in the north of the country. Not perhaps as sexually liberated as girls from the city, but definitely more liberated than the norm outside the Netherlands. She lost her virginity at 14 to a friend from school after a quick fumble at an end of year party. Nothing spectacular, but not a total disaster, in Anne's mind. Boyfriends came and went and by the time she was 18, Anne felt she knew her way round a young man's body - and her own.

Anne had never had a particularly long relationship. Within a few weeks she found herself craving something - or someone - new and moved on to her next exploration.

When she was 13, Anne had read a romantically tragic novel about Barcelona in 1936 during the Spanish Civil War and had decided there and then she would live in the city one day. She was fascinated by the Art-Deco architecture, Dali, Catalan cuisine, the long Catalan independence struggle and, in fact, by all things Catalan. At school she studied Spanish and had also learnt to read Catalan, the other official language of Catalonia, on her own.

Despite the misgivings of her parents, she applied to the faculty of history at the University of Barcelona with the intention of doing a full degree in the city she had been dreaming about for so many years. Her friends said she was mad, but most of them claimed to be already planning to spend their long university breaks at Anne's future abode in the city of Gaudí.

On a beautiful September day, with the Mediterranean sun already hot in the early morning, Anne stepped off the night train from Paris onto the platform at Barcelona Sants railway station. She grabbed one of the scarce trolleys and trundled her way to the taxi rank.

A few months previously Anne had managed to organize a room in a shared house in Poble Sec, a wonderful district close to the centre of Barcelona, right near the university, with a great nightlife and just by the hilly park of Mont Juic. Anne was trembling with excitement as the taxi threaded its way through the back streets. The taxi driver interrogated her throughout the drive, because she had spoken Catalan to him. Most foreigners either tried English or occasionally Spanish, rarely did a foreigner speak the local language.

The taxi driver jumped out to help her with her bags and even carried them up to the entrance to her building. He gallantly kissed Anne's hand and wished her the best time possible in his native city, before driving off towards the marina.

Anne was on a narrow street with buildings of two or more storeys on either side. Most of the buildings were in excellent condition, with yellow or pink facades and balconies on the upper floors. Her own building was probably from the late 19th century, not as well maintained as some of the others, but still decent looking.

She found the bell for apartment 7 and pressed several times to make sure. Several minutes passed and just as Anne thought it best to press it again, a muffled voice called something through the speaker on the bell console and the buzzer for the door sounded.

Anne quickly shoved one of her bags to hold open the door and got herself and her bags inside. The lack of lift meant walking up three floors twice, carrying one suitcase at a time. The door to apartment 7 was ajar, so she pushed it open, dragged her cases inside and never looked back. Little did Anne know how much her life as a student in the bustling city of Barcelona would change her life.


2. Wheel of Fortune

For the next few months Anne threw herself into life at the university. Her flatmates, Luisa and Carla, were both from Lleida, just over an hour by train to the west of Barcelona. The three girls became inseparable. Anne's language skills exploded.

Once or twice a week the three of them hit the bars and clubs in the streets around their apartment. They usually swatted the over-attentive Barcelonian men away and danced with each other into the small hours. Once or twice a month the girls took Anne with them to visit their families in Lleida. Anne even spent Christmas in Lleida, much to her parents' annoyance.

Both girls' families took her in like a daughter and made sure she sampled all that Catalonian hospitality and cuisine had to offer. They joked about setting her up with someone young and wealthy from their town, but Anne always smiled sweetly and said that her studies came first and that she would worry about such things when the time was right.

While staying in Lleida, Anne would often go to fetch bread for whichever family she happened to be staying with that weekend from the local bakery. She loved going there, because whenever you purchased anything, they spun a wooden wheel of fortune. Most of the slots merely wished you better luck next time, but there were quite a few that won you an extra loaf, or a choice of pastry from the selection behind the glass counter. There was also one slot with a huge question mark. This slot was very narrow and Anne had never seen anyone spin it.

Early on a Saturday morning in March, Anne was in the bakery. She chatted with the local women in the queue and when it was her turn ordered the copious loaves and pastries the family wanted for the day. Anne then gave the wheel a vigorous spin. The whole shop erupted when the creaky wheel juddered to a stop on the large question mark. Anne felt like she had won the jackpot. Her face was beaming as the baker wiped his floury hands on his apron and stepped into the back of the shop where the ovens were. The women were congratulating Anne on her luck and craning their necks to see what the baker handed over the counter to her in an official looking stiff white envelope. Spinning the question mark meant that Anne's purchases were free that morning, so clutching her bread and pastries and the mystical envelope she weaved her way onto the street through the throng of women lining up for bread.

With her arms full, Anne had to wait until she got back to the family house before she could open the envelope. She dropped everything on the kitchen counter and told the good news about the win to Luisa's mother, who looked amazed. 

"Nobody ever spins the question mark," she said. "I thought the baker had fixed it so that it was impossible. What did you win? Let me see..."

Anne tore open the envelope. Inside there was an invitation printed in embossed gold writing on a fine cream-coloured card.

"What on earth," Anne exclaimed. "It's an invitation to an exclusive black tie opening night of an art exhibition by the renowned Catalan artist Aleix Ossa at Galeria Giama in Barcelona." 

"Really? That's unbelievable. From our local bakery? Are you sure?" Luisa's mother was incredulous. "Is it a famous art gallery?" she asked.

"Oh, yes, one of the best," Anne said, "It's famous for helping new local artists as well as those from outside Spain. I've often wanted to go to the gallery, but felt a bit intimidated by the place."

"Well now's your chance. When is it?"

"On Monday evening," she said, still staring at the invitation.

"What on earth will I wear?" Anne pondered aloud and then rushed upstairs to tell Luisa her news.


3. Local Exhibition

For most of Sunday and Monday Anne vacillated between tearing up the invitation or even giving it away. Only calm coaxing by Carla and Luisa as well as the promise to let Anne wear Luisa's little red dress that Anne had always coveted persuaded Anne she had to go.

Her flatmates walked with her to the street where the gallery was located only a stone's throw from their apartment. Anne hugged them both and walked the last 100 yards towards the well-lit gallery. 

"You look stunning," they both shouted after her. 

The consensus had been to tie up Anne's blonde hair in a loose bun at the back to show off her long neck. She was wearing her favourite long Greek earrings and a simple gold choker.  The dress had a pleated A-line skirt and a round neck with a row of hooks down the front as far as the belted waist. The shoulders were covered with half sleeves to just above the elbows. The black piping and black belt gave it a Spanish-flamenco look in Anne's mind. The skirt was modestly short and showed off Anne's legs perfectly. She had unbuttoned the hooks to give but a glimpse of any cleavage. The outfit was topped off with a long flowing silk scarf and a pair of comfortable, but elegant and sexy, 3 inch black heels. Under her arm she had a simple black clutch. Carla and Luisa were as excited as Anne.

Walking the last few yards to the gallery entrance, her legs felt like jelly. In front of the door she almost decided to keep on walking and probably would have done so, if a young couple in their late twenties hadn't reached the door at the same time. The man stepped back to let his wife enter first and as he did, he caught Anne up in his gallantry and ushered her inside too.

A top-hatted doorman requested their invitations and waved them into the atrium already buzzing with conversation and the clinking of glasses.

The couple introduced themselves as Sònia and Mateu and took Anne under their wing. Safely in their company she joined the throng. Within seconds the three of them had a glass of champagne in their hand and, like magic, melted into the crowd together.

Anne listened to the conversation around her in several languages, but mainly Spanish and Catalan. She was mesmerized not only by the crowd of Barcelona elite, but also by the stunning artworks that lit up the room with their vibrant colours. At first glance the images appeared to be simple abstracts, but as she looked more closely it was obvious that the artist was a connoisseur of the beauty of the female body. One painting in particular drew Anne into it. She moved away from the group she had been chatting with and stood in front of the painting just imbibing the colours and emotions it evoked.

"How does this work make you feel?" A man's voice whispered into her ear from behind in strongly accented English.

She went to turn toward him... "No, just swim in the colours and tell me."

"Well," she began in Catalan, having decided this man was definitely more likely a local with such an accent, "I feel a longing deep inside."

"What sort of longing?" the stranger continued, switching to Catalan.

"Mm..." The man had taken hold of Anne by the arms, holding her facing the painting. "Longing for release," Anne finally said.

"Excellent. The painting is yours." As he spoke the man turned Anne to face him.

The stranger was slightly taller than Anne, even though she was wearing heels. He was probably in his mid thirties, clean-shaven, wearing an expensive light grey suit with a silk tie. His hair was thick and dark and quite wavy, not trimmed, but not too long. 

Anne went to shake his hand, but the stranger kissed her on both cheeks and then took her hand in his.

"La meva bella xiqueta," he continued, "It is my pleasure to meet you. I am artist Aleix Ossa. And you are Anne, are you not?"

Anne looked at him quizzically, her hand still firmly in his. "How...?"

"Come with me, you must see this." Aleix said, interrupting her question and leading her by the hand through the groups of people now packing the gallery. Some tried to catch Aleix's attention, but he pushed onward dragging Anne after him.

At the other side of the gallery they stopped in front of another of his works.

"Well?" he asked.

Anne was somewhat overwhelmed by his intensity and wasn't sure how to respond, but thought it best to just say what she truly felt.

"It's like the fireworks in your head when you orgasm," she said looking at his face for a reaction.

Aleix beamed a huge smile and kissed her on the lips, much to Anne's surprise. With Aleix it seemed the most natural thing in the world. 

"I knew it, I knew it. You are all I imagined. Let's go do the rounds and then we can have time to ourselves." So saying, he led her by the hand and spent an hour charming the crowd with Anne by his side. Several times he referred to Anne as his inspiration and intoxication. People nodded intelligently and smiled sweetly at her, but it was obvious they only wanted to hear the artist speak.

At one point Aleix dashed across the gallery to the painting he had said he was giving to Anne. Anne had taken his words with a pinch of salt and never actually expected to be gifted the work. The gallery owner was placing a little red sticker by the painting to indicate it was sold. Aleix said something to the owner who seemed to remonstrate, but eventually went back to her table and wrote something in a large book before turning to talk to the couple Anne had entered the gallery with.

Aleix returned to Anne's side and took her hand in his again. "No idea," he said to her, "That stupid Cristina was going to sell your painting to someone."

"No, Aleix, you don't have to give me the painting, I quite understand."

"Of course you will have the painting, it's yours, it's you. No argument."

And with that he led her on to the next group of his admirers.

As the food and drink began to dwindle the gallery became less crowded and very soon there was only Aleix, Anne and Cristina the gallery owner, who shut the door after the last visitor to leave.

"An excellent result, Aleix," she said. Seventeen sold, plus your gift," she looked at Anne rather pointedly as she said it. "Over the next week we should sell the rest. People love your stuff."

"Great," Aleix grunted and turned to Anne. "Let's go," he said, "See you Cristina," He kissed Cristina on the lips and stepped with Anne into the street. Anne mumbled a quick "Bye" as she followed Aleix out.

In the street away from the heady atmosphere of the gallery, Anne realized she had been holding hands almost constantly with Aleix for the last hour and a half. 

"Give me your panties," Aleix stood in front of her as they reached the street. "Quick," he said, "We don't have much time."

Anne looked at him. 

"Panties? Here? Now?" She said almost choking on her words.

"Yes, now come on."

Anne looked around. They were alone on the street, it seemed. She looked at him deep in the eyes. He had the darkest eyes she had ever seen. She didn't move her gaze and she fumbled under her dress, tenuously holding her clutch in one hand, and quickly pulled off her panties, then scrunching them into her fist.

Aleix held out his hand. She looked defiantly at him. He took her by the wrist, pulled open her fist then took out her panties. He momentarily put them to his nose, inhaling deeply, before pushing them into his inside pocket.

Anne blushed. 'It was as if he was sniffing my pussy in the street,' she thought. 'Why on earth did I take them off?" she cursed herself.

Aleix put his arm round her shoulder and they strolled off in the direction of the marina. Aleix was strangely silent as they walked. 

Anne had the impression that everybody on the street knew she wasn't wearing panties. It felt as if she could feel gusts of air on her pussy as she walked - not unpleasant and even slightly erotic.

They crossed a few side streets, turned down a street full of bars and restaurants and entered a restaurant that was about half- full. The maître d' showed them to a table in an alcove at the back.

Aleix immediately ordered a bottle of cava. After a few clicks of the maître d's fingers a bucket of ice arrived with the cava and two fluted glasses. He popped off the cork and poured a glass for Aleix and Anne before retreating from their table with a curt bow.

Aleix raised his glass and held it up to make a toast. Anne mirrored his movement and they clinked glasses as Aleix pronounced, "To the many paintings we will make together!"

They both drank. Anne almost drained her glass. She was feeling slightly uncomfortable now. She had the impression Aleix knew her from somewhere, or had confused her with someone else.

"Anne," he pronounced it in the Catalan way with a final vowel, "how many buttons are there on the front of your dress?"

Anne instinctively looked down. "Hooks," she said correcting him.

"Ah, yes, hooks." Aleix leaned across the table and fingered each hook as he counted from the top down to her belt. 

"Four open and twelve fastened," he said. "A total of sixteen, I think we can agree." Anne nodded, wondering where this was going.

"Very soon the waiters will bring some tapas. Let us agree that for each plate of tapas they place on the table you will open a hook on your dress."

Anne's mouth opened in shock.

"You already have four open, so we discount four plates, agreed?"

Anne took an urgent gulp of her cava and poured herself some more.

As she was taken another drink, the waiters arrived and placed nine plates of tapas on the table.

Aleix looked at the plates and then at Anne. "Well...? You owe me five hooks, I calculate"

Anne put down her glass and oh so slowly unfastened the next five hooks on her dress. The round outline of her breasts was now clearly visible as well as some of her black bra as the neck opened on her dress.

She picked up her glass again and looked at Aleix who was unashamedly ogling her exposed cleavage.

"I think you must remove your brassiere," he said, "It spoils the image of your delicious breasts."

"What, here in the restaurant?"

"Of course, where else?" he said matter-of-factly. "You can go to the ladies, if you wish to be discreet, but I prefer to watch you extract your bra through your sleeve. It will please me immensely."

"Look, Aleix," Anne began, but before she could continue, Aleix put his finger on her lips.

"We are going to make great art together. Just do as I say. Deep inside you know it's what you want to do. You know it's right. I wouldn't ask you otherwise." He looked at her sternly and undid two more hooks on her dress. "Much better. Now, take off you bra."

Anne blushed. She could feel her pussy contracting and her nipples were rock hard. She realized in that instant that she would obey. Aleix had an uncanny hold over her.

Anne reached behind her back and undid the clasp through her dress. Looking furtively round the restaurant, she grasped one strap through her left sleeve, then the other through the right, before extracting her favourite black lace bra. She quickly dropped it onto her lap. 

"Give it to me," Aleix said.

Anne tried to pass it discreetly under the table. Aleix took hold of it and lifted it up to examine and feel it. 

"Such a ridiculous garment, don't you think," he mused almost to himself. From now on you will never wear such a thing in my presence, unless I request it. Your breasts are so much more exquisite without it," he said, looking at the bare flesh now visible on her chest.

"I just love the way they curve," he said.  "Stand up a minute and show me your profile."

He took Anne by the hand and pulled her up and next to him. He turned her so he could see the outline of her body from the side. With his other hand he followed the curve of her breast down from the shoulder, across her nipple and round and down onto her stomach.

"Exquisite," he breathed. "Absolutely exquisite."

Anne shivered involuntarily as his hand moved lightly over her rigid nipple. She could feel the familiar tinglings beginning to surge between her legs. She sat down again in a daze as Aleix called out for another bottle of cava and suggested she try some of the exquisite tapas.

For the next half-hour or so they ate and drank. Aleix enjoyed feeding her the occasional tit bit and revelled in her enjoyment of the dishes. He played with her by using as many slang words he could think of, testing her knowledge of the language. Anne was enraptured by his attentions and laughed out loud on several occasions at his jokes and comments. She noticed he enjoyed looking down her cleavage and did her best to give him the best views.

As the tapas plates emptied, the waiter brought four more. 

"That's four more hooks you owe me," Aleix stated matter-of-factly, looking at Anne with a sparkle in his eyes.

"But my dress will be almost open to my navel," she protested.

"And?"

"What will people think? We're in a crowded restaurant."

"Anne, bella xiqueta, little do you realize that no one gives a damn about you, or me. People are very self-centred. If they do notice your bare body, it will titilate them for a moment and they will move on. But if it bothers you too much, I will give you an alternative. I will write it down on a serviette."

Aleix took a fountain pen from his jacket pocket and wrote a few words on a serviette. He then placed the serviette face down on the table.

"Now, it's either four more hooks plus one - for your disobedience - making five, or what is written on the serviette. Your choice. Once you've made your decision there's no turning back, you must do it, immediately. Ok?"

"Ok," Anne said. 

She could feel her nipples even more and her pussy was probably already leaving a wet trail on Luisa's dress.

"So, which is it to be?"

"Can't I see what's on the serviette?" She pleaded.

"Absolutely not. Where's the adventure in that. Come on, I need your decision, or it's two extra hooks."

Anne wondered what could be worse than having her breasts hanging out of her dress. And after several glasses of cava, the bubbles were making her braver.

"Go on, then, I'll take the serviette."

"Are you sure? Absolutely sure?"

"I am now, you're trying to make me flash my tits to the world, aren't you?" She laughed.

"Remember, if you fail to do what's on the serviette, you have to undo the hooks and a further forfeit." 

Aleix turned the serviette over slowly and pushed it in front of Anne on the table. Anne read it and her face went pink. 

"You can't mean it?" she said. "Are you mad?"

"It's that or five hooks and a forfeit of my choice."

"No way, I won't."

"Well, you'll never see me again." Aleix got up from his seat.

"Wait," said Anne, "I'm sure..."

"Do it now or I'll leave this instant."

Anne said nothing. She looked around the restaurant to make sure no one was looking, shifted slightly in her seat, spread her legs, put her hand up her dress and slowly began to caress her slit. Her finger slipped easily over her slick pussy lips. She was sopping wet. As her fingers circled her clitoris she watched as Aleix sat down and smiled at her.

She teased herself with her fingers, circling her clitoris and then sliding momentarily deep between the folds of her lips. Her gentle moans became deeper. 

Pressing her clitoris with her palm as her fingers entered her pussy, Anne closed her eyes. The feeling was incredible. The sounds from the restaurant filled her ears as she caressed herself under her dress.

She knew she was totally insane to have obeyed Aleix, yet, she couldn't resist.

She increased the pressure spreading her legs wider and moving her fingers faster over her swollen clit and then sliding them slowly into her sopping wet pussy. She moaned again more loudly this time, biting her bottom lip.

Her entire body was on fire. She delighted in the audacity of what she was doing in public.

As she leaned back in her chair, she felt a hand touch her breast. Aleix was leaning across the table and had slipped his hand inside her dress to cup her breast.  He took her nipple between his thumb and forefinger and squeezed sharply. Anne gasped with pleasure and pain that sent shockwaves between her legs.

Anne began to rub her clitoris in a frenzy. She was openly masturbating in a restaurant as the sounds of the people filled her senses. The idea of what she was doing was so incredible, so amazingly erotic, naughty and delicious that it spurred her on. 

Anne's body tensed. Her gasps and grunts grew louder. Aleix took his hand out of her dress and watched fascinated as Anne's body began to shake and her face contorted in orgasmic bliss.

Slowly Anne's body relaxed and she pulled her hand from under her dress. Aleix immediately took hold of her hand and pressed her fingers to his lips. Anne's eyes opened and she gradually returned to the restaurant. To her surprise everything seemed the same. Nobody seemed to have noticed. Nobody was looking at her. She took her hand from Aleix's hold and smoothed down her dress.

"Thank you, Anne." Aleix said. "I must return immediately to my studio to capture the ecstasy I witnessed on your beautiful face. Here's some money to cover our food and drink." He tossed 5,000 pesetas on the table.

"You may not orgasm again until we next meet." And with that he left the restaurant taking Anne's bra and panties with him.

Anne sat for a while sipping her drink and contemplating the evening she had just spent in the company of an extraordinary person. "Really extraordinary," she said to herself. "What happened to me?"

She left the money on the table, grabbed her clutch and left the restaurant trying not to catch anyone's eye as she did. Her legs were a little wobbly from her body's exertions, but she managed to exit without causing a mishap.

Twenty minutes later she was home. Carla and Luisa were excitedly waiting for her. Anne's edited PG version - met an artist, walked hand-in-hand to a restaurant, there was chemistry, he had to run - hardly did justice to one of the most thrilling evenings she had ever had.


4. Challenging artist

Anne knew she was besotted with Aleix. However, it had been three days since the art exhibition and she had heard nothing from him. Anne had walked quickly past the gallery a few times just to see if she could spot him, but the only person that seemed to be there was Cristina the gallery owner and she didn't want to ask her, she had seemed a little stand-offish at the exhibition. 

Anne was also feeling sexually frustrated. Just thinking about Aleix or the restaurant set her nipples throbbing and her clit was unbelievably sensitive, but she was determined to restrain herself as Aleix had requested. Even though she hadn't seen Aleix, Anne had taken to leaving off her panties and bra, just in case she happened to come across him somewhere. Luisa had commented on the lack of bra, but Anne brushed it off by saying she just wanted to see how it felt, as bras were so uncomfortable.

"Nothing to do with the your artist friend, then?" Luisa asked jokingly.

Anne blushed furiously and stuttered total denial.

On day four, Anne decided she had to go ask Cristina for Alexia's number or even the address of his studio. She couldn't concentrate in class and her flatmates had noticed how distracted she had become. However, as the girls were drinking their early morning coffees, the bell rang. Luisa pressed to open the downstairs' door and a few minutes later there was a knock at the door of the apartment. Luisa answered. A deliveryman asked for a signature and handed Luisa a large package addressed to Anne.

"Looks like your artist boyfriend has sent you something," Luisa called from the doorway.

Anne rushed over and began to rip off the protective cardboard. It was the painting Aleix had promised her. Anne was ecstatic. Her flatmates made appreciative comments while Anne ripped open the note attached to the back of the painting.

"La meva bella xiqueta, this work of mine is in appreciation of the power of your beauty to enthral and inspire an artist. Tonight we will meet in our restaurant at 9. Before we do, you must go to El Corte Inglés department store on Plaza Catalunya. Find women's fashions and go into one of the dressing rooms. You will strip completely naked and make yourself orgasm at least once. You may orgasm more than once, but only once in the same dressing room. Until tonight. Jo petó teu cony com a artist" He had signed it with the signature he used on his paintings - a red capital A in a black circle.

The last words - I kiss your cunt as an artist - sent ripples of pleasure surging between her legs.

"So?" Her flatmates were waiting for her news.

"Oh, he's asked me on a date tonight." Anne said without elaborating further. They all hugged and Anne took her painting into her room still feeling the effects of the letter on her body. Just looking at the painting sent waves of pleasure through her body.

Her flatmates left for the university, still amazed that Anne said she would miss lectures that day for the first time ever. She had decided to go to El Corte Inglés as soon as it opened. Even though it was the biggest department store chain in Spain, she had only visited once. She decided to treat herself - and Aleix -  to a sexy new dress and take the opportunity to fulfil Aleix's request. There were still over two hours until it opened at 10, so she decided to take a walk to keep her desires at bay.

Anne slipped on a blue polka dot halter-top mini dress and some comfortable heels. The dress was rather summery and it was still a little chilly out, so she wrapped her favourite pashmina round her shoulders and hoped her legs (and her bare pussy) wouldn't be too cold.

She walked slowly through the narrow streets of Poble-sec and then northwards towards Barcelona's most famous street, Rambla. Plaza Catalunya is at the city end of Rambla. Anne loved these streets. There were small cafés and curious little boutiques and incongruous workshops all intermingled. People smiled a friendly good morning as she passed and many a man turned to catch an extra glimpse of her sexy young body as she passed by.

As she walked, Anne could feel herself getting wet with a mixture of trepidation and excitement about what she intended to do. She stopped for a coffee in a small café to pass the time. Still 40 minutes until the shop opened.

At 9:50 she was outside the main entrance to the department store. As soon as the doors opened she dashed in and scoured the store guide for women's fashions among the store's 11 floors. She took the escalator to the first floor and tried to calmly select some suitable clothes for herself. Within 10 minutes she had picked out three outfits - a sheer top with pencil skirt, a maxi dress and a mini dress. She made her way to the dressing rooms and was given a token by the assistant. 

Anne's face was flushed so red that she was sure the assistant knew exactly what she intended to do. Anne entered the dressing room and closed the door.

She hung up the clothes that she had selected on the back of the door. The dressing room was quite large as befitted a store like the one she was in. There was a small bench along one wall and opposite the bench a tall mirror. Anne closed her eyes and began to unbutton her dress at the back slowly, imagining that Aleix was watching her. Once unbuttoned she slipped the dress off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. The lack of bra and panties meant she was totally nude immediately. It sent a frisson of pleasure through her body. She hadn't yet looked properly in the mirror. Her nipples felt extra hard and sensitive. With her eyes still shut, she took a deep breath and took both her breasts in her hands and felt how hard her nipples were.

She opened her eyes and stared at her naked self in the mirror. Her blonde pubes barely concealed her flushed labia. She sat on the bench and opened her legs wide, imagining Alexia's gaze on her engorged pussy. Her hand moved across her flat belly and through her pubes until she felt the wetness between her legs. Effortlessly two of her fingers slipped inside. She gasped at the sensation and looked at herself in the mirror again. She saw a woman sitting naked and spread-eagled with her fingers buried deep in her cunt. She barely recognized herself. Then, it was as if the three days of sexual frustration took over. She began thrusting her fingers in and out of her deliciously slippery cunt faster and faster. She could hear the noise of people walking by outside the dressing room, but this only made her movements more frenzied imagining someone walking in on her. For some reason she looked over at the door and realized that in her rush to pleasure herself, she had forgotten to lock the door. Thoughts of stopping to lock the door washed over her, but she couldn't stop fingering herself. She began pinching her nipple with her other hand and then roughly began rubbing her clit with her sopping fingers. Suddenly her orgasm surged through her body. As she resisted the urge to scream out, the feelings intensified even more and her fingers feverishly attacked her clitoris. 

Rather than quenching her desire, her orgasm intensified. She kept fingering herself harder and pinching her nipples. She longed for Aleix to be there watching her, fucking her, plunging into her.

As the intensity subsided she slumped against the wall. At that instant there was a polite knock on the door - the assistant was asking if she needed any help.

Anne managed to mumble a feeble, "No, no, I'm fine, thank you".

She looked at herself in the mirror and wondered where all this with Aleix would lead. 


5 Date Night

Anne chose to wear her new purchases for the "date" - the sheer top and pencil skirt. Because she was braless, the top was sheer enough to reveal her nipples to some extent. Anne toyed with putting on an undershirt, but as she was leaving the apartment, she ran back and removed it. The pashmina was a useful screen. She put on her highest heels, almost 4 inches high. The restaurant was just as full as it had been the first time, but her seat was free, so she decided to sit in the same place as previously. She arrived early in the Dutch way, fully expecting Aleix to be late in the Catalan way. But to Anne's joy he turned up at five to nine. The maître d' and waiters had welcomed Anne like a regular; when Aleix came in they were even more effusive.

Aleix beamed his luscious smile at Anne the moment he stepped through the door and wound his way through the tables to her. She stood up to greet him. He pulled the pashmina off her shoulders, letting it drop on the chair, looked her up and down admiringly, took her face between his hands and kissed her passionately on the lips.

"Please, Anna," he said when they had both sat down and he had pulled his chair to closer to her, "Never cover your breasts, they are magnificent. Your shirt reveals them to me perfectly."

Anne smiled at Aleix. She was wondering whether the sheer blouse had been a mistake, even though Aleix seemed to love it.

He gestured to the waiter who brought over some tapas and a bottle of Catalan red.

"Did you orgasm since we last met?" Aleix asked just as the waiter was setting out the plates and glasses.

Anne reddened. The waiter seemed to be taking rather longer to prepare the table than normal and having a good look at her breasts highlighted through her blouse. The waiter slipped away and Anne replied.

"Erm, once only. Today, in the dressing room."

"Were you totally naked?"

"Yes, apart from my heels." Anne confessed.

"Excellent. Are you wet now?"

At that moment Anne became aware that she was. She nodded.

"Pull up you skirt."

Anne hesitated.

"Come on, nobody will see, the table cloth is in the way."

Anne lifted her bottom slightly off the chair and while checking that no one was looking, eased her skirt up her legs to near the top of her thighs. 'Luckily the skirt is made of stretchy material,' she thought to herself.

Aleix moved his chair even closer to hers. He poured some wine into both glasses, before raising his and toasting her.

"To you Anne, my inspiration."

She clinked glasses and drank a little.

Aleix put his hand on her thigh, pulling her leg towards him so that he could get better entry to her pussy. She parted her legs a little more, longing for his touch. He held his glass in his left hand while two fingers of his right penetrated the slick folds of her pussy. Anne felt her eyes close momentarily and a short moan rise from deep within.

Aleix's fingers moved in and out slowly and tantalizingly, then suddenly her pussy was empty, they were gone. He brought his fingers up to her lips. She could smell her essence strongly as she slowly sucked her juices off his fingers. Aleix removed his fingers from her mouth and leaned over to kiss her juices from her lips. His tongue darted in and out between her lips, seeking every last drop. And suddenly the kiss was over.

"We produced five new works, you and I, over the last three days. They are now in the gallery. You must go see them. I hope you will see your orgasm in them as I see your orgasm in you."

For the next hour or so Anne would like to say that they chatted like a normal couple on a second date. She did her best to make it so. She thanked him for the painting and asked Aleix about himself. Aleix told her the bare minimum - a self-taught artist, an anarchist of the old school - 'por un humanidad libre!' But the fact she was sitting with her skirt almost round her waist with no panties and the frequent attentions of the waiters jostling for a glimpse of her tits, Anne decided to live for the moment and enjoy Aleix's company.

"We must leave soon," Aleix suddenly said, "But before we go, I think you must kiss a stranger."

Anne was getting used to his bizarre challenges. "A stranger?" she said, "Which stranger?"

"Any stranger in this restaurant, but she must be female!"

Anne giggled with embarrassment. "Do you mean it?"

"Of course. I am always serious about art," he expounded in earnest.

"You can choose the woman, but you have two minutes only. You must kiss her with tongue. If you fail, you will be punished. Go."

Anne looked round the room while she was pulling down her skirt. At the bar there were two girls about her own age. She stood up and moved between the tables to the bar. The waiters were both watching her movements intently, as her breasts jiggled freely beneath her blouse, offering occasional glimpse of flesh and nipple through the sheer material.

She stood next to one of the girls and excused herself for interrupting their conversation. The girl smiled welcomingly. Anne took her courage in both hands and shyly explained that her boyfriend - pointing to Aleix as she said it - had just bet her 10,000 pesetas that she wouldn't approach a girl and kiss her passionately on the lips.

The girl giggled nervously. "So you want to kiss me? Is that right?"

"Well, yes, if I may."

"Why not, 10,000 pesetas is a decent sum of money. You deserve it."

The girl looked pointedly over at Aleix before pressing her rouged lips on Anne's. Her tongue felt soft and smooth as it penetrated Anne's mouth. Anne pulled her closer with her arms round her feeling the softness of her breasts against her own. After what seemed like several minutes their embrace ended. "Nice kiss," the girl thanked Anne and told her to spend the money wisely. Anne thanked her too and went over to the door to wait for Aleix. The waiters were almost too stunned to move and just stared at Anne as she gave a wave to the girl and exited the restaurant. Aleix followed a few minutes later bringing her pashmina and placing it across her shoulders. 

"Your nipples tell me you're cold," he smiled.

"No, I'm just ready for sex," she quipped back. "Where shall we go? I want you."

"Sorry, Anne, tonight is not possible. I have to work. I will contact you soon."

With that, he kissed her on both cheeks, turned and walked off. "Remember, no orgasm without my permission," he called as he walked away.

Anne was too angry to even run after him. She put her pashmina over her arm and set off for home - angry, frustrated and for some unfathomable reason falling in love with an absolutely infuriating man.


6. The Note

Anne took a very deep breath to steady her nerves. The taxi had left her in front of the address she had shown him on the note. She re-read the piece of paper that had been pushed under the apartment door not an hour ago. 

She glanced at the note again. 'Hopefully the taxi driver hadn't got the address wrong' she thought.

'Well, the number is right, and the street we came along, Career de Sant Mus, is the same as on the paper, so here goes.' she thought to herself.

Nervously she opened the iron gate. The house behind seemed quite modern and the garden was well tended with typical Mediterranean plants. The walls were pink. 'A pink house,' Anne mused, 'how quaint.'

Anne was still wondering what Aleix had planned for her now? Since their second 'date' nearly a week ago, she had thrown herself into her studies. Despite feeling totally frustrated sexually, she had, for some unfathomable reason, refrained from making herself cum. She was angry with herself for submitting to Aleix's control, but pleased with herself for doing his bidding. She felt utterly confused. By the sixth day she had decided to tell him to get lost, if he ever contacted her again and then, to her delight and thrill, the note arrived.

She had never been to this part of Barcelona before. Never been to this street in her life. She had no idea who lived here or why Aleix wanted her here, but the instructions were clear.

"Be at this address on the stroke of 2:00 p.m.

You will wear: your red dress.

Other attire: your highest high heels and seamed stockings. No panties. No bra.

Remember to put on your choker necklace. Tie up your hair - I like it like that.

Bring 2 pairs of panties and 2 bras with you. Do not wear them!

When you arrive, enter the garden. Once at the front door make sure 8 hooks are undone, put on the blindfold hanging below the bell and only then ring the bell.

You will obey all and every instruction given during the evening." 

The note was signed once again 'I kiss your cunt as an artist' with his signature.

So here Anne was, ready to obey all and every instruction. She had no idea what to expect - this made her a little anxious - but rather excited too. 'And why on earth the panties and bra?' she asked herself.

She re-counted to make sure exactly eight hooks were open on the front of her dress, took hold of the silk blindfold hanging beneath the bell, as promised, and tied it over her eyes.

Anne rang the bell. And waited.

With her eyes bound she felt that she had superhuman hearing. From within the house she could hear faint footsteps approaching. A car was passing by in the distance and the loudest sound of all was the pounding of her heart.

She sensed the door open. Someone was standing in the doorway. She had no idea whether it was her Aleix or even a complete stranger - not that Aleix was much more than a stranger.

A hand took hold of her arm and pulled her forwards.

Nothing was said as she stepped forwards and into the house. Her heels clicked loudly on the tiled floor and the door closed behind her.

Anne's heart was thundering in her chest and she realized her breathing was heavy. As a game of trust this was the ultimate.

As she was guided forward, she sensed she was entering a different room. It had more furniture in it, she presumed, because the sound from her clacking heels was more muffled, despite the tiles on the floor. The hand left her arm and she felt someone check the blindfold, presumably making sure it was on properly and that she really couldn't see.

Anne stood still, waiting for the person to speak, listening intently to discover if there was anyone else in the room. She sensed the room was quite large with a high ceiling, but in reality had not much idea. She could hear the click of a camera to the front and left every so often, which could mean a second person; she deduced and immediately tensed slightly.

After checking her blindfold the person behind her circled round her a few times, still saying nothing, and making Anne feel even more nervous. Her heart was beating extremely fast knowing that she was only wearing a dress that was open to reveal a fair portion of her breasts, with no bra and no panties.

At the back of her mind she presumed the person was Aleix, since nothing had been said, and Anne would have recognized his voice. 'Or was it a bluff' she mused; saying nothing and making Anne think it must therefore be Aleix. 'But then who was taking photographs?'

'If it wasn't Aleix, then who was it?' She knew some people in Barcelona, but the likelihood was, if it wasn't Aleix, it was probably a stranger.

Her thoughts were disturbed when the person stopped in front of her and began to undo the final hooks on her dress down to the belt. Her breathing intensified. Her heart rate soared. The hands moved slowly from hook to hook from top to bottom. Anne remembered there were sixteen in total and counted as each was undone. Her belt was then unclasped and dropped unceremoniously to the floor.

Then, as she had expected the dress was pulled open to reveal her breasts. Her nipples tensed as the dress was pulled back. The person once more circled Anne several times and stopped behind her. Her dress was now pulled off her shoulders from behind and allowed to slip slowly down her arms. The dress dropped to the floor round her legs with a swishing sound. Anne could feel her nipples tighten even more and went to move her hands up to cover her nakedness, but her hands we grasped, albeit gently, and pulled behind her back. To Anne's shock a second person now came and stood in front of her. She felt very naked and very vulnerable, particularly now that she was definite there were two people in the room.

The person behind now put their arms around Anne's body and grasped her breasts firmly, kneading them quite roughly. Anne whimpered at the pleasure. At that instant she became aware of how wet she was between her legs.

The person in front moved closer. Anne tried to sense a hint of after shave or even perfume. He was probably watching his companion knead her breasts. For some reason she presumed both of them were men. The one in front was, no doubt, taking a good look at her naked body. She was sure her pussy lips were so engorged that they were visible through her blonde pubic hair.

The breast kneading stopped and a voice whispered in her ear to clasp her hands behind her head. Anne did so. She was no longer sure that the person behind her was male. The voice was too soft. 

Now she really felt exposed. Somehow just standing naked was less exposing than standing with your hands behind your head. At least two people, possibly total strangers, were now staring at her naked pussy and very erect nipples and she had no idea what their intentions were. Wearing no more than a choker, pull up stockings and heels, she had never felt more naked in her life.

The feeling of releasing control and being exposed was seriously beginning to turn her on. Her pussy was getting wetter and the tingling sensation between her legs was growing. As she stood in front of these "strangers" she had to resist the urge to place her hand between her legs and touch herself.

More whispered words in her ear from behind ordered her to turn round and face the whisperer and to then spread her legs. She turned as directed by a hand on her arm stepping out of her dress at the same time. A foot between her legs indicated the required distance to spread her legs - probably a bit wider than shoulder width, Anne thought. The foot was bare, no shoes or socks. That seemed to ease her mind, for some ridiculous reason.

Someone now took hold of her nipples and tweaked them quite roughly. Anne let out a louder whimper. The hands then squeezed her breasts before the left hand moved down her belly caressing her skin softly and slowly slipped across her mound, into her pubes, slightly grazing her clit and probably two fingers slid into her wetness, pushing open her lips and moving in and out a few times.

"Very wet," a girl's voice called out over her shoulder to someone behind Anne. 

Anne's body tensed slightly on discovering that her body was being touched by a female. But the pleasure from the fingers in her pussy was intense and she made gurgling noises in her throat.

The fingers were unceremoniously removed from her sopping pussy and she smelt her own juices before the fingers reached her mouth. The fingers smeared her juices across her lips and were then pushed into Anne's willing mouth. Anne sucked and licked on them and knew she would orgasm very soon.

"Bend over and hold your ankles," the girl in front of her now commanded as she stepped back from Anne, no longer whispering.

Anne hesitated a split second, imagining the view that she would present to anyone behind her, but reached for her ankles anyway as the camera continued to click away.

From further inside the room, unbeknownst to Anne, Aleix was watching. In reality he never expected Anne to get this far, but here she was in a strange house with total strangers, almost completely naked for the world to see. He smiled, noting that she had put on the heels he had requested, pinned up her hair and worn the choker. He knew she was doing all this for him and he liked it. His cock was straining under his silk robe. He could feel the pre-cum leaking out. He wanted to take himself in his hand and stroke his cock while he watched this beautiful girl that he now thought of as his, but he had to control himself.

As she bent down with her legs slightly apart to hold her ankles, Aleix was presented with an exquisite view of Anne's puckered hole and her gaping wet cunt. 'Sònia was right,' he thought to himself, 'She is wet,' adding as an afterthought, 'And very ready'.

Before Anne arrived at the pink house, Aleix had wondered how far she would go, but now he didn't doubt that his Anne would follow all the instructions, just as she had done from the moment they had met.


7. Fulfilment

The girl now took Anne by the arm and told her she was going to be lead to a chair to sit down. Anne followed her lead further into the room and was placed on an easy chair that felt rather high. Anne called it an easy chair because it had arms and immediately felt comfortable, although not necessarily soft. The material was not harsh on her naked body. Her feet only just reached the floor as she stretched her toes.

"Put your legs over the arms of the chair," the girl said. 

Aided by the girl, Anne lifted one leg and then the other over the arms, realizing there was a soft attachment at the end of the chair arm that allowed her to rest her leg on. Because of the shape of the chair, she had to shift her position and bring her body forward. This meant her pussy was almost resting on the edge of the cushion, but her neck was still above the back of the chair.

As Anne settled into position, Aleix began to speak from directly in front of her.

"Welcome, la meva bella xiqueta to our house of pleasure."

Anne smiled gratefully in his direction.

Aleix continued. "This evening is in your honour. Tonight I am going to fill each of your delicious holes with my seed."

Anne squirmed in her seat as warm shivers engulfed her pussy and her ass puckered in response to his words.

"Cristina will also document your pleasures so you will never forget the pink house. Remember, as always, you must obey all my instructions or the pleasure will cease immediately. Is that understood?"

"Yes, of course," Anne managed to reply. Her clit was throbbing with lust since Aleix had revealed he was actually going to penetrate her. Her pussy craved his cock. She knew, as she had known since their first moments together, that she would do anything for him.

"Mateu will now remove your blindfold."

Anne jumped in surprise to realize there was another man in the room able to enjoy her naked body.

Mateu's fingers unhurriedly undid the blindfold and slipped it from Anne's eyes. The room was in not bright, but still quite illuminated, with slight shadows caused by the discrete placement of lamps in various places around the room. It took some seconds for Anne's eyes to become accustomed to the light. The scene in front of her was not quite what she expected.

Kneeling on the floor totally naked in front of her seat was Sònia, the woman from the gallery. Anne now realized that it must be Mateu her husband who had removed the blindfold. She glanced quickly behind her to confirm this and was met by Mateu's gaze and his rather impressive erection at eye level, as he stood in his naked glory behind her.

She turned back to the front. Standing behind Sònia in a silk robe was Aleix. Obvious beneath the folds of the rather skimpy garment was his erection. This pleased Anne immensely. She recognized how much she craved him inside her.

Cristina was fully clothed behind and to the left of Aleix with a camera in her hand taking pictures as Anne took in the scene.

She still hadn't said a word since the removal of the blindfold. The only thoughts that came into her mind were that she wanted Aleix's cock now and that Sònia's breasts were quite small, but her nipples were huge. This excited and delighted her for some reason.

"Are you ready to orgasm, bella xiqueta," Aleix asked.

"Oh god, yes," Anne groaned throatily in reply.

As she replied Aleix slid his robe off. His body was trimmer and hairier than she had expected. His cock was rigid, pointing upwards at an angle of about 45° from his body. He was uncircumcised and there was pre-cum on the tip, she could see. More juices dribbled from Anne's pussy into her ass crack as he revealed himself to her.

"Mateu, test her mouth."

Mateu now undid a catch on the chair and Anne's body was lowered backwards. Her neck was hanging over the edge and her head hung down naturally. From her angle she could see Mateu's cock approaching. She realized his (and Aleix's) intention and went to say something, but Mateu's cock slipped between her lips before the words came out.

Anne had never experienced a cock in her mouth from this angle and initially found it rather odd and somewhat uncomfortable. Mateu's cock was long, but not too thick, so she had no trouble accommodating it between her lips. The disappointment that it wasn't Aleix's soon gave way to her desire to please Mateu. Iniitally Mateu probed gently, testing her ability to take his cock deeper and deeper. 

"Push it all the way in now, Mateu." Aleix commanded.

Anne felt her gag reflex and did her best to relax, breathing through her nose. She had tears in her eyes as Mateu pushed deeper.

"Help her Sònia," said Aleix.

Anne wondered what he meant, when suddenly she felt a delicious, soft tongue slip between her labia that then licked upwards over her clit before plunging back down into the folds of her pussy. As the pleasure in her pussy mounted, she realized that Mateu's pubic hair was brushing her lips. His rigid cock was deep in her throat. She felt elated inside and hoped Aleix was proud of her.

Now that Mateu knew she could handle his cock, he was plunging it ever faster into her willing mouth. Mateu was beginning to grunt with pleasure as his climax approached. Anne was also beginning to make noises deep in her throat as Sònia continued the slow administrations to her pussy.

Suddenly Mateu stopped his thrusts and pulled his cock from between Anne's lips. Anne grabbed his cock with her hand to pull it back to her mouth, but Mateu moved away. Simultaneously, Sònia stopped attending to her pussy.

Anne groaned petulantly as Mateu raised up the back of the seat so she was facing Aleix and Sònia again.

"I'm saving your mouth for my seed, Anne. Be patient."

Aleix's words pleased her immensely and she felt bad for Mateu who had seemed so close to climaxing.

But she had little time to reflect as Sònia now stood up and moved closer to Anne, bending over and putting her hands on the arms of the chair behind Anne's legs. Her face was almost touching Anne's. Anne could feel her breath on her own lips.

Sònia now spread her legs wider and Anne saw Aleix approach Sònia from behind. He put his hands on either side of Sònia's hips and thrust into her pussy. Sònia gasped as Aleix's cock entered her and was propelled forward. Her lips brushed Anne's at that moment and her tongue pushed its way into Anne's mouth.

Anne tasted herself on Sònia's soft lips and tongue and returned the kiss. She could feel Aleix's thrusts vibrating through Sònia's body. Sònia's breathing was very laboured, her kissing more frenzied; the thrusts were becoming more frantic. Without warning Aleix let out a throaty wail as he pumped his cum deep into Sònia's cunt. Sònia's shrieks were muted by Anne's mouth, but it was obvious that she too had orgasmed as she felt Aleix's hot cum explode inside her.

Anne was kissing Sònia passionately and only recognized her disappointment that Aleix hadn't come in her when Sònia pulled away from her, caressing Anne's cheek with her hand and mouthing, "thank you".

Aleix and Sònia stood arm in arm looking at Anne. Aleix's cock was only half erect and she could see a dribble of semen clinging to the tip.

"So, you want to swallow my seed, do you?" Aleix asked Anne.

"Oh god, yes," Anne replied, her insides already churning with pleasure at the thought of his cock.

"Good. I really want to see this. Mateu, take the chair back down."

Mateu did as he was told and lowered Anne back down. She ran her tongue over her lips in anticipation.

To her surprise, it was Sònia who approached her from behind. Sònia made to sit on Anne's chest and then moved slightly forward so her pussy was directly above Anne's face. Anne could see the cream-coloured globules of Aleix's cum on Sònia's labia. 

Mateu and Aleix were both standing behind Anne's head as Sònia slowly lowered her cunt onto Anne's mouth. 'What a sneaky bastard,' was Anne 's final thought as she put her tongue out ready and willing to slurp up the juices leaking from Sònia's cum-filled cunt.

Anne slurped and licked Sònia's pussy. She was even enjoying the taste of Aleix's somewhat bitter cum and the sweeter flavour of Sònia's juices - or at least that's how she imagined them. As her tongue penetrated deeper into Sònia's cunt, Aleix's thick cum oozed in gooey blobs into her consenting mouth. She swallowed it down with relish.

'Not exactly the way I intended to swallow Aleix's  cum, but very pleasant,' Anne mused as more globules of the thick cream dribbled between her lips. Anne was also squeezing Sònia's massive nipples with her fingers and thumbs. Anne had been desperate to do so since she'd spotted them earlier that evening.

Anne's ministrations were also having an effect on Sònia, who was moaning in pleasure as Anne's tongue lapped at her cunt. She moved her body back and forth so that Anne's tongue and lips not only pleasured her labia, but also her clit. 

"Squeeze it all out into her mouth," Aleix demanded, as he knelt down to get a closer look of Anne's tonguing.

Sònia squeezed her vaginal muscles and two thick blobs of spunk trickled into Anne's mouth. She felt the gooey mess slide down her throat like a fresh oyster.

Just as Anne was sensing her tongue begin to tire, Sònia let out a massive scream of ecstasy and pulled Anne's hands tighter around her breasts. Sònia bucked and bucked on Anne's mouth while she orgasmed and then stepped off Anne's face and into Mateu's arms, her legs buckling with the effort of her second orgasm.

Aleix bent down and kissed Anne on the lips, no doubt tasting his own creamy deposits in the process. His tongue licked off the last of his and Sònia's juices from Anne's face. Anne kissed him back with fervour. Ever more desperate for his dick inside her. She reached out to grab it with her hand, but failed to connect as Aleix moved back to the front of the chair.

"One hole down, two to go," Aleix chirped happily.

"Where next for my seed, Anne? Cunt or arse? Your choice," he said with a devilish grin.

"Please Aleix, I'm desperate to cum and desperate to feel you inside my pussy. Please, please," she pleaded.

"All in good time, bella xequita. Has anyone ever fucked your puckered little hole?"

Anne shakes her head. "I tried once, but it hurt too much. Please be gentle with me Aleix, if you want to fuck my virgin ass."

"Mateu hasn't cum yet, have you Mateu?" Aleix looked at Mateu standing next to him now. Anne noticed that Mateu's cock began to grow as Aleix mentioned cumming.

"Would you fancy filling Anne's virgin ass with your seed?"

Mateu nodded, "You bet."

"Aleix, no," said Anne, "I want you to take the virginity of my hole. Please, I'm begging you."

"Here's what we'll do. Mateu swap places with Anne."

Sònia helped Anne rise from the chair and Mateu sat down. 

"Legs over, like Anne," Aleix said. "That's right. Now, Anne you have three minutes to make Mateu cum in your mouth. If he doesn't cum in your mouth within three minutes, he will take your virgin hole. If he does cum, I will."

Before Anne had time to say anything in response, Aleix said, "Time starts now."

Mateu's position meant his dick was easily accessible to Anne's mouth. She knelt down between his legs and began rubbing his now rigid cock vigorously with her right hand and pressed a finger against his arsehole with her left. Mateu moaned with pleasure at her touch. Sònia, standing behind Mateu's chair, undid the catch and lowered Mateu backwards and straddled his mouth with her pussy, this time facing Anne, and moved herself up and down over his mouth and tongue.

Anne then took the bulbous head of Mateu's cock in her mouth and let her saliva dribble down his cock, before frenziedly taking as much of his cock as she could into her mouth while simultaneously rubbing it with her hand.

Within 60 seconds Mateu's moans were gaining in intensity, Anne could feel the early spasms along his cock. As his breath began to sound laboured and his cock began to jerk in her mouth, Anne pushed her finger deep inside Mateu's arsehole. The shock sent him over the top and a thick spurt of cum filled Anne's mouth. She let it hit the back of her throat, swallowing some but also allowing some to dribble onto Mateu's dick as another massive spurt erupted from his cock. By the fifth spurt Mateu was spent and Anne's movements slowed to a halt. As she lifted he mouth from Mateu's rapidly shrinking cock, Sònia leaned forward and kissed Anne full on the mouth, licking Mateu's cum from Anne's lips and swallowing it herself.

Both women giggled when their kiss had ended and looked up at Aleix who was slowly smearing his rock hard dick with lubricant.

Aleix took Anne by the hand and led her to the bed in the far corner of the room. He pushed her facedown onto it, leaving her legs on the floor. With one hand he spread her arse cheeks and squirted a liberal amount of the lubricant onto her hole, then used his fingers to push it inside. First one finger, then two, gradually stretching Anne's anus, ready to take his load.

Sònia came and sat by the bed taking Anne's hand in hers and urging her to relax.

Aleix had moved into position behind Anne and placed the head of his cock ready. Without any more ceremony he pushed. 

His cock head breached her anus and she took a deep breath. A long pause. He began to move slowly, taking just the cock head in and out of her ass. Her breathing got heavier and Aleix could tell she was working through the pressure.

"Are you OK?" Sònia asked her.

"Fine," said Anne, "It's not really painful as such, it's just the tension and pressure."

Aleix continued to thrust with just the head of his cock. Aleix was enjoying the shape of Anne's incredible behind. A minute or two later she began to take in more and more of his hard-on.

"Squeeze my tits and my nipples!" Anne said to him.

Aleix bent forward and rolled her stiff nipples between the tips of his thumbs and index fingers. Anne's hand then reached between her legs and started rubbing her clit while her ass was being fucked by Aleix's cock. Soon, the whole of Aleix's seven inches were disappearing into her rectum and he slowly gathered more speed.

Anne's breathing was becoming ragged and fast. 

"Do you like fucking my virgin ass?" She almost screamed. "Is it tight enough for you?"

"Oh, shit yes, It's so tight. I love your ass, I love fucking it. Does it feel good to have my cock deep in your anus?" Aleix replied.

"Yes, yes, oh god yes. Fill my ass with cum. Come on, do it."

"Soon. Soon bella.

Anne was rubbing her clit vigorously. She was moaning very loudly now with every thrust Aleix made. Aleix's breathing was also rapid and he could feel his balls well up with his cum, ready to erupt and fill the tight virgin ass.

And then it started. Aleix let go of Anne's tits and grabbed her hips tightly, pumping forcefully and deeply into her anus. His cum began to gush from his cock. The tightness of her hole made the feelings even more intense for Aleix as he filled up her tight rectum.

"Oh god, I'm cumming, he screamed. I'm cumming in your ass!"

"Oh shit," she said, her hand frantically rubbing her clit, "I'm cumming tooooo..." she screamed out in ecstasy. 

"Oh god, I'm cumming with your dick in my ass! Oh, fuck me, Aleix! Fuck my ass! Anne shouted. "I can feel your warm cum spurting in my ass."

Despite having cum only an hour earlier, Aleix shot several loads of warm, gooey spunk into Anne's superbly tight asshole that gripped his cock as it filled her up. 

"Oh my god, that was so intense." She said. Sònia leaned over to pull Anne's hair out of her eyes and kissed her forehead. "Well done," she says.

They are both spent. Anne fell forward onto the bed and in doing so Aleix's cock exited her arse with a plop.

"Roll over Anne," Aleix said. "Pull up your legs. 

Anne rolled onto her back and pulled her knees up to her chest. 

"I want to see my seed ooze from your freshly fucked hole," Aleix chuckled.

"Can you see it? Can you see your thick, gooey cum seeping out my ass?" Anne asked.

"I can." Aleix said.

Velvety, gooey cum began to slowly seep from her anus. Anne's hole is quite red and visibly stretched open. More cum began to flow out down her crack and onto the bed. Sònia is amazed at the quantity of semen that Aleix had just deposited into Anne's tight, virgin ass. 

It was only when Cristina approached the bed to take some close ups of Anne's freshly fucked hole, that Anne even remembered that Cristina had been in the room with her camera documenting their erotic exploits.

When it seemed that most of the cum had oozed from her ass, Sònia wiped Anne's crack with a small hand towel. 

Aleix pulled Anne to her feet and gave her another of his passionate kisses. Anne pulled his face closer and kissed him intensely with all of her pent up passion. 

"Fuck me now," she said. "My cunt is yours." Anne rolled back on to the bed and spread her legs presenting her wide-open cunt to Aleix.

"Just a sec," he said. "Get me the razor, Sònia."

Anne didn't move. She guessed this must be another of Aleix's challenges. She was desperate for him to fuck her pussy. She hadn't had a man inside her since she came to Barcelona and she wanted Aleix's cock in her.

Sònia came back a minute later with a bowl of warm water, some shaving cream, a couple of safety razors and some towels on her arm. She placed the bowl on the floor, told Anne to lift up her bum a little and rolled a towel underneath her. Sònia then placed a warm cloth on Anne's pubes. Then another, before brushing shaving cream all over her pubic area. 

Anne had never shaved her pubes. She'd only taken to shaving her armpits since she came to Barcelona, where it seemed all the girls did.

"Keep still," Sònia said to Anne, "I'll try not to nick you."

Sònia first trimmed the hairs with a small pair of scissors and then proceeded to wield the razor like a professional. Within a few minutes Anne's pussy was bald. After pouring some warm water over Anne's pussy to wash away the shaving cream and checking to see she had left no stragglers, Sònia smoothed some Aloe Vera straight from the leaf onto Anne's smooth pussy. Anne felt her pussy with her fingers and couldn't believe how different it felt to have lost her blonde pubes.

"Now that looks delicious," Sònia said, bending down to give Anne's pussy a lick. Aleix won't be able to refuse fucking you now. Will you Aleix?"

While they had been busy with the shaving, Aleix had actually got dressed. He was now in a suit and tie and looked ready to leave.

"No I won't, when Anne has done a few things for me."

Anne groaned. "Oh no, what now? All I want is for you to fuck me."

Anne, bella xiqueta, true art demands time and patience. I will definitely fuck you before morning, if you complete the task. Did you bring some panties and a bra? And a lipstick"

"Of course, they're in my bag I left by the front door."

"Excellent." He then produced the underwear she had removed on their first evening together. 

"Put these on and your dress and then we'll leave. Sònia and Mateu will tidy up here, Cristina will follow us."

Anne felt all the ardour ebb from her body as she put on her black bra and white panties. Aleix threw her dress over to her.

"Let's go," he said and made for the door with Cristina.

Anne hugged Sònia and Mateu then kissed them both on the lips and thanked them for a great afternoon. 

"I'll see you both soon," she said, picked up her bag and followed Aleix and Cristina into the front garden.


8. Cunt Prints

The three of them got in what seemed to be Cristina's car. Anne was in the back. Aleix turned to face her as they drove off.

"Anne, today you are going to create three pieces of unique art. Cristina will immortalize them with her camera."

He waited for her to acknowledge his words. Anne nodded.

"Cristina and I will be close by at all times. You will approach people in the street, men or women, you choose. You will ask them to guess the colour of your bra or panties, you choose which. If they guess correctly you will take said item off there and then and hand it to them. If they are wrong, you will thank them and move on. ok?"

"I suppose so."

"If they do guess correctly, after gifting the item, you will also show them your breasts or beautiful shaved cunt for a brief moment, depending upon which item they chose. 

Anne was looking at him in absolute shock.

"With one correct answer, you will then ask them to guess the colour of the item that is left. As you have probably guessed, if they are correct, you will remove said item and hand it over. You will also show them your...

"...breasts or shaved cunt," Anne completed his sentence.

"Exactly. If they are wrong, you will move on. At any time if you have removed your bra or panties, you must replace them with those from your bag before asking the next person. Simple eh?"

"But, I don't understand, why?"

"I'm getting to that. Your goals is for one person to get both correct. If they get both correct, not only do they get to keep your underwear and a flash of your breasts and shaved cunt, but you will present them with your bright red lipstick."

Anne was feverishly trying to work out where this was going.

"The lucky person will now paint your cunt lips with the lipstick. Make sure they apply a thick coat. Also try not to get too turned on as they apply the lipstick or it won't stick properly."

"You want a stranger to apply lipstick to my cunt lips in public?"

"Yes, I do. And when they have done it you will produce three pieces of unique art."

"And I'm not supposed to get turned on! But what happens if nobody guesses the colour of both my panties and bra correctly. I might have no underwear left."

"You have ten chances. A guess of no bra, or no panties is also acceptable. If you fail, no fuck from me! Do you understand?"

"Aleix, you're mad. I do understand, but people will probably slap me or something if I'm so brazen."

"Anne, no they will not. They will be desperate to assist you."

As he finished talking Cristina was parking the car in a street Anne didn't recognize. There were numerous bars with seats and table outside. There was also a park on the other side of the road. It was still quite light, so Anne had no chance to hide in the shadows.

They all got out of the car. Anne put her bag on her shoulder and set off in the direction of a large bar with a terrace. She had spied a young man sitting alone.

"Excuse me," Anne said to the young man. "I have to complete a challenge. If you can guess the colour of my bra and panties I will give them to you. If you get both right, you get a special prize."

"The man looked embarrassed.

"Are you serious?"

"Absolutely," said Anne. "What colour do you think my panties are?"

"White?" he said with a smile.

Anne was taken aback. she hadn't expected him to get it right.

"Er, well, in fact you're right." She gave a cursory look round and then quickly put her hands up her dress and pulled her panties down.

"Here you are," she said handing over the still warm panties to the man. "They're yours. And as you were so clever to guess so quickly, I'm going to show you my pussy."

With that Anne lifted the front of her dress and watched as the man went wide-eyed as he saw her smooth cunt with the lips clearly visible.

"Thank you," he stammered. "That was wonderful."

"Just a second," Anne said, "You have to guess the colour of my bra, too."

"Oh, right, well white too, I suppose."

'Shit," Anne thought, I was so sure I had it first time.

"Sorry, no, it's not. So you don't win the special prize."

"Could I see your pussy again as a consolation?"

Anne saw the twinkle in his eye and quickly hoisted her dress up again, so he could have another peek.

"Thank you so much. I almost came in my pants. You are very beautiful. Would you like to have a drink with me?"

"Sorry," said Anne, moving away, "I have to complete my challenge." She blew him a kiss as she walked off.

Anne went behind a parked car and pulled on a pair of black panties. 'To be honest,' she though, 'This is quite fun.'

She tried four different people sitting alone on bar terraces along the street. They all failed miserably. Not one colour right. Only five chances left. She was beginning to think that a fuck from Aleix had better be worth all her efforts and laughed out loud at her little joke.

She then spied an older gentleman sitting alone on a bench in the park. He looked friendly and a bit lonely, so she went over to him and gave him the story. He listened intently and looked her up and down many times. He asked Anne several times whether it was one of those hidden camera shows and Anne crossed her heart that it wasn't. Finally he agreed to take part. 

"Let me see," said the man. "You're wearing a red dress. Your stockings are black. Your shoes are black. Your belt is black. There may even possibly be a hint of black bra showing in your cleavage. Why don't you lean over a little and let me see properly," he said while giving her his cheekiest smile.

Anne decided to help him out and bent slightly towards him while pretending to put her bag on the bench next to him.

The man's eyes opened wide as he spied the young flesh and best of all the black strap of Anne's bra.

"Well," said Anne straightening up.

"So you'll give me your bra, if I guess the colour?"

"Absolutely," said Anne.

"It's black."

Anne smiled at him and began to undo the hooks on her dress. The colour of her bra was now clearly visible. The man hadn't taken his eyes of Anne for a moment. He was beginning to breathe quite heavily as Anne reached round to undo the garment.

As she was about to undo it, she changed her mind and decided to go totally wild. Instead of pulling the bra through her sleeves, she pulled her dress off each shoulder so it hung lever her belt. The man now had a bird's eye view of Anne's lithe upper body. Anne now reached behind her and undid her bra. The man's tongue licked his lips with desire as Anne's first dropped one strap from her shoulder and then the other. Her hands now held her bra to her chest. She looked at the man's eyes as she slowly dropped the bra to reveal her breasts.

The man seemed to squirm in his seat and Anne looked from his eyes to his crotch. His erection was clearly visible.

Anne handed the bra to him and before pulling her dress back up, fondled her breasts with her hands. As the dress once more covered her breasts the man gave a deep sigh, but held the bra to his face as if drawing off Anne's odours and warmth.

Anne left the hooks undone and reminded him that he still had to guess the colour of her panties.

The man seemed to be calling on a higher power as he mumbled to himself. Finally he removed the bra from his face and stuffed it inside his shirt and said with absolute conviction in his answer: "black".

Anne was elated, but held back, determined to make this man's day.

"Let's see." said Anne, "I can't remember, what colour they are."

As she spoke she began lifting up the hem of her dress at the front.

The man's breathing quickened once more and sweat appeared on his brow. When Anne's panties finally came into view and he saw they were black, he leapt off the bench and did a dance of joy. Anne had never felt so giving.

"You're going to give them to me, as well, aren't you," he managed to stammer.

"I am. Right now. Why don't you pull them down for me?" said Anne, smiling wickedly at him.

Holding her dress aloft, she moved closer to him. With trembling hands the man took hold of Anne's panties by the elastic on both sides and slowly pulled them down Anne's legs. His eyes never left her pussy. Anne knew her lips would be puffy and very visible with her lack of pubic hair. 

As the pants reached the ground, she dropped her dress and stepped out of them she then picked the up and handed them over.

Immediately he pulled them up to his nose and sniffed deeply. A satisfied sigh followed and then he began to thank Anne profusely. He explained that he hadn't seen a woman nude for over twenty years and that she had made not only his day, but his year, if not decade. There were tears in his eyes.

Anne then explained that because he had won both garments, there was also a surprise treat, just for him. The man's eyes lit up. 

"Can I touch you?" He asked imploringly.

"That's part one of the treat," Anne said, "You can feel my breasts."

Anne sat down next to him and the man immediately put his hands inside her wide-open dress. His hands were quite rough, but he gently played with Anne's nipples and squeezed her breasts softly. 

The look of gratitude in the man's eyes made Anne quite teary.

After a few minutes, Anne told him that the next part of the treat was even better. Reluctantly the man removed his hands and waited for Anne to explain while she fastened half the hooks on her dress.

When she had done that, she took out the lipstick from her bag, took off the top and gave it to the man. He looked at her inquisitively.

"Kneel in front of me," Anne said. The man didn't need asking twice.

"Now, I want you to paint my pussy lips bright red with the lipstick. The man looked at her.

"Your pussy lips?"

That's right. Anne looked round to see if there was anyone nearby. The only people she could see were Aleix and Cristina. She'd almost forgotten about them.

Anne spread her legs and pulled up her dress. At that moment the man came in his pants. He tried to hide the fact, but Anne was almost certain he had. She waited until he had finished his spontaneous ejaculation, then took his hand with the lipstick and motioned him to begin painting.

He stared intently between her legs and began sliding the bright red lipstick across her labia. Anne was rather wet, so his job wasn't easy. But the fact she was so turned on, made her lips extremely puffy and full.

Several minutes went past while the man dedicated himself to his masterpiece. He seemed to be using an immense amount of lipstick. Finally he confessed that he was done. He looked at his handiwork one last time before Anne smoothed down her dress and stood up.

"Thank you," she said. "You were brilliant," and bent down to give him a kiss on the cheek. He handed her back the lipstick and sat back on the bench. 

"I'm here every day," he said. "If you ever want me to warm your tits or fondle your pussy, I'm the one for you. Thank you, thank you, thank you."

Anne kissed his cheek again and set off walking towards Aleix and Cristina.

"Do I get a fuck now," Anne said as she approached them, lifting her dress up to show her bright red cunt lips.

"Very soon. You are now going to leave your mark three times."

Anne twigged very quickly what Aleix now meant.

"We are going to take a walk and you will kiss three buildings with your cunt. I hope he did a good job, it certainly took him long enough. Let's go."

Anne could feel the slick sensation of her cunt lips as she walked. She even had the inclination to flash her ruby cunt lips to people as they passed. 

Her first artwork was on a light-coloured lamppost in front of the bar she had visited first that afternoon. She hugged the post and squeezed her cunt tightly to it. The impression it left was superb. She could make out the curve of her lips and the outline of her slit. 'Aleix is a genius,' she thought and linked arms with him.

She then hugged a no parking sign. The imprint wasn't as heavy as the first, but had bester delineation because there was less lipstick.

The third and final imprint she did on a column outside an art gallery. This print was, in Anne's mind, the best yet. Her cunt was clearly visible for what it was. She was ecstatic and kissed Aleix passionately on the lips. 

Aleix had made sure that Cristina took photos of all three cunt prints. Now they returned to the car. Aleix got in the driver's seat and motioned Anne to sit with him in the front. 

"Cristina is leaving us now," he said, and drove off without another word to her.

After a few minutes he handed Anne a blindfold. "Put this on," he said.

Anne did as he requested and wondered where it was they were going that was so secret.

They drove several more minutes in silence. Then Aleix told Anne to pull up her dress around her waist.

"Are you wet?" He asked.

Anne didn't need to touch herself to know she was sopping. 

"Start caressing yourself on your rouged lips," Aleix commanded. "Very slowly. You are not to orgasm. 

Aleix drove through traffic for a good ten minutes while Anne played with herself. She realised that while stopped at the traffic lights someone could easily see her, but her time with Aleix had made her a lot less shy.

The car stopped suddenly. Aleix got out of the car and came around to Anne's side. He opened the door and helped her out still blindfolded. Anne's skirt was still up round her waist. Anne thought she could hear waves and presumed they might be on the ocean boulevard or similar, but could hear a lot of traffic, so was a little confused.

Aleix led Anne to the side of the car, told her to lean over and pushed her onto the cold metal and at the same time spread her legs. With Anne's skirt still round her waist, Aleix had a superb view of her delicious behind and ruby red cunt lips. The cool night air was giving Anne goose bumps. 

After contemplating the delectable sight of her bare cunt, Aleix moved behind her and ran his fingers along her lipsticked lips parting them with his fingers. 

"Oh, good you're very wet. I am going to enjoy fucking you, Anne." 

Anne's pussy spasmed as Aleix said the words she had been longing to hear. His fingers continued their intimate investigation of Anne's cunt, penetrating deeply then slowly caressing the outer labia. Anne moaned with pleasure.

Aleix suddenly removed his fingers and stepped back. Anne presumed he was preparing himself to impale her on his cock, but the fact she couldn't hear the rustling of any clothes made her wonder. Aleix was merely enjoying the view of her red cunt lips.

Aleix then pulled down her dress and took her by the arm. They walked some distance and Anne could feel her nipples were rock hard and rubbing against the material of her dress. Aleix told her to lift up her dress and then guided her sit down with her bare skin on something rather cold. Anne had no idea where they were. She could hear voices occasionally, but very few. Aleix whispered in her ear that she was to wait 30 seconds and then spread her legs as wide as she could.

Anne sensed Aleix move away from her and leave her seated on what was probably a bench. After what felt to Anne like thirty second she spread her legs as requested, hoping that Aleix might finally take her. She waited and waited. Voices approached, but still no Aleix. As she was beginning to fear that he had just left her, he plonked down on the bench beside her and kissed her on the lips. His fingers plunged between her legs and slipped into her slick wet cunt. She sighed in ecstasy. 

Moments later he took her by the hand and led her onward. Her dress fell back down and she struggled to keep up with him. There was more traffic now. Suddenly he stopped. Aleix unlocked a door and they entered a building. Anne felt the room was quite small. Possibly carpet underfoot. There was a smell of paint or possible turpentine, she thought.

Aleix told Anne to stay where she was while he fetched a chair. She heard him drag the chair along the floor and place it a few feet in front of her.

"Strip for me,"  he commanded.

Anne undid the hooks one by one, then let the dress slide off her shoulders. she was already fully naked except for her heels and stockings.

Aleix now told her to fondle her breasts and nipples. 

"Do you want me, Anne? Do you want me to fuck your cunt and fill it with my hot seed?

Anne's body shivered with anticipation and she felt the beginnings of an orgasm deep between her legs. She longed even more for his dick to penetrate her.

"Play with your cunt, feel how wet it is, imagine my cock thrusting deep inside you."

Anne's fingers massaged her clit and slid easily between her sopping wet lips. She knew she would come soon. 

"Cum for me Anne, imagine my cock, hard, thrusting deep into your cunt.

Anne let out a huge scream as the waves of orgasm crashed through her body. It seemed to last for several minutes in her mind. Even as the shockwaves subsided her body shuddered every few seconds with the after-waves.

"Kneel," Aleix said.

Anne kneeled and looked in Aleix's direction in anticipation. She sensed his approach and put out her hand to feel him. He took her hand in his and then guided his erection to her lips. Anne let out a deep moan and gobbled his dick into her ready and willing mouth. She was in a frenzy as finally she was able to touch and smell his cock. 

She sucked the pre-cum off the tip and licked up and down the shaft, then plunged it deep into her mouth. He wasn't as long as Mateu, she thought, but much thicker.

Anne could hear Aleix moaning from the pleasure she was giving him and doubled the intensity of her sucking and licking.

But suddenly Aleix pulled his cock free of her mouth. 

"On you back now. And spread your legs. Arms above your head. 

Anne lay prone as Aleix had requested. Her cunt lips were still quite red from the lipstick. They were engorged and her cunt hole was ready and willing to take his cock. Aleix stood looking at her. His erection was rock hard. He wanted to fuck this woman more than any other.

He knelt down between her legs and slowly kissed his way up her leg, by-passing her cunt, across her belly and to her breasts and nipples. He took each nipple in turn and bit hungrily. He pulled and teased them quite roughly. Anne flung back her head with pleasure and delighted in Aleix's touch and the pain he was giving.

Aleix now put his arms under Anne's legs and brought them up to her chest, exposing her cunt even more. Then, without warning he plunged his cock deep into Anne's wet and willing cunt for the first time and waited deep within her. 

Anne gasped in shock at the unexpected intrusion. The lack of movement was making her breathing ragged and fast. Her vaginal muscles began to spasm and she knew she would cum at any moment.

Then, once again without warning, Aleix pulled his dick all the way out of her cunt, before plunging it back in and waited for ten seconds. Anne was now gasping with pleasure. As he withdrew his cock again and plunged it deep, deep within her, she let out a wild scream. 

The first orgasm hit her when he began thrusting into her vigorously with no respite. She let out a hurl and grabbed Aleix's back and pulled him to her, pulling her legs closer to her body so he could penetrate even further. She wanted him deeper and deeper.

After a dozen or so rapid thrusts Aleix too was close to filling Anne with his cum. He slowed down a few times to give Anne chance to recover slightly, then plunged and thrust even faster and harder. As his balls began to tighten and he felt his seed begin to surge through his cock  he too let out a massive cry of lust and joy. His hot cum burst from him and filled Anne's willing cunt. Aleix pumped and pumped and pumped as the spurts continued. 

Anne felt the hot explosion deep within her and as the spurts of cum hit the walls of her cunt, she erupted into another orgasm that convulsed her whole body. 

Aleix fell to the ground beside her and they kissed in their mutual fatigue. Aleix removed her blindfold and Anne recognized the gallery, but minus all the works of art. Both fell asleep within minutes. 

When Anne awoke, naked and shivering, it was still dark outside. She called for Aleix, but there was no answer. 

Anne pulled on her dress and looked for some lights, but failed miserably. Still calling out for Aleix it soon became obvious that he was not there. Anne looked around just in case he had fallen into a deep sleep somewhere, but finally concluded he was no longer there. She picked up her bag. Next to it was a handwritten note, ""La meva bella xiqueta, jo petó teu cony com a artist" As usual he had signed it with the signature he used on his paintings - a capital A in a circle.

Anne pushed the note into her bag and left the gallery, pulling the door shut behind her. Twenty minutes later she was in her own bed fast asleep.


9. Total Abandon

Ten days had passed since the events in the pink house on Career de Sant Mus and the gallery. Not a peep from Aleix. Anne was distraught. She visited the gallery, but it seemed to have been closed down. The pink house was seemingly empty and there was no Aleix Ossa in the telephone book. She even went with Carla and Luisa to visit their parents for the weekend so she could ask in the bakery where she won the invitation to the gallery. But they knew nothing. They had been given the ticket by the local Chamber of Commerce and had decided to offer it as a prize, that's all.

While in Lleida, Anne received an urgent call from her mother asking her to come home as soon as possible. Anne's father had been in an accident and things were looking very bad; very bad indeed. Luisa's parents drove her to Barcelona airport and she took the first flight to Amsterdam. By that evening she was at her father's bedside.

It took the best part of three weeks for her father to recover. Anne stayed with her mother throughout the difficult time. Only when her father had returned home and was fully on his way to recovery, did she return to Barcelona to continue her studies. Just over two years later she graduated with distinction. 

Anne had never seen or heard anything from Aleix since he had satiated his lust and finally filled her cunt with his cum in the gallery - despite his promise that they were united forever. Anne did, however, bump into Sònia on the street about six months afterwards. Sònia seemed embarrassed to meet her, but after kissing Anne tenderly on both cheeks asked if she wanted to go sit in a café. As ever in Barcelona there was a small café just a few steps away. They got their coffees and Anne couldn't help but ask immediately about Aleix. 

"A few days after our afternoon in the pink house, he left for India, I think, or it might have been Indonesia, with his wife," Sònia said.

"Wife? Aleix had a wife?" said Anne with tears welling in her eyes.

"Of course. Didn't you know that he and Cristina..." The look on Anne's face was all the answer she needed. They chatted for a while longer, but Anne was too shocked to listen closely. Sònia kissed Anne affectionately on the lips when they parted and said she really hoped they could meet up some time. Anne was distractedly non-committal. They never did.

Occasionally Anne thinks of the bizarre relationship with Aleix and the efforts she took to submit to his controlling nature. Only now, almost 15 years years later, Anne realizes that her time with Aleix was her training for becoming a hot wife. She also realizes that her submissive side is continually bubbling under the surface. Perhaps, she thought, it was time reveal more about her time in Barcelona to her husband Rob and explain the truth behind the painting in their bedroom.

*****END*****
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