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About the Author 

	  

	"Every act of creation is first of all an act of destruction." - Pablo Picasso 

	  

	  

	A few months have passed since I finished the third book. That book, in a way, closes a cycle, because it ends where my story really began: in that short story of Silvana that inspired my husband and me so much. Perhaps it would be wise to leave it there, in a trilogy. Writing, although a pleasure, is arduous and laborious. In this case, it is even more so, because it forces me to ruminate on feelings I thought I had already fully digested. What happens at the end of the story I tell in this book -that much I can tell- is traumatic. I still feel that tear inside me and I know it will never fully heal. Maybe that's why I need to digest again the intense emotions I felt during that period of my life, but, this time, in the company of the written word, instead of the solitude of the echoes in the emptiness it left inside me. 

	 

	Maybe it will help me to heal that wound, although the scar will remain there forever. Maybe I should take pride in that war wound that is life and wear it like a medal. But it's not about me, it's about him. I am driven to pay him a last tribute, something that will last in time, although nothing lasts. If anything, pain does. But so does love.  

	 

	There is that motivation in me, to pay homage to him by writing my story with him, but, by itself, that motivation would probably have been insufficient. But I have received an external impulse to reflect my story with Gerardo. That external impulse is... I will give you a hint at the end of this introduction. 

	 

	In retrospect, it has been a strange but significant stage in my life. That project that was him coincided with a new impulse I gave to my facet as a writer. Those of you who followed me at that stage on my Tumblr blog know what I'm talking about. In that blog I narrated in near real time my relationship with that man as peculiar... as magnificent. My blog entries aroused great interest and rejection at the same time. There was no shortage of comments in one direction or the other. The interest -I have no doubt- was due in large part to the morbid situations I experienced. The rejection, I suspect, was due to two reasons. On the one hand, I think it was because he -my lover and my boss- was not liked by many readers. Many might prefer a handsome young man, like Grey, with his Fifty Shades. But real life is what it is. More than a few find it hard to accept that sex is more a mental relationship than a carnal one between two people. At least, for me it is. My husband also felt uncomfortable with my boss, because he didn't think I was the ideal goreador either. Oddly enough, that only made it more interesting and stimulating, both for my husband and for me. On the other hand, I think the readers of my blog were uncomfortable with how they thought Daniel, my husband, lived that situation. It didn't help that Daniel was very reluctant to contribute to my blog and express his point of view. 

	 

	But things change. As a wise man once said, only change is constant. As I did in the third book, in this book I will also have the help of my husband. As I write these lines, I hope that he will write several sections in his own handwriting and thus contribute his own point of view of that time in our lives. It will certainly be interesting to know how he experienced my relationship with that man. 

	 

	Innovate or die, said another wise man. Thus, I will introduce two narrative novelties with respect to my previous books. Already in the third book, my husband's first-person narration appeared. To understand my relationship with my boss, it is necessary to know the story from several angles. That's why my boss's view will also appear, which will help to know better the kind of person he was. The second narrative novelty I mentioned above refers to the fact that I have also included some of the conversations with my blog followers. I have expanded them with background information and the thoughts I had when I gave them answers. 

	 

	Finally, I have to confess that there is another reason that drives me to write this fourth book. I have been asked by someone to tell my story with Gerardo. This person is someone who appears in this book and is not my husband. As I write these lines, there is the possibility of establishing a sexual and perhaps also an affective relationship with this person. At the moment, confined at home by the coronavirus pandemic, my relationship with this person is not giving much more than some mental games at a distance. But mind games are, after all, what I like most about sex, aren't they? 

	  

	Gema 

	 

	


Chapter I - Crisis 

	  

	"I miss you deeply, unfathomably, senselessly, terribly." - Franz Kafka  

	  

	  

	Thank you, miss, we will call you back. 

	I rushed out of the office on my way to the building's elevators. I had heard that phrase several times before and, as a rule, it was a lie. They never called me. You can count your blessings. At least you get an interview. I was already tired, but I had to keep going. I shouldn't throw in the towel so easily. In fact, I couldn't afford to. We could live on my husband's salary, but I didn't feel like being a mere housewife. Besides, my husband's situation was delicate. Rumor had it that there was going to be a layoff at the company and my husband was convinced that he had every chance of being chosen. I did not agree with him. Daniel was very competent at his job and had sacrificed for the company. It was common for him to work overtime without pay, all to move projects forward. Somehow, that must count! 

	 

	I started sweating, even though it was cold. It was an ugly October day, with gray clouds and a crazy freezing wind threatening to blow away anything it could get its hands on. The stress of being late for the next interview made me swelter, but the gale reminded me that it was actually cold. I buttoned up my trench coat to protect myself from the elements. Unprotected, that's how I felt. But there was nothing I could do to stop the wind from ruffling my hair and waving my brown mane like a flag. There was not a soul on the street. Were there not even any cabs at the cab rank. Did they have so much work, in the middle of the economic crisis? Or had the cab drivers even thrown in the towel and preferred to stay at home rather than wait long hours for a customer at the cab rank? It was to be expected that the Parque Norte business center on Calle de Serrano Galvache would be better served. There was a VIPS restaurant and a Ginos and it was very close to the M-30, Madrid's inner ring road. It was also not far from public transportation. The nearest metro stop, Pinar de Chamartín, was only a twelve-minute walk away. But I was not interested in that stop, because to get there I had to make several transfers. It was more profitable to walk from Chamartín train station, north of Madrid. More profitable in time and for my pocket, but not for my feet, especially not in secretary heels. It was only a twenty-minute trip. Twenty, plus another twenty on the suburban train from Alcobendas to Chamartín. And from my house to the Alcobendas stop there was... At least, if I get caught, with so much walking, I will save the gym. I couldn't make that trip in heels. I'll have to wear sneakers and carry my heels in my bag. To save money, I had walked and taken public transportation. I don't know why I get my hopes up. In any case, I'm not going to get caught. The branches of the trees in the park across the street were shaking under the furious wind that tore the last leaves from them, leaving the trees bare, ready for winter. Maybe that's what I should do: collect unemployment and hibernate until better times come. 

	 

	As there were no cabs at the cab rank, he had had to order one by phone. But he was running late and would be late for the next interview. At least I got an interview. That day I happened to have two interviews in the morning, with little time separation and quite a lot of spatial separation. But it wasn't like I was trying to negotiate a different time. It was not a time to negotiate anything. They had plenty of candidates; what they lacked were opportunities. At least I won't get stuck in traffic. That was the thing about the economic crisis: few jobs and many job seekers. You could even see it in the traffic: Madrid wasn't what it used to be. Those endearing traffic jams so typical of Madrid had been disappearing as economic activity plummeted. During the previous economic boom I had not suffered the traffic jams, because I did not use to drive outside Alcobendas. I had no problem wandering around my city, but I did not dare to enter the chaos of the M-40 or the M-30, the two rings of the city of Madrid. Of course, that also limited my employment opportunities. There were places where it was not feasible to go by public transportation, at least not if you wanted to have a family life as well. Things are not for being selective. The wind shook me, threatening to rip my bag from my arm. I shrank back, determined to hold on. I wasn't going to let myself be plucked like those trees.  

	 

	Finally, the cab arrived. I got in and gave the cab driver the address. The company was located at the other end of the city, to the southeast, in the Méndez Álvaro area, near the suburban train stop named after that neighborhood. I'm aiming too high. They are international companies. It's normal that they won't take me, especially with my English. The cab driver started gently, as if trying to save fuel. In another era, he would have been shot out of the cab. He didn't seem very talkative. In fact, his face was as sad as that depressing autumn day. 

	 

	The crisis. The damn crisis had taken me by surprise, professionally speaking. I had lost my job, after having dedicated more than a decade of my life to the company. I had tried to make the best of the situation. Once I had got over the bad feeling of being laid off, I had tried to make the best of the paid vacation that was unemployment. But I didn't like to be idle. And, above all, I didn't like feeling useless. Now that I had started to get the hang of things, I couldn't go backwards in this crucial area. Professional development is a very important part of being a person. With the money my husband earned, we could survive. There were many expenses, of course. Among them was the large mortgage on our house. There was also our daughter's schooling. But by tightening our belts, we could survive.  

	The problem was not so much economic as it was one of personal development. I didn't want to be relegated to the background and be merely a housewife. Not now. The new Gem was not like that. The old Gem, although she had been professionally active, would have been content with that, if nothing else. But I couldn't settle. Not anymore. I couldn't let Daniel carry all the weight on his back. I couldn't let him feel like he was the one leading our home, our relationship. It had been hard for me to take the controls, not because Daniel didn't want me to do it -quite the contrary-, but because my husband, in many aspects, was not a simple person and because for me, exercising the dominant role in a relationship, didn't come as naturally as I would have preferred and as my husband wished. 

	 

	I had worked hard at sculpting my new identity, polishing various aspects of myself, intensifying certain attitudes and toning down others. I needed a job. I wanted a career. I felt that if I didn't at least try, I would drown. The layoff had actually been good for me. At my previous company, I was stuck. On my own, I probably wouldn't have taken the step to change jobs. More than a decade at the company, with a permanent contract, had allowed me to accumulate a significant severance package. It wasn't easy to throw that away. The Gema I aspired to be would have done it without hesitation, I would have taken a risk and looked for another job with more possibilities and better pay. But the old Gem, the conformist, still carried a lot of weight in my personality. The layoff had been, in reality, an opportunity, it had been the push I needed. Unfortunately, all those years of worrying about accumulating a good severance payout had been of no use to me. The company had gone bankrupt and paid nothing. It had been a reprehensible but effective maneuver by the owners. Now I was waiting to collect severance pay and back wages from the Wage Guarantee Fund, but that was a long process. 

	 

	That didn't stop me from looking for a new job. But with the economic crisis still in what I hoped would be its last throes, things were not easy. I had submitted a multitude of resumes, but in most places, they had not even called me. In others, I had been rejected not because of lack of experience, but because of my age - not that a woman in her forties was about to retire! And the places where I had advanced in the selection process offered ridiculous, insultingly low salaries. If the salary was a real joke from the outset, what were the chances of making a career and feeling fulfilled in those companies? The experts preached that we were beginning to emerge from the crisis. But I wondered how and at what cost we were doing it. Wages had deteriorated enormously. And many employers had either not evolved or had even devolved. They despised the greatest resource any company has: the human resource. Daniel used to paraphrase an English saying: "If you pay peanuts, you'll get monkeys". 

	 

	I was disappointed with myself and with everything. To make matters worse, my husband was not doing well in his company. The -supposedly- last throes of the economic crisis were threatening to take him -professionally speaking- away. On his salary alone, we could survive. But with him unemployed and with the low salaries offered to me, we couldn't do it. Being a monkey and collecting peanuts is not an option. I was desperate. I hadn't found what I needed or what I wanted. Should I give up? 

	  

	  

	



Chapter II - What is he like? 

	  

	"Looking into your eyes I swear, you have something new to tell me. Start now, woman, don't be afraid, it may be too late for tomorrow. 

	What is he like? 

	Where did he fall in love with you? Where is he from? What does he spend his free time doing? 

	Ask him, why has he stolen a piece of my life? He is a thief, who has stolen everything from me. 

	What is he like? 

	Where did he fall in love with you? Where is he from? What does he spend his free time doing? 

	Ask him, Why has he stolen a piece of my life? He is a thief who has stolen everything from me. 

	Get ready woman, you're getting late, and take your umbrella in case it rains. He'll be waiting to love you and I'll be jealous to lose you. And wrap up warm; that gray dress suits you well. Smile, so he won't suspect you've cried. And let me get my luggage ready. Forgive me if I ask you another question."  

	- José Luis Perales 

	  

	  

	-How did it go, honey? 

	I sighed. 

	-That bad? -Daniel couldn't help the tone of concern in his voice. Come on! We'll get through this, as always," he tried to cheer me up. 

	I shook my head. 

	-They offered me a thousand euros in one place. -I looked at him to see how he reacted. I had been late for the second interview and they had refused to see me. I shook my head again. In return, I had taken advantage of the time to do some phone canvassing and show proactivity, taking an interest in the outcome of the interviews I'd had previously. Since they weren't calling back, I'd call them back - they weren't going to get rid of me that easily! -And on another nine hundred and fifty," I informed my husband. Full time. Twelve paychecks. -A pittance. 

	-Don't worry, something interesting will come up. They don't deserve you. 

	No, they weren't. But I was running out of options. Our daughter had decided she wanted to pursue music. She wanted to be a pianist and that was a long and expensive career. It was not easy to get into the conservatory and we had to pay for a private school with official accreditation. It was a significant financial sacrifice. She is ungrateful, but she must not suffer because of the crisis. 

	Daniel took me in his arms and comforted me. My husband was a rock, he was my reference point. But I could not appear weak before him, not at that moment. We had overcome the crisis -our sentimental crisis- caused by what had happened with Nuria, Silvestre and Luis Alberto. We had put aside the issue of being a hotwife. We had both understood that we needed a break. And I had understood that my husband didn't need a break. His restless mind did not take well to the lack of new stimuli. For my part, I hadn't had any more affairs. Instead, I had focused on developing that dominant aspect of my personality that I knew Daniel craved. We had made progress in that area and it kept him entertained. But that was somewhat incompatible with him continuing to hold everything on his back. He was my rock, but he needed me to be his. And I have found that the more I master him, the more I crave.... 

	-Listen, love. -I let go of his embrace. I'm going for a walk. I need to clear my head. 

	-Alone? -Daniel replied. It's already dark. Besides, it's windy and cold. 

	My husband looked at me strangely. He knew for a fact that I didn't like the cold at all. If I had a choice, I would always live in a tropical country. Maybe that's what we should do: leave all this and go somewhere tropical. But we couldn't leave. We had just built our house and there was our daughter and her studies. The mortgage... what were we going to live on in a tropical country? {There are people who do it. They just pick up and go}. My second cursive voice, one of my inner voices had just intruded. There are people for everything. {There are people who do what others wouldn't do and do well}. The second of the voices my conscience and my subconsciousness had just made its appearance. What do you mean [You know very well]. 

	-Don't worry. I'll be fine. -I gave my husband a peck. I need to clear my head and meditate. It'll be a while before I get back. 

	Without giving Daniel time to respond, I grabbed my coat from the closet and headed out the door. Outside in our garden, I sat down on a chair and took my walking shoes from the closet. We used to keep our shoes outside and put on our walking slippers before going in the house. We all did it, except our daughter. I do it for you, but if you never find out what I do, you'll never forgive me in life. I pulled my hat out of my coat pocket and put it on. I turned one last time before walking out the door of our estate. We lived in a detached villa on the outskirts of town. It was modest, but it had been newly built on a whim. On Daniel's whim. He got so many things right. My husband was not an architect, but our new house had been designed by him. The blinds were down - the home automation had taken care of that - and the light from the kitchen and our daughter's room filtered through the crack between the blinds and the flashing. He had seen the new green building trends coming and had anticipated them. But she hadn't seen the economic crisis coming. The ecological footprint of our house was small, but the mortgage footprint was large and heavy. It's time for me to get these things right and do my part. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema was taking certain things too much to heart. In her eagerness to be overbearing with me, she had taken the burden of the household finances on her shoulders. I was still earning good money at the company. But it was true that my work situation did not invite optimism. I was working like a donkey, but there were rumors of a lay-off. I was afraid that they could do without me. With me and Gema unemployed, we would survive, but not live. And our daughter would also have to tighten her belt. That was the most serious thing. Her studies were not cheap. 

	He was devastated. But Gemma didn't have to feel that way. It was my responsibility to bring home the daily bread. It was mine, not hers. In other circumstances, Gema would not have taken it so hard. I could see her suffering. And I suffered because of her suffering. When she was fired, I was actually happy for her. At that time, we didn't need her income. In my company everything was going well, much better than in other companies. I am a project manager and I deal with IT issues. But if the crisis was affecting our company's customers, how could it not end up affecting us! It didn't take long for the mood to change. We were at the end of the economic crisis - or so it was believed - but we had not yet overcome it. In fact, it looked as if we were not going to get through it without major casualties. The markets were demanding ultra-marketable companies. It was not enough for them to be profitable. I had significant seniority and a significant salary. They could fire me and replace me with a cheap yogurt maker, a mileurista. I had to start looking for alternatives. In fact, I already had a project in mind, in case I was fired. With the severance pay, I could set up my own company and become independent. Be my own boss. But I could also assume the risks of an uncertain business. It was better to be an employee. But seeing what they offered my wife -when they offered her something-, a thousand euros a month in twelve, not fourteen payments, it made you not want to work for someone else. 

	I fully understood his reluctance to accept any offer. As I had said above, I had initially welcomed his dismissal. We didn't need her income. And she could use a little relaxation and focus on herself. I could support the house. I was supposed to. It was my responsibility. 

	Gema had done a great job of being more assertive. And dominant. It showed in her relationships with everyone. Not the dominant thing. That was only with me. But she was more assertive. So much so that maybe that's why she got fired, for being too fresh. I pushed that thought out of my mind. It hadn't been because of that; it had been because of the economic situation. I had screamed at her - in my own way - to be more dominant with me. Even though my cries were rather quiet and difficult to interpret, she had understood. She had understood that it was not enough for her to have her sexual adventures as a hotwife. She had understood that it was not enough for me to be aroused by her and through her, seeing her, hearing her, listening to her stories or imagining her misdeeds. If I saw her liberated as she was, I needed, in addition, to feel her dominant with me. I found it easier to deal with her unleashed lust if it was something she imposed and that I could only accept than if I had the feeling that I could object. Of course, I had been the impetus for her depravity. But once launched, I was more comfortable with her dragging me along than with me having to push her. Evidently, she didn't need to drag me. But my experience with Nuria, the redhead, had taught me that I wanted a strong woman. Perhaps it was in my nature to be passive, but there was a difference between the passivity of the voyeur cuckold and the submissive cuckold. The submissive cuckold had a higher degree of involvement. The emotions were stronger than those produced when merely watching. She had had - or was having - her sexual evolution, but I needed mine too, in my own way. 

	Gemma, as I said, had done - and was doing - a good job of being more dominant with me and giving me what she had experienced with the redhead. She was still often guilty of being too good-natured. Being dominant didn't come naturally to her. But she was doing well. I was aware that she was trying - once again - to satisfy me. And that's why it hurt me to see her like this, because I knew she was suffering excessively from being unemployed, because of trying to be the dominant party in our marriage. Seeing her like this, so demoralized and apprehensive, was too high a price to pay. My sexual fantasies were not worth that sacrifice on her part. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I couldn't get out of my mind the affair with Nuria that my husband had had behind my back. Actually, it had been with Nuria and Silvestre, to make matters worse! He had cheated on me! And he had done it by having a threesome, with a man and a woman, precisely the threesome that I had refused him to witness (in my case, with two men) and the threesome that I had refused him to have (with me and Silvestre), not because I had refused, but because I had not made the slightest effort to make it happen. I could not blame him for it, even if he was guilty. I blamed myself (but I had made him pay for it). I couldn't let that happen again. There were things that had worked very well and things that needed to be changed. Among the things to change was my treatment of him. My man, my love, my sweet soul mate was asking me to mistreat him in order to be happy! It was not an easy pill to swallow, especially for me. But either I would make him swallow that bitter medicine or I would find it somewhere else, even if he loved me. Nuria had made me see it. Apparently, she understood my husband's subtle indications better than I myself, his wife. She saw clearly what my husband needed, while I saw it all in a blur. But she had helped me to see it - traitor! And as the price for her services rendered she had taken my husband and my lover in the same night, at the same time! She was a traitor, but she was not a bad friend. Where she was right, she was right, and she expressed it clearly, directly, bluntly, very much in her style. And so bluntly! She had both Silvestre and Daniel at the same time. In reality, I had not actually had sex with my husband. I had had a sexual relationship, but not sex, I don't really know that! It had been Silvestre who had put his cock in her pussy, but not my husband. At least, that was what Daniel had assured me. But I don't know if it's true. I trusted my husband. I trusted him and he cheated on me! I believed him. I could have asked Nuria - I was sure she would have answered me with the truth, even if it was harsh - but I preferred not to inquire. Often, it was better not to inquire and to live the reality, even if it was only an illusion. The illusion of Silvestre, the incredible lover I had conquered, had worked well until I learned for certain that Daniel had not actually hired him. I hadn't paid him, but he had chosen him behind my back. Always behind my back! 

	They were situations that I did not want to repeat and that had their origin in my own weakness. It was my fault. Daniel needed a firm hand. And he needed a woman to look up to, a woman with her own initiative, both sexually and professionally. Gema the sweet had conquered him, about twenty years ago. But this Gema would not keep him. Gema the merciless, in turn, would. But I have to find my own way. I don't want to be ruthless, not at the cost of giving up being sweet.  

	But everything had gone down the drain with the economic crisis and my layoff. Initially, the layoff sounded like an opportunity. At least, that's how Daniel had made me see it. He had even convinced me of it, of the impossible, that a layoff was a good thing. I would have more time to devote to myself, to him... and to my lovers. Ha! And in part, that had been the case. In part. I had had time to remodel myself. Daniel was still protesting about his chastity device, but he rarely took it off anymore and never shied away from having to put it back on. That was part of his punishment for cheating on me. Part of it. It wouldn't happen again. Actually, it wasn't a punishment. It was what he wanted. He had told Nuria, the redhead, instead of me. But at least he had done it in my presence. She had been the catalyst. But I, instead of taking advantage of that budding chemical reaction, had focused on my own chemical reactions and it had all gone to pot. I had focused on my own submissive feelings for another man - Luis Alberto, Silvestre's roommate - instead of my husband's submissive needs. And we were on the verge of divorce. It wasn't the economic crisis that had sent everything I had been building with Daniel for years to the dogs. It was my own existential crisis. And that crisis, like the economic one, was not over yet. 

	I kicked a stone on the path. The stone flew off, bouncing indignantly down the road and ended up getting lost in the greenery. At night, with no light, I had gone for a reckless - for a woman - walk in the open field near our house. It was absurd to put myself in danger like that. But I needed to clear my mind in the solitude of nature and even in the solitude of darkness. And what is this compared to what I propose to do? I couldn't believe I was seriously thinking about it, but I couldn't see any other way out. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Hi, love. -Are you back already? You had me worried. Everything all right? -I asked. -Have you cleared your head? 

	-Yes, love. It's all very clear to me," Gema answered emphatically. 

	He grabbed me by the package. Rather, he grabbed my chastity device. I had gotten a taste for feeling it through my pants. I wasn't sure if she was doing it to remind me that I was wearing it and that she had the key or if, in turn, I was doing it because she needed to remind herself that she had caged me. Perhaps she still didn't believe the progress she had made in the female domination facet. I was doing frankly well and I was grateful for it. I felt much better this way, knowing that she was in charge. That book Nuria had given her about female domination had been of some use to her. I had found it for her, hidden in the drawer under the bed, hidden in a quilt. I had read it, even though I had the intuition that as a submissive it would be better not to read it. I simply could not resist. It had turned me on to read everything that was in store for me, according to that book. I didn't agree with everything. In some things it seemed to me to go beyond what I wanted or what I could handle. In others, I had a strange feeling that it fell short. 

	-So, how about we go to bed? It's a little early, but it's been a while since... you know.... 

	It had been a week and a half since I had cum. It wasn't long, actually. It was a lot, because before I wore the clamp, I used to masturbate frequently. Sometimes I did it to stimulate myself, without actually cumming. Other times I would cum, either accidentally or because I couldn't take it anymore. But with the clamp, I couldn't do it anymore. I could shake it a little bit, which gave me a little bit of a kick, but it wasn't the same. Also, when my cock tried to stiffen, the ring of the clamp pulled on my balls. It made the skin on my scrotum stretch and that hurt. It just wasn't worth it. Sometimes, of course, I hated the clamp I was wearing. I wanted to rip it off. Prison Break had become famous. I had never seen it. Surely it was good, but I had trouble understanding - based merely on the title - what the narrative of a prison break lasting more than seventy episodes would be like. Sometimes, though, thinking about the clamp I was wearing, I understood. Most days, however, I liked wearing it. It made me feel much closer to my wife. And, most of all, it made me enjoy sex in a different way. I had learned to adore her body in a previously unimaginable way. Once I had ruled out the possibility of penetrating her, the urge to do so had also disappeared. And that allowed me to cover her with kisses, caresses and licks. I had discovered erogenous zones I had never known before. For example, her corvas were very sensitive to the caresses of my lips and tongue. 

	Fortunately, not infrequently Gemma took pity on me and uncaged me, allowing me to penetrate her and, on occasion, even cum inside her. It was my reward for being good to her. But that wasn't why I behaved that way. I wasn't doing it for the reward. I simply felt that I loved her like never before, or rather, like in our best times. When she took pity on me and uncaged me, I was overcome with two contradictory feelings. On the one hand, as I said, I was overjoyed, because it was proof that I had pleased her and because I was going to get a great pleasure in return, a real privilege. But, on the other hand, I felt that it was not the right thing to do and that I did not deserve that privilege. I wanted to remain submissive and obedient. Caged.  

	-Oh, is my little boy in the mood again? -he said in a honeyed voice, still feeling my stock outside my pants. 

	-Of course, love, always! I want you so much... 

	-Too bad you haven't always wanted me like this," he reproached me. 

	I was right, of course. We had had a time when we had barely made love. Of course, the fault had not been mine alone. It had been a time when I preferred my fantasies to the real Gem I had by my side. But now I have my fantasies embodied in the real Gem. But what about her? It doesn't matter. Things have changed, now. 

	-Do you need to cum? Are your balls full?  

	His hand left the chastity device and felt my balls outside my pants instead. I repressed the instinct to pull back. They were loaded and sore. 

	-I need to make love to you. 

	-Oh! And you will. You're getting better and better with your mouth. -But you know you're only my plan B, right? -She arched an eyebrow and bit her lower lip provocatively. He didn't say anything else. 

	-Yes, I know," I answered after several seconds. 

	-What are you? 

	-Your plan B," I replied softly. 

	-And do you like being my plan B? -He gestured again with his eyebrow and lips. 

	-Yes," I admitted almost inaudibly. 

	-And wouldn't you rather be my plan A? -He would only change his expression to speak. Then, he would return to his previous expression, with an arched eyebrow and biting the right side of his lower lip. 

	I shook my head. 

	-Why not? 

	Because you need to be fucked good and I can't do that. Because love pours out of me when I feel small next to you. I could have answered her either way. Both were true. But I didn't say anything. There were things I had trouble expressing. 

	Gema sighed. She shook her head. 

	-I'm glad that's the case, because today I have plan A. I have a date. 

	My eyes widened. Who are you meeting? Partly I was glad. Partly I felt his words like a slap in the face. It meant it was true that I was only his plan B. I liked that and it tormented me at the same time. I was proud to offer him that freedom. Not only was I offering her freedom, but I was supporting her in what she was doing. But I felt humiliated at the same time. And that was good and bad at the same time. 

	-With whom? -I managed to say. 

	-Ah," he smiled, "that doesn't concern you. I'll see if I tell you and what I tell you. -He looked into my eyes as if he were studying me. Then he took my face in his hands and kissed me. -I'll be back soon. It's only sex," he said. She had said the word only as if she were disappointed. When I come back, I want you to make love to me," he whispered. Maybe I'll even let you go. 

	Just sex. What had she meant by that? Was it a Tinder date? Did she want to have a more serious relationship with another man, because me wasn't enough for her? That implied she wanted more than just sex. Did she regret that it was over between her and Sylvester? I don't regret arranging it. I was the ideal lover for you. Hadn't she forgiven me yet for setting up that plot? I had paid a just price for it. The chastity device I was wearing was only part of my penance. The device was for Nuria. Gema had never again tried to find a fuck-buddy. She had partied a few times on dates like this one, but she hadn't tried anything serious. She wasn't into short-term relationships. But I knew that already. I had offered to help her find someone, but she had refused. Maybe she was afraid I'd go back to scheming behind her back. She still hasn't forgiven me for that. Or maybe she still didn't feel recovered from the breakup with Silvestre. Silvestre had been a true lover; he had been much more than a fuck buddy. But that damned Luis Alberto had ruined everything. 

	-Come on! -Gemma grabbed my hand and pulled me up the stairs to the bedroom. I'm going to take a shower. I want you to pick out the clothes for me. Think about what you want me to wear for him. His name is Jorge, by the way. Or so he told me. 

	-Shouldn't you give me his full details? At least his phone number. I don't like you going around with strangers. 

	There are some very strange people and it can be dangerous. I didn't verbalize my thoughts. I didn't want to scare or discourage her. Another advantage of long-term relationships. I preferred them too. 

	-Don't try to control me, Daniel. We've already been there. I'll be back soon. And now, open my closet and think about what you want me to wear for Jorge. Find something nice, something you think will turn him on. Will you do it, my love? 

	-But at least tell me where you're going to meet! How can I choose the clothes if I don't know where you're going to go? It's not the same if you're going to a disco or directly to a hotel," I protested taciturnly. Or to his house? 

	-Hey, hey! Don't go that way! Pick out something sexy for me and imagine how I'm going to seduce him with it. Remember, he's my plan A. But you're my plan B. You'll enjoy whatever I wear... after him. 

	Without giving me a chance to insist, Gema closed the bathroom door behind her. I remained thoughtful. It wasn't long before I heard the shower running. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I sat at the bar table to taste my pincho de tortilla and my mosto. Outside, it was still a miserable day. It had started to rain again. I had sat facing the door. Through the glass of the door and the window I could see the sad spectacle of the gale. Fortunately, it was warm inside the bar. I didn't like the cold. The bar owner had put the heat on, which was totally unusual for an October day. Such an October predicted a cold and wet year. I took off my raincoat. 

	The worst part of these escapades was having to lie to our daughter. Mom has gone to fuck a stranger. Obviously we couldn't tell that to our teenage daughter, even though she was beginning to be of an age where she could understand certain things about the adult world. I shook my head. She would never understand. As a mother I had to set an example. Fortunately, on this occasion there was no need to explain myself to her. Lately she had been spending a lot of time alone and we hardly saw her face. When she wasn't in her room, she was in the piano room. She won't even miss me. 

	A man came through the door. He came in with his clothes on. He had left home without an umbrella. With the wind blowing, it wouldn't do him any good either. He stomped several times on the driveway to wipe his shoes before going inside. He was wearing a trench coat, not unlike mine. He reminded me of Humphrey Bogart. He was also wearing a hat. Somehow, he had managed to keep the wind from blowing it off. He took it off as he continued to stomp along. Unlike the famous actor, his hair was completely gray, pristine white. You could tell the density of his hair had seen better days, but he had no bald patches. I liked to watch people and imagine their stories. It was an interesting time pass, for lack of being able to do any better. The man was older. He was at least in his sixties. But he was frankly well preserved. He was tall. I estimated him to be about six feet tall. And he looked fit. At my 5'8", even in heels I would look like a midget next to him. 

	When she finally finished, she raised her gaze and scanned the tables, as if looking for someone. In her hand she carried a delicate red rose wrapped in a thin layer of clear plastic. Miraculously, the flower had survived the storm. Her gaze met mine, but it didn't take long for it to drop. Daniel had chosen for me the same black dress I had worn the night I met Silvestre at the disco. It was short - although that was not visible from the man's perspective, since the table covered me - and low-cut. I would have preferred not to take off my raincoat, but the owner of the place had overdone it with the heat pump. The man looked up and met my eyes again. He smiled. It was a smile that inspired confidence. It was warm and sincere. Instinctively, I looked away. Out of the corner of my eye, however, I noticed that he looked at my hands and studied the table. Then she scanned the bar again. He walked into the joint and passed me, without looking at me. The floor was littered with wet footprints, but unlike the others, the man left no footprints behind him. He looked like he was looking for someone, but I wasn't his date. He sat behind me, waiting for his date and for the waiter to wait on him. I didn't know how long it would take for his date to arrive. Or if he would arrive. But from my own experience I knew the waiter would wait. Maybe his date would stand him up. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema's appointment had been a surprise for me. I had not expected it. It wasn't the first time I had a date since I broke up with Silvestre. But it was still surprising. I wasn't invited to the party, of course. On this occasion, I hadn't even asked her. Gema had already explained to me on previous occasions that these were men who were not into the hotwife and cuckold scene and were not comfortable with the husband watching. It was as logical and understandable as it was disappointing. All in all, I was glad she decided to continue with that hotwife lifestyle. I had started her on a ruse and she had been pissed off because of it. But at least she was determined to continue. 

	For me it was important, because I thought it was important for her, for her personal development. Was there anything more empowering than a woman in full control of her sexuality? Hers and her husband's. That lifestyle carried risks, both emotional and physical - for both of them - but it was well worth it. It wasn't just the excitement I felt imagining her - or remembering her - in the arms of another man. More like another man between her legs. It was about how those experiences transformed her and how that carried over into her day-to-day life. I loved seeing her assertive. I loved seeing her feeling sexy. That, more than the horny excitement itself, filled me with satisfaction. 

	But those horns added to my submissive status that my wife and I had deepened. It was a multiplier effect. The experience of the relationship with Silvestre had been intense for me, even though I wrote part of the script. But Silvestre had become a kind of friend to me. Her adventures with Luis Alberto, in turn, had been too intense for me. What she had experienced and what I had felt knowing her with him had been too intense. I had never liked Luis Alberto, and with good reason, as had been demonstrated a posteriori. But, equally, this was a person I knew, whom I had seen his face on more than one occasion and with whom I had had some conversation. Brief and dismissive on his part. However, these dates with anonymous men (for me) were something completely different. I would meet these men not because I had a relationship with them, but because I was truly her plan B. I would remain in a sort of trance until she returned from her dates. Then, she would tell me bit by bit details of her affair. She didn't tell me much, really. But I didn't mind. I almost preferred it that way. That way, my imagination filled in the gaps between the bits he told me. Besides, I understood that as a submissive it wasn't my place to know everything. I am no longer the voyeur husband. I am now the submissive husband. I liked that idea. 

	For the occasion, I had chosen the same dress she had worn for her debut as a hot wife. It was perhaps too low-cut for the storm we were experiencing. But I assumed she would go straight to a disco or a hotel. Not a disco. She said she'd be back soon. In any case, I wouldn't spend much time on the street. That dress was special to me and I knew it was special to her. But would she know what I meant by it? Would she have noticed the hidden message? Even I wasn't sure what I had meant. That's why I didn't say it out loud. Nor was I sure why I wanted to tell her. To me, the dress symbolized not only her beginnings as a client wife. It was also a symbol of an enduring sexual and even sentimental relationship, with a lover. Even though Gema usually came euphoric from her little trysts with these unknown men - it had happened exactly three times and according to her, it had always been with a different man - I couldn't shake the impression that something wasn't completely satisfying her. There was a hole inside her. Her euphoria even seemed exaggerated. With the dress I had chosen for her date, I wanted to tell her that I, too, missed a stable extramarital relationship. I meant, evidently, on her part. 

	I wanted to encourage her to try to find a new long-term lover. I knew it was not an easy task. I knew it from my own experience. Not for nothing had I had to correspond by e-mail with several candidates before I decided on Silvestre. Many men had responded to the ad I had placed on a sex dating site. It had helped that I had posted some photos of him. Of course, he had done so without showing his face or any other details that could identify us. But Gema had been angry with me about it. And rightly so. She had been angry that I had deceived her, making her think that the meeting with Silvestre had been casual. And she was angry about the photos. Doubly right. Most of the candidates were ghosts. And those who weren't were idiots. Idiots. Finding someone with a chance of captivating Gema hadn't been easy. She had been very lucky to find Silvestre.  

	Most had responded to the ad with unsolicited photos of their dicks (or dicks that weren't theirs, for that matter.) Yuck! {And you say that after blowing Silvestre?} I didn't like cocks. I didn't find them aesthetically pleasing or sexually attractive. {What about Silvestre?} I had sucked Silvestre's dick once. I had done it in a moment of great emotional turmoil. And only because the redhead had ordered me to do it. {Actually, she didn't order you to do it at any point. Although I admit she seduced you into doing it} So what? I'm not gay! Nor am I bisexual. I didn't regret doing it. I didn't even regret it because it would have meant that I had cheated on Gema. It had happened at a particularly difficult time for all of us. Absolutely all of us. Both Nuria and Silvestre. Gema and me. And even that beast Luis Alberto. What I did regret was that it had happened with Nuria and not with Gema. But I wasn't looking for it. And neither was Gema. The redhead, on the other hand, had been looking for it conscientiously. No, I am neither gay nor bi. 

	I had asked all the candidates to describe how they imagined their relationship with Gemma, what things they wanted to do, how they wanted to do them, and how they would seduce her. As I said above, most had responded with fucking! and pictures of their (supposed) cocks. Those had been dismissed out of hand. Only a few had been able to come up with something intelligible and interesting. Then, I had sent them Silvana's story, which had inspired me and Gema so much. And I had asked the finalists to explain what it meant to them. Yes, I know, like a professor of literature. It was a miracle they didn't send me to hell. And Silvestre had hit the nail on the head. Not only had he gotten it right, but he had also given a glimpse of a certain enthusiasm for the way she was conducting the conversation with him. True or false, he wasn't into simple fucking and fucking either. It wouldn't be easy to find someone like that again, but it didn't have to be mission impossible. At least Gema could try. 

	As it was cold, she had put on the bed, next to her dress, some stockings and a garter belt that Gema had once bought. I remembered that occasion perfectly, as she had taken the opportunity to buy some panties for me, humiliating me in front of the saleswoman. I loved stockings with garter belts. But Gemma hardly ever wore them. To tell you the truth, she hardly had a chance to do so. She would look very seductive, dressed like that. I hoped the man would appreciate it. Fuck, fuck. She really hoped he would appreciate the subtleties. Gema would fuck him; she would fuck him. But there was more to sex than just getting it in and out. Everything around it was more important than the in-and-out. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	A man sitting at the bar kept glancing at me out of the corner of his eye. He was devouring his tenderloin sandwich in the same way he was furtively devouring me with his eyes. His chubby fingers, stinging from the fat of the tenderloin or the oil it had been cooked in, matched the rest of his person. He was unshaven and wore blue sweatpants, with two white stripes running up and down the outside of his short legs. Despite the cold that crept in every time someone opened the door - more to go out than to come in, as the place was starting to get empty - his piggy bank was uncovered. Some small hairs were sticking out between her buttocks. I looked away disgusted. I no longer felt like continuing with the game of imagining stories for the people I saw. {Come on! I'll imagine a story for you: The place is empty. Only you and him are left. It's your last chance for tonight Daniel really is only your plan B}. Yuck!  

	I looked at the watch on my wrist. In the age of cell phones it was an absurd accessory, but it was a nice accessory nonetheless. It was a Tommy Hilfiger watch that my husband's company had given him for me. It was part of an award to encourage excellence that they had given to a select group of workers for the extraordinary year they had had. The watch had been the least of it, and it hadn't been the only gift. The prize, in fact, had consisted of a one-week trip, expenses paid, to the paradisiacal island of Mykonos. That had happened at the height of the economic boom, when things were going well. Now, regardless of performance, that was unimaginable. How much longer? I shifted nervously in my chair. The dress revealed too much. With the cleavage I was wearing, I hadn't even been able to put on a bra. I wasn't wearing panties either, but only my husband and I knew that. In this case, it wasn't for aesthetics; it was because Daniel had preferred not to wear them. Can you imagine me more accessible like this? The truth was that going commando, as they used to say, had a certain effect on me. I couldn't help but feel a little excited about my prank. Actually, this prank belongs to Daniel. My excessive make-up was inviting me to think I didn't know what. I didn't know or preferred not to know. 

	Uncomfortable, I looked at the clock again. How much longer? The waiter walked past me. Apparently, he had finally deigned to serve the new customer, the man with the white hair. He was still alone. Maybe he had been stood up. Before the waiter disappeared again, I managed to get his attention to order a latte. There was still a long way to go. With nothing better to do and no desire to go on imagining stories - the shower-with-hair had taken them all away from me - my thoughts returned to my husband. 

	Daniel was very sweet to me, much more so now that he always wore the chastity device than before. He just doesn't masturbate anymore. {More like he can't}. Nuria was right: it wasn't so difficult to make a man's love - perhaps more like devotion - and desire increase. It was enough to make it difficult for him and make him work hard to get it. I was still having sex with my husband. It's just my plan B. {Ah, yeah? And where's your plan A tonight?} On those occasions when he deserved it, I would uncage him. But then I'd put him back in the cage. I can't trust him. Actually, I trusted him almost completely. How does Daniel put it? {Almost a goal is no goal}. That he was caged had little to do with my distrust. It had to do with his need to feel submissive and that his sexuality was in my hands. But where does he want to direct his sexuality? I still couldn't get my mind off the affair I'd had with my friend and my lover. What about me? Where did I want to take my sexuality? Daniel is just my plan B. That's what I kept telling my husband and what I kept telling myself. But after I broke up with Silvestre and Luis Alberto, I had never slept with anyone again, only with my husband, my plan B. You are my plan A for everything, Daniel, you know that, although it's better if you don't know it.  

	To Daniel, however, I had not told him that. In order to keep him excited and maintain his horny fantasy, I had told him that I had gone out partying and hooked up with some guy. Supposedly, it had happened a handful of times. It was a lie, of course, but it was a white lie for a good cause - more he had lied to me, making me think that the Silvestre thing had been a chance encounter! But it hadn't been an easy lie, because to make it plausible meant having to get dressed up, order a cab and spend a good part of the night out. I had had to go to late-night cinema sessions, go out for tapas to kill time and, on one occasion, meet Nuria. On that occasion, I had arranged to meet Nuria at her apartment and she had taken the opportunity to continue instructing me in the arts of female domination. I was very fond of Nuria, but I couldn't trust my husband not to find out via Silvestre. I still haven't forgiven you for seducing my husband, you red-haired slut! Apparently, after the threesome they had had with my husband, she and Silvestre had resumed their old relationship, and I was happy for her. I was happy for her, you took my lover away from me and made my husband cheat on me with him and you! And I was happy for Silvestre. You deserve it. Even if you were my husband's puppet, you are an impressive man. But that, my relationship with Nuria and Silvestre, was a path I should not pursue. I had to close that chapter. I had to let them both focus on themselves, without interference from me or Daniel. From the bottom of my heart, despite my jealousy, you deserve to be happy.  

	The movie and tapas thing was rather boring. It is being very boring. Well dressed up as I was -sexi-, all to keep up the illusion in my husband's eyes, I was usually not lacking for looks while killing time in a joint. Looks like piggy-bank-with-hair looks. {Woman, how negative you are! You also have silver hair. He's a bit older, but he's in good shape}. It would have been easy - too easy - for me to make that illusion I was holding come true. I would have really tied the knot with a man chosen by me and not - on the sly - by my husband. But it was not what I was looking for. I don't mean you, piggy-bank-with-hairs, I mean in general. I wasn't interested in the garrulos or casual sex.  

	I looked around slyly. Silver hair was still waiting alone, classy and stoic. Bored, I took the last bite of omelet into my mouth. I wasn't hungry, but it was as valid a way as any to kill time. {I could think of other, more valid and better ways}. If there was nothing better to do, I had no choice but to admit for the umpteenth time that my husband had gotten it right with Silvestre. {I know better things you could do. Look behind you}. I had made an excellent choice with him. Daniel knew me well and knew that what I was interested in -within that hot wife lifestyle- was a man who was relatively cultured, handsome (obviously), a good fuck (obviously), imaginative (even if behind that imagination was really my husband pulling the strings) and somewhat dominant. And, above all, that he was someone interested in a long-term relationship and not a spurious fuck for a few nights.  

	Actually, everything would have been perfect, except for two things. On the one hand, knowing that it had been my husband's machination had broken everything. I could accept the suspicions. In fact, I preferred to ignore them so as not to break the magic. But the certainty had inevitably and irremediably broken it. And, on the other hand, the appearance of Luis Alberto, Silvestre's roommate, had upset everything. Luis, as I used to call him, had awakened in me the most depraved desires and everything had gone out of control. Above all, I had gone out of control. I had let myself be humiliated by him and had enjoyed it in an extraordinarily strange way. Nuria had made it clear to me that I had entered in those moments into what in the BDSM scene they called subspace or the submissive zone. She was referring to the state of mind that some submissives reached at certain moments. It was a state in which control was lost and it was addictive. It was a space in which you should not walk. At least not with someone as irresponsible as Luis Alberto. And in the end, everything had gone down the drain. I had gotten out of control and hurt my husband. Daniel had taken refuge at least that night in the arms of the Pelirroja. And in the cock of my lover! And Luis Alberto had exhaled his last venom, confirming my suspicions that Silvestre had been staged by my husband. As I had said, I could live with the suspicion, simply ignoring it, but I could not live with the certainty. And so, between the one and the other, we had taken different paths. 

	And so, I was a less-than-hot hotwife who existed only in my husband's imagination and memory. In return, I had polished my domme side as far as my husband was concerned. In my thoughts, I moved to the dark lonely road I had wandered down this afternoon. Mentally, I kicked another stone. It rolled away just as indignantly as the previous one, even if this stone was as fake as the sham I was keeping in my husband's face, futilely killing time in that joint. But I couldn't be a real domina, if I wasn't worth three bucks as a professional. Daniel needed someone to look up to and as a housewife I was limited in certain ways. Besides, I didn't want to be just a housewife, regardless of how Daniel saw me and regardless of our financial situation. I really wanted to develop professionally. But I didn't want to do it at any price or in any position or company. Another fictitious stone suffered my despair on its hard surface. No matter how many times I think about it, I can only see one solution. But it scares me. I want to do it, but I don't know if I really want to. And I'm afraid of how Daniel might react. {But what a domina you are. Do you really think you've improved in that respect, if every step you take you wonder what it might look like to Daniel?} 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I set about picking up the kitchen. It was the best way to kill time. If I kept myself entertained, I wouldn't torture myself thinking about what Gemma was doing with that stranger. Then, after picking up the kitchen, I would have time to clean the bathrooms. The bad news was that doing so required no great intellectual effort. Even if my hands entertained, my mind would wander where it shouldn't have. But it was better than crawling into bed and futilely trying to fall asleep. Besides, I liked doing it. I knew she would be pleased and that flooded me with a warm feeling. If I didn't, there would be no prize, of course. But doing it didn't guarantee anything. Nor did I have to do it. I wasn't doing it to get any prize. My prize was her smile and feeling useful, knowing that I had done something good. I used to pick up the kitchen before, although only from time to time. I work full time and Gema only worked part time. But the bathrooms, I had never cleaned them. The chastity device had changed everything. That and the new way Gema treated me. She retained her gentleness and kindness, but she had learned to manage me. I had more work to do at home now than before, but strangely enough I felt better. I was fully aware of the manipulations she had applied with me to bring me to this state. But I didn't mind. On the contrary, I approved of it and wanted it. What's the point if I make it too easy for him and don't put up any resistance? You can't dominate a robot. You can only dominate a living being with a will of its own.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	I looked at the clock for the umpteenth time. Why did time pass more slowly the more I looked at the hands of the clock? I sighed. It was time. Enough time had passed. I'm going home, Daniel! I got up from the table and headed to the bar to pay. If I had to wait for the bartender to wait on me, I could get the grapes. The bartender behind the bar - probably the owner of the place - served me promptly. I had nothing else to do. All the customers had already left. Even the piggy-bank-with-hairs was gone. Fortunately. He handed me the cash register receipt and I paid for my drink. I did it in cash instead of paying by credit card, as I didn't want to leave any traces and put Daniel on the trail of my false infidelities. I was more of a cash person anyway. Daniel, however, preferred the credit card. The card we had gave us a one percent bonus on all purchases we paid for with it. It was a pittance in either case, and even more so in the case of the small purchase he had made at the bar. But Daniel was of the opinion that everything added up and that's why he always tried to pay for everything with the card.  

	The waiter deposited the change on a small wooden plate, the same one on which I had placed the receipt for my drink. I did not take the coins, but left them as a tip. I did not take the receipt either. I didn't want it, didn't need it, nor should I take it home. I thanked him and stepped back to put on my raincoat and leave. It had stopped raining and there was a cab stand nearby. It would be a short walk that would do me good to stretch my legs. It was close enough that I could walk the distance in the heels I was wearing. The wind hadn't died down, but I didn't mind it messing up my hair. In fact, it was a good thing it did. I was supposed to be coming off a crazy night of sex where I had tossed and turned with another man in bed. Oh, Daniel, how complicated you are! I reached out to holster my trench coat, but, in doing so, I bumped into something. 

	-Oh!" exclaimed that something. 

	-Oops! Sorry! 

	It was silver hair. Indeed, he was tall. Now that I was standing next to him, I could see for myself. 

	-Don't worry, miss. It was nothing," he said kindly. 

	He and I were the last customers in the bar. Engrossed in my thoughts, I had completely forgotten about him. He looked at me and gave me a pleasant smile. 

	-Here, for you. -He held out the rose. It was still in its wrapping. Apparently, I don't need it anymore," he said with some bitterness. 

	Apparently, his date had not shown up and he had been left alone. Maybe it was a blind date, someone he had met on the Internet. There is no seriousness anymore, nowadays. Irremediably, I thought of Silvestre. Daniel arranged it and Silvestre didn't miss his date. He didn't miss that first time or any of the successive times. The first time had been to my husband's credit. But I wanted to think - I needed to think - that the subsequent times had been to my credit. Without waiting for any conscious command from my brain, my hand took the rose that the silver head was offering me. {And yes...? You know... It's the last one left and it's not bad at all}. 

	-Oh, thank you! 

	Silverhead only nodded. He stepped forward to the bar to pay for his drink. 

	{It's a good plan A. Besides, there can be no plan B if there is no plan A}. I looked at the rose in my hand. It was as pretty as it was delicate. I stood there for a few seconds like that, unable to make any thoughts concrete. Finally, I turned and headed for the exit. {Hey, what are you doing?} It wasn't what I wanted. {But why? Is it because he's a bit older? But he looks great!} It wasn't what I was looking for. He was a hotwife fraud, but that's not what I wanted. It had nothing to do with his physical appearance. It was true that after Silvestre and Luis Alberto she was used to - so to speak - younger, even muscular bodies, but that wasn't the reason. She didn't want to do it without Daniel. Even when I did it alone with Silvestre or Luis Alberto, my husband was present in some way. He was even present with Luis Alberto. I knew them. Whether I was far away or in the next room, it was something we did together. But going out alone to hunt men, that was not what I aspired to. If I did (fictionally), it was only as a last resort to feed my husband's fantasies. His voracious mind demanded it. But even if they were fictional encounters, I didn't feel good about doing it. Of course, later I would tell him a nice, totally made-up story and somehow involve him, but that wasn't the kind of involvement I wanted. If we were really going back (and not just pretending) to that hotwife and pampering cuckold (more like instigating) lifestyle, it had to be in a fully joint way. {That you know is going to be very difficult. Getting all the right circumstances together is not easy at all}. No, it isn't. And so, what I intend to do is triply difficult. It's difficult for me, it's going to be difficult for Daniel, and it's difficult because it's improbable. I don't think he's going to agree to my terms. But, still, I must try. I don't see any other way out. 

	The cold wind greeted me with enthusiasm. I had a new victim to shake. The cab stand was about a five minute walk away. I hope there would be cabs waiting and that I wouldn't have to hail one and wait for it to come, like this morning. I would of course pay by card. Otherwise, Daniel would be surprised. The amount of the fare was more or less in line with what to expect: there were several hotels in that radius. Daniel, you're going to kill me. You're complicated and too meticulous. But what I'm going to do, it might kill you. I'd like to tell you that I really want to do it. In fact, I'll tell you. But I'm not so sure I want to do it. Anyway, it was unlikely that he would agree to my terms. I could at least try.  

	I was lucky. There was a cab waiting at the cab stand. I opened the back door. Before getting in, I looked again at the rose I was holding in one hand. Silver head... I shook my head. That wasn't what I wanted. I didn't care if it was Richard Gere, or even if it was Brad Pitt. It wasn't what I wanted, not like that. But the rose would be good for me to keep up the charade in front of my husband. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I got up from the sofa immediately. I didn't turn off the TV so as not to be left in the dark. I had heard the lock on the front door. I ran to the door. It finally opened. A freezing wind blew in, but I only felt the quality of my Goddess. Gemma was back! I fell to my knees at her feet and clung to her legs. I barely left her room to close the door behind her. I didn't say a word. I had a lump in my throat. It hurt like when I held back tears. I felt like crying, but not out of sorrow but out of happiness. She was back! I sank my head between her legs. Gemma caressed my head. 

	-It's okay, love. It's all right. It's all right. Let me take this off, will you? -she said, perhaps a bit overwhelmed by my behavior. 

	It took me a few seconds to let go. Why was I grabbing her, if she wasn't going anywhere? If anything, it made more sense for me to have grabbed her before she left, but not on her way back. Still, I had been glad she was going on her date. I had been proud of her. And now I was happy that she had come back to me. The emotions were intense. I knew exactly why they occurred. I could psychoanalyze them from different angles. But that didn't stop me from feeling that way. And I was happy to do so. My natural way of being was rather calm. I had always leaned toward logic, toward cold reasoning rather than unleashed irrational emotions. That had the advantage that the ups and downs of emotions were tempered. But the high emotions were well worth the risk of the low emotions. I felt more alive, more of a person than ever. 

	-Put it in water, please. 

	I looked at the rose suspiciously. Had her fuck buddy given her a flower? How romantic! Was there more to it than just sex? Not that I cared. I didn't feel jealous about it. On the contrary, I was glad, because I knew that for Gema the emotional connection was important. Maybe she has found someone with whom she can have a stable relationship. Maybe she's the right person to understand this lifestyle. 

	-Of course, love. Right now! It's... pretty," I got up and looked for a small vase in a cupboard. Lately I knew better where she kept things. Before, I wasn't able to find anything on my own. -All right? How... did it go? 

	I turned my head to look at my wife as she filled the little vase with water from the kitchen faucet. She was completely disheveled. Her lipstick was gone and the mascara on her eyes had run a little. She looked like she had enjoyed a crazy night. 

	-Whew! Unbelievable, Daniel! That was amazing. -He shook his head. 

	I wasn't paying attention to the vase; it overflowed and the water spilled out. I looked away from my wife for a moment to pour some of the water from the vase into the sink to make room for the rose stem. 

	-And... And did you know him before? Or was it the first time? 

	-No, no. Don't go that way, Daniel. I've already told you: that's my private business and you don't need to know about it. We don't have that kind of relationship anymore. Or do we? 

	-Yes ma'am," I answered automatically. I mean, no ma'am. I don't know what I'm saying, love. Of course you don't have to tell me, if you don't want to. I... I just... 

	-It's all right. You can ask whatever you want. But don't insist if I don't want to tell you something. You'll know what I want you to know and when I want you to know it. Not before. 

	-Of course, love. I love you. -I passed a kitchen towel to the vase to dry it. Where do you want me to put it? 

	Gemma frowned thoughtfully for a few moments. 

	-Mmm. Better take it up to the bedroom. 

	Of course! It was better that our daughter didn't find out so soon. {And so she will preside over the marriage bed}. 

	-And... And what does he look like? -I asked her as I climbed the stairs to the dormitory floor. 

	-Shh!" Gema ordered me to silence with her index finger on her lips. Then she put it to her temple, indicating that I was mad. I'll tell you later," she whispered. 

	Gema was always worried that our daughter might miss something. But she was downstairs in the basement playing the piano. Nevertheless, I obeyed and waited to get to our bedroom. 

	-And what is he like? -I repeated. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-He's..." I caught my breath to buy time. What was my fictitious lover like tonight? He's a fraud, that's what he is. He's... he's... he's very different from the others. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-In what way? How did you meet him? 

	-I'm not going to answer that last one, Daniel. Those are women's secrets. Who knows? Maybe I placed an ad, like you did. Maybe I just bumped into him and we struck up a conversation. -Gemma paused for a few moments. Her eyes sparkled with joy as she resumed her storytelling. You could tell he was excited and had had a great time. 

	It looks like you've finally found the right person. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-He's not like Silvestre. He's going to miss you when you see him," I warned my husband. I smiled at the magnificent idea that had just occurred to me. I could reuse several unconnected pieces to prepare the way. 

	-In what sense? -asked Daniel. 

	-He is older than Silvestre. -And Luis Alberto. But I bit my tongue and didn't mention it. He is older than us. He's not far from retirement. But he's still full of energy. And he's smart. You can see it in his eyes. But when you talk to him, you can really tell. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Older than us? You mean older? I didn't know you liked old people. 

	Gema frowned and looked at me sternly. 

	-I'm sorry. I mean the mature ones. 

	-He is tall. And he has silver hair. And yes, he's mature, if you want to call him that. But he's full of energy. I don't mean sexual energy. In that he can't compete with Silvestre, obviously. 

	Nor with Luis Alberto. Evidently. I wanted to get the beast out of my mind, but no matter how hard I tried, I never quite succeeded. It was still there, lurking in my mind, ready to assault me at the slightest opportunity. What I had done to Gemma had been intolerable. But it had been unbelievable too. Now that I had delved into my own submissive side I understood my wife better than before. Still, the wild sex with him... that I could only vaguely intuit. I could never fully understand it. It wasn't because I couldn't accept it, but because it wasn't something I could experience. A man and a woman are different. With me being submissive and her being dominant, sex was not like what Gemma had experienced with the beast. {Are you envious that you can't experience that?} 

	-Sex is quieter with him but no less good for that. Wisdom is a degree and it's made me do things that..." my wife continued. She shook her head, "I think it's a promising start. I'm intrigued by where we can go down that road. 

	-Can we? -I asked. Who do you mean? 

	-Yes, we can. All three of us. Maybe," he whispered promisingly. Although, if it's a problem for you that we're fifteen years apart..." The ellipses stretched to infinity. 

	-I only want what's best for you," I replied, finally. 

	-I know. But the best is not in the physical. You don't think so. You should see her eyes. They are... -Gema paused for a few seconds. She seemed to be remembering. They're blue. But most of all, they're smart. I'm not going back to a lout like... You know who I mean. It's not muscle I'm looking for. 

	-If you're looking for intelligence... you have me," I was emboldened to tell him. 

	Gema smiled. 

	-I know, love. Would you rather I was looking for something totally different from you? Haven't we been there and done that? 

	Yes, we had. I didn't identify at all with Luis Alberto. In truth, that had made it harder for me. How could Gema be in love with me and at the same time like someone so different from me? She didn't like him. In fact, she hated him. They had only connected on a sexual level, and how! I shook my head. That ghost kept haunting me. My contempt for him had made those experiences very intense. 

	-You're right, honey. You're right. -I fell to my knees in front of her again and hugged her legs.  

	I could play dominant, but it wouldn't work. I had tried it in the past, before I started with the hotwife and spoiled cuckold thing, and it hadn't worked. Maybe with another woman it would have worked, but not with Gemma. Anyway, I felt much more comfortable in the role of the submissive. It might seem the opposite at first glance, but it seemed to me that the submissive got the better part: he got the most intense emotions and the strangest experiences. The submissive could afford to get out of control and do things he would not normally do, but the dominant could not. Of course, the ideal was to be able to be both at the same time. That was my problem, I used to do several things at once. It was not uncommon for me to read several books at once (chapter by chapter). Or that I would read a book at the same time I was paying attention to what Gema was watching on TV. If I could choose one superpower, I'd choose Mystique's. Marvel's supervillainess (sometimes superheroine) had the power to take on the appearance and mannerisms of anyone, both female and male. No, little inner voice, don't go there! I'm warning you in advance. It's bad enough I've had to put up with you since book number three. I didn't hear you before and I lived just fine without you. Mystique could be anything she wanted. She could be her and any alter ego she could imagine. {And you could be you and a bit of Gem through her}. 

	-Is it... is it what you're looking for? -I asked my wife. 

	Is she dominant, just like you want her to be? I knew that my wife still had those longings that I had discovered with Luis Alberto. 

	-I don't know yet. I don't know yet. We'll see. -He stroked my hair, just as he had done in the hallway of the house a few minutes ago. But you know that's not enough for me. I want you to be there too. I want you. And I need it. -I don't know if he's ready for that yet. But if he is, imagine if that were the case... I need you to be completely obedient, both to him and to me. 

	-I am obedient. 

	-No love. I know you are with me. But I need you to be with him too, even if you don't quite like him. Especially if you don't like him at all. Will you be? 

	-Do you think I won't like it? 

	-What you and I are looking for is not the same, love. How many Silvestres do you think there are? 

	-We can look for another one," I replied. I found it once. We can find it again. 

	-No," Gema replied sharply, "My needs have changed," she added more softly. Our needs have changed. No. I'll take care of this and we'll do it my way. Do you promise to obey him, even if you don't like him? I don't mean that you don't like him. I mean that you don't like the circumstances at all. 

	-What do you mean? 

	-I don't know yet. I'm just anticipating. It's probably too soon. But I need to know I can count on you. May I? 

	-I will do whatever you ask me to do. You know that. 

	-And what he asks you? 

	What would he ask me? What would he ask me? What did Gemma mean? Wouldn't he think...? No, I... I sighed. 

	-Also. Whatever he asks me to do, too. 

	-And will you respect my decision? Will you respect it and support me? I warn you that it will not be easy. 

	There's something strange here. Who has he found? What is he thinking? 

	-I will. 

	-Promise! 

	-A promise like the one in Silvana's story? 

	-No, love. This is serious. It's not a game anymore. -Gem paused, thoughtfully. Right now, it's just a possibility. But if it works, it wouldn't be a game. You promise, though, don't you? 

	I don't know what the hell you're up to, Gema. But I trust you. Besides, I don't want to be in control. I want you to be in control. But I can't give it to you. You have to work hard to take it away from me. It's not easy to let go of old habits, even if I want to. 

	-Will we live happily ever after and eat partridge? 

	Gema smiled. 

	-Always! For better or worse. Let your little wife take care of it. But I need to hear it. 

	There was silence for a few seconds. 

	-I promise," I said, finally. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Then I'll tell you one more thing about him. -The pieces of the puzzle were starting to fit together. It was just the frame and the background was missing, but it was all starting to make sense. I bit my lip. Still, it was only a hypothesis. Most likely it wouldn't make it. But why not at least try? -He's an entrepreneur. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Businessman? And what was the importance of that? Why were you telling me that? 

	-I brought a present for you," said my wife. She took my head and guided it to her sex. 

	I knew what he meant. And I also knew it wasn't true. After breaking up with Silvestre and Luis Alberto, Gema had stopped taking the pill. In fact, she had started taking it for nothing. She knew she wouldn't sleep with a semi-stranger without a condom. What if he wasn't as much of a stranger as I thought? What if her previous dates had been with that same man? The description didn't fit, but she could have lied to me. 

	-Come on, love. I know you like it. It's not your first time. 

	No, it wasn't. The previous three times I had met these men, unknown to me, I had come home with a supposed little present like this between their legs. It was a mind game I was playing. {It's not your first time. You did it with Silvestre and Nuria and that was more than a mind game} It's not gay if it comes out of her body! It didn't matter how it got there. I stuck my head under her dress and sniffed. She didn't smell of anything strange. It didn't even smell like sex. But it didn't matter. It was a mind game. I kissed her sex. 

	-You know I love it when you do that. It means so much to me to have you kiss me where another man has fucked me. I haven't showered. You know that, don't you? 

	I stuck out my tongue and tasted it. It tasted the same as always. I wasn't sure if I could tell the difference either. I too liked to kiss her there where another man had fucked her, where another man had kissed and touched her... It was a way of erasing the traces that other man had left on her body and reclaiming her. But licking her there... if it was true that another man had cum inside her without protection... It was an act of love and submission. It meant he loved her and supported her in what she was doing. It meant that I shared everything with her. I plunged my tongue into her vagina. As usual, the first taste was not good. But it didn't particularly bother me. Soon, fresh vaginal juices would flood everything. And that taste I did like, whatever it meant. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Oh! Go on. You're doing great! No one does it better than you. 

	It was true. My husband had greatly improved his oral skills. It seemed like yesterday when he was only kissing me down there reluctantly and rather awkwardly. But he had learned. Mostly, he had done so after we left Silvestre, Luis Alberto and Nuria behind. In that time, she had deepened her submission. His cunnilingus technique had improved in proportion to the time he remained caged and in proportion to his degree of submission. Of course, no one had ever cum inside me. But I liked to imagine it. It meant a lot to me to have Daniel bring me to orgasm like that, knowing that another man had cum inside me. Could there be a greater proof of love [Yes, that the first time he had done it with you and not that redheaded slut]. Nuria, after all, had made our lives so much better. She had shown me the way, even if she had to do it in an unorthodox way. I hope you are well, my friend. It's a pity, but I prefer not to intervene in your affairs. It's the best thing for you to be able to rebuild your life with the man you deserve. I would only be a hindrance or a distraction. Silvestre should focus on you and you on him. 

	-Eat it, love, eat it all! -I exclaimed. I lifted one leg and put it over my husband's shoulder to give him easy access to my parts. He's eating my lover's cum! -Do you see how it pays to be plan B? It was all as imaginary as my non-existent plan A. But Daniel didn't know that. It was real to him and that made it real to me. -Eat it! Make me come! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gemma had come back very hot from her date with the mystery man. Gray hair? Businessman? Almost retired? Dominant? He was different than when she had returned from her other three dates. It couldn't be the same man. Normally, she preferred me to take my time with her, worshipping her at length. But this time she wanted to cum quickly, which was not typical of her. Something was going on. If she wasn't moaning it was because of our daughter. She was so turned on. And I was proud to be able to turn her on like that. Her pussy was overflowing with vaginal juices. Her face was soaked. 

	-Do you like it? -Do you like my lover's cum? He's your horn player. Do you like it? 

	I didn't say anything. I had my mouth full. There were questions I preferred not to answer.  

	Gema grabbed my curls tightly. She was threatening to rip them out and leave me bald. She was hurting me. But I said nothing. I could take that pain. I could make that small sacrifice for her. She was about to cum. And I was the one giving her that pleasure. 

	-Oh! Uh! Don't stop! -Don't stop! Your dick is my plan B. But your tongue is definitely plan A. Ohh! Keep going. Don't stop, baby! I'm going to come. Uh! This... this you're going to do more often. Whenever my lover cums inside me, you're going to bring me to another orgasm with your mouth. I know you will! 

	I continued to lick her furiously and skillfully. Gema's enthusiasm had infected me. I was giving my wife pleasure. It didn't matter if it was with my Wily or with my mouth. The important thing was that she felt pleasure. And that she felt it with me. 

	-I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" exclaimed Gema, trying to stifle herself to prevent our daughter from hearing us. 

	She began to shake her hips violently. She was having a strong orgasm. And that in spite of having cum with that businessman. Her leg failed her, victim of the orgasm, and she fell to the ground. She managed to hold on to me so she wouldn't fall all at once. Gema is a volcano, I have a great wife! 

	-Are you all right, honey? -I asked worriedly. 

	-Yes, yes. Let me get some air. Phew! 

	-I love you," I assured him. 

	-And I you. Always. 

	We had not turned off the light. Gema was recovering on her back, lying on the hard porcelain floor of our bedroom. She had her little dress pulled up to her waist. Her sex was exposed. She was still shaving it completely, just as she had begun to do when she went out with Silvestre. Previously, she had refused to shave it. I liked it that way, completely shaved. The garter belt and stockings looked like a frame framing a beautiful painting. 

	-I love you," I repeated. 

	I wanted to kiss her again, down there, but I knew she would be sensitive after the orgasm and I held back. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Definitely, the brain is the biggest sexual organ. I had had an incredible orgasm, my first of the night. There was no lover, no cum from any lover in my pussy, almost no plan to have a new lover - almost - but it had been amazing to think about it all. I looked at my husband and smiled. After all, this depressing day had ended unexpectedly well. 

	-Why are you smiling like that? -asked my husband. 

	-You should see yourself," I replied amused. Go to the bathroom and look at your face in the mirror. 

	Daniel patted his cheeks. 

	-I'd rather stay here with you," he answered. And you, you should see how your pussy and thighs look. -He smiled with satisfaction. 

	I tried to sit up to look at myself, but I didn't have the strength to lift my head more than a few inches. I sighed. 

	-Take me to bed, will you? 

	-Of course. 

	Daniel squatted down next to me. He slipped one arm under my head and another under my thighs. He lifted me up with ease and gently deposited me on the bed. 

	-No, wait! -I stopped him. Daniel was not as strong as Luis Alberto. He doesn't need to be. He's much stronger than him, actually. I didn't want him to hurt himself by lifting me up. He had a back injury he had sustained while practicing martial arts. The fantasy of me getting up like a feather was fine, but in reality, more care and common sense was needed. Just help me," I told him. 

	I leaned on him - which was all I needed - and together we walked to bed. I felt better already; I had regained muscle tone in my legs. The orgasm had left me drained. 

	-Take off my dress. 

	-With pleasure, ma'am. 

	Daniel stood behind me, but instead of taking off my dress, he hugged me. His hands ran down my body, caressing me. His lips rested on my neck. 

	-What do you want? Do you want to cum, mmm? -I purred like a cat. He was doing everything magnificently well. His hands ran up my thighs, then my belly and finally my breasts. Then down again and back up again. They caressed me like the warm waves of the Mar Menor. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-No, that's not it! -I protested. Of course I want to, but it's not that. That's fine with me. I'm happy. 

	I wasn't doing it to get her to take the clamp off me. I wanted to penetrate her, but more than that, I wanted to love her. To love her. To feel her. To please her. To worship her. As you deserve. The clamp, if anything, helped me focus. But that wasn't why I did it. 

	-Undress me," he ordered me, "All of me. I'm going to let you cum inside me, but I'm afraid I won't have the strength for more and I'll fall asleep right away. Cuddle me in your arms when you've finished cleaning me. 

	-Yes, ma'am. I will, my love. 

	There were things I preferred to answer with a yes ma'am. And others to which my wife was my love. There was no clear dividing line. But there was. 

	I put my hands on my wife's thighs. I felt the softness of her silky stockings. Her skin even silkier. I moved my hands upward, dragging the dress with me. Gemma cooperated by reaching her arms up. I pulled the dress over her head and, finally, up her arms. She looked beautiful in her black high heels, black stockings, black garter belt and dark brown hair. I liked her better black. I had always liked brunettes. She looked beautiful. And she would be even more so if I could watch her from a few steps away. Standing next to her, I can barely appreciate her. I can feel her with my hands, but I can barely see her. If I was successful with this man, maybe soon I could see her in all her glory again. Gema was especially beautiful when she fucked. Her cheeks reddened and the skin on her face took on a special luster.  

	I kissed her neck, once again. I would have preferred to kiss her on the mouth, but I knew she didn't like it after I had eaten her pussy. I had allowed myself to do it once. It was a fantasy of mine. But it was the exception. I unbuttoned the garter belt stockings. They didn't need a garter belt. They stood on their own. But it was a very stimulating accessory. I loved it. I unbuttoned the garter belt and laid it carefully on top of the dress on the divan. You are beautiful. I love watching you from a few steps away. I went back to her. I ran up and down her skin, from her shoulders to her legs, as I squatted down to pull down her stockings. The ass... I couldn't help but give her a kiss on the buttock. She liked to show off her ass and rightly so. Firm. Not too big. Not too small. Ruffled. And hers. With both hands, I pulled down a stocking, rolling it up as I went down. I did it slowly. I repeated the operation with her other leg. I instructed her to turn around. I knelt down. I took her foot and placed it on my leg. Next, I unbuckled her shoe and took it off. Then I took off her stocking. She had nice feet. Small ones. She didn't like them. But I loved them like that. I did the same with the other foot. I took the things to the couch. Unfortunately, when I turned to go back to her, Gemma had already laid down on the bed. I liked to see her standing up better. 

	On the bedside table were the earrings she had worn to the appointment. They were long and shiny. Normally, I didn't like earrings very much. I especially didn't like them if they were heavy. They pulled on the ears and elongated them. It was absurd. The smaller the ears, the prettier. So were the feet. But I liked those, for special occasions. I didn't like hoop earrings either. It was an unnecessary risk that they could get tangled with anything. They could cause an accident. I wasn't a big fan of pirsins. Neither was I a fan of pirsins in my ears. Gemma had taken off her necklace. It rested on her open palm. She often dangled demonstratively the key to my chastity device. It was a full-fledged statement. But only I and she understood it. 

	-You deserve it," he said warmly. 

	I wanted her to remove my chastity device. I longed to penetrate her and cum inside her. But at the same time, I didn't want her to. It was the ultimate sign of my submission. And I liked being submissive. It was a contradiction. But that's how it felt. Of course, in the end, the desire to make love to him with my Wily was always stronger. I always made love to him: with my hands or with my mouth. But making love with my Wily was something special. 

	-Remember to clean me up afterwards. I trust you to do it well, even if I fall asleep," he reminded me. Oh, and then put the pot back on and close the lock. I don't trust you to touch yourself at night, after all. You know I don't like it when you do. It's disrespectful. 

	-Yes, ma'am. 

	After I had been with another man - as I had said, it had happened three times; this was the fourth - he always allowed me to make love to him with my Wily. It had become a ritual, if three or four times allowed to be considered as such. I needed it. I needed to reclaim her, to make her my wife again. But I had to pay a price in return. 

	-Get undressed. 

	Standing beside the bed, I began to take off my clothes under her watchful eye. I would have torn them off if I wanted to, but I knew that Gema preferred me to do it slowly. I undressed completely, except for my panties. Most of the panties I wore were pink. Gema also liked fuchsia for me. Still wearing the panties, I picked up my clothes from the floor and laid them carefully on a chair. Normally, I wasn't so careful with clothes. It's just clothes... But I knew Gemma would reprimand me if I didn't lay them out carefully, neatly folded and tidy. My chair was outside the bedroom, in the dresser that doubled as an antechamber to our bedroom. I returned to the bedside and waited patiently for my Goddess to take the next step. She liked to make me wait, as I watched how my panties fit and how the bulge of the chastity device showed underneath them. Although I should have gotten used to it by now, I couldn't help but feel embarrassed in that situation. I like panties, but... Fine women's underwear was not man's underwear, let alone in those colors my wife made me wear. I didn't dislike wearing panties. They were less practical than briefs, but they were also prettier. That was an objective fact. Women have clothes that are less practical but infinitely prettier. Of course, they also fit infinitely better than a man. I was uncomfortable that my wife was looking at me like that and that... she might think anything. It's not like that...  

	-Turn around. 

	I turned around. For a man, I had a nice ass. My wife always said so. She had said it long before I started this kind of fetish. It was true. But I doubted that I really looked good in panties. The ones I used to wear were the Brazilian type, with a relatively wide front and a V-shaped back. The shape was no problem. The problem is that I am quite hairy. It's not very aesthetic. Gema reached out and caressed my ass. I shuddered. 

	-Turn around," my wife whispered. 

	Gema took the elastic band and pulled it down under my balls. She did it slowly, gradually exposing my genitals. Actually, what was most visible was the chastity device. It was translucent, polycarbonate. It was an imitation of a CB-6000, but it fit me well. It was the same chastity device that Silvestre had made me wear as punishment for playing with my wife's ass. It was as if he had penetrated her! That had really caught me by surprise, even though I often coordinated with Silvestre. The bastard must have thought I would like the idea. Somehow, he must have sensed it. And he hadn't been entirely wrong. There had been a good reason why he had signed Silvestre. I hadn't just signed up a random lout, but a relatively intelligent and empathetic person. We had talked at the beginning about the limits of what our tripartite relationship was going to be. He had asked me mostly about Gemma, as was natural and predictable. We had agreed to liberate her sexually - to push her, as we used to say at the time - and to expose her to all kinds of stimuli that would make her lose that extreme prudishness with which everything she did was characterized. But she had also asked me about me. I hadn't told her much. It was hard for me to be specific when it came to me. I had left it all in a big gray area. I hadn't really verbalized anything. I had only shrugged ambiguously at his question. 

	With her fingertips, Gema caressed my balls. 

	 -Does it hurt? -he asked. 

	I was starting to get a hard-on. Inside the chastity device, my dick could hardly grow. I couldn't really get hard. But that didn't stop the base of my dick from getting hard, as hard as it could under the circumstances. The base was not imprisoned by the polycarbonate walls. That made my cock stand up - or at least try to. As it did, the chastity device pulled on the ring that hugged the back of my balls. It pulled on my balls and stretched the skin of my scrotum. And that really hurt. The panties countered that and kept my cock from trying to point upward. But without it, my unruly cock tried and it hurt. 

	I shrugged in response. 

	-I prefer her like this, caged. You know that, don't you? -my wife asked. 

	I was no longer sure if he meant it as a game, to act in the role of dominant hotwife and submissive cuckold, or if he really meant it. 

	-If I get a stable goring, I won't need your chick anymore. Anyway, you're better with your mouth than with your Wily. Tell me, why should I set you free, then? 

	I shrugged my shoulders. 

	-No, no," my wife reprimanded me. You can also use your tongue to talk. Answer: Why should I free you, when I have a steady horn? -Gemma kept caressing my little gloves. Why, she insisted? 

	I was very excited. I hadn't cum in over a week. And I had just brought her to an incredible orgasm. I had fucked another man and I needed to claim her. I needed, as a man and as her husband, to penetrate her and cum inside her. But, at the same time, I felt that as a husband I shouldn't do that. I should adore her and not use her selfishly. It was not my place to fuck her, just as it was not my place to penetrate her anally. I had never done that and Gemma had made it very clear to me that I would never do that. Anal sex was forbidden to me. That was for her lovers only. I needed to cum inside her, but it wasn't right for me to do so. 

	-You shouldn't," I finally admitted. 

	-Interesting," she exclaimed. You're right, I shouldn't be. But I'm too good. Besides, I can't say you don't deserve it. For now, I'll keep uncaging you from time to time. But if this goes well with my new lover," she shrugged, "we'll see. 

	Gemma slipped the key into the small padlock and opened it. She then disassembled my chastity device piece by piece, depositing them on the bedside table. The polycarbonate made a distinctive noise as it clinked against the tempered glass of the bedside table. I shuddered in anticipation. She always uncaged me. Never - with a few exceptions - did she allow me to do it. My little cock was quick to take advantage of the freedom and stretched in all directions. 

	-I almost forgot how tiny it is," my wife commented. She ran her hand around my cock, from the base to the glans and back to the base. 

	It was not true that my chick was small. It was average. A little below average. I knew he didn't mean it. He was partly right. But still, even knowing that, his words had an impact on me. 

	-I didn't realize it until I met Silvestre," she continued. 

	Yes, Silvestre and Luis Alberto. 

	His hand caressed my pubis and the lower part of my belly. Since I had been wearing the chastity device, he waxed my sex and pubis. What hurt the most was when a hair got caught by the device. Gema said that I shaved the area in the shape of a heart. I couldn't say for sure, from my perspective. If that was the case, it was chance and not intent. I had quite a bit of hair and there was no clear natural line separating my pubic hair from the rest of my hair. In my youth, that had created a complex for me. Girls didn't usually like it. They preferred boys with little body hair. If they preferred girls, why not become lesbians? But Gema had never minded. 

	-I don't know why I didn't notice it before. Yours is much smaller than my first boyfriend's. 

	She didn't know her first boyfriend. At least, I didn't know his genitals. She had shown me a picture of him. And I had seen him on occasion. Our friendship circles almost overlapped. But I guessed that Gema was right, that he had a bigger one. When I started dating her - practically immediately after she broke up with her boyfriend, her only boyfriend until then - she sometimes told me things about him. She had told me, for example, how he had deflowered her. I could not tell her a similar story, because, although I had had my little rolls with several girls, I had not had penetrative sex with any of them. She told it to me quite naturally, without any hidden intentions. We were very much in love and talked about many things. But her stories about her ex-boyfriend always made me feel strangely uncomfortable. I didn't want to hear it, but I wanted to. Now, about two decades later, I understood him better. 

	-But don't worry. I don't care. The big dick thing is silly. What matters is what it feels like in your heart. And what you can do with the tool," he added. And yours is going to be out of commission for a long time, anyway. -He smiled. You have better tools. 

	It was not the first time he had said something like that to me. In fact, with some variation, he repeated it often. I knew he didn't mean it. At least, at first I was sure of it. Now, he was making me doubt it. By pounding on it, the stake eventually sinks into the ground. I know very well what he does. And I approve of it. I applaud it. But I can't help but be affected by it. {And that's exactly what you want, isn't it?} 

	  

	*** 

	  

	At first, I had found it hard to talk to my husband this way. It seemed tremendously cruel and unfair. Every fiber of my being was against my saying such things to him. But, as I said before, Nuria had made me open my eyes. She had done it with the friendly lessons she had given me. And she had done it with the cruel lesson of her betrayal, that of the seduction of my husband. That shock had finally made me react. It had been a very hard lesson that had shocked me. Not only had my husband allowed himself to be seduced by her. Her beauty had played an important role, no doubt. But the way La Pelirroja had learned to handle men had been fundamental. Nuria had realized right away that my husband needed that kind of feminine figure in his life. It had taken me longer to understand, much longer. And even when I had understood, I had underestimated how much I really needed him. But as I was saying, not only had Daniel allowed himself to be seduced by her, but she had gotten him to have bisexual relations with her and Sylvester. Such had been the power of her domination over him! {Are you sure that was only due to the power of domination?}  

	Seeing my husband in his panties, I was no longer sure of anything. Actually, I was sure of one thing: Daniel was an extremely complex person with a rich inner life. In his mind, many things were going on and several of them in parallel, I sensed. It could all stay there, within the private precincts of his mind. Or it could overflow, as it had. It was better for me to channel it than for it to overflow in the worst possible way. The Redhead had shown me that. Worse, she had shown me. She had had to show me, because I refused to take what she was showing me about my husband at face value. 

	Over time, by repeating it, by seeing Daniel react positively, I found it less hard to talk to my husband like that. The bad thing is that I'm starting to believe it myself. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Uh! Oh!  

	My wife's moans were overexciting me. She was not moaning like during the cunnilingus I had performed on her, but she was moaning. I tried to stifle them, so our daughter wouldn't hear us, but she was moaning. She didn't do it in the same way as in Silvestre's apartment, with him or... with that beast... or with both. But she moaned. 

	-Oh! Uh! I'm just moaning to get you excited and to make you come already," she exclaimed. I'm tired. Oh! Don't think your little cock is capable of giving me so much pleasure. Uh-uh! Stop it! 

	On this occasion, I didn't believe her. I was indeed giving her pleasure. I didn't know if it was me or if there was something else. Something was making her strangely aroused. But I won't be the one to complain. 

	We were doing it in the missionary position. It was my favorite, because I had more control. Besides, I could kiss her that way. I loved kissing her. And Gemma had let me base her, after performing cunnilingus on her. That was something I rarely allowed. Something happens. Gema, however, usually preferred the inverted missionary position, with her face down. According to her, that makes my cock press against her G-spot. Plus, it allows her to stimulate her clitoris with her hand. I like it less, because Gema tends to tighten her buttocks, making penetration more difficult. {See how small you have it?} 

	-Uh! Uh! Ah-ah!" my wife exclaimed, trying not to make too much noise. 

	-Did you come, love? -I asked. 

	-Yes, a little," she replied, "I think. 

	That was what fascinated me about the female orgasm. Women can come in different ways, with different intensities. How could she come a little? How could she not be quite sure she had come? I either cum or I don't cum. There is no middle ground. Some orgasms are more intense than others, yes, but not on a woman's scale. 

	-You have to finish, honey. I'm tired. I'll count to ten. 

	-No, please! -I cried out in desperation. 

	-One," said my wife, unimpressed by my plea. 

	I was not (and am not) as energetic a lover as Silvestre. But I have always been able to prolong intercourse, postponing the moment of orgasm. I have always known how to surf that point of no return and stay at the peak of arousal. At times, I had come to tire my wife that way. She, contrary to the cliché surrounding women, would lose interest in continuing intercourse once she had cum.  

	-Two. 

	That had been before Silvestre. But with him, many things had changed. Some for the better, some for the worse. Silvestre had been able to bring my wife to orgasm after orgasm. He had done it, even ignoring her protests. I didn't usually let myself go on much longer, once she had come. But Sylvester simply ignored her and kept fucking her vigorously. And she had let him. And she had enjoyed it.  

	-Three. 

	But, at the same time, I had become -almost unintentionally- a premature ejaculator. I hadn't been able to help but think of the images of my wife with him. Where normally I was placidly surfing along the edge of orgasm, that extra excitement, that overexcitement, was making me rush too fast. It wasn't serious, for, by all accounts, Gemma was getting more orgasms than ever. She could complain about my performance in bed, but she couldn't complain in general. After all, those orgasms, in a roundabout way, were also being provided by me. After breaking up with him, things were back to normal. {You call this normal?} 

	-Four. 

	However, Gemma must not have been so pleased that the duration of intercourse with me was so extended. Or maybe she does it as one more way of expressing her control over me to dominate me. Maybe it was both. I was not as furious a lover as Sylvester. She was exhausted with Silvestre, but despite that she did not object in the same way to continue fucking me once she had cum. 

	-Five. 

	In any case, Gemma had set a countdown. When I reached ten, I was to cum. Otherwise, she would cage me again and I would run out of orgasm. Moreover, she demanded that I do it right at the count of ten, not before, let alone after. 

	-Six. 

	-Oh. Oh. -This time I was the one who groaned. I had sped up for the final sprint. 

	Oh! I was going to cum inside her. Inside my Goddess. I was going to erase any traces her mysterious lover might have left. Our new goreador? 

	-Seven. 

	-I love you. I love you. I love you! 

	-And I love you, honey! Eight. 

	I was about to cum. I could already feel myself coming. 

	-Nine. 

	-I want to be yours forever! You make me very happy, I love you! 

	-Ten! 

	Punctually, at the right time of the count, I cum. I thrust with my hips and buried myself as deep as I could inside her. Gema moaned. I felt her ejaculate my limp seed. After more than a week without cumming, I had a lot of cum built up. It was getting to be a big cum. I pulled back a little and thrust into her again. The sensations of her completely wet pussy on my glans made my cock pulse again and I kept ejaculating the rest. 

	-I repeated, this time without strength. I collapsed on top of her. My cock continued its last spasms. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I had cum again. As I felt Daniel cum inside me, I had cum with him. A man's orgasm always increased my arousal. It hadn't been a big orgasm this time, but I had cum. I didn't say anything to my husband, as I didn't want it to go to his head. After all, he was only my plan B. If you only knew that for a long time you have been my plan A!  

	I felt strangely excited. On the way home in the cab I had made up my mind. Things were starting to crystallize in my head. It was still just a possibility, but I had hopes that it would turn out to be more than that. There were signs to support those hopes. They were not just fantasies of mine. 

	When she arrived home, the storm had abated. After paying the cab driver, instead of going into the house, she had waited for a while in the garden, sheltered in a corner. She had picked up her cell phone and... called Silvestre. 

	-You know what you have to do now. Come on! -I pushed my husband down by the shoulders. After the orgasm, he was always so sluggish. But I had no strength to force him. I could only trust him to do his duty. Sleep was beginning to take hold of me and the memories of the day were mingling strangely. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Come on down! -my wife ordered me. 

	He didn't just mean down from it. He also meant down there. The orgasm had made me sleepy. But most of all, my libido had plummeted. It was inevitable. But Gemma was right. The libido would continue to diminish. It was better to address the issue now than to wait. Reluctantly, I climbed out of her vagina and down to her sex. I did so by caressing the skin of her belly with my lips. I liked giving her cunnilingus. It hadn't always been like this. At first, it disgusted me. It had been a year or so ago. It was stupid. Her vagina was delicious. Her vaginal juices didn't taste bad at all. I couldn't define what they tasted like either, but it definitely wasn't bad. The first couple of licks might have tasted funny, but I didn't care. 

	But it was easier to do it while aroused. After orgasm, it was more difficult. But to do what my Goddess had entrusted me to do, I could only do it after orgasm. It was not easy for me. In full arousal, I was perhaps capable of doing anything. {Like what you did with Nuria and Silvestre?} But afterwards... that was another matter. Nevertheless, I obeyed. If it came out of his body, he wasn't gay. If it came out of mine, it wasn't either. {What if it came out of Silvestre's first and then Nuria's?} As a result of my infidelity, Gema had gotten rough with me. She hadn't at first. At first, she had been very angry. We had slept in separate beds for a while. Never had our marriage been so close to breaking up. Of course, it wasn't just what she was reproaching me for. There was also what I had to reproach her for. That relationship of hers with that beast called Luis Alberto had gone too far. I would have preferred not to have met her like that, in that fat boy's hotel room. Now that image is still in my mind. It was not an image compatible with the dominant goddess that was my wife. {What do you mean? How could that be? Nuria, for example, would never let herself do that. {And who is more goddess, Nuria or Gema?} Gema, obviously! {I don't mean that and you know it well. I repeat the question: Who is more goddess because of that?} Gema was my Goddess. She was the Goddess of Sex. Gemma. Only a goddess could enjoy sex in so many ways. Only a goddess could be dominant when she wanted to be and submissive when she wanted to be. Nuria only knew how to act in one way. Gema! 

	-Come on down. Don't be a nag, we know each other. You know what happens if you keep waiting," said my sleepy goddess. 

	It was hard for me to do it. But I obeyed. It was easier to imagine that it was another man's. Why? Because then, it wouldn't be mine, I wouldn't have cum yet and I would be at the peak of my arousal. Not like now, when I'm almost at my lowest. {More credit to you if you do it now. Come on, give yourself a little push!} I moved my mouth down to her sex and kissed it tentatively. It wasn't so bad. Of course not, it's not so bad on the outside! Little by little, my tongue went deeper into her vagina. This was real. With her lovers, the three (now four) times she had dated, I was sure she had used a condom. Whatever she said, she had not been filled with semen. But this was real. 

	-That's it. Clean me. I want you to always clean me when our horned man cums inside me. It is a sign of submission to him and a symbol of love for me," my Goddess whispered faintly, just enough for me to hear. 

	I was right. It's my best way of showing her that I support her in this. {What about the other part?} What other part? {Don't play dumb!} He preferred to be submissive to his mistress. He had been her lover's accomplice. He couldn't say that hadn't worked. It had worked well until Luis Alberto's foolish fool discovered the trap. But Gema was right. If we were to continue with this, we would have to enter a different phase. She had made that clear to me after we reconciled. And I agreed with her. I preferred to be the submissive rather than the accomplice. Emotions were more intense. 

	-Let's go! -Gema encouraged me once again. I had stopped again. 

	I felt the taste of my own cum on my tongue. It wasn't a strong taste either. At least, it wasn't mixed with her vaginal fluids. Actually, taste-wise, it wasn't horrible. It was mostly a psychological barrier. Habit makes the monk. He wasn't sure if that was how it was said. Maybe it was the other way around. Maybe it referred to the garment. But it was true that one gets used to everything. The first time had been more difficult. {I didn't think so, with Nuria and Silvestre}. That I have already explained: I had not cum and I was excited. Besides, I was in a kind of trance. The redhead was a witch, but in a positive sense. The first time, Gema had told me what she wanted. She had told me during sex with her. She had warned me as I surfed the edge of orgasm. "From now on, every time you cum inside me, you're going to clean me with your mouth," she had told me. It had happened during our reconciliation fuck. "Either that or nothing," he had added. Before we reconciled sexually, we had already clarified what we each wanted. I had apologized for having arranged for Silvestre without telling him and had assured him that I wanted him to continue to enjoy his sexual freedom. I wanted him to do so in any case, whether he wanted me involved or not. He deserved it. It was no longer just about what turned me on. Gemma, for her part, had assured me that she intended to continue having lovers anyway, whether I liked it or not. I wasn't sure if she said it because that's what I wanted to hear. Maybe she meant it. Gema had changed. But I wasn't complaining. I liked the new Gem. In any case, she was still a gem. 

	-Come on, get me nice and clean. And don't forget to put on your pot," she reminded me half asleep, "And sleep without panties tonight. 

	He had also imposed on me to always wear the chastity device. Well, it wasn't always in a strict twenty-four by seven sense, but she meant that it was expected to be my natural state. It had been another condition she had imposed on me to reconcile us. I had only asked her for one thing in return: I had asked her to explore female domination with me. What was worse for me was that she enjoyed her new sex life, while I felt left out in certain aspects. Nuria had made me see that this was what I needed and I wanted to try it. I felt better about myself and the world when I felt submissive. Most of all, I felt I loved Gema like never before. Maybe not like never before. Our crush as boyfriend and girlfriend was very strong. Actually, everything was along the same lines, both what she wanted - on the surface - and what I thought I needed. It was clear that we had to forgive each other. I should forgive her for behaving like that with that beast, ignoring my warnings. She is my Goddess. She rules. And she should forgive me for my deceit with Silvestre (that had hurt her) and for my infidelity with her friend and lover (that had left her perplexed). In exchange, she would make an effort in the facet of female domination and I would make an effort in that of the submissive, being less egocentric and scheming. 

	So, I had agreed to wear the chastity device. But, contrary to what a submissive should do, I had demanded that she release me from time to time to have penetrative sex with her. That was something I was not willing to give up. She had agreed and had assured me that she would regularly uncage me to make love to her. She had told me that she didn't want to give that up either, even if I was only her plan B. "Either you clean me up or I'll never let you put your little cock inside me again," she had warned me during make-up sex. If you've done it with Silvestre and Nuria, you'll do it with me too. You didn't have to be very smart to read between the lines. Even in my altered state, bordering on orgasm, I had understood. His tone of voice had left no doubt. And I had promised her I would. Next, she had made me come down to perform cunnilingus on her. {You've become so fine, you didn't used to be like that. You weren't like that before. Don't you know how to say "eat her pussy" anymore?} Then she made me come upstairs again to continue fucking her. She even let me kiss her, even though I had my tongue in her pussy. We had repeated this several times, always under her instruction. It had been a long sex session and Gema had cum several times. It was usual with me that after her first orgasm she lost interest in continuing. But it had been a fantastic reconciliatory sex. At the end I had cum. Gema had immediately pushed me down, so that I would keep my promise to clean her, after I had cum inside her. With much reluctance but with the desire to keep my promise, I had done so. The second time had been, perhaps, the hardest. It was always difficult, when the libido was low. 

	Gema had fallen asleep. It was true that she was tired. Anyway, I was done with my homework. I had eaten my own cum. yuck! {Ji, ji}. I felt disgusted, on the one hand. And I felt daring, on the other hand. Life is short, why not give it a try? I carefully covered it up. Next, I picked up the pieces of my cage, trying not to make noise. I turned off the light. And I went to the bathroom to put them on. Before, I took the opportunity to wash my parts. Hygiene was the hardest part of wearing the chastity device. I turned off the light, but first I took a last look at my pink panties. I had placed it carefully on the chair with the rest of the stuff. Gemma liked me wearing it, while I was making love to her. So did I. It pushes the balls up and creates a nice sensation underneath them. That's how I had carried her, while I was making love to her. And while I was cleaning her. But she had ordered me to go to bed without them. You are deliciously naughty! I smiled. Gemma had learned to pay attention to such details. Previously, she hadn't. She had a harder time reading between the lines when I told her something. It's not her fault. I just don't express myself much. I had mentioned it to her once. I had told her that without panties (or briefs) it was harder for me to sleep. My dick had more freedom and ended up rubbing against the mattress in various positions. It kept me aroused for a good part of the night. It even happened when I was wearing the chastity device. The tight panties kept it parked in a fixed position. In this respect (and others), they were better than briefs. As far as getting a sound sleep, I was going to have a bad night. Something was cooking. I smiled. 

	 

	


Chapter III - Whiskey and SMOKE 

	  

	"Whiskey, like a beautiful woman, demands appreciation. First you look, then it's time to drink." - Haruki Murakami  

	  

	  

	I regretted having called Silvestre. My desire was not to interfere in his idyll with Nuria. Daniel had arranged for Silvestre, but I knew he felt something for me, something genuine. And I had feelings for him. It was a chapter of my life that had closed, but it was an important chapter and one that I would always remember fondly. Nevertheless, I had had no choice but to call him. Now I regretted having done so. 

	"Hello, what a surprise. I wasn't expecting you," Silvestre had said as he picked up the phone. 

	"I know. I know. I'm sorry. I..." he had replied. 

	"Bah! Don't worry. I understand. I'd say I'm the one who's sorry, but it wouldn't be fair for me to say it. You know what I mean." 

	"How about Nuria, are you still with her?" 

	I had mixed feelings about her. At a key moment, she had acted selfishly, but in doing so, she had opened my eyes to the danger my relationship with my husband was in. I had focused solely on Luis Alberto and had neglected my husband's needs. Nuria had acted in her own best interest but also in mine. From the bottom of my heart, I wished them both well. They had a beautiful love story behind them that had been cut short by Luis Alberto. Yes, precisely Luis Alberto, the one who had almost cost me my marriage, although the culprit was not him but me. 

	"Uh..., yeah, sure! Hey, it's noisy in there, isn't it?" 

	"Huh? No way. Well, maybe it's the wind. I'm out in the garden. 

	"Ah, okay. But are you okay?" 

	"Yeah, yeah. Everything's fine. I was just coming from... well, I thought I'd give you a call. I didn't want to intrude. 

	"Bother? Gema, you never bother! I'm sorry it all ended up like this. I'm really sorry." 

	Silvestre seemed like a different man. You could see it in his voice and in the way he expressed himself. Maybe it was because I was no longer his slut. In our time together, that was what he used to call me. I had my doubts if that term had its origin in him or had originated from my husband. Although it might sound pejorative, I liked it because it simplified my relationship with him. We had not been boyfriend and girlfriend. It had been a sexual relationship in which he pushed me - opened doors - for me to act in increasingly sexually daring ways. Of course, the term didn't really do justice to the truth. Between Silvestre and I there had been much more than just a sexual relationship. But now he belonged to Nuria, which was as it should be. They made a good couple. 

	"It's not true," he had blurted out, perhaps more harshly than he had intended. 

	"What? Oh, I get it, you mean Nuria? Yes, you're right. In that sense, I'm not sorry. It was a carambola, but without you and Daniel, I don't think it would have happened". 

	"I guess you live together then." 

	"Huh? No, no. Not at all. We take it one step at a time. But I do sleep several days a week in her apartment, with her." 

	There was something strange in the relationship between Silvestre and Luis Alberto, something he would never fully understand. Silvestre was not willing to abandon his roommate or brother, as they used to call each other.  

	"Sure, I guess she won't want to go to yours." 

	"No, he doesn't want to. And it's better that way. Hey, why don't you call her one day? She'd like to re-establish contact with you." 

	"Then you'll have a nice threesome. You, her and... the Italian, Andrea," I had told her, ignoring her proposal. And my husband. I couldn't get what had happened out of my mind. 

	"No, not at all!" Silvestre had sounded embarrassed. "Andrea has returned to his country. He has finished his studies in Spain and has returned to Italy." 

	So, despite the fact that La Pelirroja had been left alone in the apartment and that Silvestre spent several days a week there, he still did not cut the umbilical thread that seemed to bind him to his brother, but he was less and less under his brother's influence. 

	"Seriously, call her." 

	"And Luis, how is he doing?" she had asked him, again ignoring his comment. He hadn't wanted to ask her about him, but anything was better than talking about Nuria. If I just hated her, it would be easy. My problem was that I hated her and loved her at the same time. She had been a bad friend and having been a bad friend, she had been a good friend. It wasn't a matter of middle ground, but much less was it black and white. It wasn't that simple. 

	"Well...," Silvestre had answered ambiguously. "You know, he's him. But he's changed," he had assured him, "a little. Really, the lesson you gave him penetrated deep into him. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha." He had laughed at her witty pun. Under normal circumstances, I would have laughed too. It wasn't unfunny, but it had caused me serious marital problems and it was no laughing matter. [It wasn't his fault, it was yours. You allowed it.]  

	"I'm sorry," Sylvester had apologized right away. "But are you okay with Daniel?" 

	He sensed that Silvestre already knew the answer. He doubted that he and Daniel had not communicated in all this time. They could not have gone from accomplices to strangers in such a short time. [Why not? What have you done with Nuria?] 

	"I haven't heard from him again," Silvestre had said, as if he had guessed my thoughts. He had sounded embarrassed. Is it possible that they hadn't really spoken after that? Is it so embarrassing for men to have...? 

	"We're doing well. Very well, actually. We've fixed it." 

	"I'm sorry," Silvestre had repeated.  

	{How many times has he said it already? This is not typical of him}.  

	[How many reasons do you have to feel it?]  

	Well, he has a few and he'd better feel them all: Collude with my husband. Betting me with Luis Alberto. Fucking my husband.  

	[No, no. That didn't happen! Oral sex is not fucking].  

	And how do I know? How do I know that I have been told everything? 

	"I'm sorry," Silvestre had repeated again. Either he was feeling very guilty or La Pelirroja had really made a change in him. The Silvestre I had known was more forward. 

	"I want to ask you a favor," he had told her. 

	"How?" "Of course, Gema. Anything you want." 

	"I have become unemployed and..." 

	"Oh! I'm sorry," he had interrupted me to apologize for the umpteenth time. What was his fault that I had been fired? 

	"No, that's not it." I hadn't called you to ask you to help me find a job. {Actually, that's exactly what you're doing}. 

	"Do you remember that friend of yours that you introduced me to?".  

	My heart was racing and I had begun to sweat despite the cold. I hadn't even dared to say his name. That was very humiliating for me. But from Nuria I had learned to bear humiliation with pride. A woman had her assets and should not be ashamed to use them all, if it suited her. Nature had not endowed us with testosterone or muscles, but it had given us other things. It had given us man's weakness. Men's weakness is the need to look at themselves in the mirror of women, whether they seek to submit to a strong woman or to feel macho by submitting to a woman. Of course, the analogous can also be said of women. But there is a huge difference: men tend to think with their dicks, while women rarely think with their pussies. I bit my lower lip.  

	"Eh... Who?" Silvestre had stopped talking for a few seconds. Perhaps he was reminiscing, perhaps he was waiting for clarification from me. However, I had resisted the temptation to break the awkward silence and had held out until he alone fell for it. "Gerardo?" he had asked in bewilderment. 

	"Yes, blue eyes," he had confirmed to her. 

	Silvestre had introduced me to him at the Palace Hotel in Madrid. It had been the last time we had met. Before the meeting, he had told me a few things - few, actually - about my date. Among them was that he had blue eyes. And so he had kept that nickname, although I doubted that Silvestre had realized that I, for me, had baptized him that way. 

	"Were you very angry?" he had asked her. 

	"Well... not exactly. He really enjoyed your company." The appetite we took. "That's true. But you... left me in a bad place." 

	I'm sorry. I had thought about it, but I hadn't told him. I had no reason to apologize to him. I had regretted it at the last moment and hadn't done it. It was my right to back out. 

	"Do you know anything about him?" 

	"Hey! What's this all about?", Silvestre had asked with justifiable suspicion. 

	"Do you have his phone?" 

	There were several things about my plan that I didn't like. The first was that it was highly unlikely to go forward. Actually, that was both good and bad. If it doesn't work, so much the better. And if it does work out, it's fate. The second thing I didn't like was the worst: Blue Eyes was coming from Silvestre's side. And my examiner, in turn, came from my husband's side. Everything would again have its origin in Daniel's machinations. I couldn't seem to get out of this loop. Ah, Daniel! But I sense you're not going to like this. I'm counting on it not to. I'm counting on it making you uncomfortable. You don't have to like it. It doesn't have to be a Sylvester and it's not going to be. It's better that he's not. I'm in charge, even if it all has its origins in you. The third thing I didn't like was... well, you can imagine. 

	"Yeah, I guess so. Hey, Gema, you're not thinking about...?" 

	"You pass it to me," he had told her dryly, ignoring the implications of her ellipsis. 

	"As you wish Gema," Silvestre had replied. I swear I heard him sigh and saw him shake his head. "You never stop surprising me." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Predictably, I had slept badly. Without the support of panties or briefs, my dick pressed and rubbed against the mattress every time I turned around. In this case, it was inside the chastity device. I had just enough room to move a little bit inside it. The chastity device pressed against the mattress and my cock moved inside it. The underwear limited that unnecessary movement. It was not unpleasant. On the contrary, it was very pleasant. Too pleasant. That's why I hadn't been able to sleep soundly. Despite the orgasm and after the initial refractory period he had continued to be aroused. Partly it was due to that movement he had mentioned. Partly because he sensed that Gemma was preparing something. It was her turn to organize things. I've already screwed up enough. Knowing her, she would make a good choice. The Luis Alberto thing was a temporary mental derangement. I would have found someone young, handsome, intelligent... He had only told me he was a businessman. Silvestre is not an entrepreneur, but almost. He has a lot of freedom within his company. Had he found the new Silvestre? The thought had made me irremediably remember the night with Nuria and him. It was not something I wanted to remember. But having had to eat my own sperm didn't help to erase it from my mind. Why didn't Gema want me to wear underwear to bed? Did she want to keep me aroused all night? Did she know what I was thinking?  

	I knew that by wearing panties and eating my own sperm I didn't just want to humiliate myself. I was also trying to effeminate myself a little. I wanted to bring out that feminine side of me that all men carry inside. {I like the panties a lot more than your old underpants.} There was a reason why women were XX and men were XY. X was also present in men. Besides, I had read it in that book of hers on female domination that I had found under the bed. I didn't care that he was trying to empower my feminine side. I wasn't interested in being effeminate at all. I wasn't good at that, physically or psychologically. But bringing out that sweet, not so taciturn side wasn't a bad thing. In any case, anything was better than the deadly routine of convention. I didn't perhaps have the initiative to take the reins for certain things. But if I was pulled (or pushed), I was game for a blitz.  

	Still, there were things that made me doubt. And I couldn't talk about them with anyone. I could ask the redhead. But that option was out of the question. I didn't want to risk a jealousy attack from my wife. I had risked enough asking her if she knew if Andrea, Nuria's Italian, did those things too. I only knew that he wore a chastity device and endured physical punishment. {And that she had fucked a man in the ass. Did you forget that?} I was sure Luis Alberto hadn't forgotten. Fuck you! Against all odds, my wife's stupid plan had worked out. I had no choice but to applaud her for it. She had carried it out against my better judgment. For me, it would have been better if she had simply forgotten about it. Or that she had reported him to the police. Depending on how you looked at it, he had raped her. What was clear was that he had made a pass at her. Andrea, the Italian, had been the instrument of my wife's revenge. And Nuria's revenge. She had her own reasons to take revenge on that beast. But that had been grotesque. What she deserved. To answer the previous question, no, I hadn't forgotten that fact. It just didn't interest me. In fact, I was disgusted at the thought of fucking a man in the ass. I shivered. That wasn't even feminine. About my question about the Italian, Gema had simply said that Andrea did everything that Nuria ordered her to do. What things in particular, I had left open to my imagination. 

	It was Friday and in the morning I had to go to work. Now I was at work. I had gotten used to wearing the chastity device even at work. With the right pants, it wasn't noticeable. And, in any case, if it did show, what it looked like was that I had a nice package and that wasn't a bad thing. I had gotten up carefully so as not to wake Gema. She had no interviews that day and didn't have to get up early. Still, she had woken up. I used to be a deep sleeper, when I slept in my underpants or panties. But my wife's sleep was usually lighter. Gema had rolled over and mumbled something like, "He's tall." I wasn't sure if she had spoken in her sleep or if she had said it to me. Businessman. Tall. Blue eyes. Smart. It didn't look bad, a priori. Why, then, had he warned me that I might not like him? Why had he told me I should accept him, even if I didn't like him? He is trying to use my imagination against me. He is playing with me. I smiled. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Now I had the phone number and I didn't know if I should use it or not. If I hadn't called Silvestre, I wouldn't have it. It seems like I've gone back months and I'm back to where I was. {But with a different Daniel} [And even though you're at the same crossroads as you were months ago, you're also a different Gem]. Nervous, I went under the shower to calm down and clear my head. But when I got out, everything was still the same. I put on my bathrobe and went into the bedroom. My phone was where I had left it, on a chest of drawers by the door. I looked at it suspiciously. I had stored the man's contact details. Silvestre had passed them to me via WhatsApp. It would have been better if you hadn't passed it to me.  

	With my bathrobe on and a towel on my head, I went down to the kitchen for breakfast. The sun was streaming through the kitchen window. The day had cleared and the sun's rays were filtering through the clouds. I sat down at the dining table. The first floor was diaphanous and the kitchen, dining room and living room merged into a single space. Daniel had designed the house that way. I had initially opposed the idea of joining the kitchen and the living room. I had preferred to separate the two spaces, even with a large sliding door. But my husband, taciturn, had refused my proposal and had gotten his way. He had been right; it looked much better that way.  

	I had a knot in my stomach and I wasn't very hungry. Besides, I wasn't the type to wake up with an appetite. But it was already past ten in the morning and I didn't want to despise the toast Daniel had made me before he left for the office. That homemade jam was delicious. My mother had made it. If my mother knew what kind of trouble I was in... {Mom, for the time of her youth, she was fresh. Don't you remember those black and white photos with those mini-skirts she wore?} It was the time of the sexual revolution. What if I am being part of a sexual revolution, except that I don't know it? Had the previous generation been aware of the revolution they had been carrying out or, from the inside, they didn't realize it? [It's no sexual revolution. It's stupidity what you are pretending to do]. {She spoke, you prude sister!} 

	I finished breakfast and went back upstairs to the bedroom. The cell phone was still in the same place; it hadn't moved from the spot. Once again, I looked at it suspiciously. I preferred not to go near it. To kill time, I decided to get dressed up. I didn't intend to leave the house. At worst, when Daniel returned he would find a pleasant surprise, seeing me looking pretty for him. But I wasn't doing it for him. Actually, I am doing it for him, although I don't mean the make-up thing. I had a good mental cocoa. I checked the result in the mirror. I didn't look too bad for my age. I had a pretty face - prettier still, after makeup - a nice ass that was still smooth and boobs that... well, they weren't too bad either. It was nothing a push-up bra couldn't fix. [No one had complained about them, neither Silvestre nor... nor... nor... you know, Luis Alberto]. Nor had Silvestre's poker buddies for whom she had done a striptease complained. Nor the boyfriend's friends -Juan-, for whom he had done another striptease. Only Daniel makes a jocular comment from time to time. Actually, it had been a long time since he had made any negative comments. I shook my head. That time with Silvestre had been a crazy time. So many crazy things I've done that I didn't think I was capable of doing. {And, on the one hand, you've evolved with that and since then. But, on the other hand, you seem to have gone back to the initial Gem. What are you doing lately that's fun or daring}? Lying to my husband with fake lovers, that was the most daring thing I did. And imagining stories about the people I was seeing while I was bored in a bar for a while. That was the most fun I had. [There's also all that stuff you're doing with Daniel. Why haven't you tried the harness thing yet?] It was true that my current sex life could not be defined as conventional. But doing things with another man, that added an extra level of spice. 

	The phone was still there, not moving, predictably. I opened the dresser closet and started going through my clothes. Some pieces brought back special memories. I went into the bedroom to pull out a chair. As I did so, I walked past my cell phone. Unconsciously, I pulled my hand away as I passed by it. {It was you, I saw you?} [Me? I didn't do anything!] I pulled out a chair and placed it in front of the closet. Then I climbed on top of it. The false ceiling of the dressing room was low and there was hardly any space left between the closet and the ceiling. Tucked away, above the closet, was the picture in which I had framed my panties from my debut as a hotwife. With our daughter roaming around the house and sometimes borrowing clothes without asking, I couldn't have found a better place for that souvenir. Without getting down from my chair, I stared at the picture. They were the panties I had worn to the disco, the night I had met Silvestre. The night Daniel had arranged for me to meet him. Silly me! Those green eyes... Knowing that my favorite cocktail was Cointreau-Pineapple... That way he treated me... My husband had staged the whole thing and I had swallowed it! I had believed that it had all happened because of my sex appeal. I had believed that I'd picked him up. I shook my head, silly me, blessed scheming Daniel! Later, I had become suspicious, but for much of the time with Silvestre I had thought it had all happened genuinely. Now it's my turn to take over and scheme. If I don't, Daniel will get bored. He's such a restless mind... Silvestre had managed to get my panties off at the disco. My husband had warned me - although I hadn't believed him at the time - that they had a label with my phone number sewn on them. And Silvestre had indeed called me to return them. I looked at the painting. It's my turn to scheme. I put the picture in its place, on top of the cabinet, at the back. Then I took out another picture with other panties. I had framed both pictures myself, to warn my husband of his hotwife cuckold status. I knew he loved those mind games. These second panties were the ones he had worn to the poker night at Silvestre's house, where he had done a striptease for his friends and whatnot. It was also the night that Daniel, for the first time, had had to put on the chastity device. Too bad he couldn't hang both pictures in the bedroom. They were also the first panties Daniel had ever worn. Luis Alberto, in a humiliating but brilliant improvisation, had forced him to put them on. {It's not true that it was the first time, don't you remember that Daniel confessed to you that he once wore your underwear at home to try them on?} I sighed. Daniel was a complicated man. I put the picture back in its place and got down from the chair. 

	I returned to the bedroom to put the chair back where it belonged, where the dresser was. The phone was still on the dresser. I avoided looking at it as I passed. I turned to go back to the dresser, but before I had taken three steps, I turned back. I grabbed my clothes from last night from the couch. It was best not to walk past the phone empty-handed. The phone didn't move as I walked past it, predictably. Predictable. It's all so predictable. I started to put my clothes in the closet. The garter belt... I stared at the garter belt in my hands. It's the same as the one from that date. Silvestre, at the time, had refused to give me too many details about it.  

	"Doesn't a luxury escort choose her clients and know what to expect?", I had asked Silvestre, before his refusal to give me more details. I didn't intend to dedicate myself to that, but I had been tempted to try it once. When things weren't all as predictable as they are now. 

	"Whores don't always choose their clients and those who can afford to do so, don't always know everything beforehand," she had answered me with a smile. 

	"And it is you who chooses my clients? Are you my pimp?", I had asked, playing along. That had turned me on. The mere thought of doing it for money - of prostituting myself - made me shudder. Silvestre and... Luis Alberto, both of them, had been planting the seed in my mind. Silvestre had done it more delicately, playing the long game and taking care that the seed germinated and grew. Luis Alberto had done it roughly. [Luis Alberto (Luis!, I called him back then), with his energy -his brutality-, had managed to get me into a trance state -apparently, according to Nuria, the submissive zone-, in which I had accepted to be fucked by a chubby guy from the wedding party in exchange for money. Twice. He hadn't paid me, because I was tied up. He had paid Luis Alberto. [Honey, I told you at the time and I'll tell you again: that had nothing to do with prostitution or an erotic game. It got out of hand and you should have denounced him]. {Objection, Your Honor, Sister Prude! He turned me on. And I can and do declare that I did it voluntarily}. What Luis! proposed to me, what Luis! had done, had nothing to do with the idea that Silvestre had made grow in my head. The Luis! thing, the subspace thing... I bit my lip, damn it! I can't forget that. But I'm not willing to dive into subspace like that again, not with a brainless guy like him. 

	"It's just once, isn't it?", Silvestre had answered my question with another question. 

	"Of course! Or do you see me doing this?" he had said. 

	"I see you capable of anything, Gema," Silvestre had replied with an accomplice smile, shaking his head with a mixture of disbelief and admiration. [You made up the admiration part! The disbelief part is credible]. "If it's once, you'd better trust my judgment," he had added. 

	"Okay. But what can you tell me about him?", I had insisted. 

	"It's better that you don't know so much beforehand and find out for yourself. Or when you meet someone for the first time do you already know everything beforehand?" Right away, Sylvester had realized his gaffe, but it was too late to fix it. He had known everything about me before he spoke to me. My husband had told him everything: my tastes, my preferences, my fantasies... everything! "All right. I'll give you a few strokes," he had finally conceded. 

	And so, he had told me that my... client... was a businessman, mature and he wasn't looking for just any whore. He was looking for a refined woman who didn't do that. He wanted an amateur, a first-timer if possible. Just as Daniel had done with Silvestre, he had shown my potential client some pictures of me. Silvestre had confirmed that he liked me. And he had told me that he liked fine lingerie, specifically corsets, stockings with garter belts and high heels. In this regard, the client she had sought out for me - a man with whom she had done other, supposedly normal, business - was somewhat of a fetishist. He had also assured me that this man was a gentleman, somewhat old-fashioned and that the appointment with him would only be to talk and... whatever came up. He had insisted that meeting with him (I had done so, however, in the company of Silvestre and my husband, although Daniel had sat apart, at another table, to observe and intervene if necessary) did not entail any kind of commitment on my part. If I didn't like it, if I regretted it, I could back out at any time. I didn't even have to do anything at the time, even if the hotel room was already booked. 

	This fascinated and excited me, and the luxury of the Palace Hotel where we had arranged to meet had contributed to this. However, even though the conversation with the man had been surprisingly pleasant, I had backed out at the last moment. It hadn't been something I wanted to engage in anyway. I had only felt the tingle of experiencing it once. 

	I put the garter belt in place. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Hello, love, how are you?" I asked my wife. I had had to call her twice. The first time, she hadn't picked up the phone. Maybe she was in the bathroom or otherwise occupied. 

	-Hey... Ah! Hi, sweetheart! -my wife answered. -Perfectly. Eh... like a rose. 

	-I'm glad," Gemma had sounded a little strange, but I had my own concerns. Around here, it's the same old shit. Lots of work in quantity, but little recognition and quite a bit of demotivation from everyone. 

	-Are you going to be late? 

	-Phew! Well, I don't know. -I had a flexible schedule. In fact, there were days when he teleworked. But with all the rumors of layoffs, he preferred to spend more time in the office and be visible. Do you have anything planned? Do you want me to come back soon? 

	-Eh... no, I don't think so. Well, maybe I'll go shopping. I'll see. -I hadn't sounded entirely sincere, but if it was infidelity I was planning, I wouldn't be the one to complain. 

	-As you wish, love. You know I support you in everything. Listen, I have to leave you, the boss is coming. A kiss. I love you. 

	-I love you more. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Another drink? -asked the man to his friend, with the bottle of whiskey in his hand and a slight smile on his mouth. His blue eyes seemed to want to say something else. 

	-Always," his friend replied. He had known the man for five decades. It was unclear whether he meant he wanted more whiskey or whether he wanted to know what his friend would undoubtedly tell him next. He probably meant both. He held the glass close to him and listened patiently, waiting patiently for what his friend had to tell him. 

	Both remained silent. Only the ice cubes could be heard clinking against the glass. One ice cube per glass was enough. It was not advisable to water down that drink. There was no sound of the whiskey gurgling out of the bottle to fill both glasses. That man knew well that excessive movement did not suit that spirit. It was better to treat it calmly. And better still, it was better to savor it in tranquility. The man had lived more than half a century and acted as if he had all the time in the world ahead of him. Young people live like there's no tomorrow, the man thought. He too had been young, but he had learned to enjoy what life had to offer. But best of all, he thought, is to enjoy whiskey in good company. He spent a lot of time alone, but he didn't mind. Loneliness was preferable to bad company. But a good whiskey in the right company, that was the most a man could aspire to. 

	His friend felt the same way. He, too, had been left alone and was in no hurry to fill the gap with anyone. 

	The man finished pouring two fingers of the amber liquid per glass. He then carefully placed the bottle on the table. It had a normal design. It was not like that of other spirit bottles that boasted packaging, trying to divert attention away from the contents. The bottle was simple, but it had a small aesthetic detail on the neck that set it apart from the others. However, it was in its simplicity -not vulgarity- where the elegance of its aesthetics lay. But the important thing was what it contained. 

	The man clinked his glass against his friend's in a silent toast. His eyes sparkled, eager to tell his friend one last piece of the most pleasant news that had befallen him. However, his mouth remained closed, except to take a small sip of that drink. His friend held it in and imitated him. He was intrigued, but he considered himself the man's equal. He wasn't going to lower himself and break the silence. He knew that was what his friend wanted, but he wasn't going to do him that favor. That was part of a particular game they were playing with each other that only the two of them understood. Any observer would think that they didn't have much to say to each other, but the opposite was true. In those silences they were saying much more than an infinite number of words could not convey. 

	The man savored with satisfaction the whiskey he had chosen for the occasion. He had a well-stocked bar with different brands of whiskey and other spirits. Each of them had a special meaning for him. His friend understood this and so he was especially expectant, although he tried not to let it show. The man took a sip and closed his eyes to savor all its nuances. In his mind, images of what he anticipated was going to happen kept coming to his mind, and it filled him with pleasure. That whiskey, a sixteen-year-old Lagavulin, was not an expensive whiskey for his pocket, but it was one of his favorites. Nor was it a cheap, blended type of crap, created solely to reduce the cost of the product, in exchange for lowering the quality. That authentic Scotch had a complexity of nuances that only a seasoned consumer could appreciate. It was a malt cigar with a special character, not suitable for everyone's palate. Many people did not like the smoky flavor. To those who couldn't appreciate it, it seemed like the distillery had burned down and they had salvaged an unsalvageable concoction to limit their losses. But the man knew that it came from the use of peat as a fuel for drying barley. That tradition had been started out of necessity, at a time when coal was too expensive, but it had ended up giving those local whiskies their distinctive flavor. 

	The man knew the area well. He had visited the Islay region in the northwest of Scotland to learn more about the birthplace of those whiskies. He had visited all of Scotland, as he appreciated the different variations of that spirit. He had not, however, visited the northernmost islands. Not only had he not done so for convenience - he hated traveling by boat - but also because the whiskies of that area did not convince him. They did not have a well-defined profile and the smoked ones were smoother and less peaty than those from Islay. Islay, as the name suggests, was also an island. It was located just beyond Ireland, just to the north. To get there, you had to travel by ferry, but it was worth it. Like all of Scotland, it was often cold and windy. Islay, however, enjoyed a more temperate climate, as some of the warm Gulf Stream still reached it. But the discomfort did not deter him, if the goal was worthwhile. He had proved it time and again throughout his life, carving out his future with his own hands and, above all, with his head. In return, over the years, he had lost a bit of his soul or his heart. Life was hard and to survive you had to know when to act tough. It was the price you had to pay to prosper.  

	The man savored another tiny sip. He was not yet ready to share with his friend what had happened to him. Besides, he preferred to keep him expectant. The use of peat gave the whiskey an iodized aroma, reminiscent of the sea. It had been produced slowly, with patience, the same patience that the master brewer expected from his consumers. The company wanted to make money, like all companies, and cared little about how consumers tasted its spirits, as long as they continued to buy its products. But for the master, spirit was everything. That's why he had not hesitated to let the man invite him to dinner to exchange impressions about drinking, the world and, of course, women. The master had a strong Scottish accent that sometimes made it difficult to understand him, even for the man, who had a fairly high level of English. The master had described to him the care with which the whiskey was made. The sixteen year old Laguvin received the slowest distillation of all the whiskies they produced and was one of the slowest of all the other whiskies produced in Scotland. The first distillation took about five hours. For the second distillation, they took even longer and went to nine hours. The slowness of the process gave the whiskey the roundness and smoothness of its aging. Previously, the fermentation of the barley was carried out even more slowly and usually took up to seventy-five hours. It was then left to age for years in European oak barrels. In his younger days, the man would have enjoyed a calimocho more than this whiskey, but now it seemed to him that he had in his hands a kindred spirit, patient, refined and with character. 

	The master was clearly proud of his work. Not for nothing had the distillery been founded in 1816 and was one of the most storied in Scotland. The master had disdainfully explained to him that the name Lagavulin was an Anglicism of the original Gaelic name "lag a'mhuilin", which meant "the valley of the mill". It was clear that he was not comfortable with the English influence-occupation. He was jealous of the old ways and longed for the return of the old rightful king of Scotland, James II of England and VII of Scotland, the last Catholic king, which, for obvious reasons, was impossible. The man had no doubt that the master, in another age, would have been a Jacobite. Such was his fervor that he believed himself to be a descendant of the old MacDonalds clan, which traced its origins back to the early 14th century, to Aonghus Óg Mac Domhnaill, youngest son of Aonghus Mór Mac Domhnaill, Lord of Islay. The man liked history. When he visited a country, he did so not only to enjoy its cuisine or its nature. He did it to get to know the people better and to understand how history had shaped them. Often, he would spend months studying the history of the country he was visiting, which brought him pleasure on a par with the visit itself. 

	The man was Catalan by origin, although he had been living in Madrid for decades. He understood nationalist sentiments, as he had experienced them during the time he had lived in Catalonia, in his youth, until he had moved to Madrid, about five years after finishing his university studies. His sister-in-law, in fact, was a staunch nationalist. To the man, this anachronistic stubbornness left him cold. He thought that national identities were a load of nonsense and that the only identity that counted was his own, that of the individual. He accepted the state as a necessity, but refused to return to the tribe that imposed customs, ideas and ways of thinking. But that was not why he did not get along with his sister-in-law. The master distiller had tried to paint a parallel between the situation in Scotland and Spain, even without knowing the Catalan origins of his interlocutor. It had seemed the same to the master, but the man had quickly clarified that any resemblance was purely the intentionality of the nationalists and had no historical basis. Unlike Scotland, Catalonia had never been a kingdom and had never been invaded by the Spanish. It had belonged to the Kingdom of Aragon, which had voluntarily joined - in marriage - the Kingdom of Castile and Leon to found Spain. "It's a pity," the master distiller had replied, "fighting is in the Scottish DNA. When we're not fighting the English, we're fighting each other." The master distiller had raised his glass and raised a toast to the fight, uttering words in Gaelic that the man was unfamiliar with, but whose pronunciation fascinated him. 

	The man, for his part, had toasted aloud to the Duchess of Alba. The master distiller had asked him, surprised, about the meaning and the man had proceeded to explain it to him with great pleasure. He was not a monarchist. Experience had taught him to be pragmatic. But he was amused by the situation of a Spaniard being the rightful heir to the Scottish throne. Maria del Rosario Cayetana Fitz-James Stuart y Silva was the person with the most noble titles in the world and descended from the Stuart dynasty. He smiled as he realized that he had just fallen victim to the chauvinism he despised. "Nobody's perfect," he thought, "and I have more than one flaw. This little slip is of the minor ones. I have other, more important sins for which I will burn in hell." He shrugged. "But I understand it's a most interesting place," he said to himself in thought. The master distiller had been impressed and had asked him, somewhat nervously, if she was a Catholic, which the man had affirmed. Next, even more nervously, he had asked him if he knew her. The man had denied it, but had admitted that he knew people around her, as he had done business with them.  

	The man opened his mouth, but restrained himself from telling his friend the story that had happened to him. Instead, he popped a small piece of chocolate with almonds into his mouth. The master distiller had taught him that perfect pairing of chocolate, nuts and whiskey. To enjoy it, you had to first take a sip and then put a piece of chocolate in your mouth. You had about three minutes during which the flavors and texture of the dark chocolate and nuts combined with the roasted and peaty aromas of the whiskey. It was an unlikely harmony, totally unbalanced in appearance, but it seemed to the man that these were the best. As he savored it, he took the ice cube out of the glass. It had already reached the optimum temperature and he did not want to water down the drink, as he intended to enjoy all its nuances. 

	When he finished savoring the chocolate, he washed his mouth down with a gulp of sparkling water. The Lagavulin always left a soft tingle in the mouth. With water, the taste was gently washed away, which brought back the sophisticated smoky taste and left the mouth ready to receive the next drink. The man liked the bubbles, how they prolonged the tingle while cleaning the mouth for the next sip. To the master distiller that would have seemed like heresy, but the man was not the master distiller. He fed on everything, but he carefully selected what he wanted to keep. The friend imitated him. He then raised his glass to his mouth for another sip. The man, however, this time, did not take the glass of whiskey. He opened his mouth for a different and eagerly awaited reason. 

	-Guess who called me this morning," the man asked his friend. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I had called my star client. I won't name names, but let's just say it was a Spanish multinational. This client was the eternal promise. He promised a lot. And he demanded even more. But it had not quite got off the ground. He had bought things from us in the past. They had been medium-sized projects, not insignificant for us. But it was nothing compared to his potential, to what he was entitled to for his size. In return, he had made us suffer a lot with those projects. He demanded perfection in an unprecedented way. It demanded that everything be configured very finely. And he was not easy to mislead, because on top of that, he knew what he was talking about. The problem was not that he was demanding. As a customer, it was his right. "Quality is when you get something more than you expected," said a popular definition. Our company always worked with quality. I always did. The problem was that he was demanding more than what he had contracted for. And we were giving it to him, because we hoped that once and for all he would carry out the necessary expansion of the system. But that expansion never came. The customer was the eternal promise. And it was consciously so. 

	Carles -that was his name- was a peculiar person. He had things you wished every customer had. He was intelligent, methodical and elegant in his ways. He never left any loose ends. He had gotten enormous value out of the solution he had bought from us. We were in the business of selling and implementing high-end IT projects. He had squeezed it out like no one else. It was a beautiful success story. Fortunately, Carles had agreed on several occasions to participate in talks with other customers to share his experience. He was a good reference for other clients. And he was a champion within his company. This is the name given in various sales methods to people who are able to promote a purchase within their company. But he was also a bottleneck and a dead end. We were too dependent on him. And he knew it. We couldn't skip it, because we ran the risk of angering our greatest ally. So we had no choice but to dance to his music. He set the rhythm. But even though he was an enthusiast for our solution and was making the most of it, he would not take the step to expand it. He didn't refuse; that's why he was the eternal promise and we put all our eggs in the basket to keep him happy. This stinginess is typically Catalan. It was an unfair cliché, like all of them. But it was true that, in my experience, the Catalans were particularly difficult to do business with. They gave them a lot of run-around. They asked for a lot of reports. They made collegial decisions, for which they met in multiple commissions. It gave the impression that they were doing it to delay the purchase and having to spend the money. It was silly, of course. It also happened in other companies and other places. Besides, I had the feeling that Carles wasn't even Catalan. His e-mail address was listed as Carlos, not Carles. But he liked to be called by the Catalan version of his name. To be honest, I didn't really care, as long as he decided once and for all to buy the system extension. 

	-Daniel, things are not going well," my boss told me. Have you looked at your numbers yet? 

	I was a project manager in my company. I was in charge of getting the orders and making sure that a good implementation was done. But, above all, I was measured by the former, by the orders. 

	-We have a good pipeline," I replied. It was true that we had a good pipeline of projects. The problem was that they had all been delayed, for one reason or another. If it wasn't the damn crisis that hadn't just ended (those green shoots were nowhere to be seen), it was a corporate merger that was paralyzing everything. We were not having any luck. It wasn't my fault. 

	-You don't live off the pipeline, Daniel," my boss objected, "You live off orders. Or don't you and your team get paid month by month? 

	If it was so easy, why didn't my boss start selling? 

	-The orders will come," I assured him. 

	-Of course they will. But we need them now. We can't live on futures. -My boss looked at me seriously. Have you called Carles? -he asked me. 

	Even my boss knew his name. He was famous. And he was still the eternal promise. 

	-Of course. I call him every week. -It was a lie. I hadn't called him in a long time. I was fed up with his promises. Besides, every call from me became a new demand from him. I just called him this morning," I added. 

	-¿Y? 

	-The same as always: That they are interested. That they want to expand. That they have to see how to justify it. That investments are difficult. And that, in any case, we are not delivering everything we promised. That the system is not running optimally, at the level of performance that we had assured. 

	-Is it true? 

	-Of course not! The system is saturated. And it knows it. But it's playing with us. We have never done a fine-tuning like this, to squeeze every last drop of performance out of it. And of course, this at the same time slows down scaling up. And then, of course, there are bugs. Like everywhere. We fix them, of course. But he takes advantage of this to delay the decision about the expansion. 

	-That's because you don't understand the pain point, Daniel. You don't understand it and that's why you don't advance. 

	It was always the same old thing with my boss. The famous pain point. Some big shot had taken it out of a sales manual and now, my boss, he was always going on and on about it. It had become a kind of religion. Pain point. That was kindergarten in sales. Where did he squeeze the customer's shoe? Well, that's what it was all about. Elementary, Dr. Watson. Of course you needed to know where the customer was hurting so you could help them and move the sale forward. The idea was fine. But it was too elementary. Knowing the pain point guaranteed nothing. But who was the roster who dared to tell the boss? My boss. And my boss's boss. And his boss. And to... They complained about the crisis, but the problem was that there were too many chiefs and not enough Indians. And they were way out of touch with reality. They were mediocre. But they were there. And we were here. 

	-You have to meet him and look him in the eye to see what's really going on, Daniel," my boss lectured me. 

	-I know. I proposed to meet him today. 

	When I meet him, he's going to pull my livers out. 

	-¿Y? 

	-He's been giving me the runaround. He is in no hurry. He's given me a date for next week. I think he enjoys all this. Listen, um... 

	My boss raised his hand and stopped me. He then got up from the table and walked out, just like that, leaving me alone in the meeting room. It was clear that he no longer trusted me. But I knew that with this client it was better not to insist too much. I had to do the opposite. I took insistence as weakness and took advantage of it to ask for something in return. No, in the end I'll end up licking his ass. That's all he has left to demand of me. But my boss didn't understand. 

	-Daniel, we're in a critical situation. You are in a critical situation," he said just before walking out the door. But you don't seem to understand. You have to give it your all. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Unless you give me a clue, I'm afraid I'll never guess in my life," said the friend. But from the way your eyes are sparkling, I suspect you're going to get a lot of mileage out of that call. I'm not entirely wrong, am I? 

	-Let's make this interesting," the man proposed to his friend. Let's bet something. You bet that box of authentic Cuban cigars and I'll bet you a bottle of special whiskey I have. What do you say? You have three guesses. If you guess right, the bottle is yours. If you don't, the cigars are mine. The whole box. 

	The friend looked at the man in temptation. He had long wanted to taste that special whiskey that his friend kept. But deep down, he knew that more than tasting it, what he wanted was to steal it from his friend. If he won the bottle, he was capable of not opening it and keeping it as the treasure it was. Or maybe he would drink it, just to annoy him. He was sure that the man was thinking of doing the same with his cigars. 

	-No, no. My cigars are worth more than your bottle. I'm not going to bet that. Besides, you're at an advantage. Nevertheless, give me a hint. This looks like fun. 

	-And even more fun it will be," said the man, with a smile on his mouth, anticipating what would end up happening. He considered himself a connoisseur of people. He boasted of knowing them in an instant and the reality was that he had rarely been wrong. Okay, I'll give you hints. But let's bet something, though. If not your precious cigars, let's bet something else. Otherwise, it would be very boring, don't you think? 

	-What do you have in mind? 

	-I bet I kiss your feet too. That's a hint and my part of the bet. -He paused to let his words sink in, "What about you? How about betting you in exchange for... let's see... just one of your cigars? 

	The friend looked at him surprised and intrigued. What was he talking about, a clue and the bet at the same time? He knew the man and knew that he only proposed interesting things. When he had nothing to say, he kept quiet. 

	-I'm betting two cigars," the friend objected. I wouldn't let you smoke it alone," he narrowed his eyes. It had better be worth it! Huh? Three tries, huh? Let me think who it could be. Kissing feet, you say? 

	The man smiled with satisfaction. His friend had taken the bait. Whether he won or lost the bet, he would be assured of fun. Besides, he really had nothing to lose on his side. Whatever he had bet, it wasn't his, after all. It wasn't yet, but he was sure it soon would be. His instinct had seldom failed him. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-It was the second time this morning that I called my wife. I never used to call her. Months ago, I never called her from work. I didn't understand that there were couples who had to communicate during work hours. But I had changed that a few months ago. Still, it was unusual for me to call her twice in the same day. 

	-Eh... well. I guess," Gema replied laconically. She sounded strange. 

	-Have you been out shopping? 

	-No. In the end, I'm not going out today. Why? Do you want me to bring you something? Some wine? A whiskey? -she joked. 

	Gema was well aware that I was not used to drinking. I rarely used to have a drink at home. Once in a while I did, but it was infrequent. In any case, I preferred wine. Whiskey I could only tolerate mixed with some soft drink. 7-Up or Sprite worked very well. With Coca-Cola I also used to like it. But since on those occasions when I had a drink I usually did it at night, I didn't drink it with that because of the caffeine. 

	-No, no. I'm fine. It's just to see how you're doing. 

	-You're sick, aren't you? -my wife guessed. She knew me well. What happened? 

	-It's nothing. The boss. And that client I've told you about sometimes. I don't know if you remember him. 

	-Mm-mm," my wife said ambiguously. 

	-Nothing, leave it! I'm going to stay late, if you don't mind. The boss is in the office and you know, you have to look the part. Here, the time you leave the office counts more than the time you come in or what you actually produce. 

	-That bad? -my wife was interested. 

	-Na'. Don't worry. I love you. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-And you have given him until next week? -asked the incredulous friend. 

	The man smiled. His face reflected the patient wisdom he had accumulated over the years. There were people who grew old without learning anything. But he had not stopped learning. His greatest treasure was not that bottle of whiskey. He appreciated that bottle very much, but it was still a material thing, no matter how much of a spirit it was. His greatest treasure was himself - the knowledge he had acquired and the skills he had developed - and his daughter-in-law. 

	-Obviously," he answered his friend. 

	-Why didn't you take advantage of the opportunity? 

	-Ah, Manolo. That's why you have never been a great businessman. You haven't lacked skills, I'll give you that. But you never had the necessary patience. Mind you, in the end you didn't need it. You were lucky," the man commented to his friend. He had him as an equal in many ways. He was one of the few people he could talk to on a certain level. But in other things he considered himself far superior. And he had reason to. The greater the urgency, the greater the need and the greater the pain, the longer you have to make them wait! Once the fish is biting on the hook, you must let it flutter from side to side to get the hook in deeper. Only then is it time to pull the fish out of the water. 

	-What if it escapes from waiting so long? -I admit I don't understand fishing, but I don't think it works that way. 

	-I don't really understand fishing either. But I do understand fish. And I understand people. Believe me, that's how I tell you. He won't get away. The fruit is ripe. I have a nose for it. He won't get away," the man repeated, "He'll crawl up and kiss your feet, you'll see. You can't complain that I didn't make it easy for you. 

	-I finally guessed it! -said his friend, Manolo. 

	-I gave it to you straight! I couldn't have been more explicit with the clues. Just a little more and I'll give you his name and surname, remember it when the time comes! 

	-Mmm. You seem very confident. I think that future possibilities cloud your view of the present, of what is real," commented Manolo amused. Look, I recently got a box of Arturo Fuentes cigars. 

	-Bah," the man replied, "They're not cigars. Why don't you bet those other ones, the ones you treasure so much? 

	-You'll never get those! Do you hear me? Never. As for the Arturo Fuentes, they are indeed Dominicans. But you should know that the Dominican Republic has a tobacco tradition as deep-rooted as Cuba's, if not deeper. In fact, the first cigars were brought to Spain by Rodrigo de Jerez from Hispaniola. 

	-But only because he was a sailor on Columbus' first voyage. 

	-The fact is that the climate and soil in the Dominican Republic are slightly better for tobacco than in Cuba. Besides, it is an advantage that the tobacco industry is focused on Cuba. You know what happens with the industry, which standardizes and reduces varieties to be productive. 

	The man nodded. He liked variety. Besides, he tended to have somewhat extravagant tastes that were out of the ordinary. 

	-These are Don Carlos cigars by Arturo Fuentes," the friend continued with the lesson. The body is from the Dominican Republic, but the wrapper is from Cameroon. That makes for a most interesting blend of flavors. It's quite fragrant. You'll like it. Without lighting it, it already gives you a smell of straw, wood and nuts. After a while, it smells like bread just out of the oven, a raisin bread. Then, when you light it, it turns to caramel, cocoa and leather, all creamy and with a sweet touch. Are you interested or not? 

	-What do you want me to bet in return, for my part? And what's the bet, especially? 

	-It's enough for me if you invite me to eat. I know a great steakhouse in Segovia. 

	-A meal for some cheap cigars? -The man laughed. It doesn't seem like a fair bet to me. 

	-If you are so sure that he has taken the bait and that he is not going to escape? 

	-No, no, Manolo. You know that doesn't work with me. Ha, ha! All right! Is that what you want, then? Let's bet the food in Segovia, then. If I miss it, it's on me. If he doesn't get away, you pay. And those cigars, take them with you, though. We'll smoke them together, after lunch. 

	-In the end I end up putting more," said the friend, pretending to be offended. It doesn't seem balanced to me. 

	-That's because I'm a better businessman than you. But don't complain! The previous bet I set you up to win. And if I'm right ... and I am! ... and I win this bet, I'll end up kissing your feet. I don't think you can complain about any imbalance. 

	-But that doesn't cost you anything! -Manolo protested, feigning discontent. 

	-I've already told you: that's because I'm a better businessman. 

	The man winked at his friend. They both leaned back in the armchair to savor the last sip of whiskey they had left. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	This forces Gema to pick up the phone, something she has been avoiding. She then calls Gerardo. 

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter IV – The INTERVIEW 

	  

	"Give him intellectual orgasms in multiples and allow temptation to drip from his ears. Delve into her thoughts and savor her perception. Know her soul and she will fill the emptiness of your filthiest imagination..." - A.D. Woods.  

	  

	  

	I had been completely wrong. I had overestimated myself. The signs were there, but I had misinterpreted them. I had seen the ad on the professional networking site LinkedIn that they were looking for a person for the position of secretary and had gotten my hopes up. I had browsed their website and had confirmed the vacancy. Also, the mere fact that the company had a decent website and worked with LinkedIn pointed to the fact that the company worked well and in a modern way. The position was somewhat above my professional experience, but I wanted to make a quantum leap. I didn't just want to work at something, I didn't just want to get out of the situation of being unemployed, it wasn't just about making more money. I wanted to do something that would stimulate me and allow me to grow. 

	I had knocked in the hope of finding a door wide open, but I had only found it ajar. It was obvious that I had miscalculated the impression I had made on him, but it seemed to me that we had connected in some way! I had thought he would have me in for an interview that very day, but in return, he had been cordial but distant and had asked me to send him my resume by e-mail. I wouldn't even send it to him. He had asked me to send it to the human resources department. 

	And that's what I had done, on the spot. The resume was up to date. You could tell it was worn out, from so many times I had sent it out. And there it was, being sent out once again, as it had been so many times before. At least the human resources manager had responded to me on the spot, as soon as she received my resume. And she had scheduled an interview for next week. 

	I smoothed my skirt before entering. It was a management secretary position, so I had sheathed my skirt suit. I had worn it to several interviews, though so far it hadn't brought me any luck. The makeup, I had put on a little more than on other occasions. I looked at my watch one last time. I didn't want to be late, but not too early either. On the dot, maybe a minute early, that was ideal. It was time. I took a deep breath and rang the doorbell. Twenty seconds passed (I had counted) with no answer. Just as I was about to ring again, the door opened. A handsome man, about thirty years old, opened the door. When he saw me, he smiled at me. He had very white teeth, so much so that he looked like a TV presenter. He was wearing a tie, but no jacket. 

	-I'm here for a job interview.  

	The man initially made no move to let me pass. Open-legged, with one hand holding the door and the other on the frame, he didn't flinch. He looked me up and down, making me feel uncomfortable. 

	-I have an appointment," I added. It's with... 

	-Come in! -he said at last. He pushed the door aside and made a gallant gesture, inviting me in. Follow me. I'll lead the way. 

	He leads me through the hallway, past several work desks. They were not cubicles, as I had expected for a modern company. [Daughter! That's not fashionable anymore.] Fortunately, they weren't long desks, either. That horrified me. The space was open, but at least each person had his or her own table. Suddenly, my guide stopped and I bumped into him. 

	-Sorry," I apologized. 

	The man smiled and I was overcome with the suspicion that he had slammed on the brakes on purpose. 

	-This is it," he said, "Good luck! -he added with his splendid smile. 

	He walked away from me, leaving me alone in front of the human resources manager's office. The man turned around. I quickly looked away, but I couldn't help but notice that he winked at me. 

	I knocked on the door. It was open, but I thought it prudent to knock with my knuckles first. The woman looked up from the computer and looked at me. 

	-I'll be with you in a moment," he said. Then he went back to staring intently at the monitor. 

	Time was passing. I felt every second as if it were the hand on the second hand. I didn't know what to wear or what expression to adopt. I tried to look as neutral as possible. 

	-Gemma? -said the woman, finally. Sit down! -she ordered, without waiting for my answer. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I got out of the shower. I dried myself. And I started to get dressed. Gema had already left. It was unusual for her to get up earlier than me. On weekends, she got up before me. But that was because I, by nature, was not an early riser. But on weekdays, work imposed its rules. Occasionally, however, I could afford to get up a little later. Specifically, I would do so when I had an interview with a client. I would try to schedule appointments so that I wouldn't get caught in the rush hour. It was a small advantage of being in the commercial world. The downside was that you were measured by the sales targets you achieved. And in sales, not everything depended on yourself. A lot depended on the customer himself. And luck also played a role. The meeting with the customer was at half past ten in the morning. That was an ideal time. After half past nine, the traffic slowed down. Most of the trips I made were between half an hour and an hour. So, that time was ideal to avoid traffic jams. Later was also not convenient. It almost forced me to stop by the office first. It wasn't a strict obligation, but as the situation was, it was convenient for me to be seen. 

	I could have coordinated with Gema. Maybe where she had to go wasn't so far from the client I was going to visit. Of course, that was unlikely. The kind of companies I had as clients were not the kind of companies where Gema used to drop off her resume. My clients tended to be large corporations. The interviews Gema had gone to were at small to medium-sized companies. But I don't even know the name of the company she went to today. {Imagine if, for once, you went to the same company!} I smiled. That was almost impossible.  

	I parked in the blue zone. I looked at my cell phone to check the time - I'm on time! I identified myself downstairs at the front desk of the building and they let me in. My visit was authorized. It was only two floors, but I avoided going up the stairs. I was wearing a pinstripe suit with a tie and vest. Vests were hardly worn anymore, but I liked them. Plus, when it was cold, it was an extra layer of fabric that came in handy. The problem was that later, in the buildings, they used to have the heating on full blast. And then you went from cold to overheating. And the vest didn't help in those circumstances. I didn't want to exercise too much. I tended to sweat easily. And even though it was only two floors, I didn't want to arrive with a racing pulse. I had to conserve my strength. It's going to take the livers out of me today. So much pressure from my boss to close the pending sale with this client would only make him take advantage of the situation. You have to give it your all. That's more or less what my boss had told me. I was ready for anything. I couldn't afford to delay this sale any longer. 

	I prepared to ring the doorbell, but I didn't need to. Someone was coming out at that moment. The man's mouth was glowing. Any more and he'd blind me. What an outrage! The teeth whitening treatments were getting out of hand. I slyly stuck my foot in the door before it closed. It wasn't the right thing to do. I was supposed to knock and someone was supposed to come and open it for me. I wasn't supposed to walk in like Peter in his own house. But I knew the way. I had been here too many times. I went in. No one said anything to me. Everyone was focused on their computer screens. Apparently, my client demanded as much from his employees as he did from his suppliers. Although I didn't know if he did the same with all suppliers. Maybe he's taking advantage of me, being too soft. Unconsciously, I brought my hand to my crotch, seeking to adjust the chastity device I was wearing or seeking to confirm that it was there. It had been an unconscious gesture, as I had said. I passed through the corridors. I knew the way by heart. No one looked up. Everyone, at their desks, was focused on their work. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The interview with the human resources manager had not gone well. I had enough interview experience to know when things were going well and when they were not. If even when things go well, they don't hire me.... 

	"Hold on, there. We'll call you back," he had curtly instructed me. 

	And by there he had meant the door to his office. And he had been waiting there for quite a while, on foot. And he didn't even know what he was waiting for. 

	He had asked me the usual questions. They always asked the same questions. They always asked what was already in the curriculum. It's a way of verifying that what it says is true. It was easy to lie with the written word, but it was more difficult to do it verbally and without being noticed. In this case, I had slipped in some bullshit. I needed to artificially enhance my work experience if I wanted to get a job as a management secretary. 

	He had also asked me strange questions, things I had never been asked anywhere before. For example, he had asked me to tell him something about myself that wasn't on the résumé. I cheat on my husband and he enjoys that. I had replied that I would like to play the piano but that I had never gotten around to it, because it was too difficult. That had not been a brilliant answer. It had hit me the moment I said it. It implied that I had no capacity for sacrifice or self-improvement. He had also asked me the different ways I could think of to find a needle in a haystack. What a stupid question! I had answered him with a magnet.  

	-Come with me," said the human resources manager after a long, futile period of waiting. 

	I followed her. [Hey, but isn't that...? Daniel? The director practically pushed me into an office and closed the door from the outside. I had thought I saw my husband, but that was absurd. It couldn't be, of course. It was just a man with the same build and a suit identical to his. 

	-Gemma V. Avril -confirmed the owner of the office. He was an older man, apparently nearing retirement. He had a dark complexion, slightly reddish, and was bald. The hair he still had was mostly black, with only a few gray hairs. It formed almost a circle around his bald head. He wore a white shirt and a red tie. He looked at me over his glasses. 

	-Yes," I said. He hadn't invited me to sit down, so I didn't. I didn't know what to do or what the purpose of this second interview was. I didn't know what to do or what the point of this second interview was. Did it mean I had passed the first round? And who was this person? Judging by his spacious office with a large mahogany-colored conference table, he must have been some big shot. The man was sitting at a table of the same type of wood as the conference table. It wasn't that big, but it was bigger than the human resources director's desk. And it was full of seemingly messy papers. Yes," I repeated in confusion, "It's me," I added unnecessarily, but this time with more energy. I wasn't liking the look in her eyes, but I didn't want to look like a frightened little girl who couldn't look anyone in the eye. I pulled out my strength and held his gaze. He looked me up and down. His thick eyebrows, black with long hairs pointing in different directions, protruded above his glasses. 

	-What does the "V" stand for? -he asked. In his hands he held some papers, which might as well be my résumé. 

	-Victoria. It's my middle name. 

	-Victoria, hmm? Gema Victoria Avril," she said with disdain, slowly pronouncing my name. Are you recommended by someone? 

	-I didn't know what to answer. Mr. Bosch," I answered after a few seconds of hesitation. He hadn't really recommended me, at least not exactly. I couldn't even say it came from him. I had called him and he had simply told me to hand in my resume to human resources. 

	-Hm," said the man in front of him. He looked down at the papers in his hand. As he turned the page - there were two pages stapled together - I could confirm that it was indeed my résumé. It didn't take him long to read the second page. Married? Children? -she asked without much interest. 

	-Yes, my husband and I have a daughter. She's seventeen," I added. I didn't want him to think I was little and that having to take care of her would mean I couldn't devote myself to the job. The interviews weren't going the way I had thought they would, but until I got a concrete offer, I couldn't turn it down. Maybe, despite everything, it's going to be better than I think. A shiver ran down my spine. 

	-Are you cold? -asked the man, very observantly. 

	-No, no. It was nothing. 

	-Good. -Thank you. Then wait outside. Close the door on your way out. 

	Had the interview already ended? How strange! He had hardly asked me any questions. He hadn't even bothered to invite me to sit down. I left the ugly little man's office and closed the door behind me. Once again, I had to wait. I looked around. I estimated that there must be twenty to thirty people working in the offices. Most of them were very focused on their work. Should I wait here, at their office door? Or should I go back to the human resources office? Slyly, out of the corner of my eye, I glanced out the window of the supposedly big boss who had interviewed me. If you can call that an interview. It was clear that they were not going to take me. The blind was drawn. The man was talking on the phone. He hung up and I looked away. I understood that the office was strategically located, in one of the corners of the office. From his desk, the man could see diagonally across the office. 

	At that moment, the human resources manager came in. His office was not far from that man's. 

	-Follow me," he ordered dryly. 

	I followed her, but not before checking to see if there was a sign on the office door that might give me a clue as to who the man was. Before, I hadn't noticed. But no, there was nothing. We walked through the office and the woman led me to the opposite side. A row of cabinets divided the office in half. Then there were about twice as many people as I had estimated. The cabinets had blocked my view of the other half of the office. The desks were of the same type, but many of them were empty. They had monitor, keyboard and mouse. Some were nice and clean, others had papers piled up and even scattered all over the table. A woman was half-sitting on the edge of the table, chatting with a man. It was the same man who had opened the door for me. The woman was wearing a little red jacket with a white blouse underneath. The skirt was also red and did not reach her knees, although it was difficult to judge its true length, due to the woman's pose. I sensed that the man had seen me out of the corner of his eye and had decided to ignore me. 

	-He's waiting for you," said the human resources manager, gesturing me into the office she had accompanied me to. Without another word, she turned and left. 

	Timidly, I knocked on the door to ask permission to enter. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	As I passed through the hallway, I had been under the impression that I had seen my wife. But it didn't make sense. It was just that lately I was seeing her everywhere. It must be the chastity device. It makes me always be focused on her. The client meeting had gone moderately badly. Or moderately well, depending on how it looked. He was willing to make the long-awaited request for an extension. But in return he was demanding indecent terms. I would have to tell my boss some bullshit about why I hadn't accepted on the spot. But I felt I could not accept those conditions as they were. They were demeaning. But we needed that order. You have to do whatever it takes to get it. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Come in," said a baritone voice. 

	I was totally bewildered with how everything was unfolding that morning. Timidly, I walked into the office. It was identical to the other office, from which I had just come. Oblique to the door, there was a window looking outside. I could see the parking lot of the building and in the background, the Sierra de Guadarrama. The day was clear, but, apparently, it had snowed in the mountains. The peaks were white. To the right of the door was the large meeting table. It was the same piece of furniture as the one in the other office. I counted five chairs around the table, but there could have been more. The door blocked part of my view of the table. On the wall to the right, next to the large table, was an antique sepia-colored painting. It showed a man with a stern expression. He had abundant white, graying hair and a thick moustache reminiscent of a walrus. The moustache was not as pristine white as his hair, if the sepia colors of the painting allowed that to be determined. The eyebrows were reminiscent of those of the big boss who had just interviewed me. The man was dressed in a suit with a vest. It was hard to tell if he was wearing a tie - I was sure he was, because it couldn't be otherwise - as white letters in capital letters made it impossible to see that part clearly: "Don't wait. The time will never be right." It was a Mark Twain painting. I would never have guessed it, but some letters, below the picture's lettering gave away his name. 

	To the left of the door, on the same wall as the door, was the interior window leading into the office. Like the other office, this one was also located in a corner. In this case, it was in the diametrically opposite corner on the floor of the building. From there, through the window, everything that was going on in that area of the office could be monitored. Naturally, the employees could also see what was going on inside the office. 

	To the left was the office desk. Unlike the one in the other office, this one was perfectly tidy. There was no paper on it. There was only the monitor, keyboard, mouse and mouse pad. The mouse pad served at the same time to hold a golden pen that glittered in the sunlight coming through the window outside the office. On that wall to the left, there was another painting, similar to the previous one, with the same man. In this case, the man was looking straight ahead. His gaze no longer seemed so stern. He was wearing a dark suit with a white shirt and tie, although, in reality, it could have been any color. The sepia-tinted black-and-white photograph made it impossible to tell the true colors. "Stay away from people who try to belittle your ambitions. Little people always do that, but the really great ones make you feel that you too can become great." Like the other inscription, this one was also English. I spent a few seconds - too much time - deciphering it with only partial success. The Anglo-Saxon language was not my forte.  

	-Gemma, close the door, please," said a deep voice. 

	Underneath the painting was a man of flesh and blood. He could easily have been the same age as the man in the painting. But he had neither his moustache nor his hair. Their looks, however, were not very different. He wore no jacket, but a vest with a tie. In fact, the vest resembled my husband's vest. It had the same type of stripes and was of a similar dark blue color. But this man's vest was at least two sizes larger than my husband's vest. The man wasn't fat as hell, but he was several pounds overweight. And he was big, too. You could see how he towered over the table. The other man who had interviewed me made the table look huge, by sheer contrast. In this case, however, the table, which was undoubtedly large, appeared to be of normal size. 

	I closed the door and finished entering the office. 

	-Gema, I'm glad you came. I trust the interviews went well. 

	-Eh... uh... well, yeah. I guess. -I didn't know what to say. Actually, they hadn't gone too well. But if he was applying for a job, he couldn't tell her that. 

	-Of course it is. -The shoulder smiled. His blue eyes sparkled with mischief. Gema, is everything you say in your CV true? -he asked in surprise in English. I had never heard my name pronounced in English before, let alone in such perfect English. 

	I swallowed hard. Of course, not everything on my résumé was true. I had exaggerated some things in order to qualify for the management secretary position. It was above my qualifications, if we were to take my previous work experience alone as a reference. But didn't every step lead us abruptly from one point to another? That was the way forward. Obviously, I had exaggerated my English level, among other things. In the interviews I used to do, they rarely checked. Maybe they didn't dare to check it for fear of making a fool of themselves. People who had a high level of English were not usually in those companies. 

	-No," I answered in English. Or maybe I did in Spanish. My head, however, had nodded. 

	-And I don't suppose you've ever held the position of management secretary either," said the man. 

	-No," I replied, this time clearly in Spanish. Again, however, my head had nodded. 

	The man smiled in amusement. I was still standing, because like the other big boss, my new interviewer - the only one I had expected to interview - had not offered me a seat either. 

	-If you tell the truth, you don't have to remember anything," said the man, without a hint of anger. I'll be frank, Gema. Yoli doesn't like you. And Baltasar doesn't like you either. 

	The world came crashing down on me. It was clear that I was doomed. I had seen this opportunity as my last hope, but I had failed again. It hadn't even developed as I had imagined it would. It was clear that my imagination had made me see things differently than they were.  

	-I... 

	The man raised his hand and interrupted me. 

	-Why are you here, Gema? Why are you really here? 

	-The post... 

	-No," the man cut me off again. 

	I swallowed saliva. 

	-I thought that after...  

	The man nodded to encourage me to go that way. I swallowed. 

	-I'm sorry I said no to you at the time. I didn't mean for you to take it as a slight. I... -It was clear that he had made me come to humiliate me, as revenge for having rejected him-. I thought we had connected in spite of everything. I'm sorry to have bothered you. 

	I turned to leave his office, embarrassed. How could I have been so stupid? But his deep voice stopped me. 

	-You are never a waste of time, Gema. But you still haven't answered my question. What do you expect from all this? 

	What could I answer him? Even I was not able to formulate it. It was just a set of ideas in my head, but it was very difficult to give it form. I had hoped he would help me express it in a way that made sense. But instead of a cordial dialogue, it was being an interrogation. 

	-I don't know. I don't know how to express what I want," I added. I'm sorry I almost ran out of there. I panicked. I..." I lowered my voice and my eyes, "I've never done it for money. I'm not like that. -There was silence for a few moments until I dared to look up again. May I sit down? 

	-I prefer you to stand," the man replied. You have a nice guy. -His eyes never left mine. Please continue. 

	-Are you angry with me? -I asked with suppressed rage. None of this was going the way I had hoped. I had expected to meet him, but not in the office. I had expected to sit down and talk. I had hoped to just talk to him and not have to go through filters beforehand. 

	-What makes you think that? Is it because I don't offer you a chair? I've already told you, I'd rather admire your figure, that's all. And no, I'm not angry with you. I have a good memory of that date with you. If I didn't find you a fascinating person, you wouldn't be here. I have a vague idea why you're here, but I'd rather hear it from your mouth. Don't worry, take your time. 

	-You're not going to make it easy for me, are you? 

	-Not at all. I'm going to make it difficult for you at the beginning so that it will be easier for you later on. 

	I sighed, half relieved, half frustrated. 

	-Are you still interested in... you know? -I asked, lowering my voice. That had been my last adventure with Silvestre. I had introduced myself to that man as a possible client from .... my sexual charms. At that time, I was excited about the idea of trying the experience of working as an escort just once. But at the last moment, I had regretted it. Maybe I did it because that man was physically not my type. Or maybe because I didn't want to be a whore, at least not a paid one. 

	-You'll have to help me. In what? 

	It was clear that he was not going to make it easy for me. 

	-In paying me to sleep with me," I finally replied. For me to be your whore. The amount he had offered me for a single night had been exorbitant. But I was not like that. 

	-No, not anymore," the man replied dryly. 

	-Ah," I said disappointed. Everything was falling apart, then. 

	-Silvestre had spoken very well of you, but you know that these things can't be trusted. Each person is different and it's important that things fit together. You seem to me a much more interesting person than I had expected to find and I wouldn't pay you just to get laid. -The man had not lowered his voice one iota. 

	I frowned, what was he trying to tell me? 

	-Do you want me to pay you to get laid? -he asked. 

	-No. -Yes. I mean... 

	-No or yes. It can't be both at the same time. Unless you can explain it. Go ahead, I'm listening. 

	I winced. That was hard for me to say; it hurt. 

	-The position of management secretary..." I stepped forward carefully. This time, the man didn't stop me. Is it to be your secretary or that of...-I stopped to remember the name-Baltasar? 

	-Does it matter? 

	-Very much! -I exclaimed without thinking. I was uncomfortable with how he was treating me, but on our first and only date I had liked him. It's the first impression that counts. In return, I had disliked Balthazar. If it was just about being his secretary, it wouldn't matter. Is it? 

	-Let's say yes," the man replied. He was serious, but he couldn't hide that he was having fun with it all. But I don't accept just anyone, no matter how pretty she is. 

	-I need the money. But most of all, I need the professional experience. Secretarial," I added quickly, "And I thought you might be interested in something like a personal assistant. -I unbuttoned a button on my blouse to emphasize my words. My blouse was buttoned all the way up. It was okay to open a button; I still looked very decent. More than the Susanna Griso of the morning news program. That one, without being indecent, always wears an extra button unbuttoned, with the excuse of placing the microphone.  

	-Wow, I'm sorry. If that's all, I'm not interested. You're underqualified for the management secretary position. I know you've never worked in a position like this. You need experience and skills. The skills, I think you have some of them and what you lack you can develop. As for experience, I'm one of those who think, I'm one of those who think that there are people who have no use for it and others who learn very quickly. I put you through the interviews to get a better idea of your professional capabilities.  

	-I'm sorry I didn't live up to the... 

	-Nonsense! Half of all humans are known for certain to be fools. That is not necessarily a bad thing. If it is known, it is enough to interpret their answers correctly. If Yoli didn't like you, it's because you're more talented than you realize. Unfortunately, she tends to prefer mediocre people. But a company also needs mediocre people to function. People who strictly do their job, you know. But for the position of my secretary I'm looking for a different profile. I'm not worried that you're not qualified. I'm confident you can do it. 

	-So...? You mean to tell me you're hiring me as a secretary? -I asked incredulously, "Senior secretary! No personal assistant... I had managed to do it without having to... 

	-Of course not. I have a string of more suitable candidates for that position. But as for being my personal assistant... Unbutton another button. As for that... -He waited until she obeyed. 

	Now I'm showing more cleavage than Griso. 

	-I wouldn't sign you up either," he concluded. 

	What? 

	-Turn around," he ordered me. He made a gesture with his finger telling me to turn around. 

	Even though he had told me that he was not going to hire me as a secretary or personal assistant, I obeyed. 

	-I like the way you're dressed. Secretary's skirt, stockings, heels..." she commented. -But there are some changes to be made. The stockings, for example, I like the ones with the stitching at the back. Call me old-fashioned if you want, but those are the ones I like. Are they stockings or pantyhose? -she asked suddenly. 

	-Huh? Stockings, they are stockings. 

	-Show it! -he ordered. 

	-But... but you said you're not going to hire me in any way," I stammered. 

	-Indeed. I won't hire you either as a secretary or as a personal assistant, no matter how much you need the money. Prove it! 

	I looked at the office window. The blind was drawn, but it was one of those vertical slats. I could see through it. I looked at the man. 

	-Are you shy? 

	-A little," I admitted. I blushed as I said it. What if you...? -I didn't finish the question. Suddenly, I understood. The angle of the vertical blinds allowed her to see him through them, looking across the office. Vice versa, they could see him. But from my angle, I could only see the corner of the office. And therefore, only someone in that corner could see me. I understand," I said. I started to pull my skirt up on one side, exposing my leg. 

	[What's the point, if he's not going to catch you?] 

	I did it slowly. I couldn't help but get excited about it. 

	-Mmm! -He exclaimed appreciatively, "And with a garter belt! Did you know I like it or do you always dress like that? 

	-Silvestre told me you liked it," I admitted honestly. I wore it the other day too. 

	-There are things I would have to change in you, things that money can't pay for. That's why I won't hire you. Do you understand? 

	I remained thoughtful. 

	-I understand. And I don't think I expressed myself well. 

	-It's possible," agreed the man. But I can't help you if you don't do it. I've already told you that I have better candidates for the position of secretary. And for what you call personal assistant... By the way, I like the name! For that, I wouldn't hire someone. I'm not looking for a service in exchange for money. 

	-I won't do it for free, if that's what you have in mind. -Now I sounded like a prostitute. I pulled down my skirt. 

	-Are you a whore, Gema? 

	-NO! -I protested. 

	-Good, because I wouldn't want one. But I sense that you're still not expressing yourself well. Is that so? There are things that are not easy for you to say, even though you think about them, right? 

	-You're right," I admitted. I bit my lip. But why don't you express what you want for a change? You didn't want a whore, but you were willing to pay me. What do you want? -I went on the counterattack. 

	-I'm not making it difficult to annoy you, Gema. I'm doing it to help you. I have my convoluted ideas of what I want, too. But it's not my place to express them first. You're the one who has to make the decision and I'm not going to try to influence what you want. I have an intuition, but it's up to you to say what you want. Do you want to tell me? 

	-May I sit down? -It would be easier for me if there was less distance between us. Why did you summon me to your office? 

	-No. But I want you to pull up your skirt again. Show me both your legs. But remember, I'm not paying you for it. 

	I didn't blush because I was already blushing. The conversation wasn't being comfortable for me. It would be much more so over a relaxed dinner. Why are you putting me through this? In the end, he would send me to hell. I couldn't say he hadn't told me so clearly. Nevertheless, I indulged him. I pulled up my skirt until the part of my thighs that wasn't sheathed in stockings was exposed. I continued to hold the skirt with my hands so that it would not ride down. 

	-I am here because of a mixture of things and a stupid idea I have distilled from them, Gerardo. -It was the first time that day that I addressed him by his name. That night I backed out because I wasn't clear about things. And because I am not a whore. I was fascinated by the idea of being one, for one night. But I'm not, not one night or two nights or anything. I've never done it for money. Silvestre already told you I hadn't done it, and I haven't done it since. -I felt a bit ridiculous, exposing myself like that, holding my skirt with both hands as I chatted with him. Even if you paid me, even if you paid me a million dollars, I wouldn't do it. 

	-Are you sure you wouldn't do it for a million? -Gerardo interjected. 

	-You know what I mean. -I waved my hand, rejecting the idea. Of course for a million I would. Who wouldn't? But that was ridiculous. That only happened in that Robert Redford and Demi Moore movie. Of course I had seen that movie, but it was ridiculous. Who would pay a million for one night? And I wouldn't fall in love with the millionaire, even if he was Robert Redford. Nor would my husband have a jealousy attack. 

	-Yes, I think I know. But hold your skirt with that hand again. It's come down a little bit on that side. 

	-But I'd be lying to you if I told you I didn't need the money. Or that I don't need a good job. I remembered you... then I saw the ad for the vacancy and I figured that... I don't know... I could combine both. 

	-Personal assistant instead of management secretary? 

	-No. A combination of both. 

	-It doesn't work for me, Gema. That explanation is not enough for me. Under those conditions, my dear, I'm not interested in you," Gerardo spat. 

	I felt his words like a slap in the face. 

	-Tell me, why are you holding your skirt up? I've already told you that you're not going to get anything like that. 

	-You told me to take it up. 

	-Yes, I remember it very well. But that doesn't explain it. Why? 

	I was unable to respond. I said nothing. I did nothing. Gerardo sighed. 

	-Touch your clitoris with a finger. Do it gently, on the outside of your panties. Just rub it," she ordered me. 

	Without knowing why, I did as he said. A warm feeling came over me immediately. 

	-So, what do you feel? -Gerardo asked me. 

	I swallowed hard, how could I explain what I was feeling? I couldn't find the right words for it. 

	-I'm excited," I finally admitted. I've barely touched myself and I feel it's very sensitive. 

	-Why is that? -said Gerardo. 

	The questions were awkward, but I felt less uncomfortable this way, answering their questions than having to elaborate on my part. 

	-For having her skirt up like that. Up," I continued in a low voice, a little hoarse. 

	-And how do you feel, having it up here in my office? 

	How did I feel? Excited. 

	-Exposed. 

	-Let's go over your résumé. -Gerardo rummaged in his pants and took out his cell phone. I'm going to record you," he observed, after focusing it on me. Why do you have your skirt up, here, in my office? 

	Was he recording me? {Do you feel exposed?} 

	-Because... because you ordered me to. 

	-Did I order you? 

	-Yes. 

	I didn't know if he had asked me to do it, if he had suggested it or if he had ordered me to do it. But I had reacted as if it was an order. 

	-And did I order you in exchange for something? Did I promise you something in return? Money, perhaps? 

	What does this have to do with my resume? 

	-No. You told me you wouldn't pay me for it. 

	-A job, maybe? 

	-No. You made it clear that there was no way you were going to hire me. 

	-So, did you hike up your skirt in exchange for something? 

	I thought to myself, was I doing it because I was still hoping that he would hire me if I did? 

	-No. I have not done it in exchange for anything. 

	-Then why did you take it up? 

	-Because... I don't know! Because... -I tried again- it turns me on! I guess," I tried to soften my outburst. 

	-And that's why you're touching your clitoris? 

	I looked down at my hand, but weren't we going over my resume? I hadn't realized that he kept touching me. I was doing it unconsciously. [It wasn't me! It was her!] {I admit it, I admit it. It's just that this turns me on}. 

	-Yes," I confirmed. 

	-And how would you like to continue from here? 

	-I..." It was still difficult to express what was on my mind. What terms were there for it? I wasn't a whore. But if he paid me, didn't I become one? But I wasn't doing it for the money. At least, I wasn't doing it just for the money. But I wouldn't do it without the money either. It was one more component, necessary but insufficient, just like other components that were necessary and insufficient on their own. How did you explain that? I want to be your personal assistant," I said at last, repeating the words I had said before. It was the easiest thing to do. 

	-What do you understand as a personal assistant? What do you imagine? 

	-I want to help you in everything you need. 

	-Everything? -Gerardo asked skeptically. How, for example, cooking and cleaning? 

	-No!" I exclaimed without thinking. No, I didn't want that. I was sure of that. I didn't want to be his servant. 

	-You mean, then, sexual favors? 

	-Yes," I confirmed. 

	-Good. So let's go over your resume. 

	Now? 

	-We check your subject matter expertise. You understand that this is important for the position you are applying for. If it were a one-night stand, I wouldn't mind. But for what you are proposing, as you understand, I would not accept just anyone. Tell me about all the lovers you've had, if you can. 

	What? Is that what you mean by my resume? I hadn't expected that question. What the hell was he interested in my previous sex life? {Well, it makes sense, don't you think?} He had exposed me outwardly and now he wanted me to expose myself inwardly - these things were supposed to be intimate! 

	-Don't you remember all of them? -he asked, at my hesitation. 

	What do you mean, can I? What do you mean, all of them? What do you mean, I don't remember? What did it imply, that I was a whore who had had tons of sexual partners? 

	-You may be disappointed," I burst out. I don't have much experience. 

	-I don't think so. But that's for me to judge. Start at the beginning. Don't worry, we have time. 

	-No, I... -It won't take me more than a couple of minutes. Who do you think I am?  

	Suddenly, I didn't know if being inexperienced was good or bad. I had never considered promiscuity as something to brag about. Even being a hotwife - and this is contradictory - I hadn't done it. But I wanted that position. Clearly, I was underqualified as a management secretary, and I was underqualified as a personal assistant. I felt like a child. The age difference with Gerardo didn't help me feel any differently either. 

	-From the beginning, Gema. 

	I swallowed hard. The list was short. Maybe that's why it was hard for me to talk about it. Every sexual partner I'd ever had was meaningful to me. 

	-When did you have your first boyfriend? -asked Gerardo, to help me get started. 

	-At... at sixteen.  

	-What was his name? 

	What is the name of the company you worked for? 

	-Venance. 

	It was a strange name. But in the region where I grew up there are many strange names. In my parents' generation there were Abilios, Eutimios, Ciriacos, Gorgoños, Belarminos, Iluminados (precisely the village idiot was called like that!), Timoteos and others just as strange for what is customary today. Then, in my generation, the name thing had been modernized. But in our children's generation there was again a resurgence of strange names as if their parents -my generation- felt nostalgic and wanted to revindicate the past of our parents and grandparents. My boyfriend was from a village next door, from the same region. 

	-Was it your first love? 

	It felt strange to talk about him. First love is never completely forgotten. There is always a spark of passion for him. And it was even stranger to talk about him while he was masturbating me in an unusual job interview. It was a strange conjunction of memories, feelings and physical sensations - both those of the past and those of that moment. I nodded. 

	-Describe him to me. What was he like? 

	Venancio was amazingly intelligent. I had good grades, but because I studied. Venancio, on the other hand, used to study only a couple of hours the day before and, in spite of that, he got very good grades. In that, he was similar to Daniel. However, he had always been much more sexual than Daniel. Daniel was more sentimental. When we were dating, he wrote me poems. Venancio, in return, would make me make him fuck himself while he studied. He said it helped him relax and concentrate. Judging by the results, it worked for him. And for me, at sixteen, it had been fascinating to feel that cock in my hands. 

	-He was blond, with blue eyes," I answered Gerardo. As I did so, I realized that they were alike in that respect. Gerardo had gone gray, but you could see from his eyebrows that he had been blond. Rather short," I added. For a boy, Venancio was not tall. {That didn't affect the size of his dick, if I remember correctly}. No, his dick looks like Silvestre. Gerardo was tall, if I remembered him from when I met him at the Palace Hotel. To tell the truth, I hadn't seen him standing for long and, at the moment, he was sitting behind the table. 

	-Did he deflower you? 

	I blushed. Why am I telling you about my life? {Why are you masturbating?} Anyway, I intended to do worse and more intimate things with him than briefly going over my love life. 

	-At what age did it happen? 

	-At... sixteen," I confessed faintly. 

	-In just a few months," Gerardo remarked. 

	I thought so. That's all you need to say. 

	Yes, Venancio had not taken long to deflower me. I was in love with him. And his cock fascinated me. Above all, I was fascinated to feel it growing. I had never had a cock in my hands before. I had never even kissed another guy. And then, once I had a hard-on, it could stay that way for hours. Venancio had easily seduced me into making love to him. The first few times it had hurt, but it had been beautiful. Of course, he had wanted to penetrate me long before. If it had been up to him, he would have deflowered me after the first kiss. I had resisted... just for a few months. Then, once the barrier was broken... I remembered how wet I was when I was with him, even when we were just taking a walk. Although, of course, with Venancio there had simply been no such thing. I remembered that on one occasion the owner of a cafeteria had given us a good scolding for public scandal. At that time of day, the cafeteria had hardly any customers and in one corner... we had gone too far in touching each other. When you're a teenager, opportunities and places to make love don't abound. We hadn't actually had sex, per se, but we had kissed and touched each other in an overly racy way. He had kicked us out of there and had never returned to that place. The coffee shop still existed, although the owner had probably changed.  

	Gerardo inquired about my relationship with my first boyfriend, and I answered sparingly and embarrassed. What was he trying to invoke those emotions? Why was he so interested? It wasn't right for me to bring those memories to the surface at that moment, but I barely objected.  

	 -Go on," he invited me. Who was your second boyfriend? 

	-My second boyfriend was my husband," I replied. Then I bit my lip. I knew how ridiculous that sounded. Gerardo was a very experienced man. And I wanted him to hire me to... Basically as a whore. {At last you said it!} But I lacked the experience for it. 

	I had left my first boyfriend fundamentally because I had realized that I couldn't trust him. He was a nice guy, but his dick was too sharp. He had confessed an infidelity. It had happened on a school trip. His high school had gone to Italy and there he had cheated on me, not with an Italian girl, but with a classmate. He had assured me that it had been nothing, that it had only been sex, but I had died of disgust and jealousy. At the same time, I had taken the end-of-year trip to France. We were in the same class, but in different high schools. His was a public high school and mine was a private boarding school run by nuns. I had studied French as a foreign language instead of English. Those were different times, in Spain. There, in France, I had been attracted to a very nice and handsome black boy. I remembered his name was Jérôme. I had danced with him a few slow dances at the discotheque and I had noticed how he got hard and how he pressed his cock against my belly. Nothing else had happened. I'd had the chance - maybe the only chance - but I'd turned it down out of loyalty. In exchange Venancio had not hesitated to cheat on me. 

	Daniel had taken the opportunity that I was single again to enter me. I had known Daniel before. He was also from the same region, although from a different town than mine and Venancio's. I had not met him much, but it seemed that he had noticed me. I had not met him much, but apparently he had noticed me. Always, when we met at the discotheque, he had approached me to talk to me, until Venancio showed up. Venancio was always late, because he preferred to be with his friends first. But I had a boyfriend and I hadn't paid much attention to Daniel. 

	The thing is that, at a party in a village, Daniel had approached me. He had asked me, as he usually did, where my boyfriend was. And I had replied that I was no longer with him. And Daniel had seized the opportunity. 

	-And between your husband and your first boyfriend, there was no one else? -said Gerardo, always attentive to details. Not even a kiss with another boy? 

	I had kissed another boy after breaking up with my boyfriend. Yes, another one from the county... a lot of things happened there in the long summers. That boy was from the same town as Daniel. But unlike Venancio and Daniel, the boy already had his own car. He could afford it, because he worked as a construction worker. Venancio and Daniel, on the other hand, like me, were students. That boy had always had an eye for me. He had also come to talk to me when my boyfriend wasn't around. He was very handsome... and very flirty. He promised eternal love, if necessary, but it was clear to me that that was the only thing he wanted. Still, I had gotten in the car with him once. The boy was already singing victory, of that I was sure. I had kissed him and... I had escaped from the car and run back to the disco. I had regretted it at the last moment. Sporadic relationships were not and are not my thing. That's not what I really wanted. 

	That guy was also at that party, that night. Through a friend, he had found out that I had broken up with my boyfriend. He had understood that he had before him a second chance to take me to the orchard (or to his car). But as I talked to Daniel, his face had darkened. He wasn't used to losing, but he realized he was losing. In the end, Daniel and I had left that bar, perhaps to escape the uncomfortable stares of that boy, perhaps because we wanted to be alone. And in a dark alley, Daniel had kissed me. And I had kissed him. At that moment, our relationship had been sealed, with that kiss. Afterwards, Daniel had invited me for a walk under the stars. Back then, there was less light pollution and the stars looked beautiful. Or maybe I just remembered it that way. And Daniel had made good on his proposal to take a walk under the stars. He had taken me by the hand and, in silence, we had walked, away from the tumult of the town party. That silence had actually been a meaningful communication. He had not attempted anything physical with me. 

	-What would Venancio have done? 

	-Yes. 

	-Or that other guy? 

	-No doubt about it!  

	-And if Daniel hadn't been there, at that party, would you have gone with that boy? 

	-He can." I bit my lip. 

	-Can he? Would you have slept with him? 

	I blushed. I looked away from my inquisitor. 

	-And after Daniel? 

	After Daniel, I had only had Silvestre. Now that I thought about it -I hadn't realized it until that moment-, his greenish eyes reminded me of that boy's and his cock of Venancio's. Daniel's eyes were brown, just like mine. And his cock... it was fine. I'd never had any complaints about it. I hadn't even remembered Venancio's. It was only because of Silvestre that I realized that my husband's was the smallest I'd ever had. Well, one out of three is not very significant either. But more than the dick, the difference was in the attitude. Venancio had always been very sexual. At the time, I hadn't noticed, because I lacked the experience to do so. I had nowhere to compare to know what was normal and what was not. On the other hand, my husband was (and is) more sensual and introspective. If he thinks about sex continuously, as it is usual in men (doesn't Freud say that?), he does it in his own way, very reflexive. Venancio, on the other hand, when he thought about sex (that is, always), it was to do it, not to imagine how to do it. Silvestre, in this respect, was more like Venancio, although Silvestre was much more imaginative. Perhaps it was a matter of experience and maturity. Or that behind Silvestre was Daniel. 

	I had had sex with Silvestre on the second night. My husband had taken longer, even more than Venancio. Daniel had had the opportunity to lose his virginity with me much earlier. I knew how important that was for a boy, even more so for one in his twenties. But he had preferred to wait about a year to have penetrative sex with me. I had been surprised. In fact, I had been the one who had taken the initiative to take that important step in a couple. But I had been delighted that he had shown in that way that he valued other things in me. Venancio and Daniel, there were things in which they were alike. They are both extraordinarily intelligent. But they were also very different (fortunately). Maybe that's why it had annoyed me so much that, in the end, Daniel had also cheated on me. I left that part out. 

	-Three," said Gerardo. The number was low. 

	-There is also Luis Alberto, Silvestre's roommate. -The sexual experience with him had been incredible, too incredible. But the emotional one had been a disaster. I wasn't sure if I should be proud to be able to count a fourth sexual partner on my record. 

	Luis Alberto had brought out the worst in me, sexually speaking. I had felt completely overwhelmed and that had not been a bad feeling. I had enjoyed every second of it, although, afterwards, I had regretted every second of it. It had been intense and addictive like a drug. I had managed to escape it by the skin of my teeth and it had almost cost me my marriage. 

	-Interesting," remarked Gerardo. 

	Sexually, Luis Alberto had treated me like a piece of meat, a piece of meat before a hungry lion. But he had been a rude idiot and a dangerous one, too, because he was so easy to lose his temper. I am a mother; I have responsibilities. I could not and cannot afford to lose my temper like that, at least not in that uncontrolled way. Luis Alberto had taught me my dark side, my desire to feel dominated. You could say I owed him that, otherwise I would have paid him back in spades. Among the crazy things he had done with me had been to tie me up and let a fat guy, a stranger (he was part of the wedding party to which we had been invited), fuck me, in exchange for money. Half of the money he had taken. 

	-How did you allow that, Gema? 

	-Because... it's complicated. You wouldn't understand. 

	-Try it," Gerardo encouraged me. You'd be surprised at the things I understand. 

	I pressed my lips together before answering. It still hurt. I had given my ass to Silvestre. I had made him a promise that he could do with it whatever he wanted. Maybe I couldn't imagine all that was involved. Maybe I did. But surely it hadn't occurred to me that I could pass on that promise, as if it were a tangible good, to his roommate. Basically, he had done it to reconcile with his ex, with Nuria. I understood his motives and found them commendably romantic, but, in essence, he had cheated on me. It was a ridiculous concept, since it was a relationship between a hotwife and a horn dog, without any kind of commitment to exclusivity. But she hadn't physically cheated on me with her. She had betrayed me, thus valuing my sacred promise. Partly for that reason, out of revenge, to make her feel bad, she had let her roommate treat me like a piece of meat of her own. At least, my ass was. I honored (and honor) my commitments. 

	-I understand," Gerardo couldn't help his face lighting up for a moment. Five, Gema," he said quickly, "Any more? 

	I shook my head. I didn't know what to think of myself anymore. A low number of sexual partners was usually a good thing in a woman. But for someone who called herself a hotwife it was ridiculously low. And even more so for someone who aspired to be an experienced man's personal assistant and who, no doubt, was looking for all kinds of sexual stimulation. How could he trust my skills or my attitude when I've always been such a prude? I even lied to my husband, making him believe that, after Silvestre and Luis Alberto, I continued to have lovers. I could easily have had them, but I didn't want to. 

	-Thank you for sharing this with me. I appreciate it very much. We'll go into more detail another time. There are some things that intrigue me about what you've told me, but for now, it's good enough for me. It was very enlightening. Did it excite you to tell me? 

	I blushed. Admitting that, even though it was obvious, was more embarrassing than telling him about my entire sex life. I was unable to utter a word; I just nodded. 

	-You've been turned on by pulling up your skirt to show me that you're wearing stockings and not panties. And you got excited telling me about your love life. I wonder if it would turn you on to get naked right here and now. 

	His words shocked me. Here and now? Nervously, I glanced at the door. Someone could walk in at any moment. I would only be saved if they had the politeness to knock before entering. The door had a latch, but I hadn't locked it and Gerardo hadn't made any gesture to do so either. Silly! From where he's sitting he can see anyone coming from far away. {You have to trust him}. [Silly! If you're naked, you won't have time to get dressed. The skirt, as you are now, is easy to pull down in an instant. But if you were to undress, you wouldn't be able to get dressed fast enough]. 

	I shook my head. No, I wouldn't like to undress at all, I'm not an exhibitionist! 

	-If you were my personal assistant, hypothetically speaking, it might be something I would ask you to do," Gerardo observed.  

	He looked at me for a few seconds, as if he was imagining how I was taking off piece by piece of my clothes. Or maybe it was me imagining it. I felt an enormous embarrassment. Gerardo must have noticed, because he smiled.  

	-Would you like to undress, here? -he insisted. He looked like a bloodhound on a runway. 

	-No," I managed to say. It was the truth. I didn't feel like getting naked just like that. It wasn't just that I was embarrassed, it was that it was something I didn't see myself doing. I'm not like that. [I totally agree with you]. {Eh... well... yes, I agree with you too}. 

	-Would it turn you on if I told you to get undressed, now? -he continued to insist. The hound wouldn't let go of the clue he had found, not until he got to the end. 

	-No," my voice replied. My head, however, nodded. 

	-And you would do it here, in my office, freely, for nothing? Because I'm not going to hire you," he said, "It would only be for your personal assistant fantasy. Is that what you want, because it turns you on? Confirm it to the camera, please. 

	-Yes," I groaned with pleasure and psychological pain at the same time. But... but only if you were my boss..." I stammered, "or something. I don't care if you give me the job. I don't care if you pay me. But I need," I felt it tearing me apart, "something. 

	-Do you want me to tell you to undress? 

	-Yes, boss," I answered barely audibly. 

	-And it would be for nothing.  

	I wheezed. I was about to cum and I was barely touching myself. 

	-I want you to order me to strip. I know I won't get anything in return, no job or money or anything. -But I need to call you boss or something. A promise, a contract... something. I can't do it without that. That's not who I am. It's not my fantasy. I was starting to get a sense of why I was recording it, at least in part, so I didn't press the issue of calling him boss. 

	-Very well. But I won't, at least not this time. 

	Gerardo had made me say it and he had made me say it to the camera. It hadn't been easy for me to do it. It turned me on and embarrassed me to do it. And he had made me do it for nothing! 

	-And in your personal assistant fantasy, would you also do other sexual favors, such as giving blowjobs, if I asked you to? 

	-Yes, also. -I remembered the reason why I sensed he was recording it and I explained it: "As a personal assistant, I would also suck you off. 

	-And as a personal assistant, would you also fuck? Would that, for you, within the concept you have of it, be a task that would correspond to you to do? 

	-Yes, I would also... fuck. 

	-Very good. So, this is all an erotic fantasy of yours that you want to fulfill with me. You want to be the maid and me... your boss, I guess.  

	-Yes, that's right. You would be my boss. -Finally! 

	-But this is where it gets complicated, right? Let's see if you're able to get it straight, because we don't want to commit any illegalities of any kind. How would we formulate this assistant-boss relationship to fulfill your sexual fantasy? 

	-With a contract! -I exclaimed. Better than a promise. A contract has termination clauses. I'm not going to jeopardize my marriage again. 

	-A contract. But that's the tricky part, because I'm a real boss. And we're recording this in the company's offices. You want a contract, because you expect a job, in exchange for the sexual favors you want to perform? 

	-No! I want... It's just part of my fantasy! I want you to hire me and I will do sexual things in return. But I won't do them because of the contract or because of what you paid me, but because that's how I imagine the fantasy. 

	-Yes, I understand. So, do you also want me to pay you? I'm not willing to pay you in exchange for sex. Or does the idea of me paying you turn you on? 

	-It's just for the idea," I admitted to the camera. I admitted and lied. Actually, I also needed the money. 

	-What if, regardless of all this, I hired you as a secretary in the company? Do you think I would do it because you offer me sex in exchange? Or do you think I would do it because of your professional worth? 

	-I don't know why you would," I said honestly. But I don't care. I've already told you what my sexual fantasy is. Whether you want to hire me as a secretary or not doesn't change things. 

	-Very good," said Gerardo. He put the cell phone on the table, "I would have preferred if you had told me all that without having to ask you so many questions. Do you know why I recorded it? 

	-You want to cover your back against any legal problems. 

	-But, although neither of us are lawyers, I think we both know that, in a trial, this recording probably won't do any good. 

	-I would never report you! 

	-I know, Gema. If I didn't, you wouldn't be here. Still, it's better to be safe, right? 

	I nodded. 

	-And you liked the experience, didn't you? -He winked. 

	-Yes," I admitted. 

	-Sylvester told me that you have submissive tendencies. 

	It had not been a question, it had been a statement of fact. I blushed even more, if that was possible. 

	-And you have confirmed it," he continued. Both with what you've told me and how you've behaved. -Do you understand the kind of sex I'm looking for? 

	-Yes," I exclaimed, but shook my head. 

	-I like the idea of being your boss and having a horny secretary who does everything to please her boss and not lose her job. -He smiled. His gaze was lost for a few moments in infinity. I wouldn't do it in reality, of course. But if you have the same fantasy, we can work something out. 

	-Yes," I admitted with a small mouth, although he hadn't asked me anything. 

	-I'm going to take you out of your comfort zone. But don't worry, I'm demanding but patient. And as far as I know, I don't like extremes. What I'm looking for is passion and submission. A professional can't give me that. She can only give me theater, but that doesn't work for me. To see a performance I go to the theater or to the opera. And to get laid... well, there are several options and a professional is not a bad choice for that. But I'm not looking to get laid. I'm looking for a relationship like the one I've described. A real one. That's what I thought I saw in you, on the date we had. And you've confirmed that now. I'm also looking for an intelligent woman. I'm bored with dumb women. What do you think? 

	-It's complicated," I warned him. For me to get laid..." I shrugged. You can imagine my options. I'm looking for a long-term relationship. But... you know I'm married. I love my husband. It's just that we're both into this. 

	Gerardo frowned, but did not object. He already knew the fact that I was married. Silvestre had informed him of that important fact before our first date. 

	-Where I go, he goes," I said with determination. It's important to keep that in mind. Can you accept that? 

	Gerardo remained thoughtful for a few moments. 

	-I can, but over time. Not from the first moment. 

	-I need time too," I admitted, "I'm not as...promiscuous...as I might seem. 

	-I understand. You have to get used to me. I'm not the best-looking guy in the class. -He gestured around the office. But I assure you, in my younger days I was. 

	-No, it's not..." Yes, it was, at least in part. Physically, Gerardo was not particularly attractive to me, to put it mildly. He wasn't ugly, but he was very aged. And his body wasn't exactly athletic. Physique is not the most important thing," I told him honestly. I'm sick and tired of brainless hotties. I've had bad experiences. One, actually. I think we've connected, but I'm not a whore. I need my time. 

	-Neither I am a whoremonger, Gema, nor am I looking for a whore. We both need time. Don't worry about that. That's one of the advantages of accumulating years: You gain patience, even though you have fewer years ahead of you. I will demand changes in your life. And as for your husband, I don't want him to interfere. I know he will be there. I accept that. But I don't want him to interfere. Can you control him? 

	-Daniel is submissive to me," I assured him. 

	Gerardo raised an eyebrow. I didn't know that. 

	-You will do as I say. And I will accept the changes you propose, as long as you don't ask me for anything extreme. 

	-Don't worry. I'm not thinking about pirsins or tattoos. I would never spoil a natural work of art. But I will change the way you do your hair and the way you dress. And I will reshape your character. I think I like you a lot the way you are, but there are things about you that I will reshape. You are going to be submissive, not just physically or psychologically, but emotionally. And at the same time, I'm going to make you tougher. There are many things I want to teach you and not all of them are sexual.  

	-I will continue to be dominant with my husband," I warned him. I can't give that up. It's in everyone's best interest for him to remain submissive. 

	-With your husband you can do whatever you want, as long as he doesn't interfere. 

	-And I won't cook or scrub for you," I reminded her. My fantasy does not include being a maid. 

	Gerardo laughed. 

	-I understand. Don't worry, I don't want you for that. I have those tasks taken care of. They are easy to get in exchange for money. What I ask of you, however, is priceless. 

	He looked at me intensely. 

	-I'll hire you as a management secretary," she finally said. 

	What? Did he finally do it? But he had said he didn't measure up! 

	-Hey, I don't want to take a position you don't think I'm qualified for. I want the position, but not if you don't think I'm your best choice for it. I will work hard and I can do it, but I don't want you to offer it to me in exchange for this. 

	{What do you mean? Wasn't that your plan from the very first moment? Didn't you want to tempt him to hire you for that job by offering him sex in exchange? You hypocrite!} The initial idea of contacting Gerardo, after the scare he had made, had been as a slut in exchange for money. I couldn't deny that part. That idea still made me very morbid and, somehow, I wanted to resume it. Then, I had remembered the company she had told me she worked for and I had looked for information about it, out of pure curiosity and to know more about Gerardo. And I had found the ad for a management secretary. Of course, I didn't know, at the time, whether she would be Gerardo's secretary or that of another big boss.  

	I had only had unconnected ideas in my head that had been taking shape. There was my desire for professional development and the frustration of not getting, in that economic crisis, what I thought I deserved. And there was the need - not imperious, but a need nonetheless - to earn money. And there was the morbid desire to get paid for sex. I didn't want to be a prostitute, but at the same time I was turned on by the idea of receiving money in return, somehow. And finally, there were my longings to experience submission, which perhaps went hand in hand with experiencing some form of prostitution. I wasn't clear if they were separate things or if they were two sides of the same coin. I sensed some things that Silvestre had told him about me to attract his interest. And, anyway, Gerardo had seemed to me a dominant man, although not in a sexual sense, which at that time I could not value, but in a broad sense. I was not attracted to his physique, that was true. But, at the same time, precisely that fact made me feel a special curiosity. It turned me on to have to surpass myself in that aspect. The idea of kissing him attracted and repelled me at the same time. In return, I liked the serenity he radiated. Under no circumstances did I ever want to be with someone as crazy as Luis Alberto again. Luis Alberto was a danger, perhaps because he abruptly brought out something in me that was better if it came to light in small doses. Gerardo inspired confidence in me, in that sense. And the little I had spoken with him, I had found it a real pleasure to do so. Without a doubt, he was very cultured and intelligent. You could tell. In that sense, he was similar to my husband, although Daniel had a more introverted character.  

	-Gema, let's be honest. As candidates for the position of management secretary, I have several who are better qualified than you. Now with the crisis, there is no lack of job seekers, and there are even several who have a very high profile. There are people who have had bad luck in their companies and have ended up unemployed. Then, probably, other inept people have been saved. But if I hire you, it's because I think you're going to do very well. I trust you to get up to speed quickly. You have assured me that you will work hard. I trust you to do that. I really believe you're capable. Besides," he winked, "I'll know how to motivate you, if you drop your arms or don't achieve your goals. I assure you that when I really punish you, it won't be pleasant. 

	-So...? 

	-What is left for us to do? -Gerardo continued my question, as if he had read my mind. Draw up the contract and have it signed by a lawyer or a notary. 

	-Is it necessary? -I interrupted him. 

	-What about the notary? Absolutely. 

	-What about my salary? 

	-The position of management secretary, I had thought about two thousand bucks a month with fourteen payments. But that was for an experienced secretary. In your case, I can't offer you the same from the start. We'll review it after half a year and then again after a year. To start with, it would be fifteen hundred. 

	That was quite a bit more than I'd been offered so far at other places I'd turned down! At the few where I've had the luxury of turning down the offer. 

	-It is full time. But as a personal assistant, you'll get a bonus. Of course, I want to make it clear that I don't mix work with sex. 

	It was clear that I didn't. That's why I was in his office with my skirt up, touching my chirri. 

	-I expect you to do your best in your job. The other thing is a plus one," he continued. It's overtime, at my house. It can include weekends. Not all of them; I know you have a family. And some travel. For that part, I'll pay you a bonus of another fifteen hundred euros a month. 

	-Three thousand in total? In fourteen payments? -I asked incredulously. I would earn more than my husband! 

	-Less taxes. I have nothing to do with the IRS. But here you will learn some tricks to pay as little tax as possible. 

	-Uh," I said, "And when would I start? 

	-I like to start with the calendar month. November 1st would be the start of your contract. 

	I had been surprised that he didn't want me to start tomorrow, especially with the personal assistant part. 

	-Monday we sign the contract. I'll let you know what time I want him to be here to sign.  

	-So fast? -We were on Thursday. Do you already have the contract? And the lawyer? -I expressed surprise. 

	-The contract? I have it here. -But I'd rather you sleep on it over the weekend. Then, once you sign, you still have until November 1 to back out, even if you've signed. But it will start asking you for some changes from the start. Think of it as a mutual trial period. -He looked at me calmly. I prefer you to be clear about things, Gema. I am demanding, but I demand as much as I offer. I'm not interested in a couple of weeks of fooling around and then you regret it. It can happen, of course, but I prefer to minimize that possibility. I'd rather you not commit than do it only half convinced. As I told you, I'm not looking for a short-term relationship. I want to transform you deeply but little by little. Did you know that rocks, even the hardest ones, if the right pressure is applied over many years, behave like plasticine? This is how the Himalayas have emerged, with the highest of peaks. In return, applying pressure in the short term, nothing is achieved or, at most, the rock cracks. I do not seek to break you, I seek to shape you. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-And when did you say he's going to place the order? -my boss asked. 

	-In mid-November," I replied. 

	-Why not sooner? We need the order as soon as possible," insisted my inept boss. He had never sold in his life and allowed himself the luxury of lecturing me. 

	-Because it can't be. He has his procedures. -And there's a rare proof of concept he wants to do first. But I didn't tell him that. It was better that my boss didn't know certain details. After all, what he was interested in was the order. Once he had the order in hand, little mattered about the details. Discounts and unusual circumstances were no longer important. He would be the hero of the company for a couple of days. Then it was back to being the villain again. Yesterday's sales didn't count for tomorrow. Successes were soon forgotten. Just as those rare circumstances he had asked for would be forgotten. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Are you going to sign that? -my husband asked, shocked. His face was unhinged. 

	-Yes, I'm going to do it. 

	I had asked Gerardo to email me the draft contract. Apparently, it was almost completely drafted. There were just a few details to be filled in and names to be filled in. And from my inbox I had sent it to my husband. "You have an email from me," I had told him, already with Daniel home from work. "I want you to read it now, carefully." My husband, puzzled, had picked up his laptop to read it. He always had his blissful laptop handy. He preferred to read things on it rather than on his cell phone. And so, work and private time were too often mixed up, as he used to dismiss company emails as well in passing. Daniel had opened his mouth and eyes in disbelief as he read it. He had watched him as he did so. After his disbelief, the protests had come. 

	-I don't want you to. You don't need to stoop so low. Look, we're weathering the storm at the company. I've almost got that order I told you about. You don't need to do that. We don't need you to do that. 

	-I do need to do it. I think it's a great opportunity for me. 

	-How is that? How is that a great opportunity? -my husband insisted. He was being stubborn again. We had already been discussing the subject for an hour without making any progress.  

	-Goodbye. I'm going for a walk with my friends," my daughter shouted. 

	The house rumbled with the slam of the door as it closed. Our daughter didn't usually take the care to close it slowly. That was an advantage, actually. That way we knew when I was coming in and when I was going out. 

	-Think what she would think if she found out," my husband said. 

	-Oh, no. Don't give me that! -I snapped back. Think what he'd think if he found out about these. -I grabbed his balls and the chastity device through his pants. You have your philias and I have mine," I said more softly. 

	-But that .... what does that make you? Some kind of prostitute? You don't have to," she insisted. 

	-Well, until not so long ago you were excited by the idea of me taking the step from slut to occasional prostitute. Don't deny that you didn't want to take my thrusting, as you and Silvestre called it, to that extreme. You were fine with me earning some money with stripteases, first at the whore club you took me to with Silvestre, then the poker game at his house and finally the bachelor party. 

	-That was different," my husband replied. 

	-Why? Why was it different? 

	-Because it was just a game. But this, this is serious. With a contract and everything and not just an occasional thing. 

	-You didn't put up too much of a fuss about me fucking that rich guy Silvestre organized. 

	-But you backed out! You saw for yourself that it wasn't for you. 

	-And you were disappointed! Don't deny it. 

	-No, I... 

	-Do you deny that you were excited by the idea? 

	-I... one thing is... but.... -my husband stammered. 

	-Pull down your pants. 

	-What? -asked my husband in confusion. 

	What is not clear? I told you to drop your pants. It is a very simple and clear order. 

	-Now! 

	Reluctantly, my husband obeyed. With a quick gesture, I pulled down the front of his panties below his balls. I liked it that way, with the panties pushing his balls up and with it his penis and his chastity device. 

	-Don't move! -I ordered him. 

	I went to get my purse, leaving him standing in the middle of our bedroom. When I returned, Daniel was still in the same position. His pants were still around his ankles - good boy! I took the key from my wallet and removed his chastity device. His wrinkly little cock looked even smaller than usual. 

	-I want you to see this. If it doesn't excite you, we'll drop it. But if it does, I want you to stop protesting for once and focus on supporting me instead. -I handed my cell phone to my husband. Hit play to start the video," I encouraged him. 

	My husband's face tightened and he expressed a wide range of sensations from disbelief to dismay to excitement. Just as I had anticipated, his cock began to come to life. Little by little, it was swelling. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I did not want my wife to feel that she had to prostitute herself to support our economy. It was true that our financial situation was precarious. The mortgage on our newly built house weighed heavily. And our daughter had chosen an education that was not cheap. She was unemployed, and the jobs she was finding offered her a joke of a salary. All that wouldn't be a problem if my situation at the company wasn't so delicate. It is my fault. Because of me she feels the pressure and is willing to do that. I couldn't let her do that. It was me, the man of the house, who had to ensure the household economy. Gema didn't have to worry about that. Her financial contribution was welcome, but it was not supposed to be essential. It was up to me to carry the burden on my shoulders, not her. In other times, she wouldn't have thought of that. In other times, she wouldn't have felt pressured to do it. It's all my fault. I have failed her. I had sexually liberated her. I had pushed her. I had made her develop that dominant side of her. I had made her shoulder the responsibility of leading the household, even financially. I am pathetic. Here, in panties and caged. Even if I'm not at the moment, I'm always caged. And she, because of me, considering being a professional prostitute. I'm pathetic. I couldn't allow it. 

	The man's face was not visible. Only his deep voice could be heard. It was almost hard to understand. I was hard of hearing and the low frequencies were the worst I could hear. Even if I didn't understand all of the man's words, my wife's answers made it all clear. What kind of company is this? My wife was in an office. What kind of interview did she go to? Behind them loomed a large, serious-looking table made of dark wood. And on the far wall was a black-and-white painting. It was a portrait of a man with white hair and a broad mustache. There were some letters on the picture, but I couldn't read them. But the man looked familiar - it was Mark Twain! I vaguely remembered reading The Adventures of Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Fin. What does all this have to do with that goreador he told me he'd found? Gem had her skirt hiked up. You couldn't see her panties. But you could see her thighs and stockings and the hook of the garter belt to the stockings. I loved that kind of lingerie. It's a pity that Gema hardly ever wore it. Why had she worn it to the interview? Did she already know what this strange job interview was about?  

	Gema was holding her panties with one hand. With the other, she was touching her parts. Nothing was visible, as it was covered by her hand and her skirt. But it was clear what her right hand was doing there, between her legs. 

	"Do you want me to tell you to undress?", I heard that deep voice ask. 

	"Yes," I heard my wife reply. 

	Oh, do it. Strip for him! Do it slowly. It was an implausible job interview. It had to be a fake. But he was clearly in an office. 

	"And it would be for nothing. It would only be for your personal assistant fantasy. Confirm it on camera, please." 

	If it's for nothing, what does this have to do with the contract you just presented to me? I didn't understand anything, but the situation was proving to be most interesting. 

	"I want you to order me to strip. I know I won't get anything in return, no job or money or anything." 

	Why should he order her anything? He can order her anything and she will do it! 

	The camera changed angle and for a couple of seconds something else of the office came into view. A window with curtains was visible. And behind the curtains there were people, working. It had only been a couple of seconds... It's not a fake! They're really in an office, with people around them! 

	"The kind of sex I'm looking for?", I heard the deep voice ask. I had asked it after commenting something about Sylvester and submission. 

	"Yes," I heard my wife reply. Her head, however, had said no. 

	She doesn't know what she wants from her and yet she's willing to give it to him? He must have been a gorgeous guy, the man who was interviewing her. He must have been enormously attractive. And he must have had an aura of authority. Judging by his voice, he did. Judging by Gema, he must have it all. 

	"But I don't want him to intervene - can you control him?" He was referring to me. 

	But wait a minute! What does Silvestre have to do with all this? What did he know Silvestre for? 

	But the video was still moving forward. 

	"Daniel is submissive to me. Why was Gema telling him that about me? Why were you telling him our intimacies? "He will do as I say. And I will accept any changes you propose, as long as you don't ask me for anything extreme." 

	Changes? What changes! And what did extreme mean? That was such a relative term. 

	-You got excited," my wife remarked. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-I knew it would turn you on," I insisted. Daniel couldn't deny it: he had a boner.  

	-I... no... I don't want you to have to do this," groaned my husband. 

	-Don't you understand? I don't have to. I want to. It's my decision," I said. 

	-But... but," Daniel stammered. 

	-What buts, Daniel? I want to do it. And you, deep down, you want me to do it. That's obvious," I said, pointing to his stiff cock, "What's wrong is that you can't accept that I'm going to earn more than you! -I accused him. You say you want to be submissive, but when it comes down to it, you still want to be in control. I'm not a child you have to tutor! I am perfectly capable of making my own decisions. -Like that crazy thing with Luis Alberto that almost cost me my marriage. 

	-But... don't you see? It wouldn't be an occasional thing. It wouldn't be a one-time fling. It would be full-blown sex for money. Do you really want to prostitute yourself? You don't have to do that. 

	-I don't see it as prostitution," I replied. 

	-Ah, isn't it? So, how do you see it? 

	-As an opportunity, first of all. I'm going to work in a position of responsibility and projection. You seem to forget that. Do you think I don't deserve it too? -Also. -Why did you say that too? -I'm going to learn a lot of things. 

	-Without a doubt," my husband replied with a wink. 

	-I'm not a whore! And if I were, it would be my decision. It seems that when it suits you, you forget who's in charge! -I looked at him angrily. 

	-Put it any way you want, but sex in exchange for something, whether it's money or payment in kind or whatever you want, is prostitution. 

	-Well, that didn't seem to matter to you, at the time," I went back to what we had already discussed. 

	Daniel wheezed. 

	That was a one-time thing. Can't you see the difference? 

	It's a long-term, one-man relationship," I objected. Didn't you want me to have a long-term relationship with Silvestre? Well, this is going to be long term too. And as for the payment, I see it more like a sugar baby.  

	-You mean sugar mommy," my husband replied. 

	-To him I'm a sugar baby," I said. I didn't like his allusion to my age. 

	-How? What do you mean? 

	-Nothing! That you take back what you said. 

	-I'm sorry," my husband apologized, "You don't have to do that," he repeated. 

	-I know. But... how would I tell you? It's a taboo I want to break. Yes, a taboo. That's why it turns me on. 

	-Do you have a picture of him? 

	I thought about it for a few moments. The truth was that I didn't have any pictures of him. Although, getting one wasn't very difficult either. Gerardo had a LinkedIn profile, including a photo. But it was easier than that: all I had to do was tell my husband who he really was. My sugar daddy was the man with whom Silvestre had arranged the date, months ago, so that I could have an occasional experience as an escort. Daniel would remember him perfectly well. And he wouldn't like it. He had already told me at the time, that he was glad I had backed out, because he didn't like that man for me. Luis Alberto did not like him because of his character. They were polar opposites, but instead of attracting each other, they repelled each other. And he didn't like this one because of his physique. [But you have to admit that with Luis Alberto Daniel was right.] Yes, but the physique is not as important as the way of being. [But you're the first one who doesn't like Gerardo's physique]. So what? I can overcome that barrier. I can... {Can you break that taboo? I understand you}. 

	-Yes, but I'm not going to show it to you," I finally answered my husband. You will meet him in due time, when I decide. You will accompany me, though not at first. 

	-Why? Why not at first? -my husband continued to complain. 

	-Because everything requires the right time. Don't be impatient, you look like a child. 

	-You're not even going to describe it to me? -Daniel insisted. 

	I sighed. 

	-It's Mark Twain," I replied. 

	-How?" asked Daniel in confusion. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	How could it be Mark Twain? Evidently, she was referring to the painting in the office. But what did Gemma mean by that? Did she mean that it looked like him? But in what way did she mean? And Sylvester, how does she know him? 

	I could understand breaking a taboo, how could I not? I looked down at my erect cock and my panties. They were fuchsia today. But I didn't want my wife to feel obligated to do anything. Least of all for money. Least of all for money as a livelihood. Those games, those strippers I had done, that had been a different dimension. Even that man Silvestre - what was his name? - had been something very different. Gerardo. His name is Gerardo. 

	-Speaking of breaking taboos," Gema interrupted my thoughts, "have you already worn this today? 

	My wife had left the bedroom. She had left me alone with my thoughts. But she had returned. In her hand, she held a small chrome object. I blushed. 

	-I asked you something," Gema insisted. 

	I shook my head. 

	-Why not? -she asked. She had become bossy. 

	-Because I just came home from work. And because it bothers me. 

	-Do you mind wearing it? 

	I nodded. 

	-Put on the big one. -Gemma pulled her other hand out from behind her back and extended her arm in my direction. She opened her hand. There was another chrome object in the palm of her hand. 

	-It bothers me," I protested.  

	Gema held in each hand an anal plug of different sizes. They were the plugs Silvestre had given her. Actually, I had bought them from Silvestre so that he could give them to Gema to make it look like it was his idea. I knew that Gema would never have accepted it if she had known it was my idea. I had bought her a set of three little plugs of different sizes. Gemma had started with the smallest size and worked her way up over time. When she got to the top size, Gemma had been eager to lose her anal virginity to Sylvester. Then it hadn't happened and things had started to go awry, from that moment on. But the anal toys had turned out to be a good idea. It had prepared her physically and psychologically for the moment. 

	-You've been wearing the medium size for long enough. It's time to upgrade. This weekend you lose your virginity. 

	I looked at her without knowing what to say. I couldn't deny that the anus was an erogenous zone. But it was one thing to play with it and another thing to be penetrated by it. He's going to fuck me. The thought of my wife fucking me, I shuddered. I had already lost my virginity to her. Now I would lose my anal virginity to her too. {Are you sure it's going to be her?} Chiton! Don't talk nonsense. Gema was well capable of surprising me. 

	The plug, it was true that it bothered me. My anus could not tolerate it. If I lubricated it, it went in fine. That was not the problem. The problem was that after a while my body tried to expel it. It was impossible for me to relax in such a way that it didn't. How did you manage it, Gema? 

	After we broke up with Silvestre (and with Nuria) -I say it in plural, because, although it had been Gema's decision, it had been a couple thing- Gema had announced certain changes in my life. I had protested, but I had pretended more than anything else. Gema had made it clear to me that she would focus on making me a good submissive. She had warned me that she would take away once and for all that urge to conspire. Among the changes had been to wear only panties and to wear the chastity device for most of the time. As I had explained before, I did not wear it continuously without ever taking it off. Gemma would periodically take it off for certain times like hygiene and sex (when she let me penetrate her). But then I would put it back on. She had also announced to me that she wanted me to feel in my ass what she felt. She hadn't asked my opinion. She had said it would happen. From that moment on, she had started putting in the anal plugs I had bought for her. Poetic justice. Before I put them in, I would perform an anal wash. An enema. I had also bought the pear for the enema as a gift from Sylvester. He who sows storms, reaps storms. 

	-Monday I sign the contract," Gema announced. This weekend you lose your anal virginity. -She turned and walked out of the bedroom, leaving me with the two plugs, one in each hand. Before she left, she turned around again. I love you. -He winked at me and left. 

	 

	


Chapter V - My husband, my SLUT 

	  

	"There is a charm in the forbidden that makes it unspeakably desirable." - Mark Twain - My English practice with Gerardo. 

	  

	  

	-Go call that Segovian restaurant to make a reservation. 

	-Unbelievable! -exclaimed Manolo, "How did you do it? I can't believe it. 

	Manolo played the video again. He stared in ecstasy and admiration at the screen of his friend Gerardo's cell phone. 

	"Do you understand the kind of sex I'm looking for?" "Yes." 

	-This is the best part," Manolo said, stopping the video there. It was already the third time he had seen it. Did you notice the expression on his face? 

	Gerardo said nothing. He just nodded with a smile on his face. Evidently, he had noticed the expression. 

	-She has no idea what kind of sex she's in for, yet she says yes. What are you going to do with her? 

	-Oh, all sorts of things. -Gerardo shrugged his shoulders. No big deal. I'll see. 

	-It's going to be expensive for a few fucks," remarked Manolo. It's a lot of money you're going to pay her month after month. And on top of that, you hire her as a secretary, with no experience in the sector. Are you sure it's worth it and that it won't bring you more complications than it's worth? 

	Gerardo shrugged his shoulders. His face showed contempt for what his friend had said. Money was no problem for him. He had plenty and, on top of that, he didn't appreciate it too much. Money was for buying things and enjoying them, nothing else. 

	-It's not just for a few fucks," Gerardo corrected his friend. This woman has an extraordinary plasticity. 

	-How do you know? You hardly know her. And what do you mean? 

	-I have my reports," Gerardo said enigmatically. Besides, I understand people. I know them when I see them. But you, who have just watched this video for the third time, do you still doubt it? 

	-You haven't achieved anything yet," Manolo reminded him. 

	-I have achieved more than you," Gerardo refused. Immediately, he regretted treating his friend like that. He knew he was only stinging him. He, however, had answered him seriously. Perhaps it was because he took the matter of Gema seriously; it was not a game to him. She's a woman out of the ordinary. 

	-She's pretty," Manolo admitted, "and she's into the forbidden, like almost all of them. 

	-That's not what I meant," Gerardo shook his head, "Anyone can see that. Can't you see more than that in her? You have to be blind! You asked me what I meant by plasticity. Can't you guess? It's as if you had clay in your hands. It's not about doing forbidden things with it. I'm going to model it. 

	-You'll break it," his friend warned him. 

	-I will not break it. It is beautiful as it is. I'm just going to sculpt it a little. -Gerardo thought for a moment, "No, not sculpt it. You sculpt by hammering on a hard material. But she is clay. I'm going to shape her, keeping her essence. That is priceless. 

	-Besides, you're not going to pay for it out of your own pocket, are you? -remarked Manolo. He knew his friend. He knew that Gerardo didn't care much about money. He was not a man of many vices, although, in the few he had, he gave priority to quality and that could be expensive. But he was also aware that he didn't like to leave a penny on the table when it came to negotiating or taking advantage of a situation. Listen, I looked into the contract. Apparently, there is a legal precedent. There is a sentence from the Alicante Court of Appeals in which a businessman was acquitted of sexual assault for having hired his secretary on the condition that he had sexual relations with her. 

	-Really? I didn't think this was possible. Tell me more. 

	-It seems to be a similar case to yours," Manolo informed him. The facts date back to 2014. Apparently, she and he met in a shopping mall and started talking about a vacancy that had come up in the man's company. And he, right there in the mall, offered her the position of personal secretary in exchange for sex whenever he wanted. The woman accepted, but apparently, months later, she regretted it or wanted to take advantage of it and reported him. I don't know if they had a fight or if she had already had it in mind from the first moment, looking for a good pinch in the form of compensation for moral damages. The fact is that the judge declared that there was no crime of sexual assault, because there had been no violence or intimidation, as both had previously agreed the conditions freely and consciously. In other words, she consented premeditatedly and accepted the position of personal secretary with those conditions in exchange for good money: between three and four thousand euros a month. In comparison, you pay her at the low end, and from what I know of you, surely you're going to demand more," Manolo observed, trying to scrutinize any reaction from his friend. But Gerardo didn't flinch. The sentence is very recent, from a month ago," he concluded, finally. 

	-And I had only done the contract and the video as part of the game. Now it turns out that I have to get a real lawyer to make it right, according to the law," commented Gerardo, a bit dumbfounded. 

	-Are you afraid that she will take advantage like this other one? Do you think the same thing could happen to you? -asked Manolo worried. The complaint asked for six years in prison for him. 

	-No." Gerardo shook his head, "Anything is possible," he admitted, "but I don't think so. I'm not that guy. And she's not that girl. I haven't even met her in a shopping mall. -He frowned. But you'd better cover your back, hadn't you? 

	-Of course," agreed his friend. Do you need a lawyer? I can look for... 

	Gerardo's ear-to-ear grin interrupted him. 

	-Damn you, you already knew the sentence! -Manolo accused him. 

	Gerardo laughed. 

	-Of course, Manolo, of course I already knew her. It's been in all the newspapers. Where do you think I got the idea? 

	-Do you mean to tell me that you have taken the secretary's position? -Manolo asked incredulously. 

	-No, no. -Gerardo waved his hand, rejecting what his friend had just suggested. I needed a new secretary. The other one..." He shrugged his shoulders. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Are you going to sign the contract without telling me who he is and what he looks like?  

	I still couldn't believe my wife was going to sign that. There were two contracts. One was the official one, the one I would sign with the company. It stipulated the position and the salary. It was a normal contract. At most, the high salary for the position in question was striking, especially compared to the few offers Gema had had so far. But it wasn't exorbitant either, generally speaking. There were people who earned more. I was earning around that, depending on how the quarterly sales went. The probationary period was set at six months. It was long, but it was normal. During that period, she could be fired without being able to claim or plead anything. That was the case with most probationary employees. But, in my wife's case, it took on a special significance: She would not be fired for poor performance at work, in her official job. She would be fired if sexually she didn't measure up to what her boss expected. And what was expected? 

	-Are you really not going to tell me any more about him? -I insisted. The ignorance was both exciting and frustrating. It was an important decision; shouldn't I, as her husband, be involved in it? But for some reason, Gema had flatly refused to give me any more information about her new lover. Her lover and her boss. 

	The job description stipulated, among other things, that as a management secretary she would assist in the organizational tasks of the company that were entrusted to her. So far, so normal. It also stated that her task was to facilitate the work of the management team, which included managing the agenda, arranging travel and serving coffee, among other things. There was nothing unusual about that either. But knowing the big picture, serving coffee was a clear indirect reference to her other duties. She also had to assist in meetings with clients and suppliers. And what is this, another hint? What is this guy really expecting from her? To this end, she was to always dress appropriately and in a manner that promoted the company's interests. Now that was a rather strange clause. Although, I supposed, expressed in one way or another, there were companies that imposed certain dress etiquette on their employees. And within this real context, what does the proper form mean to promote the company's interests? I could imagine many things under that concept. I couldn't help but feel aroused at the images that were occurring in my mind. More than the pure sex that there would undoubtedly be, I was getting all the ancillary stuff surrounding it. No wonder Gema was turned on by this and wanted to sign it. But getting to charge for it? Disguised or not, she'll be a whore. And she knows it. It explicitly stated that management reserved the right to dictate dress, both for work in the office and for possible events that might occur, such as dinners with clients and suppliers. That clause did nothing to calm my imagination. In relation to events, it stated that although there were office hours - it was a full working day, with flexible hours - Gema had to be available to attend dinners and meetings outside those hours. She was to be available, occasionally, for evening and weekend dinners and meetings. I know what these so-called evening meetings are all about. But with clients too? Additionally, I had to be willing to travel. Those hours would not be counted as overtime. It was considered a normal part of the job. However, to tie it all together and avoid any possible claims, Gema would receive a bonus for this availability. Of course, this bonus was already included in the salary offered to her. 

	The official contract with the company seemed flawless from a legal standpoint. But knowing what it was really about, it was easy to read between the lines. 

	-Honey, I don't know if you should sign this. Did you notice the travel thing? I don't want you running around with a guy you barely know. -And I don't know. You know what's involved, don't you? I don't think you should. -That part scared me. Gema would go on a trip with this man. She would spend several nights in bed with him. They would go to nice places. They would sleep in the same hotel room, in the same bed. That could lead to more than sex. I didn't doubt my wife or the relationship between us. But it seemed too strong, like this, with someone I didn't know. {Don't you like that there is a sentimental relationship behind it? It seems to me that with Silvestre that's precisely what you encouraged}. Generally, I liked that it wasn't just about pure and simple sex. Besides, I knew that Gema also needed that emotional connection. {So what's bothering you?} But all that, with a contract, with money involved, with a man who didn't know who I was... {Aha! That's your problem! You're not in control. You don't control it like you do Silvestre}-. Gema, love, I think this is too much. Think about it, please," I insisted once more. 

	And then there was the other contract, the unofficial one, the one that was not legal. It was not very long but it was explicit. In this contract it was stated that Gema knew and accepted the particular conditions of her contract. It was made explicit that, in addition to what was stipulated in the company contract, she was expected to be willing to have sex with the boss for the position of secretary. It was clearly explained that this was part of her remuneration. Repeated refusal to have sex led either to dismissal or to a reduction in salary. In the case of a pay cut, her new salary would be about twelve hundred euros a month. That was not much, but it was better than other offers he had received. Of course, the decision was not hers but his. It was up to him. But who is he? What is he like? As far as sex was concerned, it was indicated that she should be open to the full range of sexual practices that existed. She could only refuse those practices that objectively endangered her health or resulted in physical harm. There was a short list of sexual practices to which she had to agree if she did not want to run the risk of being dismissed without severance pay. 

	-Vaginal sex, oral sex, anal sex..." I began to read the short list, "lesbianism... Gema, lesbianism? -I hadn't gotten hard, because I was wearing the chastity device-... -Lesbianism? -I repeated. I looked away from the document and looked at my wife, "Gema? 

	My wife did not respond. She just shrugged her shoulders. In fact, she hadn't answered any of the questions I had asked her. And that despite the fact that I had insisted on some of them. The image of her and Nuria immediately came to mind. They had given me a good show back in the day at the redhead's house. Nothing had happened. They hadn't even really kissed. There had only been innuendo. But it had been an unforgettable erotic show. On the other hand, the video they had recorded to bait Luis Alberto's hook had been a bit more racy. Nothing explicit had happened either. Again, it had been all innuendo. But it had been very erotic and tempting. Gema had allowed me to watch that video they had recorded for him, with the purpose of setting him up. It had turned me on enormously. Of course, I had asked my wife if she would really be willing to go so far as to do something like that. She had smiled initially. Then, she had rejected any possibility. She had been blunt, saying that women didn't interest her at all. However, there, in that contract, that possibility appeared again. And with it, everything my imagination can fantasize about, which is no small thing. 

	-Sex without a condom," I continued reading the list. Without a condom, Gema? -Again, my wife said nothing. She was determined to ignore me, while she went over both contracts for the umpteenth time. Seriously, Gema, you don't know him! -Actually, I didn't know if I knew him or not. She hadn't said much about him. It was possible that they had been dating for weeks and he had kept it from me until recently. The intrigue excited me as well as worried me. I had given him the chance to keep things from me. But it had been in Silvestre's time, when I had found out in every way -more or less- about everything. But now, she had taken it to a new extreme. I thought about what it meant for her to do it without protection. I thought about what it meant for me. I remembered how she had made me eat her pussy after coming from a date with him. And how, lately, he makes me eat it whenever I cum in it. It was true that the contract also said that both parties would be tested beforehand, to make sure they were free of sexual diseases. 

	-For mutual protection (...) they agree to have exclusive sexual relations with each other, with the following two exceptions," I continued reading aloud. Are you sure you want this? -I asked my beloved wife. As a hotwife, I had always imagined her as having a high level of promiscuity. Sylvester had been the catalyst for her thrusting, but I had always had the idea of her expanding her sexual horizons to other men. Now, however, under contract, she was to limit herself to this mystery man. That didn't convince me. 

	-Why do you say that? -You, by all means, are not going to have sex with anyone but me," she said. 

	That article in the contract specified that except with that mystery man-her future boss-she could only have sex with me-her husband. Very considerate of her. But it also said that I couldn't have sex with anyone else. It pisses me off that this guy, who I don't even know, dictates what I can and can't do! It's not like I wanted or envisioned having sex with anyone but Gema either. I neither desired it nor reciprocated as a submissive. {Look at it another way: at least she takes you into account}. I look at it as it is: if she doesn't do it without a condom with him or if I had sex with another woman, that would be reason to fire her. The other exception the contract provided for her was for him to give her permission to have sex with other people. But she must ask his permission! The real question was why this man wanted her to be exclusive to him. And why, to achieve that, he was even willing to offer her the same exclusivity on his part. There's something else! 

	The contract also stated that she was to obey him in everything he said, within the established limits. But, above all, it explicitly stated that she was to do so with good predisposition, joy and devotion. 

	-Gemma, for fuck's sake! You're not answering anything I ask you. Don't you think you're giving too much power to this man? And with a contract on top of that. You're not going to go back on your promises, are you? -Gemma had taken too seriously the promise she had made to Silvestre. By extension (or rather by transfer), she had also made it to Luis Alberto. And that had almost ended in disaster. That was a disaster! We had been doing so well until then. That had been a promise. But this was a contract. What was more binding, a promise or a contract? -Gema, really, at least think about it a little more," I insisted to my wife. The signing of the contracts was to take place tomorrow. The days since that interview had flown by, even though they had been extraordinarily intense. I had read and reread the contracts the man had sent her. And I had always been alarmed when I had done so. But Gema had avoided any discussion about it. {She's the boss. Didn't you want her to be dominant? Isn't that what you wanted?} I want her to be dominant with me. And yes, she's in charge. I'll accept whatever she says, even if it's grudgingly. But I don't want her to be submissive to someone I don't know. Submissive or whore. Or both. Call it what you will. And I don't want it to be limited to him. I haven't opened the doors of her sexuality to him for that. 

	-I don't like it when you get stubborn like that, Daniel," my wife reacted, finally. She had been mostly ignoring me. It's my decision. I sleep with who I want and how I want. Don't you get it yet? You'd better learn to accept it," she said, looking at me seriously. And yes, I've thought it through. This is exactly what I want! I want it just the way it's worded. 

	At least the contract provided that I could be present. The contract was succinct, but it did not include all the important issues. I had to admit that. Whoever had drawn it up didn't make much of a fuss. But he drafted impeccably, without neglecting any aspect. I sighed. 

	-Can you tell me, at least, what is this about body and clothing modifications? -I implored him. 

	-You'll see in due time," my wife answered with determination. It was clear that she was not going to tell me anything else. 

	The contract specified that the boss could dictate how I should dress. There was already a mention of that in the official contract with the company. But the unofficial contract was more blunt in that regard. It talked about dictating. Again, the idea of her dressing as she pleased excited me. My imagination took over to show me various options of what was possible. Some bordered on the legally permissible. Others surely fell squarely within forbidden territory. So much for democracy and individual freedom. That part I didn't dislike. {You don't dislike it? It makes you horny!} But it also talked about body modifications. For my peace of mind, it explicitly excluded those permanent modifications, such as tattoos or pirsins. Neither of which I liked, so what was he referring to? The paragraph, however, concluded with the tagline of whatever both parties agreed between them. Close the door, but leave it open. I liked my wife the way she was. The idea of her changing physically for him didn't appeal to me at all. I snorted. 

	-Gemma, I don't think you should do it. We don't need it. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	All these days since the interview with Gerardo I had had a strange tingling in my body. My future boss had sent me the contract with alacrity. Actually, he had sent me two contracts. The names were still to be filled in. I had read them over several times, not because I had any doubts about the wording, but because I couldn't help not doing so. Each time I had read them, my heart rate had accelerated and I had felt my palms start to sweat slightly. And that hadn't been the only part of my body that had become moist. I was nervous, restless and excited. Every night, Daniel had eased my tensions. First he had done it by gently massaging me. And then, he had finished by soothing me with his tongue on my sex. He had been industrious; I had to give him that. But he had also been especially stubborn and negative about what he was going to do. I had his approval but not his enthusiasm. Rather, I had his opposition, although this, given the nature of our relationship, did not go to the extreme of prohibition. I don't need his enthusiasm. I am in charge. In fact, it's better that he doesn't like the situation at all. Daniel wanted me to be dominant with him, but when push came to shove, he had a hard time losing control. He only felt comfortable when what I was doing was more or less going where he wanted it to go. All the more reason for this time to be different. {You're getting turned on because you're doing something forbidden}. I guess you're right. I can't deny the morbidity. {No, you misunderstood me. I'm talking about Daniel. You're both concerned and turned on by doing this against his will}. 

	-A promise is sacred," I replied to my husband. A commercial contract, in return, can be cancelled according to the conditions established. -Which are my dismissal, back to unemployment and back to begging for a job for an undignified salary. I wasn't willing to go through that again, if I could help it. Anything but that. 

	-Gema, I know very well how you take this kind of thing," said my husband. Whether it's a contract or a promise, you always end up taking them too seriously. I really don't feel like this. Don't do it, please," my husband insisted again.  

	It's been a long time since he's been this taciturn. It was going to be worse when she found out who he was. He still hadn't told her that it was Gerardo. It wasn't that she didn't particularly dislike Gerardo. She had only seen him, but not talked to him. But I knew that physically he was not the kind of man I wanted for me as a lover. Nor for him as a goreador. Actually, I wasn't physically attracted to him either. But I was willing to give it a try nonetheless. I liked him and he was an undoubtedly cultured, intelligent, and unhurried man. I could ignore the physique and focus on the person. It was too good an opportunity to pass up. It offered me professional projection. It gave me financial security. And it allowed me to explore my yearnings for submission with someone experienced. Actually, I didn't know if Gerardo had experience in this matter, but it was enough for me that he wasn't a crazy youngster like Luis Alberto. Life experience was a degree. It would be less physical but more mental. There was something about Gerardo that gave me confidence that it would work out well. I was not going to let my husband's taciturnity ruin that opportunity. I had even accepted - albeit half-heartedly - that my husband would be present at our meetings. I'm in charge, not you, Daniel. You wanted it that way. Now I want it that way. 

	I walked over to my husband and hugged him. After several long seconds of hugging, I gave him a tender kiss on the cheek. You're not going to control me again. It's for your own good. [You don't want him to control you, and in return, you're willing to give control to another man?] 

	-Go up to the bedroom and kneel against the wall," I whispered in her ear. Wait for me like this. 

	 

	*** 

	  

	It turned me on when Gema talked to me like that. I had learned a lot since we ended that adventure with Silvestre. I had learned a lot from the redhead. I hadn't had a chance to interact with her much. She had been terribly angry with her because of my little slip. But Gemma had proven that she was a quick learner. More than learning from the redhead, she had been inspired by her enough to create her own dominant character. That dominance was part of my wife. It was part of her, even if it always took a conscious effort for her to bring it to the surface. But I liked it. I liked that she gave me clear orders. And I liked her taking control. Except when she does things that don't suit me, like this.  

	-Yes, honey.  

	I obeyed and went up the stairs to the dormitory floor. I entered our dormitory. Or to be more precise, I entered the domain of our bedroom. To enter the bedroom one had to first pass through the walk-in closet. The walk-in closet was an additional acoustic barrier. On the one hand, it kept the master bathroom away from the bedroom. On the other hand, it made it an extra door into the bedroom. Our daughter was noisy and Gema had become hypersensitive to noise. That had been one of the reasons we had moved out of the house. That and the possibility of finally having the house of our dreams. Of my dreams. I had designed it that way. The architect had done the fine tuning. We had custom built our new home. In exchange, we had embarked on a self-promotion mortgage. The mortgage had to be paid, no matter what. Income didn't matter. It didn't matter that there was an economic crisis. It didn't matter that Gema had been laid off and that my situation in the company did not invite optimism. Because of our dream home, Gema wants to prostitute herself. Because of me. {It's not prostitution. It's sugar baby, remember? Besides, she wants to. She's not just doing it out of necessity. Can't you see that?} 

	I undressed. I laid my clothes carefully on my chair. Gemma would not accept to be placed in any way. I was not so careful. At least, I wasn't careful with my clothes. But Gemma had taught me to be. I undressed completely, except for my panties. Gema liked to see me in them. I oscillated between two extremes. At one extreme, I felt ridiculously effeminate. At the other extreme, I felt aroused. Which extreme depended largely on the level of my libido. And this, lately, tended to be high. Gemma kept me caged almost permanently. It had been a long time since she had given me a handjob. Gema would only uncage me to have penetrative sex with her. It happened about once every week or two. Then, after orgasm, my libido would plummet. That was natural. But when I was caged again, it didn't take long for it to increase rapidly. At the peak of arousal, I was capable of anything. But then... 

	I went into the bedroom. And I got down on my knees, facing the wall. I did it with my arms behind my head, just the way she liked it. It was a penitential position. But at least the penance was alleviated with a mat under my knees. A relative had given us the skin of a sheep, covered with its wool. He did not have a flock. He was not a shepherd. But he used to keep a sheep or two, to help him keep the little patch of land around his little house in line. And he used to cull them every year or two. It was practical: they kept the grass at bay without having to expend any effort, they kept him company, they gave him meat, and on top of that, they gave him wool. I'm a sheep. And it helped me not to hurt my knees on the hard ground. 

	Gema made me wait. She made me wait, but no longer than usual. She liked to leave me there, staring at the wall. She liked to leave me meditating. She, deep down, is as submissive as me, if not more so. And, on top of that, I demand that she be dominant with me. Signing a contract like that sounded like a novel. But it was really happening. She's going to sign it, no matter what. But I can't help but object. {Even though it turns you on, in part?} I heard my wife enter the dressing room. I avoided turning my head to look at her. Anyway, the bedroom door was closed. I heard her open the closet. It's getting kind of nice for me. I felt the excitement in my caged cock. I looked down. From the front, I was wearing my panties below my balls. My dick hadn't moved. It couldn't move much either, being caged. But I could feel the tingling. What am I doing? Why does this turn me on? I could perfectly see my caged chick and the padlock that kept it locked up. I could see my shaved pubic hair. And I could see part of my panties. They were feminine pink, this time. It's taboo; that's why it turns me on. Objectively, women's clothing was much nicer than men's. The sophistication was ridiculous, in part. It was impractical. But it was prettier. But I feel good, being submissive, despite my rebellious outbursts. 

	Finally, my Goddess opened the door and entered the bedroom. I avoided turning my head towards her and kept it to the front. I had not yet received permission to look at her. Gemma stood silently behind me. I was burning to look at her. I wanted to know what she was wearing. She is very beautiful. And she's even prettier when she wears something nice. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	For this to work, I need Daniel to enter a new level of submission. It was something I had been planning to do for some time. But in the last few days my husband's reaction had made me realize that it was necessary and that time was upon us. I could not allow my husband to continue to resist my plans and desires. I was not strong enough to fight on two fronts. I needed his support, or at least his submission. I couldn't deal with Gerardo and at the same time have to discuss everything with my husband. Besides, he loves him. He wants it, deep down. Daniel had come a long way in developing his submissive side and he seemed happier and less stressed. I had the feeling that it had been easier for him to develop my dominant side with him than it had been for me, but, in reality, they were two things that went hand in hand. However, my husband always demanded more. He didn't say it, but it showed in his attitude. To stand still with him was to go backwards. I had to move forward, but even though he wanted to, he never made it easy for me. He was not an easy submissive. Nor am I a talented dominatrix. In any case, the time had come. Now is the time.  

	The opportunity Gerardo was giving me had precipitated everything. I knew Daniel would have problems seeing me submissive to another man. He dreamed of seeing me slutty, which could include a certain degree of submission. But to see me truly submissive, that was something else. It wasn't his dream, but I thought it was mine. At the very least, I should explore it. Daniel would have his internal struggle to deal with the feelings that seeing me that way would provoke in him. Deep down it turns him on. It's just not how he has imagined it. It goes against his plans. He's still scheming. And it would be even more difficult when he saw who it was. If it's hard for me, imagine him! {I don't like him}. {I'm not convinced either}. To help my husband, I needed to deepen his submission. Only from a submissive position, from which he would forget the dominant part, the protective part, could he accept what I was willing to do. [I don't know if I could accept it.] {I could, but wasn't there a younger one?} I had not discussed any details with Gerardo. It was true that I hardly knew him. But I had the feeling that we had connected somehow. I sensed what was expected of me - or, perhaps, I just imagined it - and the idea appealed to me. He wants to mold me to his liking. With Luis Alberto it had all been very physical. And it had also been dangerous. Gerardo was proposing something more mental and less crazy. At least I should explore it. 

	But I needed my husband to accept that. Consciously, I was sure he accepted it. Otherwise, we'd be having a real crisis. But there was something in him that drove him to play the rebel. But I'm not going to have the energy to deal with internal rebelliousness. That would get him and me into trouble. He wants to mold me like plasticine, but hard things are fragile and break. It would be easier for both of us if Daniel embraced his submission. It will be easier for all three of us. I can't afford a Daniel who threatens to revolt, not if I want him to be present at my sessions with Gerard. 

	I armed myself with determination and entered the bedroom. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Don't turn around yet! Look straight ahead! -my wife exclaimed. But it was too late. I had already seen her out of the corner of my eye. And she had noticed.  

	My boldness was rewarded with a whip on my ass. I winced in pain. 

	-You shouldn't have looked," my wife scolded me. It was supposed to be a surprise. You're being a very bad boy. But tonight I'm going to nip the problem in the bud. 

	My pulse was racing. I had only looked at her for an instant. And it had only been out of the corner of my eye. But it had been enough. Gem had put on the leather outfit. She had dressed up as Catwoman. It was the same costume she had worn for Juan's bachelor party, for the striptease he had performed. Silvestre had organized it. And he had paid her a good sum of money for it. He had done it as a preliminary to giving her that prostitution experience he had set out to give her. He had gotten it into her head, despite my opposition. Although it is true that it was a partial opposition, at least at the beginning. For some reason, Gema had never worn that again. In fact, I had never seen her in that costume. She hadn't worn it at home, not even for me. I knew the outfit well, because I had seen it in her closet. I had taken it out, on the sly, to see it. I had done so on more than one occasion. But I hadn't seen it on. At the bachelor party, I had only come to pick her up. And when I arrived, she was already naked. That image of my wife, naked from the waist up, sitting at the bar in that dingy bar hadn't left my mind. Her hair covering her shoulders. From the waist down, she had managed to get dressed after her show. But the top of her costume had stayed inside the party room. But Gemma had waited for me like this, at the bar. Helpless on the one hand, powerful on the other. The owner of that dingy place had devoured her with his eyes, while she drank an infusion. It had turned me on to see her like that. The bar. Her balls. Her hair on her naked back. But it had also broken my heart. There had been a good reason why she'd taken a lime tea. I didn't want her to go through something like that again. 

	Gemma caressed my bare back with the whip. The short whip was also the same as the one she had bought to perform that strip show. The soft caress contrasted with the whip she had given me on my ass. 

	-Are you wearing the plug? -he asked in a hoarse voice. 

	I said nothing. I just nodded my head. 

	-Good, because your day has come," he anticipated. 

	I sensed what he meant. It was a threat he had been making for some time. Specifically, since the redhead's submissive, Andrea, had treacherously fucked Luis Alberto's ass. More or less since then, after we reconciled, he had warned me that someday he would deflower my asshole. He had told me that he knew I wanted it. He had alluded to my slip of a night with Silvestre and the redhead. But he was wrong. I didn't want it. At least, I didn't desire him for that reason. I was neither gay nor bisexual. But I confessed that breaking certain taboos turned me on. Most of all, it turned me on that she was dominant with me. The chastity device, the panties...that.... all part of the same thing. As I turned and looked sideways at her I had seen that Gemma was wearing a harness with a dildo. I involuntarily tensed up. Your day has come. I was afraid. What if it hurt? What if it made me gay? What if I didn't like it? What if I liked it too much? Gema had been expanding my anal entrance with the plugs for a while. But the last one, the biggest one, I had only put in a couple of times. She had more time to adjust, why now? I wanted it and feared it. It both turned me on and scared me. Neither the dildo nor the harness had she used them on me yet. In fact, I was unaware that I had bought it for her. 

	-Your day has come," he repeated, "I'm going to fuck you in that asshole just like Luis Alberto did with me. 

	I groaned. Gema knew for a fact that I didn't like to remember that character. Because of him - because of the crazy things my wife had done with him and the crazy things I had done with the redhead and Silvestre - we almost got divorced. But my wife was relentless. 

	-That ass belongs to me the same way mine belonged to him," he whispered in my ear. 

	It was not true. She had promised him. I had given it to her. I hadn't promised her anything. At least, I hadn't promised her anything about my ass. It's easier when you don't have a choice. And now, Gemma was going to sign a contract with a new horn player. And that would give him access to her little ass. He could do with it what he wanted. I moaned again. The short whip continued to stroke my back. I knew what her asshole meant to Gemma. It was the symbol of total surrender. It was a taboo. She derived physical but mostly mental pleasure from anal penetration. What if I don't like it? {What if you like it too much?} She had never let me penetrate her from behind. That was reserved for lovers, she had explained to me. 

	-It's your day," he said again. 

	Gema took a step back. She began to twirl the whip. The tips of her short strips of cloth began to impact on my back. It didn't hurt much. But it stung when they impacted on my skin. Gema had learned to moderate the intensity depending on the speed of the whirl and the distance. Time was another determining factor. It often hurt by accumulation. Gema had learned from a professional. She could have learned from Nuria, but she had refused to prolong our relationship with her. In return, she had sent me to a professional dominatrix. It had been a demand of hers to reconcile us. He had told me that I needed to be punished for what I had done. I wasn't sure if he was referring to having cheated on him with Nuria and Silvestre or for having set up that farce of a relationship with Silvestre. It was possible that he was even referring to what he had suffered at the hands of Luis Alberto because of it. In any case, I was to blame.  

	"You deserve a severe punishment," he had told me. "By all accounts, I know you want it. But know that it's going to hurt. I don't want you to ever forget it. If you want me back, then show me that you are willing to change. You're not going to send me again. 

	And I had accepted. After she had behaved in such a crazy way with that asshole Luis Alberto and after she had let herself be denigrated in that way by him, I had seen no point in continuing our relationship. She had kissed him and left with him, after I had fought for her with him. She had gone with him and let herself do that. And not content with that, instead of breaking up with him at the time, she had insisted on ending the game his way, despite my opposition. But after a while, I had realized that I could not and would not live without her. I love you, Gema. You are everything to me. I had also realized that, deep down, it was my fault. But I had known that from the beginning. I had accepted her conditions. Vanilla sex and routine had killed our passion. The adventure of the consensual horns had rekindled it. Mind you, the train had almost derailed. It had almost derailed because she had been looking for something else. And because I had been looking for something else. Actually, we had both been looking for the same thing. We had both explored our newfound desires for submission. But we hadn't done it together. However, Gemma had understood that I needed a firm hand. And she was right. 

	We had gone to a professional dominatrix. I still didn't know if she had been recommended by the redhead or if my wife had found her on her own. And there, in her studio, Gema had explained to her what she wanted. In a way, it had reminded me of our first meeting at home with Silvestre. I had explained to Silvestre what I wanted, while Gema - the real protagonist - listened passively. Of course, Silvestre and I had rehearsed it beforehand, but she didn't know that. Gema had listened attentively. In the same way, I had listened to what my wife agreed with the dominatrix. I did not know if they had rehearsed it previously. But it had reminded me of how my wife must have felt at the beginning. It was exciting to hear without intervening what others were planning for you. 

	Gema had explained to the dominatrix that this was a punishment. I had demanded that it hurt. And I had asked her to learn, so that she could punish me in the future. The dominatrix was dressed in leather clothes. But I wasn't particularly turned on by leather. I don't have that fetish. I like leather when it looks good on a woman. And the Catwoman style outfit looks great on Gema. But back to the dominatrix, the woman was wearing a long leather skirt. Maybe it was the whole dress. I couldn't tell. On top, she wore a corset with chrome buckles in the front. The corset tried to fit her figure, but failed miserably in its attempt. The dominatrix was thick. She wasn't even close. The corset reached just below her bust. That had to be left on, she had generous breasts. But I'm not big breasted. As a man, I can't look away from my breasts when they're big. It's an instinctive reaction. But I prefer medium-sized breasts. Tit that hand does not cover, is not tit but udder. A boob that is covered by a hand is not a boob, but a pimple. Given the choice between a large and a small breast, I lean, in any case, towards the small breast. Above the bust, she wore a leather band with chrome studs I wasn't sure if it was a separate accessory or if it belonged to the corset. In any case, between the corset and the ribbon, they left her prominent bust well framed. Not a hint of skin was visible, as it was all covered by the thick synthetic leather fabric. The dress even had long sleeves. But not only that, it also covered her neck, all the way down to below her chin. The only skin that was visible was on her face. He looked stern, as was to be expected. His hair, brown and curly, reached to his shoulders. Two large chrome hoops hung from her ears. She had put on makeup to cover the wrinkles. But nothing could cover her humpbacked nose. Her lips, both upper and lower, were thin, almost nonexistent. Despite this, she had painted them purple.  

	I didn't find the woman attractive at all. {Did you ever think that, for that very reason, Gema chose her?} I doubted that, even in her youth, I would have found her attractive. It wasn't a question of whether she was pretty or ugly. For me she was simply the antithesis of an attractive woman. That woman didn't convey anything to me. At least not through her physique. 

	She and Gema had continued to talk about me. The dominatrix had asked her about our level of experience and Gema had replied that we were first timers. I had then asked her about the type of punishment she wanted for me and had suggested several options. She had mentioned spanking and the whip. I had commented on clamps and genital torture. She had listed bondage, pet play and even golden shower. Gemma had asked her about these last two terms, as she was unfamiliar with them. The dominatrix had explained them to her. I already knew those terms. But Gema had listened attentively, with her mouth open. In the end, fortunately, my wife had emphatically ruled out the golden shower. She had also rejected genital torture. As for the whip, the dominatrix had advised her against it because she was a novice. She was willing to use it with me, to give her a demonstration. But I did not recommend her to use it with me at home. It was too dangerous. In return, I had shown her other tools. Gemma had pointed to a short whip and had told him that she had one of those, but had never used it. The dominatrix had assured her that that type of utensil was fine and that, being much less short than a normal whip, it was less dangerous. Next, she had shown him a riding crop and a paddle. She had everything of different types and had taken the time to explain the differences.  

	Next, the dominatrix had barked at me. She had ordered me with a tone that did not accept a reply to undress. I remember that I had not even looked at my wife. Instinctively, I had undressed. Yes, I had dropped my pants and panties at the same time. I didn't want her to see me with my panties on. But the dominatrix had noticed. Quickly, she had grabbed my balls with her leather gloves. And she had squeezed them until I moaned. So much for not applying genital torture. As he had done so, he had teased my little Wily, for being caged. He had asked me if I had been a bad boy and if I needed to be controlled. To that, my wife had responded. I had explained that I had slept with her best friend and her lover. I didn't sleep with Sylvester! Not exactly... All this while the dominatrix continued to twist my balls. "You should educate him as a sissy," the professional dominatrix had suggested. She had then pulled my balls and forced me to go after her to a St. Andrew's Cross. There she had pinned me down, face to the wall. Then, she had put on a hood, the kind that covered my whole head and face, including my eyes. It only left my mouth free. And so, the darkness came to me. The dominatrix had then gone on to demonstrate to my wife the different techniques of physical punishment. She had encouraged her to imitate her and had advised her on her technique. I had felt the paddle, the whip, the short whip and the cane on my skin. I had identified the contraptions not by their stroke - they all hurt, albeit differently - but because the dominatrix had named them loud and clear for my wife's benefit. Or for mine. 

	It had hurt terribly. But I had made a commitment to my wife to endure it. She did her thing, but I encouraged her to be unfaithful. In return, I had really betrayed her. The pain had not pleased me at all. It hadn't turned me on at all. It was clear that I was not a masochist. I enjoyed it in that strange way that submissives enjoy submission. But I wasn't doing it with pain. The dominatrix had been gradually increasing the intensity. No doubt she knew her trade well. The first strokes, the gentler ones, had been erotic. I could even say that I had liked them. The next ones had stung. The ones that followed had been a challenge to endure. The challenge had spurred me on. But the last few had brought tears to my eyes. "I love you, Gema!" I had exclaimed between sobs. I hadn't done it to ask her forgiveness or clemency. I had exclaimed it, several times, because despite the pain that was what I felt. The pain had been terrible. She didn't understand why there were people who let themselves do that and more. In porn movies everything seemed different. Everything is different, until you feel it in your own flesh. That level was definitely not for me. However, despite all the suffering, I felt strangely liberated. I floated. "Meditate on what you have done and why you have deserved this. And reflect on how you want your relationship with your wife to be, from now on," the dominatrix had expressed. Then she was gone. I had heard the door close. She had left me like that, on the cross, for I didn't know how long. 

	Finally, the dominatrix had returned. She had removed my hood and untied me. When I regained my vision, I searched with my eyes for Gemma. But she was not there. I didn't know how long she had been gone. I didn't know if she had heard me telling her that I loved her. I love you! I didn't know if she had participated, actively or passively, in the hardest part of the punishment. I was disoriented. 

	Next, the dominatrix had grabbed me by the balls again. She had pulled me and taken me to an adjoining room. It was smaller. Unlike the previous one, the walls were made of rough brick. The previous room in which he had punished me had been nicely decorated in colors of red and black. Upon entering the room, he had activated something with a remote control. Then, he had picked up his cell phone and checked something on the screen. Finally, he had pointed out to me that there were several cameras recording me. He had explained to me that it was a live broadcast. But he had reassured me that it was a private broadcast to which only my wife had access. I deduced that Gema had indeed left, leaving me there with that very unfeminine woman. She then began to humiliate me. With her authoritative voice, she ordered me to crawl, kiss her boots and other such humiliations. Curiously, she no longer seemed to me to be such a woman. She had not transformed into the sleeping beauty, but she no longer seemed to me the antithesis of an attractive woman. On the contrary, I felt a strange attraction to her. The redhead had also commanded me. And I had found her attractive. But her attractiveness had had its origin in her physical beauty. Her commanding ways had been only a plus. But that this woman, the dominatrix, suddenly seemed attractive to me, bordered on the miraculous. Perhaps it was due to my disorientation. Maybe it was because I really longed to feel submissive to a woman. Physique mattered least of all. Nor did it matter what she had indicated to me. I had completely forgotten that Gemma was watching, on the other side of the camera. 

	Finally, he had put me in a cage. It was long enough that I could lie down if I curled up. But I had to crawl to get inside. There were more cages, but they were empty. Then he had closed the cage and left. But before he did, he had given me a bottle like the ones they gave in the hospital to sick people who couldn't get out of bed. The purpose was clear: it was for urinating. The dominatrix had turned off the light, but I sensed that the camera was working with night vision. She had left me alone with my thoughts. Alone, but with my beloved wife watching. Exhausted, I had fallen asleep, finally. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Turn around," I ordered my husband. I tried to inton my words with the right mix of tenderness and authority. It was a balance I hadn't quite gotten the hang of yet. 

	Daniel reluctantly turned around. Immediately, his eyes were fixed on the dildo hanging from my harness. His reaction hadn't surprised me. What surprised me was mine. Suddenly, I felt a strange excitement that I had not felt before, as I put on the harness. I had been putting this moment off, but now I was beginning to crave it. I took the dildo in one hand and pointed it upward. 

	-You know what you have to do," I encouraged my husband. With one hand, I grabbed him by the hair and gently pulled him to me. Just do it. I want you to suck me like the real slut you are. Do you think you can do it better than me? -Against all odds, my words were turning me on. Show me how you did it to Silvestre! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Did you have to mention that? It wasn't the episode I was most proud of in my life. I avoided thinking about it, about the episode. Gema's words unsettled me in a strange way. At least the dildo was neon fuchsia and not shaped like a cock. It was just a piece of silicone. I let Gema lead me to her plastic cock. 

	-Come on! I know you like sucking cock. Be a good little slut and suck it before I deflower your little ass with it," my wife insisted. 

	I didn't like what he was saying. It didn't turn me on at all. I couldn't see myself sucking cock - I'm not gay! At the height of my arousal I could do strange things. That was normal. And I could do them if he told me to. But I didn't do it because I liked it. I do it because you're telling me to. I opened my mouth. It's not a real cock. It's my wife. I'm not gay. I don't have anything against gays. I just like women. And strange things. Gema guided my head towards his plastic cock. 

	-Do you want to know how I feel? Today you will know," said my wife. 

	That was more in line with my fantasy. I didn't fantasize about sucking cock like a sissy. yuck! But it always turns me on to see the image of my wife. It turns me on to see her. That's strange in itself. It's not quite normal for a husband to get turned on by watching his wife give another man a blowjob. But in porn it's a common scene, maybe not his wife's, but that of a woman. However, I have to confess that stranger is that, at the same time, I imagine myself being her. It is difficult to express. I don't imagine myself blowing a man. I don't imagine it as a man. Yuck! I imagine being her. I imagine myself feeling what she feels. I can't imagine being homosexual or bisexual. I'm straight. Or, at most, I'm heteroflexible. It's a new term I've learned. But it turns me on to see her. And it turns me on to imagine being her, all at the same time. It's hard to explain. In fact, I don't know if I'm getting it. I'm afraid I'm not. {I do understand you. That's exactly how I feel}. 

	I put his dildo in my mouth. And I started sucking her. You could say that after seeing her so many times, it would be easier for me. You would think that, being a man, I would know exactly what a good blowjob should look like. But I felt clumsy. Gema, however, always did it so masterfully. 

	-Look me in the eyes. Don't look away," my wife ordered me. 

	He was referring to how Silvestre had taught him to suck him, always looking into his eyes. I felt ashamed to look him in the eyes. That wasn't how I wanted him to see me, as a slut! I was her husband, after all. Physical punishment didn't humiliate me as much as this. Even the panties were a long way off. They were, after all, nothing more than an article of clothing. {A very nice one, by the way}. More ridiculous was how the distinguished men in the barrueco had dressed. It would lose my respect, if I did so. But, on the other hand, it was easier if I looked at her. When I looked up, what I saw was a beautiful woman. It's not gay what I'm doing. 

	Suddenly, Gema came out of my mouth. For a moment, I longed to have her plastic cock in my mouth. What had I done wrong? I hadn't bitten her; I had avoided contact with my teeth. fool! Even if you had brushed it with your teeth... guess what... it's plastic! 

	-Go to the dressing room," my wife told me, "I've left something for you on the chair. Put it on and come back! 

	I looked at her quizzically. Sorry, I mean quizzical. It was all so strange. I didn't know if I wanted her to crawl or if I could get up. In the end, I got up. Gema didn't object. On the dresser chair was a pair of panties. There were also some stockings and a garter belt. The panties were normal. I only wore panties now, with a few exceptions. Sometimes Gema bought them for me. Other times we bought them together. When we did, I was always very embarrassed. But the stockings and the garter belt were new. I had never worn them before. {Come on, don't be a liar. Tell the truth} But I've already told it in the previous book! {You didn't tell it; you mentioned it. In any case, you should clarify it here too}. All right, I'll mention it. I had once put on my wife's underwear. That had happened before I started this hotwife and cuckold thing. Teenagers try on their mother's underwear out of curiosity. Or so they said in the movies. I hadn't done it. Instead, I had done it with my wife's underwear, as an adult. I had tried it on once, just once. I confess that it had turned me on. But, of course, I had done it at a moment of maximum excitement. Otherwise, I wouldn't have done it. I had put it on and masturbated, with it on. I imagined I was her. But I was a man and that kind of clothes looked terrible on me. I was no good as a transvestite. I didn't want to be good at it either. It had only happened once. It had happened only once, in a moment of maximum excitement. Only once. {Oh, really? And why have you only been wearing panties for months now? Just once...} 

	I took off my panties. And I put on the new panties. They were pink. They were weird. They looked like they were torn. But surely they weren't. Gema wouldn't give me torn panties. They must have some purpose. I blushed. The panties were torn down the middle. They left my ass crack, my perineum and even my caged cock exposed. They did not cover any strategic part. On the contrary, they exposed it. But they were not torn. The embroidery of the slit indicated that it was on purpose. Today is my day. My heart was racing. I felt more exposed than without them. Next, I put on the garter belt. It was black. And finally, I slipped on my stockings. They were pink, with black polka dots. I clumsily fastened the stockings to the garter belt. 

	-Hey, are you sure you... 

	-Yesssss! -Gema cut me off. Let me look at you. -She looked me up and down, making me uncomfortable. Beautiful, you look beautiful. 

	Do you need to use the feminine? 

	-There's just one detail," she observed. The panties go over the garter belt, not the other way around. But I guess in this case, with these panties, it doesn't matter. How do you feel? 

	-Ridiculous. 

	-I thought you were going to say pretty. Or feminine. You look great to me. 

	-With so much hair? I don't think so," I objected. 

	-I don't care. -He kept looking at me without making a disgusted face. Turn around! I want to see you from behind. 

	-I obeyed. -He had a nice ass. But it was hairy. 

	-Mmm. Very nice. That's a nice touch. You look very pretty. -He sighed. I want you to feel good about yourself. You look beautiful. 

	He has never addressed me in the feminine before, why is he doing it now? 

	-I want you to enjoy it. I will be gentle with you; don't worry. I want you to feel like a woman. -She sighed again. I guess I'll feel like a man today. You know how I felt when Luis Alberto deflowered me. 

	Did you have to mention it? 

	-And I will feel like him, when he deflowered me. 

	No, I don't think so. You'll never be like him, fortunately. {But you can be like her, at least tonight. I can be like her}. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	This penetrating my husband in the ass did not convince me. I knew that Nuria did it with Andrea and they formed a nice couple, healthy, beautiful... normal. {You mean she had done it. Now she's with Silvestre. Do you think... also?} Silvestre and Nuria had reconciled, but I doubted she was willing to give up female domination. That concept - because that was what it was, a concept not completely defined and admitting multiple variations - had saved her from an imminent depression when, after being pressured to have an abortion, she had lost her boyfriend - Silvestre - and any future option of becoming a mother again. {You are wrong when you say that it is an open concept and not completely defined. It is fully defined: we are in charge of our sexuality and that of our husbands. It's as simple as that. If you want to have extramarital affairs, you can. If you want to feminize some of his behaviors, you can. Your opinion counts, but the decision is ours}. The idea of Nuria penetrating Silvestre's ass was shocking. I had only known the dominant side of him. But, on the other hand, that the redhead didn't do it was almost as shocking. And if Silvestre let her... maybe it wasn't so weird. 

	-Come with me," I said to my husband. There was something missing. I took him by the hand and walked with him out of the bedroom and into the master bathroom. -See, you look much better," I assured him, after painting his lips cherry red with one of my lipsticks. I instructed him to look in the mirror. My husband has full lips, and painted red they looked even fuller. Didn't you once tell me that what turned you on about seeing me with another man was that you imagined you were me? Or did I misunderstand? -I meant it. He had said something like that and I wasn't sure if I had understood him correctly. I'm going to make a good slut out of you. Do you want me to do that, to push you around? -I purposely used the term he and Silvestre had used so many times with me. They hadn't even asked my opinion about it; they had agreed it between them. Rather, Daniel had agreed on everything. I hadn't thought it was bad, quite the contrary. But I'm going to agree things for you too, and unilaterally. Show me what you can do with those lips! 

	I took my husband by the hand again and together we went back to the bedroom. I sat on the edge of the bed and spread my legs. With a gesture, I indicated to my husband to kneel down.  

	{It seems to me that you are deliberately postponing to deflower her ass. Why?}  

	[Because he's still not clear whether it's the right thing to do or not. He still doesn't see it].  

	{I hope she was not traumatized by that semi-rape of Luis Alberto}.  

	[Which one, yours or his?] 

	{His, of course. His, I can assure you, was not. I enjoyed it}.  

	[Well, I didn't enjoy it. On the other hand, the revenge we took with Luis Alberto did satisfy me]. 

	{I get it. That may be one reason why he doesn't quite see the point of grabbing our husband by the butt. But it's imperative that he does it. On the other hand, the dildo sucking thing, he seems to have liked that}.  

	[You think?] 

	{Absolutely. But you're always so prissy, can't you see her thoughts? As much as Daniel's infidelity pisses her off, she can't get the image of him sucking Silvestre's dick out of her head, even though she didn't witness it!}  

	  

	*** 

	  

	-No, Gema. It's not..." I protested, but Gema cut me off. 

	-Show me how you sucked Silvestre's dick! Come on, honey, it's okay. Bring out the little slut inside you. No one else will know. 

	Gema had not understood me. I had tried to explain it before, but she still didn't get it. In fact, she still doesn't understand it at all. I have commented it in my previous section and I know that Gema has read it before continuing, then, with her section, the one she has just written above. Either she doesn't understand me or she doesn't want to understand me. When I imagine her, I imagine being her. But I don't imagine me, being a man, doing it. Nor do I imagine me being a woman, since I am a man. It just turns me on to think how slutty she can be. And it turns me on to imagine how it must feel. And in doing so, it is when I irremediably, in those moments, put myself in her place. It's not like you think, Gema. {I don't know. I think that the more explanations you give, the more you're getting entangled. In fact, you haven't completely convinced me either}. 

	I sighed. I would never be able to explain it to him. It was so hard to verbalize. {Well if that's so, put your tongue to better use. You know what to do, slut}. 

	I knelt between her legs and tried to get into the role and put myself in the situation. Fortunately, I didn't see a man in front of me. I was seeing her. Likewise, I hadn't really seen a man in front of me with Sylvester either. I had seen the redhead. Whether the redhead was Nuria was really the least important thing. The redhead could be any dominant woman who knew how to treat me. I hadn't done that because she was Nuria or because she was Silvestre. And much less had I done it because Silvestre was a man. But the redhead, it was important that she was a woman. {Will you stop talking, even mentally, and put your tongue to better use? What did Gema's "redhead" order you to do?} My wife had the dildo pointed at my little one. I just had to lean forward a bit and start sucking on it, as I had seen her do on some occasions and as I imagined she did on others. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Suck it, love. Do it like you did it to Silvestre, you bastard. Daniel was doing very well. Without having had the benefit of the lessons my lover had given me, he was doing it really well. He wasn't using his hands, only his mouth, and he hadn't stopped looking me in the eyes. {Lessons from Silvestre? The golden rules for a good blowjob? That's all made up by Daniel, don't you see? It didn't come from Silvestre. Silvestre has been nothing but a puppet in his hands}. I wondered how a man would feel it. Evidently, my silicone cock didn't transmit any sensation. I had only my sense of sight and my ears; I could only be aroused by what I saw and by the little noises my husband made, but I could not feel the touch of his lips or his tongue. Even he cannot use his sense of taste to delight in the peculiar taste of the presemen.  

	The sight of my husband's slutty slut made me understand for the first time what a man felt, specifically, what Silvestre had experienced when he sucked him off like that. Daniel's eyes expressed devotion and an absolute, selfless desire to give pleasure and to prove that I was the best. I felt acknowledged, although, I had to admit, my husband surpassed me in attitude. I don't have that look or do I? I had seen the videos Silvestre had recorded from his point of view, but seeing my husband in real, I felt I was outclassed. You're sluttier than me, Daniel. Strangely, that thought made me proud and jealous at the same time. In any case, I now understood how important it was for a man to get a blowjob like that. I had always taken Sylvester's lessons - or was it indirectly my husband's? - very seriously. But I had done so because, on the one hand, I always liked to do things very well; I liked to border on excellence in everything I did. [And, for that very reason, you took the promise too seriously]. And, on the other hand, I had given everything because of my submissive tendency; now I understood that. But now I understood what it really means to the man who gets the blowjob. Cunnilingus is close, but it's different. There is something special about penetration, about the invasion of that intimate, reserved space. That devotion in the gaze, that lust in the movements and that surrender in the reception of the phallus are unmatched. I was getting horny with my husband's attitude, even though my silicone cock didn't allow me to feel anything real. 

	You're sluttier than me, Daniel. That thought gave me confidence. Daniel couldn't disown me if he, deep down, was worse than me. If you had been born a woman... I shook my head. Deep down you are a coward. You like to act from the shadows, but if it's your turn to be in the front line and take the initiative, you crack. [Don't you? Don't you prefer to hide behind a promise or a contract?] 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Stand up. Stand here," my wife ordered, patting her thighs. 

	I knew exactly what I wanted. I had been forced to adopt that position for the first time at the redhead's house. Then, after the experience with the professional dominatrix, Gema had gotten into the habit of disciplining me regularly. Usually, she did it once a week. But that depended on whether our daughter was at home or if she had gone out to do something or to meet her friends. Spanking makes a lot of noise.  

	Gema had also gotten into the habit of punishing me when I did something she didn't like. Previously, when that happened, she used to get angry. She would lecture me. Or she wouldn't talk to me. Sometimes, he would even yell. But physical punishment had replaced it. He didn't get angry anymore. He would just whip me, either with his hand or with the little whip. (Is it called a whip or a riding crop? I'm still not sure of the proper terminology. It's a tool with several strips of leather, each about a foot long.) Honestly, I preferred physical punishment. I found it easier to deal with than bad temper. Besides, it was more effective. Verbal arguments lead to talking back and increased tension. But physical punishment is indisputable. Thanks to it, I had improved in several ways. I no longer left things lying around in disarray. I made sure to put the dishwasher on every night. And before, after every meal, I would put the dishes in the dishwasher, after soaking them and sponging off the bulk of the dirt. Surely for many people these would be basic chores. But for me, it was something I hadn't been used to doing consistently. 

	Fortunately, the punishments had nothing to do with what that dominatrix had given me. That had been a severe physical punishment. At least, it had been from my perspective. Although the dominatrix had explained a lot of things to Gema, my wife had limited herself to the basics and with a level of intensity that was not very high by comparison. I believe that what happened was not by chance. She didn't choose an unattractive dominatrix by chance. She hit me hard, because she really wanted it to be a punishment. I was resentful. And also because I wanted to check if I was serious about it. And the humiliation, afterwards, in the room with the webcam, was another way to test my submissive mind. Precisely, humiliating me like that with that unattractive dominatrix, showing her my devotion to her, after she had punished me so strongly... Gema limited herself to three positions with me. She used to whip me over her lap, as I was about to do. That was the position I liked best. It made me feel small. Spanking with her hand hurt, but her hand would hurt too. The intensity came more from the mental torque. It made me feel small. It also made me feel protected, at the same time, despite the pain. The second posture was with me on my knees, typically facing the wall. In that posture, he would punish me with the whip, as he had done before. And in the third, it was with me on all fours. He would also discipline me in that position with the whip. That was when his lashes stung the most. It was not pleasant. But necessary. Or, at least, convenient. 

	My wife pulled my panties down to the crease of my buttocks. The redhead had taught her that. She put her hand on my buttock and caressed me. I moaned in anticipation. Despite that, I was disappointed that she had given up on my blowjob. Wasn't I doing it right, honey? Didn't you like it? Of course, I knew she couldn't get any physical pleasure from it. But I wasn't getting any either. But I had tried my best to do it the best I knew how. I felt clumsy with my mouth. It was the first time I had ever done it. {No, no. It's the second. So soon you want to forget about Sylvester?} But I had tried to do my best. {Yes, just like with Silvestre}. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Hitting my husband gave me no pleasure. Of course, I didn't hit him; I physically disciplined him. I had learned that it was necessary. I had seen it with Nuria. I had realized it after her infidelity with him. And I had seen it with the dominatrix. The punishment she had given him, I confess, had given me some pleasure. At that moment, I was thirsty for revenge. For his infidelity - with my lover, no less, and the only friend I had who knew my situation and understood me - and for his shenanigans, it was what my husband had deserved. He had earned it. But seeing the severity with which the dominatrix applied herself, I had soon begun to feel sorry for her. But I had stuck it out. I had made the decision and would carry it out. Besides, it had been necessary to check certain things. But that did not mean that I would punish him at home in the same way, nor that I was capable of doing so. 

	Daniel gasped across my lap as I unloaded the next spank on his buttock. His ass was beginning to turn a reddish color. You helped Silvestre spank me. At the time, you made me believe it was his doing. But now I know it was all your doing. Watching my husband suck my silicone cock had brought back memories of my examiner. It had made me remember how he had taught me to suck it masterfully. And it had also made me remember that Daniel had been unfaithful to me and I had sucked him. I unloaded the next spanking with relish. You deserve it! I wasn't taking pleasure in spanking him. I was doing it, because I had realized that it was a necessity. Daniel needed this kind of discipline to function well and without any friction. If he let his guard down, his restless mind would overheat and start scheming again. My husband had also been responsible for the spankings Luis Alberto had given me. The ones he had given me afterwards were my responsibility. Although if you hadn't initiated me into this, Daniel, it wouldn't have happened. But the first spanking, the one he had given me at Silvestre's poker party, that was my husband's responsibility.  

	[Don't overdo it either! That part, you're more likely to have to blame Silvestre for it. You know that Daniel opposed Luis Alberto from the very first moment].  

	She objected from the first moment? Really? She let him humiliate her! He told her to put on my panties and she did! No, she didn't object from the first moment. She only did so when she started to lose control.  

	[And when you started to get out of control. Just like now. Don't hit him so hard].  

	{Yes, don't give it so hard. I agree with my little sister, although I sense that for different reasons: I want her little butt to be relaxed and not tense. I want her to like it and want it}. 

	[And why would you want that? Do you want me to want to repeat?]  

	{Yes, but above all, I don't want you to interfere with Gerardo. Submissive and buggered, it will be more difficult for him to resist}. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Get on all fours," Gema instructed me. Her voice was strangely authoritative and affectionate.  

	He had whipped me with unusual fury. It had not been extraordinarily strong. But the cadence of her lashes had been different from other times. Something was wrong with her. I wasn't complaining. I liked it better when I had the feeling that she enjoyed it. That didn't happen on too many occasions. But this had been one of them. I often had the feeling that it was all a bit forced and that she was only doing it for me. But on this occasion, I felt like I was really enjoying it. Maybe he had rediscovered that dominant side of him. Or maybe he's discovered that sadistic side we all have. {He likes you to be his slut. That's what turned her on}. My wife's enthusiasm had mentally moved me to another level, similar to what I had experienced with the redhead (and Silvestre) and the professional dominatrix. I felt like I was in some kind of trance. But I still retained enough level of awareness to realize it. It's so hard for me to disconnect and let go. The rational side of my brain is always so present. It doesn't let me enjoy the things in life. That state of mind that my wife had said she had reached with Luis Alberto, that night, I had not reached it by far, in comparison. I felt envious. As much as I hated what had happened that night, as much as I hated how Luis had treated her, as much as I envied her for being able to let herself go like that. I was trying, but I was nowhere near the same level. My reasoning never quite shut down. It was the same with alcohol. In my younger days I had drunk like everyone else. And like everyone else, I had gotten drunk on more than one occasion. But I had never lost control. One word and I was serene. Evidently, my balance and other faculties were still impaired. But mentally, I'd switch to serene in a second. 

	I obeyed and got on all fours on the bed, as she had instructed me. Gema put my panties back in place. That was a sign that the physical punishment part was over. I knew what was coming next. I knew it. I dreaded it. And I wanted it. My wife stood behind me and hugged me. Her hands caressed my back. I liked that. I really liked caresses on my back. Her soft fingers on my back contrasted with her relentless hands on my buttocks. My buttocks were red and burning. And soon I would have something else red and burning. I feared it and I wanted it. My wife's hands made an excursion to my genitals. Her fingertips gently caressed my little balls. Then, they moved down to my perineum. I liked the caresses there. 

	-I love you," whispered my wife. 

	-And I you too," I managed to say. I didn't feel like talking at that moment. It was not the time to do so. 

	-Do you want to do it? -Nothing will ever be the same again," she warned me. I will love you just the same," she assured me, however. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel remained mute for several seconds. If I fucked him in the ass, many things would change. Of that I was sure. I would still love him. He would still be my husband, my man. But the dynamic in our relationship would change. [Is that why you've been putting this moment off? You've been putting it off for weeks. And you've been putting it off all night. First the lipstick, then the spanking, and now you're asking her that. Does it make you dizzy?] The chastity device, the panties, the periodic physical punishments, the making him perform cunnilingus on me after he had cum inside me, these had all been incremental steps. Of these, the most significant, perhaps, had been the chastity device. Controlling his sexuality had been a paradigm shift. {You've forgotten her infidelity with Silvestre. That was also significant}. In comparison, making her wear panties paled in comparison. But the chastity device had been a big step, even if I hadn't realized its importance at the beginning. The Silvestre thing had been significant too, though in a different way. I felt that buggering him would be another big step and not merely an incremental one. The chastity device had made me control his sexuality. Fucking him meant transforming it. Even if I wanted nothing to change in our dynamic, I knew it would irrevocably do so. [There's a part of me that doesn't want things to change. I want him to remain our husband, our man, just the way he is. If I accept it, it's because I know it's necessary, by and for him]. {But there is another part that wants them to change, partly out of selfishness, partly out of revenge, partly out of perversion}. 

	If you don't answer me, Daniel, we can still back out. Daniel still didn't answer and, in part, I wanted him not to. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Yes, I do," I answered after a brief moment that seemed eternal. Yes, I do," I added almost inaudibly. 

	I had read stories about it. They were, of course, mostly fictional stories. But there were also some true accounts. The OurHotWives forum seemed pretty reliable to me in that regard. I had been following it for a while now, albeit anonymously. I hadn't registered. And I hadn't participated in any discussions. But from the apparent testimonials of other cuckolds it was distilled that after anal sex women never looked at their husbands with the same eyes again. Of course, it's hard to distinguish between fiction and fact. How much of it is real and how much of it was made up? It's impossible to say. I could only rely on how consistent, logical and plausible the story was. According to what I had read, wives still loved their husbands just as much. Nor was there a loss of respect, as the cheap erotic fiction suggested. But there was a substantive change in the relationship. There was a shift in power. And that's what I want, in the end. But how did that saying go? Be careful what you wish for, because it can come true. What I did feel was that the step was irreversible. Something, in her and in me, would change forever. {And that's what I want, deep down}. And that's what I'm afraid of. 

	-Take me," I managed to whisper. 

	I felt my wife's silicone cock rubbing against my perineum and against my balls. It felt like a cobra in its nuptial dance with another cobra. Except mine is caged. Gema took my cock-or my cage or both-with her hand and played with it a little. She wiggled it just a little, but the rubbing against the polycarbonate made it respond. Gema looked hesitant, as if she wasn't sure how to proceed. For a moment, I feared she wanted to uncage me. To tell the truth, the new panties, the stockings and garter belt, the lipstick and having her blow me, rather than humiliating me, had helped me get into the role. I was her slut, just as she had been mine through Silvestre. A slut sucks and gets fucked in the ass and does it with gusto, with just the right mix of lust, devotion and blushing. My wife had done it all so well. Don't uncage me, love! It's easier for me if you don't. If you want me to be your slut, don't do it. I can't be your man with a fully spliced cock and your slut at the same time. I could be both. But I couldn't be both at the same time. I needed to mentally compartmentalize it. {Don't worry. I'll take care of one part. Relax. It's my turn now}. 

	Gema stopped playing with my tiny chick. {Actually, it's not a chick; it's a clitoris} I sighed, half relieved, half frightened. I don't have a clitoris! Cut the crap! {Leave it to me. Relax. You're nothing but a slut, at least right now. You're his slut, Gema's slut. Relax}. Her hand went back to my ass. And there, between my buttocks, he found the little anal plug he already knew I was wearing. He tugged carefully, but the little plug refused to come out. It was the largest of the three. 

	-Relax," said my wife. It was starting to sound like my inner voice, was it because they were both female? -You'll like it like I liked it," she tried to encourage me. 

	{What if I don't like her? What if I like her too much? What if, from that moment on, she no longer saw me as the man I was, as her husband? 

	Gema kept pulling until, finally, the sphincter gave in. I felt a strange mixture of sensations. I felt relief, having expelled an invading object. I felt a kind of burning, produced by the friction of expelling it. And I felt pleasure, in doing so. This is normal. The anus is an erogenous zone, in my case and in everybody's case. Which proves that God is not an architect. No architect would put the play area next to the drain. My wife applied lubricant on my little ass. Now I sound just like Gema. And, presumably, she applied it to his cock as well. She put the tip on my asshole. And pushed. 

	I exhaled instinctively. It had come in too easily. But that didn't stop it from causing a sensation I had never felt before. My little ass was used to expelling things, not having things inserted into it. {I've long since gotten used to plugs}. But plugs are not the same length. My argument, of course, was without merit. Sphincter understood thickness, not length. {It is less thick than the maximum diameter of the large plug}. 

	-Do you like it? -my wife asked. Her voice was a mixture of concern and expectation. 

	I prefer not to talk, Gemma. Didn't you understand? {I do like it. Go on! Take me! } 

	I moaned. I didn't do it because it hurt. Nor did I do it because it was giving me extraordinary pleasure. I moaned because I didn't know what else to do. She's used to being penetrated. It's not the same up the pussy as up the ass, but she's used to penetration, after all. This is new to me. {Is this how a woman feels? Is this how you feel, Gema?} 

	Gema began to move her hips back and forth. She would insert a couple of centimeters inside me and come out another couple of centimeters. They were small movements, very slow. I moaned again. My anus wasn't used to that kind of rubbing. Annoying. {It's sublime}. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel kept moaning and making other kinds of noises. Seeing him so excited and devoted was making me horny. I hadn't thought I could like penetrating him from behind like that. He looked like a slut and he looked even sluttier than I did. I had moaned louder than he had and it had turned me on more, or so I thought. It wasn't the intensity of his moans that made him more slutty than me. {No, it's not that. It's just that a man shouldn't behave like that}.  

	Spurred on by my husband's reaction, I had been increasing the pace and depth. The dildo wasn't very long, but I had managed to get it all the way into his rectum; it had gone all the way in. Too bad it was plastic and felt nothing. For my part, I only felt a little pressure from the harness on my clitoris when I penetrated him, especially when it went all the way in and bumped against his buttocks. But my arousal came more from the situation and the psychological than the physical. I'm starting to get exhausted. I never thought this thrusting in and out could take so much physical effort. I understand men better now. As I thought that, images of Silvestre and Luis Alberto came to my mind. He had fucked me several times from behind, in that same position, although Luis Alberto had never allowed him to fuck me in my vagina and Silvestre had never let him fuck me from behind, ever since I gave my little ass to his roommate. [And Daniel? Why didn't the image of Daniel come to your mind? He also made love to you like that, in the doggy style]. 

	I brought one hand forward and felt my husband's genitals. His cock was soft and showed no sign of erection. Of course, it was caged. But, on other occasions, despite the chastity device, he had put on weight and had tried to get it up, as far as the cage would allow. How could he possibly moan like that, if he didn't seem to be really aroused? I grabbed the contraption and wiggled it slightly to stimulate him. I really wanted him to enjoy this experience. I hope you like it, honey. I love you. [I hope it doesn't mean anything weird that you enjoy this]. {I need you to enjoy this. You better, because it's going to happen again. Everything is going to be easier, after this}. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The sensations were strange, to say the least. Physically, rather than pleasure, I felt discomfort. It didn't hurt, but rather bothered me. It was a bit like when you cum and the glans is hypersensitized. Any rubbing still produces pleasure, but it also produces an annoying sensation. I wasn't being exactly like that, but that's the best way I can describe it. But psychologically...it was being an incredible and almost indescribable experience. I felt totally out of control. Is that how you feel, honey? It was definitely not the same to penetrate as to be penetrated. I felt powerless, not from a sexual standpoint, but in terms of power. Gema was driving his cock all the way in and fucking me to my heart's content. And she liked it. I could feel how every fiber of her body was liking it. She was powerful. And I was her slut. She was in charge. She would take me sexually at her whim. Whenever she wanted. Where she wanted. How she wanted. 

	I felt his hand on my dick. {My clitoris.} No, I don't have a clit! He started to wiggle it, inside the thing. I pushed it away with one hand. But she insisted. No, don't do that love. {I want to feel it only in my ass.} I'd rather forget about my man part, right now. {Yes, you must forget about it!} Gemma couldn't understand it. And I couldn't express it. It was easier for me to forget about my masculinity, in those moments. I couldn't do that feeling like a man, I'm not gay! I could do it only by feeling submissive, very, very submissive. {O feeling your feminine part. All men have it. There's an X and a Y in the chromosomes} I'm not a sissy! I'm not a freak! But it was easier to feel like a submissive sissy in those moments than it was to feel like a man. Men don't do that. I could be someone else in those moments.  

	[Wow, but that's not very submissive, is it].  

	What is that? Another little voice? No!  

	[It's about you feeling humiliated and dwarfed. And you, instead of accepting it, you're looking for a loophole. Take it like a man! Take it like a man!] 

	No! A second voice, no! Only Gemma has two little inner voices, in addition to her own.  

	{Yes, get out! Get out! We don't need you. I'm X and he's Y. That's enough for us. That's enough for us. Go away!} 

	Yes, go away. Neither she nor I need you. I stay with me and my inner voice. I can accept that she feels feminine, at times. But I don't need you. Get out! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel tacitly pulled my hand away from his Wily for the third time. Why didn't he want me to touch it? I was just trying to give him extra pleasure. Was he really liking this, if it was flaccid? {I don't exactly care. Well, not exactly; I admit it. But whether she likes it or not, we're going to be doing this on a regular basis from now on!}  

	Maybe it was physical exhaustion, or maybe it was because his ass was getting sore. Maybe it was because he was shying away from my hand on his dick. The fact is that Daniel had ended up lying on his stomach. I was still penetrating him from behind, but we were no longer in the doggy style, which was good for me too, as I was starting to get tired. Maybe, if I felt something in my cock, I had continued to penetrate him hard. [Or you would have cum by now. If you were a man, you would have come by now]. Some people have more stamina than others. [Not everyone is like Silvestre, nor does everyone have to be. You would have come by now, in his place]. But Daniel hasn't come yet. How do we do this? 

	-I love you, love," I whispered in my husband's ear. He still had my cock in his ass. 

	Daniel was strangely quiet. I became alert. Is something wrong? Did I hurt you? Did it hurt? Or did I hurt you psychologically? If so, I'm sorry... I... I thought... 

	 -And I you," Daniel finally replied, "Take her out, please. But stay on top of me. 

	I kissed him on the cheek and did as he had asked. Carefully, I pulled my cock out of his ass. Daniel moaned when I pulled it all the way out. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Did you like it? -asked my wife after not enough time of silence. Not that I mind. We're going to do this periodically, whether you like it or not," she added quickly. 

	I smiled faintly. I doubted my wife could see me smile anyway. She was still lying on her stomach, face sideways on the mattress. Gema had sounded concerned, first. Then, she had tried to look ruthless. But I knew her well. It wasn't that way. Fortunately, she wasn't. Although, when my libido peaks, I sometimes fantasize about you being this ruthless and more. But I can't tell you that. However, I had gotten the impression that she had enjoyed it and that it had been an intense experience for her. For me, of course, it had been. 

	-Yes, love," I finally whispered. 

	-But you haven't cum," my wife said. 

	I didn't know if it had been a question, a statement of fact, or an accusation. Had he ended the sentence with a period, an exclamation point, or a question mark? I didn't know and I don't know. So, I write it as neutrally as possible. 

	No, I hadn't come. Was it that important? I didn't cum whenever I made love to her either. At least, I hadn't since I had put myself in chastity. Not always making love to her meant penetrating her. And not every time she allowed me to penetrate her, she also allowed me to cum. But I hadn't complained about it. Well, yes I had and several times. But a submissive is supposed to protest. Otherwise, where would be the fun of being dominant? But I can't tell you that. To be precise, I had complained on occasion. Not being able to cum, on occasion, had become very hard. Instinct ruled. 

	-No, I haven't," I answered my wife. No, I haven't, but it doesn't matter. But I can't tell you that.  

	-But did you like it? 

	Again, I wasn't sure if he was asking me or accusing me or just stating it. On this occasion, I decided to interpret it as a question. 

	-Yes, I did like it. 

	So many questions were bothering me. What I had felt was difficult to express. And it was intimate. Maybe I should give my wife access to my most private thoughts, but I could not. If I was already a man of few words, imagine in those moments. As I had said before, physically, the area was undoubtedly erogenous, albeit more on the outside. It had given me pleasure. But it had also bothered me (but not hurt, fortunately), at the same time. It had given me a thing, as they say. Physically, I couldn't say it had been the best experience of my life. My cock in my wife's vagina, that was and is unsurpassed. It certainly is and was from a physical point of view. It may be from a sentimental point of view as well. But from a psychological aspect... it had been a unique (up to that point) and intense experience. The pleasure had come mainly from the psychological part. Several things had been conjured up: my submissive side, feeling dominated and used; my wife's dominant side, seeing her enjoying herself like that, dominating me; and my side... {Yes, your side... Why don't you say so?} 

	But you didn't get a hard-on. 

	For the third time, I could not determine how my wife had phrased those words. This time, it had sounded more like an accusation. But it could have been a question or a neutral statement of fact. I left it there with a neutral point. 

	-No... I... I... I guess," I stammered, "I can't get a hard-on... like that. Not with... you know... in the..." Talking about it made me blush. But that doesn't mean I didn't like it. I just... I think it's physiological. It's not because I don't like it," I added quickly, perhaps too quickly. 

	-Good luck to you. We'll do it again. You're going to be my slut," my wife assured me. 

	I knew when he was serious and when he was not. He usually did. But, on this occasion, I wasn't sure. Under normal circumstances, I'd bet he was theatricalizing. But these were not normal circumstances. 

	-What about you? -I asked. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	My husband's question had surprised me. The deflowering of his ass had been for him. He had felt it all, or so it was supposed. He had been the center of attention. And me? I had done it for him, to take him one step further into submission. If I stood still with him, Daniel would get bored. That lesson I had already learned. 

	-Am I being honest with you? 

	-Mm-mm," my husband murmured. 

	-As for me, I had expected less at the beginning. Honestly. But seeing you like that and hearing you make those little slutty noises turned me on more than I thought possible. I'm not kidding when I say we'll do it again. -I bit my lip at the boldness and frankness of my words. I would only agree not to do it again if it hurt you," I finally admitted, perhaps because it was true, perhaps to soften what I had said. But it doesn't seem to have hurt. I guess a woman's ass and a man's are not so different. 

	I like anal sex. It's a little uncomfortable at first, but that depends on the habit and the quantity and quality of the lubricant. And it also depends on the degree of arousal. Normally, I needed clitoral stimulation to enjoy the experience. That's why I didn't understand - and was frustrated - that Daniel had pulled my hand away from his sex. 

	-Next time, we're going to do it without the chastity device," I announced. 

	  

	 

	


Chapter VI – The SIGNATURE 

	  

	"Wealth consists not in having great possessions, but in having few necessities." - Epictetus  

	  

	  

	-Let's go over the contract," said the man in a very formal tone. First he looked at Gerardo, then he looked at me. He put his cell phone on the table, leaning it on some books. They were volumes of commercial law, leather-covered and with golden letters. They were the typical books that were put on the shelves as decoration or to appear to be educated or cultured. At home they put encyclopedias, in law firms law collections. He carefully adjusted the cell phone. It was a matter of millimeters. But the cell phone kept slipping on the table. Finally, he fished a pen from his jacket and with a sigh placed it under the cell phone so that it could no longer slip. It was the only casual expression he allowed himself. He checked the screen one last time and, satisfied, though without showing it in his facial expression, turned his gaze back to me. First of all, Ms. Avril, I would like you to confirm that you are aware that you are being voice and video recorded and that you consent to this. This recording will only be used in the event of a trial, in which case it can and will be used against your will. With the exception of this hypothetical case, this recording will be private and secret and must not be disseminated in any way. Do you consent to being recorded? -he asked in a completely neutral and routine tone. 

	-Yes, I consent," I managed to say despite the lump in my throat. 

	-And for the record, could you please tell us your first and last name, as well as the date and time? 

	-My name is Gema Victoria Avril.  

	For the time I had to take my cell phone out of my purse. I didn't wear a wristwatch. I knew what time we had started the meeting. I had arrived punctually. I had had to take a cab, as the offices were in Las Rozas, a town northwest of Madrid, and I didn't dare drive outside Alcobendas. That's something I had to change to come to work here. I couldn't take a cab every day. But I didn't want to risk messing up on the day I signed the contract. I was already nervous enough about signing what I was about to sign to be able to drive through the chaotic roads of Madrid. 

	-If you are not sure, can you tell us your middle name? 

	I hesitated for a few moments, not because I doubted whether I should say it or because I had doubts about my last name, but because, looking at the time on my cell phone, I had seen several missed calls from my husband. Daniel had been harassing me ever since I had deflowered his little ass. I'm so stupid. I felt sorry for him and finally uncaged him. I had given him a blowjob to give him pleasure. On the one hand, the fact that he hadn't gotten a boner had left me worried. I didn't want my husband to pretend that he had liked it. On the other hand, I had wanted to reward him and affirm his masculinity with a blowjob. Daniel had protested-to my surprise-though he had done so weakly. Finally, I had sucked him off and let him cum in my mouth. Then I had kissed him and shared his cum with him. I didn't want him to feel too masculine either. Daniel had responded to my kiss with logical reluctance. But it had been a mistake. After the orgasm, he had reverted to his old habits of taciturnity and wanting to control my sex life. It had been of no use to me to fuck him in the ass. It was my fault for letting him come. Next time I won't make that mistake. I wanted to do this. At least, I wanted to try. The contract didn't bind me. Just like any other employment contract, it stipulated the terms of employment, as well as the conditions for terminating the relationship. 

	But Gerardo had surprised me with the recording. I hadn't thought he would bring a notary to formalize our relationship. Now he's going to have my consent on video! That was risky. [You should have thought of that before! He already has another recording of you and that's a sex tape! How could you let that happen? Also, in that recording you don't specify that it can't be broadcast]. In reality, no recording can be disseminated without the permission of the person being recorded, and even less so if it is of a sexual nature. For some years now, the laws have severely penalized the dissemination of intimate videos. I had a lot to lose. [A lot! Your reputation. What your family and friends would say. And, above all, what our daughter would think]. But Gerardo also had a lot to lose on his side. But the important thing is that I trust him. I don't know why, because I hardly know him, but there is something about him that inspires me.  

	-And can you tell the camera where you are and who you are with? 

	I was in Gerardo's office, the same one where he had interviewed me. We were sitting at the meeting table, that dark wooden one. I said it to the camera, adding the detail of the name of the company, but logically ignoring the table. Gerardo had introduced me to that man, the notary, so I said his name too. I still can't believe he brought a notary with him. [And I can't believe you're doing this, really.] 

	-Can you tell us why you're here and why you think we're recording this? 

	-I'm here to sign a double contract. -I didn't know if that was the correct legal term. But I wasn't going to sign one contract, I was going to sign two. The position is for a management secretary. Specifically, I will be Mr. Roig's secretary. Mr. Roig wants to do this in a completely legal way to avoid any possible misunderstandings or future conflicts. That is why he is recording my consent, in addition to signing the contracts. 

	-And why might there be some kind of future conflict? -Is there anything that you don't like or that makes you uncomfortable? 

	-No, no. Not at all. I fully agree with the conditions. It's just that for many people those conditions might seem... extravagant. 

	-But do you agree with them? -insisted the notary, totally calm. 

	-Yes, I said. -I couldn't help biting my lower lip. 

	I didn't know about the video, you could have warned me! [And that doesn't make you distrust him? If that's how it starts with those tricks...] 

	-Then we will read the contract together. But could you summarize in your own words what it is about? 

	I looked at Gerardo, the man who was to be my future boss, but his expression remained neutral. I plucked up my courage and answered the camera: 

	-Apart from the typical secretarial jobs within the company, Mr. Roig wants me to do all kinds of sexual favors for him. 

	That hadn't sounded right. It sounded like he was pressuring me to do something. I wanted to rectify it, but the notary continued. 

	-Sexual favors? Like what? Penetrative sex? 

	-Yes," I confirmed. 

	-Do these sexual favors also include light sadomasochistic practices, such as obedience in general, whipping and clamping? 

	-Yes, too," I said, after swallowing my breath. 

	-Just for the sake of clarity, who would assume the dominant role in this sadomasochistic sexual relationship? 

	I didn't like that term at all. I didn't want a sadist. And I wasn't a masochist. I wanted to explore my dark side, my submissive side. But sadomasochistic didn't sound good to me at all. My hair stood on end. 

	-Mr. Roig. My boss. -I surprised myself by hearing my answer to that question. 

	-And you would be the submissive? -continued the notary in an absolutely formal tone, as if it were any normal act. 

	-Yes," I confirmed. 

	-And do you consent to this relationship on those terms? 

	-Yes, that's right. 

	-Just to clear up any possible doubt: Do you consent that Mr. Roig may cause you slight and sometimes moderate physical pain, and that he may humiliate you verbally and physically, always within sexual games, of course? 

	I nodded in agreement. 

	-Please say it out loud. 

	-Yes, I consent. 

	-My client, Mr. Roig, has he offered you anything in return? 

	-Yes, he offered me a bonus on my secretary's salary. An additional fifteen hundred euros. Monthly," I added. 

	-Do you do it for money, then? 

	I bit my lower lip again. That question made me uncomfortable. Of course I was doing it for money. Of course I wasn't doing it for money. It was neither. How could I explain that? Money was an important part of it, but it wasn't just about the money. I wouldn't do it with just anybody, I wouldn't do it in any circumstance just for the money. {But you wouldn't do it either if I didn't pay you more for it}. The blood shot to my cheeks. 

	-No, I don't. I do it because I feel like it. It's a fantasy of mine that I want to try. The money is part of that fantasy, but it's not what motivates me. 

	-At some point, has Mr. Roig linked the position of secretary to these sexual services? Has he pressured you to accept these conditions? 

	-Not at all. In fact, he has told me that he would give me the job, in any case. As I said before, this is a fantasy that he and I share. Nothing more. 

	-Tell us, how did you meet Mr. Roig? Did he approach you? 

	That question made me particularly uncomfortable. What did it have to do with the contract I was about to sign? Obviously, he wants me to put on record that I was the one who took the initiative. But remembering that and doing it in front of a stranger -a notary- and in front of the camera was humiliating. 

	-It was through an acquaintance we have in common. 

	-And for what purpose did they meet? -continued the notary. 

	He wants to tie everything up tightly, to get rid of any responsibility, if I ever report him for sexual abuse. He doesn't trust me [and you shouldn't trust him so blindly] {I like him a lot. You can tell he's a real professional who wants everything to be clear, without tricks or traps}. I swallowed. 

	-To have sex. 

	-Sex in exchange for money? 

	I nodded. 

	-Did he offer it to you or did you ask for it? 

	-Hey, I'm not a prostitute! -I protested more angrily than I had intended. 

	-No one has said that and no one is judging her," the notary explained calmly, without even blinking. Please explain it to the camera. It is important. 

	-I guess both at the same time," I replied with a furrowed brow. It was through our acquaintance.  

	-So, Mrs. Avril, you demanded financial compensation in exchange for that night of sex. Is that correct? 

	-Yes," I admitted. 

	-But, you said you are not a professional. 

	-NO! -I stalled. No," I repeated more calmly. It was just a fantasy. I wanted to try what it felt like. 

	-How now, with this contract? 

	-Yes, exactly! -I nodded vigorously. 

	-And did you sleep with Mr. Roig at that time? 

	I shook my head. 

	-No? -Why? 

	-Because... because," I stammered, "I pulled back. -I couldn't tell the camera that it had been in large part because I hadn't been physically attracted to Gerardo. 

	-And did Mr. Roig pressure you in any way? Did you insist on it? Did you contact him again? 

	-No, no. -I shook my head. It stayed there. 

	-So, for this contract we are dealing with here and now, who initiated the contact? 

	-It was me. I contacted him. 

	-Very well," exclaimed the notary, satisfied. Let's go over both contracts. But first, there is something else to put on record. Is it true that Mr. Roig made a recording of you, a week ago, when he interviewed you? 

	-Yes, that's right. 

	Did I have to mention that video too - it doesn't leave any loose ends! {But that's a good sign}. [It's a sign that he's getting all the control and we're losing it completely]. {But isn't that what we want deep down} [That'll be you! You don't know what you're getting into. We are going to derail just like with Luis Alberto]. 

	-And you freely agreed to let me record it? 

	I nodded. Why do you ask? I already said it in the video. A shudder ran through my body. He wouldn't have seen the video? He wouldn't have shown it to you? [It would be a betrayal, clear proof that you can't trust him!] {But isn't that what we want, deep down? Don't tell me you wouldn't feel both humiliated and excited}. 

	-Can you describe the content of that recording? 

	What's the point, if you've probably already seen it? 

	-Is it of a sexual nature? -he insisted. 

	I nodded. I couldn't blush, because I already was. But I felt my ears burning. I looked down. 

	-What happens in that video? Please describe it. It is important. In these things, for the sake of both parties, it's best to be thorough. 

	You must have a lot of experience in this! [What if he does? What if Gerardo has done this more than once?] {Wouldn't that be great? Finally someone experienced and not a knucklehead}. 

	-I... I... I... I... I... I... I... I... I... I... I... I stammered. 

	-Does she masturbate for the camera? -asked the notary without any sign of astonishment. I bit my lip. Any more and it would bleed. 

	-Yes," I admitted. 

	-For the camera or for Mr. Roig? -he asked. As an inquisitor, he would have had a future. 

	-For... both... I guess. 

	-Did you enjoy doing it? This is a strictly professional question. It is important to put it on record. 

	I didn't grit my teeth because I was biting my lip. That saved me from grinding them. 

	-Yes. 

	-Thank you, Mrs. Avril, do you have any objection to this video being used as evidence in a hypothetical trial or arbitration, should it come to that, for some kind of conflict or dispute? Your answer is important. Given the unusual nature of the case, it is essential to document everything. 

	I could read between the lines. It was not important, it was essential. 

	-No, no inconvenience. 

	-Excellent," exclaimed the notary. I'll review it and add it to the file, along with this other video and the contracts. -Somehow, he managed to say it without any hint of joy. If you have nothing else to add, let's read the contracts. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Why wasn't she answering the phone? I had already called her at least five times. I had left three messages on her answering machine. And I had written her six wasps. What else could I do? 

	I didn't want Gema to take that step. It was too much. She would sell herself in exchange for money. And it wouldn't be a one-time thing, it would be an ongoing thing. She would see her boss - her client - every day. And she would demand God knows what from him. She always said I was stubborn, but she was the stubborn one! When she got something between her eyebrows, there was no one who could keep her from her goal. That's how she resembles me, although we do it in a very different way. She had taken advantage of my libido to get me to half-accept it. Fortunately, I had realized in time that it did not suit her. I had tried to talk her out of it, but she wouldn't listen to me. {Honestly, and this is what a friend tells you, you have gone too far with your insistence. She is a grown-up. Instead of hindering her, you should support her. It would be much more effective. Besides, it is not your place to question her in this way. You wanted her to be the dominant one. You are not behaving as you should}. 

	I was sweating. I was having trouble concentrating. And I couldn't work. I had barely managed to write a couple of emails all morning. And I still had a complicated offer to make. But I couldn't stop thinking about her and what I was about to do. I wasn't denying that she had a little something that turned me on. I denied that it was wise what my wife was about to do. I denied that it was worthy of her. You deserve much more than that, Gema. {What worries you is that you can't see her as dominant, if you know she's submissive to someone else. You're worried about how it might affect you, not her. It's a typically male attitude. You should disown her, for your own sake}. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Mrs. Avril, have you had time to calmly analyze the contract at home and consult with a lawyer? 

	-Yes, I have had several days. I want to do it," I answered with as much determination as I could muster. 

	-Do you need more time? My client assures me that he has no objection to wait, if you require it. 

	-I don't need more time," I answered too quickly. I wanted to sign at once. I wanted to take the plunge and leave this videotaped torture behind me. Besides, Daniel was very insistent and wanted me to quit. I didn't want to give him the chance to talk me out of it. I still didn't feel sufficiently entrenched in my supposedly dominant part. Why is it so much easier for me to give in and let go? 

	-Very well. I am going to read out the labor contract first," explained the notary. If you have any questions, please interrupt me. 

	There was nothing to object to in the contract. It was a relatively standard contract, from a formal point of view. It was an indefinite-term contract. The only remarkable thing was that the probationary period was set at the maximum of six months provided for in article fourteen of the Workers' Statute. This was not unusual, as many companies went to the maximum in order to be on the safe side. Moreover, they did so during the economic crisis. But in my case, it had a special meaning. You can dismiss me without further ado, if I do not please you. And the video, the notary and the other contract would prevent me from taking revenge, suing him for abuse or sexual assault. [He can also fire you as soon as he gets tired of you. He'll use you and throw you away like a tissue]. {Well, make him not get tired. I know you know how to do it}. In any case, the conditions I already knew. I confirmed. 

	-Perfect. Then we move on to the second contract, the one that regulates your sexual relationship with Mr. Roig. Again, please interrupt me if you have any questions or if you disagree with anything. We must be exquisite in all of this. 

	The notary began to read the contract. I already knew it. I knew it by heart, as I had read it several times. Besides, my husband had questioned every point. I had it more than trite. However, hearing it from the mouth of this formal stranger, this notary, made me shudder. The contract described the general dynamics of our sexual relationship. The formalism was significant, as was the formality of the payment. I would be entering a new world. It was far from a bondage contract. Of those I had looked up and read several, so that I could compare. But, he could not deny that it went in that direction. The contract rather specified the dynamism of the relationship and indicated some concepts, but, in general, it did not go into details, it did not list strange and concrete sexual practices that would be enforceable. 

	-Mrs. Avril will consent to be photographed by Mr. Roig and will agree to pose for him in the nude. 

	That wasn't in the contract he had sent me! I opened my eyes wide. 

	-Said photographs shall be the property of Mr. Roig, who, under no circumstances, except with the explicit prior consent of Mrs. Avril, may share them with other people or upload them to any Internet platform or ... 

	But what the hell? [See? He's already cheating on you. You can't trust him. Daniel's right]. {Come on, come on! What's wrong with him taking some pictures of you? Anyway, he's already got a video of you and soon he'll get this one}. 

	The notary finished reading the paragraph, without taking his eyes off the paper and without being impressed by my surprised look. I looked at Gerardo, but it was useless. His gaze was aseptic. He was being aseptic during this whole procedure. {He's a stand-up guy. He doesn't want to influence you at this last, critical moment}. [Legal? You call this legal?] 

	-So far so good, Mrs. Avril? Would you like me to stop to give you time to think or would you prefer me to continue? 

	[Stand up, but stand up at all!]  

	-Prosiga. 

	{Yippee, that's my brave girl!} 

	Why shouldn't I take a few photos? Silvestre had also taken pictures of me and there had been no problem. At least Gerardo says so beforehand and certifies that he will not be able to publish them in any way. With Silvestre I had not had those guarantees; I only had my instinct that told me I could trust him. [And Daniel's rigorous analysis beforehand! Our husband didn't choose just anyone. And here, however, he is against it]. {But you don't even know him!  

	-Both contracts will come into effect on November 1st," continued the notary. As a sign of willingness, Mrs. Avril must present herself on the effective date of the contract with the following physical changes.... 

	Again, I opened my eyes wide. I did the same with my ears. I knew this part of the contract in its essence, but it had been modified. That article had undergone a slight rewording, but it did not affect the fundamentals. What was really new was the list of things I wanted him to modify about my appearance. {What he wants, no, what he demands, baby}. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Do you know anything about Gema? 

	-Hey... -Hello, Daniel. I'm fine, thanks. And you? 

	-I'm sorry. I'm just a little nervous. I'm fine. I guess I am. Well, I don't know. I'm sorry, I'm just not concentrating. Let me start over. Hi. How are you? 

	-Fuck, Daniel, you're really nervous. That's unusual for you. I've only seen you like this once. Tell me, what's wrong? Is something wrong with Gema? 

	-No, no. -I sighed. I don't know. I just..." I gritted my teeth. It wasn't easy for me to talk about it. In fact, I hadn't called him to talk. I had called him to get information. No, I hadn't. I also called him to talk. Who else could I talk to? Have you talked to her recently, by any chance? 

	-Eh... well. Yeah. He called me the other day. Didn't he tell you? Don't worry, he didn't want anything from me. That's why I didn't tell you anything. 

	-Did he tell you anything in particular? 

	-Daniel, what's going on? Do you want to tell me NOW? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The notary ended the recording. At no time had either he or Gerardo seen each other's faces. My future boss, in fact, had not even spoken. He took the pen and held it out for me to sign. I removed his hood. At that moment, I realized that it was not a pen but a fountain pen. It was really nice. I hadn't noticed it before. Both the cap and the tip of the fountain pen were gold-plated. I didn't know if it was real gold, but it was gold. The barrel was made of wood. It looked like real wood, not a synthetic imitation. 

	-Don't break it, please," he dared to tell me, after all he had gone through to get to that point. 

	Fountain pens were delicate. They were considered a very personal object. At least, I thought so. Why was he offering me his fountain pen to sign, if he was so worried that I might break it? He was right in his concern. They were not easy to write with. I had once considered buying one, but had given up. Having used a cheap one as a test, I had come to the conclusion that the ballpoint pen was much more robust and practical. So why was he offering me his fountain pen? Surely Gerardo would have no shortage of pens in his office. 

	-Don't worry. I know how to use it," I replied. My hands can be very delicate," I added mischievously. There's got to be some way to get this man off his rocker, hasn't there? {Breaks his pen and you'll see}. {You see how my little sister is a bad influence, but you won't stop listening to her, while you ignore my warnings!] I signed the contract. There were three copies. The third, I assumed, would be for the notary. Gerardo had already signed all three beforehand. 

	-No, not this one," said the notary as I prepared to sign the official company contract. This one will be signed with human resources. 

	I looked at him suspiciously. [See? I knew it! I warned you!] 

	-Don't worry, Gema," Gerardo finally said. Except for the initial greeting, he had been silent all this time. It's the official contract. You'd better sign it with human resources. I think you know where it is, don't you? Go on; it's all set up. When you've signed it, come back here, please. -Gerardo opened the door to his office, a clear sign that we were done there. 

	-Goodbye Mrs. Avril. A pleasure," the notary said goodbye to me. For the first time he smiled. It was a strange smile, as if he was saying... see you soon... 

	I left the office. I sensed that I would be working a lot of overtime. {Above all, you'll be doing a lot of overtime}. I crossed the office space. Human Resources was on the other side. As I walked past the desks, I couldn't shake the feeling that everyone knew what was really going on. Everyone knew what my real role in the company was going to be. But I am going to prove to you that I am a top professional. {Of course you are: that's what you get paid for too; that makes you a professional}. 

	As I passed between the tables, I bumped into a man. The man was talking to an employee and just as I was passing he had taken a step backwards. He hadn't seen me and I hadn't had time to react. I slammed into him. 

	-Sorry," I apologized, even though it wasn't my fault. 

	The man, however, said nothing. He looked me up and down quickly, in a grumpy manner. It was the same man who had interviewed me after the human resources manager and before Gerardo. I hadn't liked him. And, apparently, he hadn't liked me either. What a way to start. On top of that, he's one of the bosses. Now that he was standing, I could see he was short. When he bumped into me, he had stuck his head in my boobs. I know you're thinking he did it on purpose. After all, this is an erotic novel. But I can assure you it was an accident, with no premeditation whatsoever. Or so I thought. I wasn't as short as he was or as funny or as graceful-relatively speaking-but he looked a bit like Danny DeVito. 

	I finally made it to the office of the human resources manager. I knocked on the door before entering. 

	-Oh, yes, Gema," she said a little distractedly. I have your contract here. Sit down, will you?  

	I obeyed. [Are you already obeying? Even this one?] 

	-Let's see, where do I have it? -He looked at his messy table, full of papers. Ah, yes, here, is everything clear? Has Gerardo explained everything to you? 

	What do you know, really? 

	-Yes, well, I guess," I answered cautiously. 

	-Well, sign here, please. And here too. Very good! Welcome! 

	The woman held out her hand to me. I responded to her gesture and we shook hands. 

	-You start on November 1st, which is..." he calculated for a few moments, "Tuesday. Well, I'll see you in a few weeks. Anything you need, I'll leave you my card and you call me, okay? 

	He opened the door to his office, ending the brief meeting. She had been jovial with me, but I had expected something more. I had noticed a certain coldness in her; was it because Gerardo had chosen me over her criteria? From his point of view, surely he had had better candidates. The interview I had had with her hadn't gone badly, but it hadn't gone too well either. What do you know, really? Back in Gerardo's office, I felt all eyes on me again. Everyone knows! I felt infinite embarrassment. Despite this, I continued on to my boss's office. 

	Gerardo was sitting behind his desk. The curtains were in what seemed to be their usual position. From that angle, they allowed him to see out, but prevented him from seeing the rest of his office from the outside. They did not allow him to see who was sitting on the other side of the desk; that was outside the angle of view they allowed. 

	-Sit down, Gema," Gerardo offered me kindly. Unlike the tone of the human resources manager -and the notary- Gerardo's voice sounded genuinely warm. 

	-Hey, I...-I hesitated-I thank you for the opportunity you're giving me. -But what opportunity? You're the one who's going to give it all away! He's going to benefit and he doesn't even have to pay for it out of his own pocket. Does that seem ethical to you? Do you think that's something to trust him with]? My husband had said the same thing. My inner voice sounded like a broken record of him. I won't let you down. Not in any way," I added. -I was determined to prove to him that as a management secretary I was worth my weight in gold. [Easy: you don't weigh too much. But I need you to be patient with me. -I obviously meant both, the professional part and the sexual part. {Baby, the sex part is also professional. That's what you signed up for}. 

	 -Don't worry, Gema. We've already talked about it. I understand perfectly. I've already told you that I'm interested in the long term. As long as it's reasonable, I don't mind waiting. I find you a fascinating woman. I'm really interested in you," Gerardo assured me, making me blush. 

	-Can I ask you something? 

	-Of course. You can always do it. I don't want a stupid girl. I want someone who can act stupid when I ask her to," she said with a smile. Her blue eyes sparkled with intelligence. The rest of the time I want a woman who acts smart. I'm patient, but I'm also very demanding, on myself first. But you know that already. Ask away! 

	-It's silly. -On my way back from the HR manager's office, I had remembered my interview with her and the strange questions she had asked me. How would you look for a needle in a haystack? -I had told my husband about the interview. Daniel had given me several alternatives to my answer. He had suggested flooding the haystack with water, so the straw would float, while the needle would sink. He had suggested throwing the straw into the air, when it was windy, as the wind would blow the straw away, while the needle would fall to the ground. He had mentioned some other examples of which I could no longer remember, but which were always related to physics or engineering. 

	Gerardo smiled. 

	-It's a very good question, actually. It reveals a lot about the person, although I doubt most people realize it. But you have. -His smile grew wider. I'd go looking for it with my hands, separating straw by straw. 

	I expected him to add something else, but he did not. 

	-But that's a Chinese job! -I exclaimed, finally breaking the awkward silence. 

	-Precisely. -Gerardo winked. More or less," he added in a mischievous voice that foreshadowed more to come. He would separate straw by straw with much enthusiasm and exaggerated joy. I'd do it until the first... Chinese... if you like.  

	He paused to study my reaction or to let me absorb the meaning. But if there was some hidden revealing meaning, I didn't see it. 

	-I would keep doing it until that someone asked me why I was doing it. And I would answer that I was having the best fun of my life and that, on top of that, it was very cheap. I would tell him that the owner of the haystack had charged me only one euro for that fun. 

	Again, he paused. I squinted, but still didn't understand. I began to nod. I was beginning to sense what he was trying to tell me, although, to be honest, I didn't quite have it all figured out. Gerardo's smile widened. 

	-Do you understand? When he asked me if he could try it too, I would tell him that I could give him a discount and that, for only half a euro, half of what it had cost me, I could let him do it for a while. I would repeat the operation with the next curious person and with the next and with the next... 

	I would never have thought of that! [Daughter! You're silly. That's older than... than... I don't know; the thing is, it's very old. Tom Sawyer thought of that!] Well, it didn't occur to Daniel either. Daniel was very intelligent, but it was a different kind of intelligence. 

	-But how would you get them to continue separating straw by straw? I understand that deception might work at first, but surely it wouldn't take them long to realize that it's a very boring thing to do. 

	-Ah, dear Gemma. That is precisely the crux of the matter. You see, I would tell him that each of them can charge twenty-five cents for their share to the next person they get interested in the task. 

	-A pyramid scheme! -I exclaimed. 

	-You can call it that, if you want. You see, Gema, people are usually very silly. When something becomes fashionable, everyone wants to do it. They even convince themselves that it's fun. For example, what's the fun in changing cell phones every year to have, let's say, the latest iPhone? You spend a lot of money on something that does the same thing as the phone you already had. And that money, of course, people have to earn it by working hard. But there it is. The folks at Apple really know. If you don't like that example, you can easily find any other. There are plenty of them. Society is full of them. Few today limit themselves to the authentic, the real thing. But it doesn't stop there," Gerardo continued. He sounded like a real professor, happy to give a master class to his students. So, the first thing is the self-deception of what is pleasurable and what is not. It is very much subject to fashions or what the marketing people know how to impose. The second key is timing. If you can make people believe they have a bargain in front of them.... 

	-They'll go for it," I interrupted. Like the sales. Sometimes there were real bargains to be had, but in general, sales had always seemed stupid to me. I used to buy what I needed. [Yeah, like the various dresses and underwear you've bought for Sylvester that you've often only worn once! 

	-Exactly! -exclaimed Gerardo. The third key is shame. No one likes to admit that they've actually been cheated. If you buy the latest iPhone, you'll rarely see them explaining their disappointment to their friends, because the new features weren't that great either. 

	-Yes, quite the contrary. He will tell you it is magnificent. 

	-Indeed, Gemma. The blind are blind only in the realm of the sighted. In the realm of the blind, the one-eyed man attracts envy and all will want to blind him so as not to be the only one blind. Do you understand? 

	I nodded. 

	-The fourth and final key is greed. It matters little to them that they know that they have basically made a bad deal if, in return, they expect not only to make up for it, but even to make a handsome profit. This, by the way, is partly what we do here. 

	-Gluttony. Pride and Greed. Greed twice over," I reflected aloud. 

	-Wow, I never thought of it that way. But you're right, there are three of the seven deadly sins. I like the way you think," Gerardo praised me.  

	His praise made me proud. [Pride is another cardinal sin!]  

	-By the way, Gema, you have an appointment in half an hour. Don't worry, it's close by. -She handed me a piece of paper with the address. 

	I looked at my boss dumbfounded. 

	-Now? -I managed to ask, dumbfounded. I thought that... 

	  

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter VII - Fire in PARADISE 

	  

	"Every word has consequences. Every silence, too." - Jean-Paul Sartre 

	  

	  

	-Hello love, I'm home! -Honey? Where are you? 

	I knew Daniel was home, because he had his car parked outside. I looked in the bedroom and the bathrooms, but he wasn't there. It was strange. Daniel wasn't the type to go out to the newsstand to buy the newspaper. Everything he read was in digital format. In fact, he had an e-reader. I, on the other hand, was not so attracted to the electronic format. I preferred the paper book, the book of all my life. I used to go often to the municipal library. I always found something interesting. My husband was not one of those who went out to buy cigarettes at the tobacconist's. Not only did he not smoke, but he also did not smoke. Not only did he not smoke, he hated tobacco. I didn't smoke either; I never had. 

	I went back to the living room. Where the hell have you been? I began to worry about him. What if something had happened to him? The key to the terrace door was on. I turned the handle. The door was unlocked. He's out in the garden! But if he was outside, he must have seen or at least heard me come in. The weather was fine. In fact, it had cleared up and the sky was blue. If it was the Veranillo de San Miguel, this year it had come rather late. Contrary to popular belief, not every twenty-ninth day of September was fine weather, but it was true that, around that time, there were often sunny and warm days again. The air was cold, but the sun's rays more than made up for it, and it was hardly windy. However, on entering I had become overconfident. A sudden breeze had picked up and the pedestrian door had slammed shut on me, causing a loud bang. If Daniel was out in the garden, I had had to leave, so why hadn't he come to greet me? Maybe he's on the phone. Daniel combined working from home with working in the office. While he had a flexible schedule, he had been spending a lot of time in the office lately. It was to be seen, he had explained to me. Things weren't very Catholic at the company. 

	The floor of the terrace was made of the same material as our living room. Through the large windows, this generated a sense of continuity and created the illusion of being outside, even though we were inside. Daniel is not an architect, he is an engineer. But he had designed the house, in large part. We had a single-family house, like many others in the neighborhood. With five hundred square meters of plot, the garden was not big; there were not many places to hide. But I hadn't seen it when I walked in. Either it was behind the house or.... 

	-There you are! -I've been looking for you for half an hour! -I exaggerated. 

	Daniel was in what we called the English courtyard. It was an area that was below ground level. My husband had designed it so that in winter the warmth of the sun could come in through the basement windows. Although it was small, we ended up with a cozy, sheltered area. It was sheltered from the wind, but more importantly, it was sheltered from the gaze of curious neighbors. Being below the rest of the land and relatively narrow, the neighbors could not see it from their windows. It gave us a certain degree of privacy. The space was just enough to put a strip of artificial grass and two hammocks. The artificial turf, we had put between the two of us. It wasn't a lot of space and after the construction of our dream house we were in a tight financial situation. We were not in a position to hire gardeners. 

	From the terrace there was access to the garden, which was at the same level or by stairs to the English patio. We had also made the stairs. Actually, my husband had done them. I had no problem with gardening, but I didn't have any problems with cement. The builder had refused to do the stairs because, according to her, it was not specified in the project. That was partly true and partly not. I had asked for additional money for what they understood to be extra. But we didn't have any left. In the end, they had left it unbuilt and Daniel had taken it upon himself to do the work with his own hands, after the house had been delivered. He had bought some concrete blocks, of the same material as the walls that held the land of the English courtyard. And from the tiles of the terrace and the living room that had been left over, he had made the steps. For this, he had bought a radial saw to cut them to size. That had frightened me a lot and I had refused to look at him when he used it. I always saw him cutting off a hand. But everything had turned out well and the ladder had turned out to be quite curious. Daniel had even put in some electrical plugs so that he could work there with his laptop, lying on a hammock. What was missing was chill-out lighting for the warm summer nights. But my husband refused to do so, for reasons of unnecessary light pollution and absurd energy costs. This summer, I'll have him eating out of my hand. Or kissing my feet. This summer I'm going to put the lighting I want. A lamp capable of projecting different colors would really do that area some good. 

	I turned three hundred and sixty degrees, letting the sun's rays reflect all over my hair. But Daniel said nothing. Grumpily, he looked up from his cell phone and looked at me. 

	-I don't understand you," he said. Have you signed? With him? 

	Clearly, it had been two separate questions. It had felt like two slaps on my face. 

	-I told you," I answered. Yes, I know you're going to tell me that I told you, but you told me that you didn't want me to do it. 

	-It's not true! You didn't tell me! -my husband accused me angrily. 

	But what are you telling me? Of course I told you. We read both contracts together. We discussed them to exhaustion. I told you I was signing today. 

	-What? -I asked confused. 

	Daniel hadn't even noticed me. I had imagined going home and giving him a nice surprise. After all, Daniel claimed he liked surprises. And then we'd go for a drink, to try out my new style. In return, he'd come to me with those. 

	-I don't understand. You didn't tell me it would be with him. You don't even like him!  

	-How? Who? -What do you mean? 

	-Don't play dumb with me! I know everything. With him, Gema! Do you think I'm not capable of supporting the family? Do you think you need to become a prostitute to feed us? Do you think I'm so unmanly? 

	I was beginning to understand what was bothering my husband. 

	-It's not that, Daniel. I... 

	-Of course that's why! -my husband shouted, "It obviously is! If you at least liked it, I would understand. But for you to do it just for money... it's... it's... it's demeaning!  

	Feminizing him and deflowering his little ass hadn't been such a good idea after all. Instead of making him submissive and receptive to new ideas, I had undermined his self-confidence. I should have taken into account his work situation and how it was affecting him. {Nonsense! That was all because you let him cum}. 

	-I do it because I want to," I answered my husband as calmly as I could. And keep your voice down, please. They can hear us from the street. -I took a deep breath. I do it because I like it," I added, moderating the volume of my voice. 

	-But how can you say that to me? It's obvious that you don't like that guy. And I understand that very well. If I were you, I wouldn't like him either. Don't tell me now that you like him! You rejected him yourself precisely because you didn't like him. You ran out of there! 

	-Who? -I frowned. Who was she talking about, my husband? Who told you? -I asked angrily. 

	Daniel shrugged his shoulders. 

	-Silvestre! It was Silvestre! Did you call him or did he call you? 

	This is the last straw! Daniel was still ganging up on me with my lover. {And what else do they do together?} I had cut off the relationship with Nuria and Silvestre in large part because of that. They were the only ones who could understand me. And what good has it done me? Nothing has changed! 

	Daniel shrugged his shoulders. 

	-Answer! 

	He shrugged again. 

	-Damn it, Daniel, don't give me that! Why did you contact him? Didn't we agree to put that episode behind us? 

	-Why did you contact him? -Daniel countered. 

	-I am me, Daniel. You forget your position. You wanted it that way. Besides, I haven't slept with anyone without your permission," I glared at him angrily. You have! 

	You cheat on me - with a man, to boot! - and you continue to keep in touch behind my back. 

	-I'm sorry, Gema. You left me no other way out. I called you I don't know how many times, I left you messages, but you just ignored me. You were on the same plan you were with Luis Alberto. -Daniel couldn't hide the acidity of his words. Do I have to apologize for worrying about you? 

	-No. But you do for not trusting me. Because that's what it all comes down to: You think you have to keep controlling everything because, deep down, you don't trust me. 

	-It's not true! I... 

	-Yes it is," I cut him off. You say you want to be submissive. But, in reality, you only want to be submissive as long as everything goes the way you've imagined. That's not being submissive, Daniel! And this is definitely going to change. That's for sure. 

	-You don't like it! -my husband exclaimed. 

	-You don't like it! -I told him. That's your problem. You don't like it and that's why you're trying to boycott my decisions. 

	-See? -You don't even deny it. You don't deny that you don't like him. You can't do that! If you liked him, you would have slept with him that night. But you didn't. That's clear. Your problem is that you don't trust me anymore. You think I'm not man enough to support the family! 

	-Don't talk nonsense, Daniel! Nothing has changed. Now you feel bad because he called you a slut? That was in bed. At that time, you were my slut. Now you're my man. But you'll be my slut again," I added. Learn to deal with it. It doesn't make you less; it makes you more. 

	-You deserve better. 

	-I have you and I don't deserve you. -But I realized she could be referring to Gerardo. You don't know him, Daniel. Give him a chance," I proposed in a conciliatory tone. 

	But Daniel kept shaking his head. 

	-Then don't give it to him! -I exclaimed angrily. I'm going to do it anyway. Besides, I've already signed. I'll be his submissive whore," I exclaimed louder than I intended. I'll do it for money, Daniel, but not because I don't trust that you can't earn it. I'll do it because I want to. And I want you to know that I like that man! 

	I turned around and went into the house. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo, that old man! I couldn't help but look disgusted. Silvestre had told me everything. I had had to pressure him to do so. But he had seen me worried and had given in. Yuck! Was that all Gema had been able to arrange? Why didn't she let me help her find a lover? I was no longer asking her to let me do it behind her back, but we could look for someone together. It wasn't easy, but surely we could find someone better than that old man. What did I see in him? Nothing! He only does it for the money, because he doesn't trust me. I felt like ripping off my chastity device. How can she trust me? I'm no longer a man for her. 

	I wasn't angry with her. I was angry at myself. In the end, it's going to be better for her to choose. In the end, I have failed with Silvestre. First he brought Luis Alberto into our life and, now, this old man is also coming through him. I am failing on all fronts. And with her a little bit too. I couldn't help thinking about her signature on that contract. There was a part of it that turned me on. Damn it! Why am I like this? On top of that, because of the argument, she hadn't told me anything about what had happened. I only had my imagination. And that, usually, was not good. I could imagine too many things. {Imagine if you were her, what would you do in her situation?} 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I went back out to the terrace. I was still angry. Daniel hadn't even noticed me. That was the most hurtful thing. Once again, he was only focused on his own thoughts. 

	-When you've changed your attitude, come in and we'll talk," I said to my husband from the terrace.  

	Without giving him a chance to respond, I threw the folder with the contract papers at him and turned away. The folder flew through the air, but before it landed, the different pages of the contracts I had signed had already fallen out. They floated in the air and scattered on the artificial turf of the English courtyard. 

	I'm the one who has to change my attitude to talk about it calmly. 

	  

	 

	


Chapter VIII - FIRE Red 

	  

	"I urge all of you today, especially in these times of chaos and war, to love yourselves without reservation and to love one another without restraint. Unless you like leather." - Margaret Cho 

	  

	  

	-And you say she left the office to go straight to the beauty parlor? You told her she had an appointment there, and she obeyed without complaint and went there? -He shook his head in disbelief. You hadn't told me about that surprise you had prepared for her," Manolo said, more in admiration than accusing him. Red fire? -he asked incredulously, despite the fact that his friend had already told him and knowing that he did not like to repeat himself. 

	-Red fire," nodded Gerardo. On this occasion, he didn't mind repeating himself, quite the contrary. Even so, he remained sparing of words. He preferred to observe, except when he enjoyed giving a master class. In this case, he rejoiced in his friend's amazement. 

	-On the scalp and... on the bottom too? 

	Gerardo said nothing; he just nodded. He let his friend's stupor melt like a sugar cube on his tongue, savoring the sweet victory slowly. He imagined the results. He had not yet seen them, nor would he see them so soon, but he was in no hurry. The fact that he had gotten Mistress Avril to do that for him stimulated him more than the aesthetic result itself. He could ask her for a picture. He was sure she would send it to him, if he asked. But it was neither necessary nor convenient. He was not a vulgar voyeur, nor did he want to appear to be one. He would have time to enjoy it. For him it was not a sprint but a long-distance race. Mrs. Avril was an unfinished work of art, a rare phenomenon in nature, for no master had created her. But he would paint with a fine brush on this promising canvas. He was willing to go very carefully so as not to spoil it, adding a stroke there, changing a stroke there. He did not consider himself a master. In fact, he had messed up a canvas before and it had been painful. But he had learned from experience and would not make the same mistakes with Mrs. Avril. Mrs. Avril... Gerardo could not help but smile when he heard those words in his head. He had never addressed her that way, nor had she ever addressed him as Mr. Roig. It was something that had not occurred to him. She owed that interesting possibility to the notary. He still didn't know if he would call her that or if she would call him that. It was a possibility like many others, interesting but not definitive. There were many things he had not yet decided. But the redness of her hair and pubic hair were not on that list. From the first time he had seen her, on that date that boy had arranged, he had imagined her with reddish hair. It looked much better than black. The color of that brushstroke was clear to him. Others... He imagined the color palette and all its possible mixtures and compared it with the almost white of the canvas. 

	-And how did she react? -asked his friend. 

	-When? -Gerardo asked, even though he knew what he meant. She blushed when I told her she had an appointment to dye her hair," he answered, without waiting for his friend's answer. 

	Mrs. Avril blushed easily. She would look down like a shy little fawn and bite her lip in that tempting way. Gerard had noticed that she did it when she was nervous and when she was embarrassed. But most of all, she did it when she was aroused. Often, all three conditions coincided. To set up and run a company and do business with clients, you had to know how to read people. The smallest detail could be revealing. He didn't always get it right, but he boasted that he had a clinical eye for these things. He could easily see the levers he could pull to move people in the direction that suited him. The funny thing was that those people, far from feeling manipulated, felt grateful. She had blushed when she greeted him for the first time in that hotel, the Palace Hotel. That, immediately, had given her the idea that her blush would go very well with a reddish mane. She also looked better with shorter hair, both top and bottom. The top, she had already taken care of. The lower one, she would take care of later. It was better to take it one step at a time. Not only would it be safer, but it would also be more pleasurable, like a whiskey or a cigar, which is enjoyed little by little. 

	-No!" Manolo exclaimed in despair. He was sure that his friend knew what he had meant. Nevertheless, he clarified: "When we get there, you know!  

	-She blushed when the beautician showed her the dye I had chosen for her and indicated where she wanted her hair cut. Isn't it delicious? 

	-No, no!" Manolo shouted, "You know what I mean! 

	Of course the man knew that. As much as he loved his friend Manolo, he liked to see him suffer from envy, expectation or admiration. Any of the three forms was good enough for him. 

	-Oh! After dyeing her hair on top, you mean? The bottom was a surprise for her. The top, it's pretty clear when you go to a hairdresser, don't you think? There are several options, but dyeing and cutting hair are among the most likely, right? That's why, to me in particular, it's more striking that she was blushing because of that. As for the hair below, it was predictable that she would blush. It doesn't have that much merit, don't you think? But imagine her with flushed cheeks to match the red hair? 

	Gerardo's gaze went to infinity, or, perhaps, only to that center of beauty. His friend Manolo's followed him. They remained silent for several seconds, enjoying what neither of them had seen but both could imagine perfectly. 

	-I hope she never gets used to embarrassing situations," Gerardo added, breaking the silence, but not that image, which still remained in their minds. It would be a real shame. It's one of his best qualities. I must be careful with that. 

	-But how did you know he had pubic hair? -Manolo wondered. Now the fashion is to wear it like a baby's bottom. 

	Gerardo did not answer him. He was not going to tell his friend all his secrets. He always revealed them to him in doses. He had already told him enough, revealing that he had paid a large sum to the beautician to inform him of everything in as much detail as possible. 

	Gerardo looked at his friend with satisfaction. They were at home, in his domain. In the background, soothing jazz music was playing. The sound was strange to most 21st century ears. It had an almost imperceptible noise, but that did not mean it was non-existent. And both the treble and bass sounded different. It was debatable whether it sounded better or worse. The turntable was for Gerardo something almost as sacred as whiskey and a good cigar. The form and ambience were almost as important as the content and contributed significantly to the overall experience. It was much easier to select a piece of music on Spotify. Gerardo, despite his age, was not technologically illiterate. But the ritual of getting up from the couch - even if, at times, it was uncomfortable - taking a vinyl out of its sleeve, carefully placing it on the turntable and positioning the arm with the sapphire-tipped needle over the record, was an experience that Spotify, for all its convenience, could not match. Gerardo was in no hurry to listen to the musical notes. For him, the music started first. First, it happened in his head, imagining what he wanted to hear. Then, it happened as he looked through his collection of about a hundred records with his eyes and index finger. They were primarily jazz, but there were several of classical music and a few of other styles or, more than styles, of selected artists he particularly liked, such as Antonio Molina, Nino Bravo or Camilo Sesto. After a thoughtful review of his collection, he would finally pick the one he had decided on from the beginning. Only rarely did he change his mind at the last minute, but when he did, it was when he most enjoyed what he played. 

	But that wasn't the only reason the music sounded weird. Gerardo had put on a Thelonius Monk record. The late African-American artist had a peculiar style. He often gave the impression that he played the notes with difficulty, slightly ahead or behind in time, as if his hands suffered from some kind of clumsiness. It tended to happen in the simpler passages. Then, in the more complex ones, his hands would fly over the piano with astonishing precision. His style could be unsettling, until one learned to appreciate it. But one was always left with the feeling that the artist was mocking his audience. How else could one explain that he made the easy seem difficult and the difficult easy? 

	-Aren't you going to get into trouble with your partner? -his friend worried. As soon as he checks the accounts and sees what you're paying him, he's going to explode. 

	Gerardo smiled. His eyes sparkled with mischief. 

	-I'm counting on it," he confessed. 

	Manolo looked at him in surprise. 

	-You're not thinking of using her, somehow, against him? Gerardo, look at me, I know you! You're not thinking about that? 

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter IX - First day of WORK 

	  

	"Women and cats will do what they want, and men and dogs should relax and get used to the idea."- Robert Heinlein  

	  

	  

	At half past eight in the morning I showed up at the offices. It was my first day at work. I had gotten up early to make sure I would arrive on time. I had rehearsed with Daniel the route from our house in Alcobendas to the office in Las Rozas a couple of times during the weekend. Daniel had been my co-driver and had helped me not to get lost. From the first moment we moved to Madrid, I had become afraid of driving on the region's chaotic roads. That had been three decades ago. For my taste, there was too much traffic, too many exits and entrances and too many things that could go wrong. Daniel had no problem. If he needed to change lanes and there was no room, my husband would create the space. But I was terrified that the guy behind me would bump into me or that I would bump into the guy in front of me. It was also common that, when trying to change lanes, a vehicle in the other adjacent lane would have the happy idea to change lanes at the same time and take advantage of the same gap. I used to panic in these situations. At the slightest difficulty or obstacle, I could see myself skipping the correct exit. I could see myself disoriented in a sea of junk, unable to find my way. The GPS, I had never learned to use it. It distracted me more than it helped me. 

	I felt frankly useless. Management secretary, unable to drive to the office. It was not a very long drive, but it was a huge difficulty for me. Dominant woman, she doesn't know how to drive a car in Madrid. From our house to the office was about twenty minutes without traffic, twice as long with traffic. On the roads in the area around my town, I had no trouble driving. There, Daniel tended to get disoriented (I'm talking about the time when GPS was considered a luxury good and was not within everyone's reach, and even less so for a bunch of young kids just out of college). I also had no problem driving on the highway, once we had left Madrid. But in Madrid, I was simply blocked. I had refused to drive from the first moment, except to wander the streets of Alcobendas. 

	However, with my husband's help, I had managed to learn the route and felt confident enough to drive to work. I couldn't take a cab every day and public transportation was impractical. Still, despite having practiced the route with my husband over the weekend, Daniel had to accompany me on my first day of work. For various reasons, I was very nervous. Daniel had been my co-pilot, to reassure me and to be able to correct the route in case I made a mistake. It annoyed me to have to keep depending on him like that, as if I were a child. Daniel and I had barely spoken to each other since signing the contract. My husband was still upset with my decision. I had routinely physically disciplined him, as planned in our weekly schedule, and he had accepted it without a word. {You should have punished him more severely and not routinely}. {Poor little guy. He has enough to deal with as it is}. {At the very least, you should have directed the punishment toward acceptance of your decision}. I had not released him from his chastity device, nor had he asked me to. He had been solicitous, but had not, at any time, attempted to hide his anger. Nor had we made love or exchanged caresses. 

	When I arrived, Gerardo was already in his office. Most of the other employees had not yet arrived. He had his computer on and was staring intently at the screen. I closed the door behind me. I didn't know which way the conversation would go, so I thought it prudent to close the door. 

	-Ah, Gema. Good morning," she finally said, after making me wait for several minutes standing up. Next time, please knock before coming in. -He looked me up and down. Imagine how embarrassing it would be to find someone with her skirt up and masturbating," she added. Or naked. 

	I blushed. Instinctively, I looked down. I still couldn't explain to myself how he had been able to do that. I hardly knew the man. There was something about him that inspired me, but that didn't explain my behavior. Nor did it explain that I really wanted to do that. I wanted that double job. If I had done it merely to impress him, it would have a logical and, from a certain point of view, acceptable explanation. But that had not been my primary motivation. I had felt a tingling in my body, a tingling not unlike what I was feeling right now. 

	-Yes... sir. Good morning," I said, finally. 

	Gerardo smiled. 

	-Call me Gerardo or boss. We don't want to exaggerate things here in the office either. -He didn't look away from my eyes, or maybe my face. There are enough rumors going around. 

	Again, I blushed. I had felt something strange when I had entered the office. The few coworkers I had crossed paths with had looked at me strangely. It's just my imagination. That's what I had told myself. There are rumors. That's what Gerardo had just said. 

	-Yes... boss," my heart was beating fast. I was embarrassed, but against all logic, it excited me. In the time that had elapsed since the contracts had been signed, I had taken the opportunity to do some reading. I had tried to work on my English. I had probably understood only half of what I had read, but it had been enough to spur my fantasy. Now I understand you, Daniel. There were lots of short stories on the subject of dominant bosses and submissive secretaries. Most of them were downright bad. Either they lacked plausibility, were disgustingly extreme, or were simply poorly written. Anyway, the latter, with my rudimentary English hardly mattered. I had never been interested in erotic reading before, let alone gratuitous short story trash. Although there are some gems, like Silvana's story. Without that one, I probably wouldn't be here now, in front of Gerardo. I had reflected my own story in two books. I was not (and am not) a professional in the world of literature either. Possibly, I was being unfair, calling most of the erotic essays I had read garbage. Many could say the same about my book. After all, it had started as a free story on my blog. At least plausibility is warranted, in my case. Not having a publisher behind me made a difference in quality. My second book, I was still finishing writing. The success of my first book (modest, but I am grateful for any comment they write me), had encouraged me to start the second one. I had taken advantage of the unemployment to move forward. But now that I have a job, and a double one at that, things are going to slow down. (With much delay, I have written the third one, to finish the cycle and thank Silvana for her story Topless on the beach. What I couldn't imagine are the recent events that have led me to write this, the fourth one). Yes sir... yes boss... yes Gerardo... My head was full of stimulating ideas as a result of that so-called garbage I had tried to read in English. 

	 -Delicious," said Gerardo. Your hair color suits you very well. -Strangely, he looked at my face instead of my hair. Turn around. -Gerardo watched me as I made a slow three hundred and sixty degree turn. Pantyhose or stockings? 

	-Stockings, of course," I answered. With garter belt. -I knew that was what he liked. I was about to pull up my skirt to show him, but Gerardo stopped me. 

	-We come here to work," he said coldly. The fun is outside the office. Got it? By the way, I prefer stockings with a back seam. I think I told you that last time. 

	I was surprised by her tone. {You're just disappointed that she didn't want you to lift up your skirt}. I smoothed my skirt. I had expected him to want to inspect my panties and, more importantly, what's underneath them. Why else had he wanted me to dye my pubic hair the same color as my hair? It was a situation I had even dreamed about. I had woken up sweaty and excited. With my husband next to me, snoring, I had masturbated. As I had said before, we were angry. In fact, Daniel hadn't even seen the new look of my pubic hair yet. Nor had I said anything to him. If he hadn't even had time to comment on my hair, he didn't deserve to know about the bottom. Gerardo was going to be the first man to see it. As Gerardo looked at me, saying nothing, I remembered what had happened that day.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	-By the way, Gema, you have an appointment in half an hour. Don't worry, it's close.  

	-Now? I thought that... 

	-Did you think I would leave you time? -Gerardo interrupted me. Of course I'll give you time. I understand that you have to get used to me first and that you can't do it overnight. I wouldn't want it so soon either, by the way. I'm really enjoying these preliminaries. -He shook his head, "If you don't want today, it can be another day. You still have until the first of November. But it would be a good start, don't you think? I'm patient, but I never waste time. 

	I looked at the paper note she had given me. It contained the name of a beauty salon and the address. 

	-Okay," I agreed, not knowing what was in store for me. 

	Gerardo had already told me that he wanted to change a few things about my appearance. I could only assume he meant a haircut. I wasn't willing to do anything extreme. I didn't think Gerardo was a man who liked certain extremes either. Anyway, I could always refuse. There was no reason not to go there and see what he proposed. In fact, the sooner I got to know his tastes, the better. If there was something that did not convince me about him, it was better to know it as soon as possible. With those thoughts I tried to convince myself, while waiting for the cab. I have to dare and take the step to drive out of Alcobendas. I can't do this and depend on a cab. I wouldn't be able to afford it. 

	-My name is Gema Avril. I have an appointment, I think. Mr. Roig... -I blushed. 

	-Oh, yes, I have it here," confirmed the receptionist, after consulting the agenda. She looked back. Mari Carmen is busy, but she's just finishing up. Please take a seat. She will be ready for you in a moment.  

	I didn't like waiting. My imagination flew during it. Even more so after I had taken to erotic reading. The hairdresser had heard the receptionist call her name and looked at us. She had looked at me strangely. But maybe it was just my imagination. She only looked at me to find out what kind of client I am, as she does with all new clients. 

	The place was a regular beauty salon. According to the signs outside advertising the latest promotions, it offered the typical hairdressing and waxing treatments, but also nail treatment, event makeup and the occasional skin rejuvenation treatment. Inside, there was nothing unusual either. The part I was in looked like a normal hair salon, but there were black doors leading further inside. Into my own darkness. 

	I had thought things would go more slowly, but Gerardo had run me over. Nevertheless, I had done my duty, although my contract was not yet in force. It wouldn't be until November 1. Gerardo had called it a pre-probationary period, but I had started out strong. Here I am, willing to trade my looks for a man I barely know. I'm crazy. 

	-Gemma? Come this way, please. 

	The receptionist had addressed me as "you", but the hairdresser immediately addressed me as "tute tute". To tell the truth, I preferred to be addressed as "tutee". The hairdresser put a robe on me. It was as black as those doors. Then she put me in a chair in the salon. 

	-Haircut and dye, Mr. Roig asked," he commented in his warm Andalusian accent. He hadn't asked my opinion or asked me to confirm. He had simply informed me of what he was going to weigh. 

	I can still say no. I can still leave. What if I don't like it? The blood shot to my face. My heart was pounding. {It's just a haircut and a dye. Gerardo has good taste}. {You're crazy! What if Daniel doesn't like it?} 

	-That's it. It looks great on you," Mari Carmen said after finishing her work. She put a mirror behind my head so I could see myself from both sides. 

	Daniel is going to hate it. He likes it the darker the better. 

	-I think Mr. Roig is going to love it. It has turned out exactly as he indicated," commented the hairdresser. When she spoke it sounded like she was singing. 

	I couldn't help blushing when I heard my boss's name. {Doesn't Daniel say he likes surprises? Well, this is going to be a good surprise. I think he's going to like it. You've been wearing dark shades for a long time. It was time for a change}. 

	I looked at myself in the mirrors not knowing what to think. I didn't look bad, that was true. It was strange, of course. I had never imagined myself with a reddish tone. My natural color was dark brown and I had always used brown or black dyes. Daniel loved jet black, but I thought it made me look too severe. 

	-Yes, thank you," I said without much conviction. I still had to get used to it. It was not only the change in appearance that affected me. It was, above all, the reason why I had done it. I had thrown myself blindly into a new adventure. With Silvestre, it had been weeks before I had made that almost fateful promise to him. I had given myself time to get to know him. To fall in love. But with Gerardo, I had signed a contract before I started. [And you say you want things to slow down...] And even before the contract began, I was already changing my appearance, adapting it to his tastes. To his dictates. 

	-Come this way," said Mari Carmen, as I headed towards the receptionist to pay or towards the door to leave. 

	Mari Carmen opened one of the black doors and I followed her. I was beginning to have the intuition that it was not over yet. The black door led to a long hallway with more black doors on either side. The beauty center looked smaller on the outside than it really was on the inside. 

	-Make yourself comfortable. -Mari Carmen pointed to a stretcher, on which she had placed a new paper sheet. 

	-What?" I stammered. It was evident that my change in appearance was not yet over. For an instant, I was overcome with fear. [There were things I wasn't willing to do, and that gurney invited so many options. 

	-Strip from the waist down, please," sang the hairdresser. You can leave your clothes on this chair. 

	I blushed, I had had my pubic hair waxed on other occasions at a beauty salon. The first time, Daniel had arranged it, for my first date with Silvestre. But this was different. This was arranged by a man I actually barely knew. [The waxing might have been the same, but the context was very different. That time, I had waxed my parts to initiate an exciting game with my husband. Daniel had arranged it, but he had invited me. This was a demand from a semi-stranger. A contractual demand. I blushed even redder. {If he has you waxed now, it's because he wants to taste you soon. Waxing is long-lasting, but it's logical that he wants to taste you in the next seven days. There's your pre-test period}. Things were going faster than I had expected. I still didn't feel ready for it. I still needed to get used to him first, to get to know him better... To appreciate his personality and forget about his physique...  

	Daniel had instructed that beautician to wax me completely. My bunny was sore but smooth as a baby's bottom. Apparently, Daniel liked it that way and so did Silvestre. [Of course! Silvestre likes what Daniel likes.] I had felt weird, like a pre-adolescent girl. But I had quickly gotten used to that feeling. The passion I had for Silvestre had made me want to do almost anything for him. How will Gerardo like it? {You're about to find out. You're about to learn something more about his personality}. After breaking up with Silvestre and Luis Alberto, I hadn't gone back to waxing down there. What for? The lovers I've had since then have all been fictitious. I had told Daniel that my new lovers (there hadn't been that many either, either in reality or in the fiction I had constructed) preferred it that way. Of course, I would fix it. I trimmed the fur, but, compared to the baby's ass I'd gotten down there, that looked more like a rain forest. {Is it the humidity and heat you give off every time you think about what Gerard is going to do to you?} I hadn't shaved it yet for Gerardo, because I wasn't going to sleep with him yet and because I assumed that his generation preferred hairy pussies.  

	Normally, the esthetician leaves the room while the client undresses. It's silly, of course, since she's going to see, in every way, her most intimate parts naked. Not just naked. He's going to touch them too. But it's a kind of courtesy. Mari Carmen, however, stood there, waiting. Maybe they have that habit here. Anyway, it's silly. The blush wouldn't leave my face, but I began to undress from the waist down. 

	Out of modesty, I turned around. I unzipped my skirt and took it off. Why has she stayed? Why does she have to see that I'm wearing stockings and a garter belt? What will she think of me? I took off one shoe, then the other. She's behind me and I can't see her. But I can't shake the feeling that she's watching me. I unbuttoned the garter belt from one stocking, then the other. Next, I pull down my stocking. The whole thing's gaudy but sexy. I draped it over the chair, hiding it under the skirt. I did the same with the other stocking. Why is she looking at me? The garter belt didn't need to come off. It wasn't going to interfere with the waxing. But I was embarrassed for him to see me wearing it. {But he's already seen you!} I hid it under my skirt. Mr. Roig... What will this woman think what this is all about? Finally, I took off my panties. Those, too, I hid under my skirt, on the chair. Maybe she's already used to Gerardo's eccentricities. Maybe it's not the first. That thought reassured me and made me uneasy at the same time. One of the reasons I liked Gerardo was because he was an experienced man. I wasn't necessarily looking for him to be experienced in these matters of domination. In fact, it scares me to think that he does. What is he going to do with me? How far is he going to take me? I appreciated the wisdom that came with experience and the reassurance that came with age. 

	-You'd better take off your blouse too," suggested Mari Carmen, just as I was about to get on top of the stretcher. 

	I looked at her in amazement. Why the blouse? That didn't interfere at all with the pubic hair removal. Ah! It's also the armpits. [No, it doesn't make sense. We already had them shaved last night. Waxing won't work]. 

	-We haven't finished with the dye yet," explained the hairdresser, just as I was about to explain about the armpits. 

	I looked at her in disbelief, first. Then, I turned red as a tomato. A dye in the private parts? Did that exist? Did Gerardo ask for that? 

	-I thought... I thought it was a waxing," I stammered in astonishment. 

	-Mr. Roig has only prescribed one dye. It is the same color as your hair. 

	Mr. Roig... And how did he know... Mr. Roig... that I had not shaved my pubic hair? 

	I followed the hairdresser's advice and took off my blouse. In the end, I was only in my bra. I climbed onto the stretcher. Mari Carme gently spread my legs. Foolishly, I had them more closed than open. The hairdresser put her hands on my knees and spread them apart. She looked at my pussy with professionalism. {If she looks too closely, she'll notice you're leaking.} 

	-Don't worry. It is a special dye indicated for the intimate parts. It won't irritate you. Besides, I'll be careful. But it should be the same color as your hair above. Mr. Roig said this was very important. 

	Mr. Roig... 

	The hairdresser did her job professionally. But I couldn't help but feel strange sensations. Even if she's a woman, even if she's a professional, it's always weird to have someone touching your parts. It was even stranger under the circumstances. I don't think the blush on my face went away during the whole session. 

	-That's it! -Mari Carmen exclaimed with a degree of satisfaction that seemed to exceed the strictly professional scope. Perfectly matched! Watch! -She picked up a hand mirror and placed it between my legs. 

	My pussy was red hot. The rainforest was on fire, engulfed in flames. My cheeks were burning. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	And my husband not wanting to appreciate my change of look. And not wanting to know my story, I said to myself, as I waited for Gerardo to tell me what he wanted me to do on my first day of work. Daniel had accepted the situation, but it was clear he wasn't going to support it. But I need your support, Daniel! {But I'll do it with or without him!} 

	-Is that your husband out there? -Gerardo pointed to the parking lot that was visible through the window of his office. 

	I looked out the window. There was our car. And outside the car there was someone walking around. He looked like he was talking on the phone. It was hard to see from a distance, so I couldn't identify his face. But the way he walked, the way he gestured and the color of the clothes he was wearing matched my husband. 

	-I think so," I confirmed to my boss. 

	Daniel had offered to be my co-driver, just in case I got lost. The traffic, my first day at work in a new company, Gerardo... it all made me very nervous. Especially Gerardo. I don't know what's really expected of me [And you signed a contract with him, not knowing? My husband teleworked many days, so he didn't have to go to the office, if he didn't want to. But lately he was doing it more often, to be seen. He was afraid of becoming a mere name on a list that could easily be added to the layoff that was feared to be taking place at the company. Actually, he could work from anywhere, except when meeting with his boss, his team or clients. He could work from the car, with his laptop and cell phone, just as well as from home. Or so he had assured me, offering to accompany me. [And it seems to you that he's not supporting you, just because he criticized - rightly so - your decision and because he didn't comment on your new look!] 

	Gerardo did not comment any more about my husband. He just frowned and looked back at the screen. It was clear that he was not amused that I had come. Maybe he thinks I don't trust him. [And do you trust him? Isn't that one of the causes of your nervousness? Isn't that one of the reasons why you asked our husband to come with us?] Gerardo probably thought that Daniel had come to witness the action. He must have thought my husband was some kind of voyeur. {What do you think he's up to with her? Gerardo knew that not only did he have my husband's consent to play outside of marriage, but that my husband also liked to watch. He had not been amused by this, but he had had no choice but to accept it. It was a clause that I had even managed to get into the contract: my husband had the right to be present to watch the action. We hadn't gone into the details yet, because the contract was really just a statement of intent. You could say it was a framework agreement, with the details still to be worked out. But the framework agreement was enough for me. I hoped Gerardo would be too. If we understood each other, there was no need to spell everything out in writing. Besides, I didn't even know what I wanted to spell out. I knew very well what I didn't want under any circumstances, but I didn't know what I wanted. 

	In any case, nothing really sexual was going to happen so soon. I had asked Gerardo for some time to adjust and he had granted it to me without any problems. Luis Alberto would not have accepted any delay. Nor would he have accepted it, nor did he accept it. He had run me over and dragged me along. He had even done it literally. It had been very intense on a physical level. Dangerously intense. I could do with someone more leisurely. What was Gerardo really thinking about my husband's presence on the first day? Did he think I didn't trust him? Did he think that, despite what I had asked of him, I wanted action on the first day? Did he think my husband was an anxious hussy who had to be present twenty-four hours a day? He came because I'm too dumb to drive alone. But I couldn't tell him that. A self-respecting management secretary can't be that dumb and dependent. 

	-As soon as Margarita arrives, go and talk to her," said Gerardo, without taking his eyes off his screen.  

	As cordial as he had been on other occasions, he was somewhat cold and distant. What have I done wrong? Is it because of my husband? Am I expected to crawl under the table of my own accord and give him a blowjob? Is it because I haven't worn the stockings with the stitching that he likes so much? I'll wear them if I have to, but it seems ridiculous not to be able to vary. 

	-I want me to give you the keys to the office. You may, on occasion, be the first and last to close. He should also give you a laptop computer. I don't know if he'll have it ready yet. Sometimes you will have to take work home with you. As for your desk, it's that first one over there.  

	He gestured through the interior window into the office space. From my angle, I couldn't see which one he was referring to, but I sensed it was the first desk. He's going to keep an eye on me from his office. All he has to do is look up to see me. {And you'll be able to see him too. Windows usually work in both directions}.  

	-This is going to be hard for you. I expect a lot from you, in every way," my boss warned me. You need to step up your game. There's a lot of work here. And I don't want you to make a mistake: You come to the office to work. That's the priority. I assure you it will be intensive, but I trust you'll be up to it. As for the work, you won't get any favored treatment from me. As for the other stuff... I'm not going to push you. Take your time to get used to me, as we agreed. 

	He looked back at his computer screen. He seemed to be totally focused on it. I waited for him to say something else or to somehow signal to me that the conversation was over, but Gerard remained silent, concentrating on the screen. From my angle, I couldn't see what he was so interested in. The monitor was turned toward the inside window. Very strategic. So he can watch the screen and monitor the office at the same time. {Or appear to be looking at the screen, but be looking out the window. For example, to watch you, when you sit at your desk}. I waited a while longer, uncomfortable with the silence and Gerardo not paying any attention to me. He seemed more cordial before. Now that I have signed the contracts, it seems that the warmth I perceived from him towards me has vanished. [Well, get ready for what awaits you. This is just the work part. You will see in the extra part that you have signed, where he will also be your boss, but in a different way]. As he didn't say anything else, I left his office. 

	-Gemma," I heard her deep voice behind me. One more thing," she said, before I had even walked out of her office door. As far as work clothes are concerned, let's make a few things clear. First of all, you will always wear a skirt. I don't like pants for women. You can choose how long you want them to be. I trust your good taste and that you can guess what I like. Take it as a test, if you like. You will also always wear stockings with garter belts. In the summer, with the heat, we can check this, but for the next few months that's what I expect. -She looked at me seriously. The stockings, you know I prefer the ones with the seam at the back. Call me old-fashioned, if you want, but I find them a classic and even more so for a secretary. But I admit that I was too blunt before. You don't always have to be like that. You're an intelligent woman with good taste. Or so I hope. -She looked at me as if she wanted to verify that statement right then and there. I trust that you know how to introduce the right variations, while maintaining a certain tone. Do you know what I mean? 

	I think so. My daughter was studying music and, talking to her about her studies, she had taught me some things. I was very attracted to learning to play the piano. In fact, from my teenage years, I had an old photo of me playing the piano. Daniel loved that picture. He loved my pose, the smile and the long dress I was wearing. But it was just that, a pose. The piano belonged to a friend who went to the conservatory. I had never played it, except for some childish, extremely simple piece that I had picked up by ear. The piano was one of my frustrations. I had one at home, as my daughter played it. But I had never seriously considered really learning it. I felt unable to coordinate both hands the way our daughter did. And it would take a lot of time and sacrifice to learn it. I wasn't up to that anymore. My daughter had taught me how to do variations on the same theme, keeping, as Gerardo had said, the tonic. I nodded, but said nothing. 

	-No pantyhose, stockings with garter belts," Gerardo continued, without really waiting for my answer. You will always wear sexy panties. No coming to the office without them. 

	It's so different from Silvestre and Luis Alberto. Silvestre was excited that I didn't wear them... and so was my husband. [And who do you think told him that sometimes you didn't wear them? Why else do you think he mentioned that?] And Luis Alberto, he preferred that I didn't wear them. And when I wore them, he had literally ripped them off.  

	-Fine lingerie. Regardless of whether I want to see them here, it's a matter of attitude. For the top, I prefer blouse and jacket. But if from time to time you want to wear a dress, I leave it up to you. -She looked at the screen again. Remember the variety and the tone. Shoes, always heels, minimum nine centimeters. Those you are wearing are eight -she reproached me, without even looking away from the screen-. They don't fit. 

	Was he cold to me for that reason, because he didn't like the way I was dressed? He hadn't been thrilled with my stockings and my heels were a failure. I kept waiting for him to add something else, but he didn't. He just stared at the monitor. He just stared at the monitor. Every once in a while, he moved the mouse and clicked here and there. 

	-And unbutton your blouse," she said, just as she was walking out the door. She didn't take her eyes off the monitor. Elegant, professional but sexy. I don't want you running around looking like a whorish whore," she said as if she were talking about the latest financial report. After all, you're here to work. But you don't need to be so demure either. It's a tense time in the company; the staff could use a little distraction. -He finally looked away from the monitor and looked at me.  

	He didn't add anything else, he just stared. Finally, I understood. I unbuttoned a button on my shirt. I had come dressed for my first day of work as I sensed he would like. I hadn't been entirely wrong with my choice of a skirt suit. Mind you, I had failed with the stockings and failed with the heels. I had come prepared to work as a secretary, trying to avoid the slightest suspicion about the true nature of my relationship with him. I sensed that he wanted neither scandals nor the slightest possible suspicion. After all, if it was discovered that, with the company's money, he was paying me a bonus in exchange for sexual favors, it could be a very big deal for him. But Gerardo seemed to have a slightly different view of things. Clearly, he didn't think my cleavage was enough.  

	Gerardo did not react to my gesture. With an absolutely neutral expression, he kept looking at me. At least he's looking at me, instead of at that stupid screen. I thought I understood what he wanted. I unbuttoned another button on my shirt and opened it. 

	-I see that we understand each other, Gema," Gerardo commented with a slight smile on his mouth. I want you to talk to the staff and get along with everyone. The men will be easy for you. -Her smile widened a little. Flirt with them. Listen to what they talk about and what they think. 

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter X - PHASE Change 

	  

	"You don't know a woman until you understand what she's not telling you. 

	All she wanted was for someone to look at her and see the person she hid so well." - Atticus  

	  

	  

	-And you say it looks like a burning forest? 

	Gerardo nodded. 

	The waiter turned away blushing. The other man's gesture had been unmistakable. He could only be referring to one thing. Besides, they hadn't stopped talking about sex and women all night. He had not heard the whole conversation, of course, but those two men had not been silent when he had approached them to take note of the order, when he had asked them if everything was to their satisfaction, when he had brought them the wine or when, as now, he had brought them some digestives. It was possible that he had personally taken care of some task that he did not usually do. For certain things, there were other waiters. He knew those men from other occasions. They were very cordial. He used to chit-chat with them a little bit, as he did with other customers. He never thought it had any special significance; it was just part of his job. But those two men had always made him feel special, when, in fact, what he was trying to do was to make them, as customers, feel special. Judging by the generous tips they left, he was succeeding. But I had never heard them talk about women before, let alone in that way. They used to talk about politics, history, music or anything else boring. But what he had heard them talk about this woman, he had found incredible and fascinating. Contrary to his usual habits as a discreet waiter, he had not been able to avoid sharpening his ear. 

	-And how do you know that? -asked one of the two men. 

	What kind of question was that? It was clear how he knew! There was only one way. 

	-He showed it to me," answered the one who was called Gerardo. 

	The waiter considered himself good at his job. At fifty-five, in other restaurants he would have been considered too old for the job. Most places preferred younger people, with more agile legs, a more docile back and, above all, a lower salary. But the Filandón restaurant was not one of those places. The Filandón restaurant prided itself on serving the best product at a reasonable price. It didn't compete on price, but it didn't pretend to be an exclusive place either. It tended to attract clientele from the most powerful companies in the country. It was not unusual to see employees of large banks or powerful telecommunication groups eating there. Sometimes they were high-level executives, but many other times middle management ate there. Nestled in the El Pardo mountain, one of the best preserved Mediterranean forests in Europe, next to Madrid, as the restaurant used to advertise itself, it offered quality in an atmosphere that combined the rustic with the modern. Its specialty was grilled meats and fish. The cordiality and attention of the waiters, especially the head waiter, was as important as the food they served. So was their discretion. 

	-I thought you weren't going to ask him. If I were you, I wouldn't have put up with so much. -Manolo, that was the name of the other diner, hit the table with the palm of his hand, producing an unnecessary clatter. The alcohol was beginning to take its toll. 

	Both men, Gerardo and Manolo, had shared a "Lenguado Evaristo" as a second course. The preparation was simple, but not easy, because the key was in the right point. It was also in the raw material. The restaurant took care that its raw material was always fresh and of excellent quality. The "Lenguado Evaristo" is usually prepared grilled, but Filandón grilled it. The charcoal gave it a special aroma. The preparation was simple. The only additional ingredients were salt and olive oil. The difficulty for the cook was to grill it just the right time, neither half a minute more nor half a minute less. Fish is an even more delicate product than meat. This dish, in the Filandón, was only served for two people. 

	Gerardo and Manolo had no problem agreeing on the same dish. It was not the first time they had done so. Regarding the wine, however, they had argued. They had taken their time in selecting the wine or, to be more precise, the wines. They had commented on whether one wine was fruitier or the other had more tannins. In truth, neither of them had managed to impress the other with their wine knowledge, but that had not been their purpose. They had had almost as much fun talking about them as they had had drinking them.  

	The first courses were also shared. They had quickly agreed to order a plate of Iberian ham. They had ordered the house special, the one that was not on the menu. It was a black label Iberian ham that was not always available. Evidently, its price was higher than the one on the menu, but that had not worried them. The black label guarantees, on the one hand, that they are Iberian pata negra pigs, a breed over which Spain has quasi-exclusivity, just as the Japanese have exclusivity over Kobe beef. The label is closely monitored and is only awarded if the pig's sire and dam are registered in the herd book. But the breed is only half of the product. The other half, and that is what the black label guarantees, on the other hand, compared to the green or red, is that the pig, in its fattening phase, has been fed exclusively in semi-freedom, eating the acorns that fall from the holm oaks in the vast dehesas of Extremadura. Manolo and Gerardo appreciated quality and were willing to pay for it, as long as the price was fair. 

	They had also ordered a tomato salad with grilled wild asparagus and anchovies from Santoña to share. Cantabria, on the northern coast of Spain, was another place Gerardo liked to travel to. It was similar and yet so different from Scotland. Like Scotland, it had an iconic product to offer, but, like Scotland, it had so much more to offer than that. Gerardo, on one of his trips, had taken the opportunity to play at the Gran Casino Sardinero in Santander. He was not one to spend money on games of chance. He knew that the bank -in this case the casino- always won. He had seen it happen many times in his work. If there was someone who won, it was always the bank. In his work, he tried to make sure that his clients also won, albeit at the expense of the Treasury. He preferred investments with a higher return than gambling, but from time to time he was itching to play with fire. After all, one did not live forever. In the end, the salad had been eaten mostly by Manolo. Gerardo was not as fond of green as his friend Manolo. Of course, that was easy to see. 

	The first bottle of wine, they had agreed relatively easily. It was clear that with the ham there was only room for a red. The waiter, to demonstrate his knowledge and participate in the conversation with the aim of strengthening ties with the customers, had suggested a white wine as an option, specifically a cava, a Spanish sparkling white wine, similar to French champagne. I had explained to them that it was a pairing not by accompaniment but by contrast. The white wine and its bubbles would cleanse the palate and make it easier to enjoy each slice of ham. In addition, it would be, at the same time, more suitable for tasting the anchovies. Manolo and Gerardo had listened attentively. Gerardo had been fascinated by this type of pairing and had been about to succumb to the intrigue and accept the proposal of the expert waiter. Manolo, however, had been less impressed and had insisted on red wine. He liked to experiment in imagination, but in practice he preferred the traditional. Gerardo had given in without too much opposition. He also loved red wine and, after all, it was a safe bet with that excellent ham. The waiter had insisted, however, but gently, on another choice of white wine. Specifically, he had suggested as an alternative a manzanilla, a white wine from Sanlúcar de Barrameda, in Andalusia, in southern Spain. He had indicated that La Kika -that was the name of that wine- was on the rise and had assured them that it would soon be recognized as one of the best white wines of its kind in the world. Organically aged for eleven years, the wine was aged for eleven years, which would give it a very settled flavor to pair with quality Iberian ham. Unlike cava, it would not be a matter of cleansing the palate between slices, but rather of pairing the flavors. But, unlike the red, the softer taste of the manzanilla allowed a better and undistracted appreciation of the flavor of the ham. But the waiter's efforts had been in vain, as the decision had already been made. Both Manolo and Gerardo liked to have options and study them from different angles. That gave them exquisite pleasure, especially if they could discuss it among themselves. But once the decision was made, they did not usually change their minds. They had debated the typical and hackneyed debate of Rioja reds versus Ribera del Duero reds. But in the end, they had ordered a bottle of Habla del Silencio, a young red from Extremadura, one of Spain's border regions with Portugal.  

	The waiter had not hidden his displeasure with the selection. He did not dislike the wine at all. On the contrary, he thought it was a good wine, but he thought it was not the ideal match for that exquisite ham. Gerardo had taken the opportunity to explain to Manolo that the Extremadura city of Trujillo had given the country many things. It was the cradle of conquerors and explorers such as Francisco Pizarro, co-discoverer of the Pacific Ocean and conqueror of Peru. With only one hundred and ninety Spaniards at his head, he had managed to ally himself with thirty thousand natives of the Muisca, Cañaris and Chahapoyas tribes, opposed to the Inca tyranny they suffered, and had managed to capture the Inca sapa Atahualpa. Francisco Orellana, explorer of the Amazon, was also born there. From the Andes, after seven months of travel and a voyage of more than four thousand eight hundred kilometers, he had sailed downriver to the mouth of the Amazon. Legend had it (and Gerardo told the story) that the explorer, on his journey, had had to face fierce warriors, the supposed Amazons of Greek mythology. That confrontation with those supposed warriors (or warriors with long hair), had given rise to the name of that great river. Thus, a Greek name from the old classical world had ended up becoming the name of a great river in the New World. Another favorite son of that millenary city of Trujillo was Diego García de Paredes. He had founded several cities in the New World, among them Trujillo, in present-day Venezuela, and is considered the precursor of political asylum in America, since the first recorded case of political asylum in the New World had occurred precisely in 1559, in that same city.  

	Gerardo had explained all this to his friend Manolo, who had listened attentively. He liked his friend's master classes. Although it was true that Gerardo usually had more knowledge than Manolo, the latter was not far behind and on many occasions it was he who taught Gerardo curious things. Nor was all that completely unknown to Manolo. He had also been in Trujillo. Not in vain, that millenary city is considered one of the most beautiful cities in the world. Manolo also liked to study the history of the places he visited, but he remembered fewer details than Gerardo. He knew, however, that the town had its origins in pre-Roman times and that it had passed through different eras and political powers. The pre-Romanesque town became a Roman city, then it was populated by the Germanic tribes, the Visigoths, during the Roman decline, then it was conquered by the Arabs and, finally, reconquered by the Christians, to end up being the cradle of great explorers and conquerors. There was another Diego García de Paredes, father of the other Diego García de Paredes mentioned above, called the Samson of Extremadura, due to his size and who had fought alongside the Great Captain in present-day Italy.  

	Yes, Manolo also had some things to tell. Often, in a friendly way and to kill time with a pleasant and interesting conversation, the two friends would rival each other to see who knew more details. The conversations, though lively, were leisurely, as both liked to listen to the other (and to themselves) attentively. Both agreed on the interesting history of that town and its unique beauty. But Gerardo saw Trujillo with different eyes than Manolo. Manolo saw it with the eyes of a cultured tourist. But Gerardo also saw it through the eyes of an amateur photographer. He thought of Gema and how he would like to take some pictures of her in those medieval streets, full of tourists in summer, but abandoned in winter. However, he preferred not to say anything about it to his friend. He would have time to surprise him in the future. Maybe he could even use it as a bargaining chip, to get something in exchange for his friend. Gerardo saw the world the same way he saw business: as transactions between interested parties. Those transactions did not always have to have a financial value attached to them. For him, it was not about making a profit, but about establishing an exchange in a regulated and negotiated way. And, yes, he loved to negotiate. 

	To tell the truth, Gerardo had chosen that Trujillo wine more than for its suitability for ham because of the opportunity it offered him to offer his friend a new master class. His friend, Manolo, in turn, had chosen it influenced by its name. Habla del Silencio held an irony for him that he had been unable to resist. His friend Gerardo liked to talk about certain subjects. But for others, for the really interesting ones, he spoke more with his eyes than with his tongue. 

	-So, have you already taken her home? And her husband? -asked Manolo, eager to know the whole story. He was aware that he had taken Gerardo's bait. Normally, he usually resisted better, but on this occasion he could not stand his curiosity. 

	On the other hand, they had not agreed so easily on the second bottle of wine. Manolo was an inveterate red wine drinker and had proposed to continue with the same or another one for the second course. Gerardo, however, had considered that a white wine was the best choice for the fish. In the end, Gerardo had prevailed. Manolo was aware that his friend's choice was not only the most logical (no matter how much he liked red wine), but also that, if he wanted to hear the story, he had to give in to it. He had no choice but to recognize that Gerardo was an excellent negotiator, both using explicit words and leveraging silence. 

	-He showed it to me at the office," Gerardo answered Manolo. It was first thing in the morning. I made her arrive at the office at half past seven, an hour earlier than she usually arrives," explained Gerardo, who, it seemed, had finally let loose to talk about what Manolo was interested in. Maybe it was because of the alcohol, maybe because he thought he had made his friend suffer enough, or maybe it was because he wanted to hear himself talk. The early risers come in after eight o'clock, but those are the ones in the other division. The ones in mine, they have a flexible schedule and usually come in a little later. I told her I wanted her in my office with the door open and her legs spread, her skirt hiked up and her panties pulled down to her knees. -Gerardo smiled mischievously. Evidently, I didn't arrive until after eight o'clock. 

	-And you've had her there, like that, for how long? More than a quarter of an hour? And with the door open? You've got some balls, Gerardo! 

	-Not only that, Manolo. I told him I wanted him to masturbate in that position, until I ordered him to stop. Obviously," he added with an air of importance, "I had to come first. 

	-So, you left her there almost hanging. What if she had been caught? Do you think she would have stopped and got dressed, before getting caught, even if it meant disobeying you? 

	-When I arrived, I said good morning, as if it were the most normal thing to do. I even allowed myself to give him two kisses, as if it were nothing else," explained Gerardo, without answering his friend's question. The sparkle in his eyes was the only answer. Then I sat down, turned on the computer and went over the day's agenda with her, as usual. 

	-Fuck! And with the door open? -And was he still masturbating? You have nerves of steel, Gerardo! 

	-Don't believe it," Gerardo admitted. Although, some risks have to be taken if you want to have a little fun. Like whiskey and smoking. You know they say it can cause cancer. But what would life be without it? -He raised his glass in a toast to his friend. But it's a controlled risk. The open door, really, is the best way to see someone coming in time. You know what my office is like. From where she was standing, no one could see her from the outside, until she poked her head in. But, you know, it's all about feel. Just like the timing. The risk of getting caught was extremely low. The other division doesn't usually come to see me. And the only one who gets up early and arrives around eight o'clock had taken the day off on her own business. -Gerardo smiled mischievously again. Of course, Gema didn't know that. 

	-Did you make him come? -asked Manolo, excited by his friend's story. 

	-No, no. Better than that," said Gerardo, making a small tactical pause to increase the tension. That way I kept her warm all day long. That day didn't manage to be very productive. But, well, a day is a day. Unfortunately, lately the workload at the company has not been very high either. 

	-You look worried," commented Manolo, leaving that spicy story aside for a moment. 

	Gerardo nodded, but added nothing more on the subject. 

	-In the middle of the day, I sent her to the bathroom to send me a racy picture from her cell phone," said Gerardo, after several seconds of silence. 

	-Yours? -asked Manolo, incredulous and happy to be back to the spicy story. 

	-No, no. I'll take the pictures for you, and with a good camera. No," he commented, again with a mischievous smile on his lips. First I told her to imagine an erotic picture she wanted to send me. I asked her to make it something meaningful, something that would express how she feels. This, at masturbation time in my office. Then, before lunch, I sent her to the bathroom with the order to finger herself there, until I told her to stop. I gave her plenty of time. And then, I told her to find that picture or image she had imagined earlier and send it to me from her cell phone. 

	-So? What did he send you? 

	-This is your treat, isn't it? -asked Gerardo. Clearly, he was saying that he expected that, in exchange for the whole story, Manolo would take care of dinner. 

	-Fuck yeah, it's on me. But only if you stop playing dumb. Come on, show it to me! 

	Gerardo took out his cell phone and opened the WhatsApp application. He selected the conversations with Gema, scrolled up to find what she had sent him and showed it to his friend. 

	Manolo frowned. There was not one photo, but two. 

	-You seem disappointed," said Gerardo, pretending to be surprised. 

	Both photos were in black and white. One of them showed a jar of ink, open, with a fountain pen next to it. On the jar it said in English "Stories yet to be written". The second photo showed the open hand of a man in a suit, palm up. 

	-You don't get it, do you?  

	Manolo shook his head. Clearly, he had been expecting a racy or overtly pornographic photo. He looked at the screen again, looking focused. He didn't want to make a fool of his friend. What had Gerardo seen that he hadn't, he wondered. Finally, he answered, "I'd say the hand invites you to hold it. 

	-Exactly! -exclaimed Gerardo. It's an invitation to take it and follow that man. That man is me," Gerardo noted, without the slightest doubt. And the inscription on the ink jar, I don't have to translate it for you, do I? Stories yet to be written," he translated, however, even though he knew his friend had a good command of English. A jar of ink and a fountain pen next to it. 

	-My fountain pen! -exclaimed Manolo, who had already understood what his friend had interpreted. 

	-No, no," Gerardo flatly denied. Well, maybe he did," he admitted, nonetheless. But only because he signed the contract with your fountain pen. But the one in the suit is clearly me. -He looked at his friend, searching for full understanding on his face. It is not known if he saw it or if Manolo looked back at him skeptically, but Gerardo said, "She wants me to ask you to follow me to write her story. She's ready! 

	-What I don't understand is how you've put up with so much. It's been about a month now. And it was only yesterday that you saw her pussy for the first time. And her tits? Have you seen them yet? Have you touched her yet? -asked Manolo, changing the subject. The photos had either not convinced him or he had not been enthusiastic about them. It was not clear if in his voice there was a slight criticism towards Gerardo, for having waited so long, despite the fact that he was paying him his full salary. 

	-No. No. And no," Gerardo answered to the three questions. The truth is that you surprise me, Manolo. Would you take a promising whiskey out of the cask before it has fully matured? Would you spoil it like that, just because of your eagerness to take a quick sip? If I expected anyone to understand, it was you," Gerardo reproached him. He wasn't angry with him, but it seemed to him that his friend deserved a little reprimand. It would make it more fun and his triumph more memorable when he finally got Gemma to kiss their feet, as he had promised. He had meant it literally. There was little left. His friend might not see it that way, but Gerard knew that Gema, with those photos, was giving him to understand that they had entered a new phase. 

	-Anyway, I don't understand how you knew she had pubic hair. I like bushes, the way she has them. And in red too... it's a stroke of genius of yours, I admit," he said to his friend, returning to the initial topic of the conversation. Maybe he didn't want to offend his friend with his skepticism about what he considered to be his friend's real situation with Gema. Or maybe he didn't want to have to accept that Gerardo was once again right. You know, nowadays they tend to shave it all off. It's a pity," he commented. He sighed wistfully. I've already asked you this, but you haven't answered me yet. I think you owe me a tip. -He winked. The photos weren't up to par," he reproached her, "at least not up to par with this dinner. 

	-All right, Manolo, but only because you are my friend. It's not my fault that you don't know how to appreciate the good things. And that you don't know how to tie up all the ends of a deal, neither. -Gerardo feigned a sigh. Anyway, I'll tell you: I didn't know one hundred percent. But my instincts rarely fool me; you know that well. Besides, you haven't seen the whole video yet. -He clicked several times on the screen of his cell phone and played the first video of Gema again, this time in its entirety. 

	Manolo's face lit up, but quickly darkened again. Maybe it was because of the drink, but the fact was that Manolo was being very thick that night. 

	-Don't you understand? -Gerardo sighed again. This time, his sigh was not feigned-. When she was with this other guy I told you about, he was completely shaved, just like you like it," he said ironically. I know that because he told me. You know it was him who put me in touch with her. I don't like it like a baby's ass either. That's why, at the time, I asked him if he knew how she was doing before. You know I always think about things in the long term. That guy put me in touch with her for a one-night stand, but I was convinced it would end up being much more. In the end, even though nothing happened that time, I wasn't wrong, huh? Anyway, she told me that she thought that before she started dating him she didn't shave it off. Don't ask me how exactly she knows; she has a weird thing going on with her husband. -Gerardo shook his head. Anyway, as you heard in the video, Gema hasn't had a sexual partner since she broke up with that guy. -He shrugged. So, I deduced that she'd grown it back. And so she has. 

	-What would have happened if I had told the hairdresser that she was completely waxed downstairs and that she couldn't dye that hair? She would have ruined your plan! 

	-Yes, in part. I've already told you that you have to take risks. But, it wouldn't have happened either. Yes, I admit that wouldn't have been ideal. I'm glad you see it that way too. In the end, we're going to agree on more tonight than red wine and food. The... humiliation... would not have been the same, in that case," Gerardo admitted, thoughtfully. She is very predisposed, but I agree with you that, in these things, you have to be very careful to get her to eat out of your hand. If she had blithely told the hairdresser that she was fresh downstairs, it wouldn't have been useful. Still, it would have been embarrassing. It wouldn't have been a complete disaster. 

	Manolo nodded. There was a minute of silence, in which they both remained pensive. 

	-What about the video? Why didn't you show it to me in its entirety at the time? -asked Manolo, pretending to be annoyed. 

	-Ah," Gerardo's face lit up, "I couldn't! -He assured him, "I didn't have his permission to do it. 

	This time, it took Manolo only two seconds to understand. He smiled and nodded appreciatively. 

	-You are a devil, Gerardo. I'm glad to be your friend and not your enemy. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I was thinking about the trip the following week and it was getting on my nerves. The next day I had to tell my boss if I was finally going to go with him. If so, it meant sacrificing those holidays to spend two nights with him in the same hotel. I was still thinking about it and didn't know whether to accept his proposal or not. He hadn't suggested anything indecent about the trip, he hadn't even hinted to me about it, but I knew him? The worst thing was that I had been the one who had provoked him, sending him those two images. How had it occurred to me to be so explicit? It had happened in a moment of weakness with a very high libido. The problem was that I still didn't know if Gerardo attracted me enough, on the most carnal level of sexuality. [If you're not sure, he's not.]  

	We had connected very well on other levels. As a boss (in a strictly work-related sense), he had been demanding but fair. I had had to work hard, but I had also learned a lot of new things. Where I lacked the knowledge, Gerardo had personally instructed me or provided me with the tools to learn on my own. 

	We used to have lunch together. Gerardo was an excellent conversationalist, not only because he always had some fascinating story to tell me - he used to impress me with his knowledge and his passionate way of telling things - but also because he knew how to listen. In the end, I always ended up talking more than he did. I would talk to him about my way of seeing things, my worries and even my sexual experiences. Gerardo, apart from my husband, was really the only one I could talk to about these things. In fact, as far as sex was concerned, those conversations over lunch were about the only thing we had ever discussed.  

	With very few exceptions, there had been no real sexual advances. We had started off strong, the day of the job interview, but since then, nothing had really happened. He'd looked at my cleavage undisguised (he liked it low-cut). He had brushed my ass with his hand, at the most unexpected moment, electrifying me. And he had corrected my body posture twice, once sitting and once standing, touching me gently with his hands to adjust my posture to his liking, but in no way in a lewd or overtly sexual way. That had been all that had happened sexually.  

	In part, that had made me feel valued as a professional, as a management secretary. But, on the other hand, it had made me doubt my attractiveness to him. If he was contractually entitled to demand sexual favors from me, and if he paid me for it, why didn't I take advantage of it? Was I not attractive enough for him? I didn't remember Silvestre or Luis Alberto like that, nor my first boyfriend. In some ways - in his intelligence, in his vast knowledge and in not seeing me merely as a sexual object - he resembled my husband. In others, he clearly did not. In physique, he was nothing like Daniel, neither in age nor in hair or eye color nor in height or girth. Nor did they resemble each other in character, even though both my husband and Gerardo were very intelligent and knew about almost everything. Gerardo, even if he did not approach me in a sexual way, always projected that aura of authority. Also, although both had vast knowledge - I considered my husband to be a Leonardo da Vinci, with all due respect - Gerardo's knowledge and skills were more in people and business management. Only in the subject of human history was there a common area in which the two could really rival each other. 

	Only very recently, a few days ago, Gerardo had taken an overtly sexual step. We had gone back to the origins of our job interview. He had ordered me to masturbate in his office, with my skirt up and my panties down. He had done it just when I thought he was over me when it came to sex. It didn't make sense to me that when he could ask me for sexual favors, he wouldn't do it. 

	[I don't understand you. But you don't like him! Besides, it was you who asked him for time].  

	I asked him for time to adjust to him. I can't just sleep with him just like that or give him a blowjob, just like that. That's why I asked for time.  

	{Ya. But you thought he could do other things with you. You thought you'd adapt to him better, little by little. And I see that you're annoyed by two things}. 

	Which ones?  

	{On the one hand, that sexually I did not pay attention to you. After your success with the young Silvestres and Luis Alberto, you are not used to not having an impact on men. And it annoys you, most especially, that someone not so young, but even quite a bit older than you, is the one who ignores you}.  

	No, I...  

	{And the other thing that bugs you is that you've ended up getting used to him and you've made him much more than you thought you would, albeit in a way you didn't anticipate. You've developed a connection with him, albeit on a different plane}. 

	The simple experience - he hadn't even touched me - had turned me on. Being there in his office, with the door open (though half-hidden, thanks to the angle, with the risk of being discovered, had turned me on more than I should have been and than I had imagined. Gerard had deliberately delayed, though I, at the time, was unaware of that. And one of his girls - most of the people who worked for him were women, whereas in the other division of the company, the vast majority were men - used to come in early and used to go to Gerardo's office as soon as she arrived to say good morning to him. The girl was a bit of a ball, but I think she did it without malice. I knew that because when I arrived before her, I always saw her do it. To get to Gerardo's office I had to walk past my desk. {Oops, oops. There's that jealousy again}. It had kept me in tension, thinking on the one hand to comply with my boss's order, but, on the other hand, fearing to be discovered. But that girl had been absent all day. In the end, I had understood that it was a ploy of Gerardo's, but it had worked. 

	It had happened just when, with disappointment, I was beginning to wonder why Gerardo had wanted me to dye my pubic hair. Until that moment, I had not seen the results. I had done it for him, but he hadn't even deigned to inspect it, until that moment. My husband had been slow to see it too, but we were past our angry phase. He was speechless. 

	And then I had sent Gerardo those two images. He had asked me to send him how I felt and, really, that was how I felt. Part of me hoped that he wouldn't understand them and that he would send me to hell for not sending him an erotic picture. But another part of me hoped that he would understand the eroticism of the message, not because of its form, but because of its content. The invitation to go with him to Barcelona was precipitated by me. And I still don't know if I'm ready for this. I liked Gerardo for his person. I had not made a mistake with him, in that sense. His cultural level, his intelligence, his patience with me, the way he managed all his employees, including me, had exceeded my expectations. But physically, I was still not convinced. As much as he had taken care of his mind, he had neglected his body. 

	My husband had not yet canceled the long weekend getaway we had planned; he was waiting until the last minute. In less than twenty-four hours I had to decide between the long weekend getaway with my husband or to fulfill what I had committed to Gerardo. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema's eyes sparkled every time she told me about her boss. It didn't happen infrequently that she praised him. She was fascinated by him. It was uncomfortable to listen to her, almost painful. How much he knew, how he had solved that problem... Almost every day he came home from work he had something new to tell me, something new that was the same old stuff. I was spending almost more time with him than with myself. Eight hours of work a day plus an hour for lunch takes a lot out of him. He had told me enthusiastically about Silvestre, too, at the time. But that had been different. The things she was enthusiastic about him were not things that threatened me as a husband. That he was handsome, that he had a magnificent cock, that he had a sculpted body... They were things in which Silvestre complemented me. But this Gerardo... Gema didn't even like him physically, and that was understandable. I had to admit that we were alike in many ways. Of course, I was much more handsome and younger than him. But, indeed, it was the things in which we were alike that worried me the most. If you don't want him for his looks, why get excited about his mind? That's what he already has me for. 

	On top of that, I was now coming to interfere with a trip that I had carefully planned for my wife and myself. It was going to be a romantic trip, to get away from the daily routine of work and reconnect. It was something we needed. In my company, things were not going well and I was trying to compensate by working twice as hard, to be visible and to create the idea that I was indispensable. Obviously, I wasn't indispensable. That's the problem. I am not indispensable. I don't even seem to be indispensable to Gema. And for Gema, the work had been very intense and had exhausted her. She wasn't used to working full time or having to spend so much time getting to and from work. At least she had wised up and learned to drive in Madrid. But I had to admit that, while exhausted, she looked full of energy. I had no doubt that she felt professionally fulfilled. Even though Gerardo had hired her basically as a whore for the company.  

	Why hadn't he touched her yet? What kind of man was he? It certainly wasn't normal or predictable. And that made me very uncomfortable. What if he was a madman? What kind of man wants a woman to dye her pubic hair? Where did he get such an idea? I could understand if he liked it waxed or trimmed in some way, but dyed? I liked it better waxed altogether. {See, there's why you would never have thought of dye.}  

	Seeing her reddish fur like fire had been a shock for me. On top of that, Gema had done it without warning. She hadn't told me about the dye in her pubic hair. Of course, I had noticed the dye in her hair. I couldn't say that red looked bad on her. But I preferred black. I had always liked brunettes. I had fallen in love with a brunette Gem, after all. I wasn't too crazy about the color of her hair. I mean the top one. But a little change in appearance couldn't hurt. I could accept it. What I can't accept is that this old bird comes along and changes my wife's appearance. But about the pubic hair... Gema hadn't shaved her pubic hair down there for a while. She hadn't done it since she cut with Silvestre. She trimmed and groomed it so it wouldn't look like a thicket. But he hadn't waxed it again. She had told me that the men she had dated liked it that way. I doubted that was the case. I had interpreted it as a punishment for having tricked her that way in the affair with Silvestre. She knew that I preferred it shaved. In fact, she had shaved it for Silvestre and Silvestre, regardless of whether she also liked it that way (or not), had encouraged her to do so, because it was what I liked. But now, I had my wife's red hair by day and her flaming pubic hair by night. Day and night I had a memory of Gerardo. On top of that, the money in the bank account also came from him. On top of that, what he likes about him is what I already excel at. 

	And now, it was interfering with a romantic trip we had planned. It interfered with our love. And this has only just begun. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I had woken up thoughtfully, trying to analyze my emotions. The sex had been good. Fine, just like that. Not too good, not too bad. The guy was still snoring in bed. I left without saying goodbye. Maybe I should cancel Barcelona and look for another job. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-I'm going out tonight, love," Gema told me. She put on a straight face, but the effort to put it on was noticeable. I might sleep out. 

	-I thought that..." I began to mumble. 

	-Barcelona? No," my wife denied emphatically. 

	I looked at her without understanding. Had things accelerated with Gerardo? Had they decided to cancel Barcelona and, in exchange, had they brought forward the idea of spending the night together? Gema had done it to respect our romantic trip. I was annoyed that things with Gerardo were being accelerated. It was inevitable. He had committed to it. And I knew from past experience what Gema was like with her commitments. But, until the last moment, I had hoped that this relationship with Gerardo would not come to fruition. It had been about a month and they had done nothing. On the other hand, I was glad that Gema had prioritized our trip and not cancelled it, even if it meant speeding things up with that old man. 

	I looked her up and down. Something didn't add up. She was incredibly sexy. She had worn exactly the same clothes as the time she had gone to see Nuria and had ended up at Luis Alberto's house. She thought I didn't pay attention to such details. But I did. She had put on a black, transparent blouse. Underneath, her bra was perfectly visible. She could have decided not to wear the blouse anyway. It didn't cover anything. It adorned. It invited you to imagine her naked. Underneath, she had put on a black leather miniskirt. It had a slit up one side, with a zipper. She wore it all the way up. The leg was only partially covered by the semi-transparent lining of the skirt. It created the same erotic effect as the top of the stockings, where the garter belt hooks in. It was not the same. But the erotic effect was. But I wasn't wearing stockings, even though it was cold. Even though, Gerardo, apparently, loves them. {Another thing you have in common}. She had put on a generous amount of makeup. And on top of the bed, almost in the middle, almost demonstratively, was the cap she had worn that day. It was shaped like a sailor's cap. It was made of leather (artificial), with a silver buckle as an ornament. The buckle matched the zipper on her skirt. The cap belonged to our daughter, but Gema had kept it since that day, although she had worn it again. She had not worn that outfit again. {This outfit}. She was even wearing the same black lace-up booties. Why? Why is she wearing it now? I'd gone to see the redhead, but I'd ended up at the beast's house. What are you trying to tell me? What do you want to tell Gerard? She looked kind of slutty, dressed like that. But she looked gorgeous. Her red hair made her even sluttier. 

	-Can I do anything while you're gone? -I asked timidly.  

	Whenever I went out, he used to assign me some homework at home. It helped me pass the time. It kept me distracted. It tortured and excited me at the same time to know that I would be in the arms of another man, having wild sex. But with Gerardo, I can't imagine wild sex. I can't imagine any kind of sex. Doing housework while she was having sex with another man made me feel submissive. And that made it all more bearable. 

	-You don't need to do anything tonight. 

	Instead of relief, I felt disappointment. I didn't like cleaning toilets. But knowing that I was doing it for her gave it a different meaning. I liked leaving them sparkling clean, for her. 

	She approached me. I was sitting on the edge of the bed, watching her as she went back and forth from the bedroom to the bathroom to the dressing room, getting ready for her date. I liked watching her. 

	-Get undressed, quickly! -he ordered me unexpectedly. 

	I didn't like Gerardo. As a husband, I could intervene. I should intervene. But I still liked seeing her dominant with me. You look fantastic, dressed like that. I didn't support her with Gerardo. But I had agreed not to object openly. We had been angry because of him. But we had calmed down again. There was still a certain coldness between us on the subject. But otherwise we were fine. Given the circumstances, with the problems of our respective jobs and the stress that that creates for us. 

	I obeyed and quickly took off my clothes. With the panties, I hesitated. I looked at her. I didn't know what to do. She used to like me wearing them. {Me too}. But she had told me to undress. 

	-The panties too," Gema clarified, after a few moments of hesitation. 

	I took them off and put them with the rest of my clothes on the bed. It wasn't how I normally did it. Normally, I placed the clothes carefully on the dresser, but I had said that quickly. 

	-On your knees! -my Goddess ordered me.  

	Dressed like that and me, completely naked, except for the chastity device, she looked even more Goddess-like. Even, in spite of the old man that one. 

	I knelt in front of her. I inhaled her scent. She smelled good. She had even perfumed her legs. From my perspective, they seemed endless. 

	Gema took half a step forward and spread her legs. Slowly, she pulled up her skirt. With the side zipper open as she wore it, she found it easy. Her legs lengthened, until her flaming bush appeared. Damn Gerard! Gema grabbed my head and put her sex over my face. It was wet. 

	-Eat me. And when I come back, maybe I'll use my cock on you," he whispered. 

	He had not used the harness and dildo on me since that first time. I had liked it. And she had loved it. But then we had had a fight because of Gerardo. 

	I obeyed. I licked through that burning forest. I preferred it shaved. It was burning and wet at the same time. Gem moaned. 

	-I'm not meeting him, if that's what you think. I'm your hotwife. I'm going to see if I can catch another man. 

	That's what he had told me, before he left. And I had been relieved. She was back to being the hotwife I wanted. A handsome man to give her wild sex. {A stranger who could be dangerous. A man you'll never see her with; you'll only have her stories}. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	E-mail to Daniel: 

	"Hi, sweetie. 

	I had no choice but to accept his invitation to accompany him to Barcelona. I'm nervous and I don't know if I really want to do it, but I think we both knew this moment would come, eventually. So, I have already said yes and he has confirmed that he has just booked the AVE and the hotel. He didn't tell me how many rooms he booked...nor did I dare ask him, but I'm sure he's up to something. 

	I love you." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The man was still snoring in bed. It was early. I had woken up, even though we had gone to bed late. In fact, I had hardly slept at all. If I hadn't returned home and had decided to spend the night with the man, it was because I needed to clear my head, somewhere other than home, somewhere Daniel wasn't there. You will always be with me. Besides, I needed to remember again what it felt like to wake up next to a man who wasn't my husband. It had only happened with Silvestre, because I had fallen in love with him. I had not done it with the tenderness of the heart, but with the passion of sex. But, for a while, those feelings had confused me. In any case, I had felt something for Silvestre and my husband had agreed. The bastard orchestrated it that way! It had also happened once with Luis Alberto, in a hotel, but only because he had tied me to the bed so I wouldn't escape. {But, to get into it, it wasn't necessary for him to tie you up. Although, he did it in every way}. 

	The trip to Barcelona with my boss was scratching my head. Especially because I didn't know what to expect. And because I don't know if I like him, sexually. I knew something was going to happen, but I didn't know how or what, exactly. Would I have booked two rooms or just one? Would I wake up next to him? How does it feel to wake up next to the person who pays your salary every month? {And who, in good part, pays you to sleep with him}. 

	Friday had arrived. And I had gone hunting. I had done it alone, just like the previous times. Except the previous times I hadn't really gone hunting. I had lied to my husband to maintain that hotwife illusion he wanted to have. Daniel had stayed home. But, this time, I had really gone hunting. I needed to assert myself, to prove to myself that I was capable, that I would be ready for anything. {And that's why you dressed so provocatively, or did you mean something else with that choice of clothes?} I had gone out for drinks in the bars in the Malasaña area of Madrid. Naturally, I had taken a cab. With my new salary, it didn't mean much. Previously, I had ached for every unnecessary euro I spent. I had set myself a challenge to prove to myself that I could handle my boss and more: I would sleep with the first guy who came my way, regardless of his age or physique. Naturally, I had cheated. I had dodged the looks of those I wasn't interested in and smiled at those I liked. 

	But it had not been easy. Even though I was dressed up saying, "I need to get fucked now! What's wrong with men nowadays? Are they all fags or are they only interested in soccer? It had been a long time before, at last, someone had dared to approach me to buy me a drink. He wasn't my type at all, but neither was my boss. I had declined his invitation. I had told him, in return, that I would sleep with him if he would carry me out of the place. 

	The man had been stunned for a few seconds, but then he had bent down, put his arm behind my knees and, not without effort, lifted me up. I'm rather thin, but the guy was a bit flabby. [Yes, like Gerardo.] 

	-Are you a whore? -she had asked me suddenly, after taking only two steps with me in her arms. 

	[Of course, looking like that, what do you expect?] 

	His question had caught me off guard. At first, it had made me angry and I had been on the verge of slapping him in the face and ordering him to put me down on the floor. But, in a moment, I had calmed down. You're right, with my looks... and so easy... and me, with a guy like you... I couldn't reproach him for wanting to know what kind of woman he was dealing with. 

	-Yes," I answered with a forced smile, "but the kind that doesn't charge. 

	The man had carried me out of the store. He could not believe his luck. Still, already in the street, he had asked me if I was serious. I had replied curtly to him to stop chattering and to take me to his apartment. 

	[Are you crazy?] {Yes, are you crazy?} 

	-No, better to a hotel," he had quickly rectified. To any hotel nearby. 

	 The man had rushed with me in his arms into the first cab that passed on the street, fearful that if I let go, he would change his mind and I would leave. Which was probably what he would have done. 

	The sex had been average; nothing worthwhile. I had tried to turn off the light, but he had insisted on turning it on. In the end, he'd gotten his way, which hadn't made it easy for me. Nor had it helped that he had been surprised by my reddish fur and commented on it. But that wasn't what it was about, having good sex. Or, precisely, it was about that, about sleeping with someone I didn't entirely like. I wanted to know what it felt like to sleep with a man I hadn't chosen and who, therefore, didn't turn me on. I needed to experience what it would be like to wake up next to a stranger, before Barcelona. Because, I knew Gerardo, but, in reality, I didn't know him. These are deep waters of his. 

	I had woken up thoughtfully, trying to analyze my emotions. The guy was still snoring in bed, while I was composing two emails on my cell phone, one for my husband and one for Gerardo.  

	He was still snoring when I walked out the door, without saying goodbye. I stepped into the cramped, cramped elevator. The hotel wasn't even a three-star hotel. It was a cheap boarding house. I shouldn't have mailed Gerardo. There might still be time. Maybe I should cancel Barcelona and look for another job.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	It was a rainy day in Madrid, dark and cold. Daniel was already up when I returned home. I felt like getting under the shower, with plenty of hot water, but... I wasn't exactly proud of my accomplishment last night. Sleeping with a stranger was definitely not my thing. Finally accepting Gerardo's invitation and making my husband cancel our romantic weekend plans wasn't a source of pride either.  

	I undressed. I left my clothes lying on the floor, pulled down the blind and got into bed, covering myself well with the comforter. Daniel soon discovered me. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Hey, honey, what's wrong? -I worried about Gema.  

	From the basement, I had heard the door of the house close. The house was very well built. It was airtight. Even closing the door softly, it always made a loud clang. It could only be Gema. It was too early for our daughter. She always slept until late. But I hadn't found Gema downstairs, neither in the kitchen nor in the living room. Worried, I had gone upstairs to the bedroom. And there she was, in the dark. I sat on the edge of the bed. 

	-What happened? -I asked worriedly. I was beginning to imagine the worst-case scenario. Had he been hurt? He had never come home like that, without saying anything. I had a feeling something had gone wrong. It was my fault. That was one of the risks of promiscuity. 

	-No, don't worry. I'm fine," Gema finally answered. Her voice was weak, however. Get undressed and get into bed with me. Hold me. 

	I loved having sex with her when she returned from a date with another man. That he was a stranger, increased the intrigue and the desire to pursue his strokes on her skin. Those smells... 

	-No, don't worry. Leave it on the floor. Come with me," said my wife, when she saw that I was about to put my clothes on my chair in the dressing room, as usual. 

	There is definitely something going on here. 

	-How did it go? Do you want to tell me about it? -I got into bed next to her and hugged her from behind. She was cold. Oh, oh! 

	-I'm sorry," he replied. 

	What is it? What do you feel? I was starting to get anxious. I wanted to scream at him to explain himself at once. But I held back the impulse. I controlled my distress. That was the last thing she needed. 

	-I slept with someone. It was good. 

	Good? Good! Good meant my fears were unfounded. So why is she so listless? Normally, she came full of glee from her appointments. 

	-What... what was his name? -I asked him, to ask him something less delicate. I was afraid that, despite his words, something serious had happened. 

	-Oh," said Gema, after a few moments, "I don't know. 

	I didn't say anything. I just hugged her.  

	-Have you seen the email? 

	What mail? What was he talking about? Of course I hadn't seen it. On the weekend I was not in the habit of checking it, neither my professional nor my private one. In the end, if I checked the private one, I always ended up looking at the professional one too, and I ended up getting mixed up with some work story. 

	-No. Do you want me to read it? 

	-Not now," she answered after a waiting time that felt too long for me. You'll understand when you read it," she added. I just want you to know that I love you. I need you to support me in this, Daniel. I really need it. I can't do it alone, not against all odds. And you, you are my everything. You are my wind and tide. 

	I didn't know what she was talking about. I just pressed her against me. 

	-Do you want to tell me what happened last night? -I asked her carefully. 

	-Do you want me to tell you, my love?  

	We were in the dark and, besides, I was hugging her from behind. But I saw her smile a bittersweet smile. 

	-Make love to me," he said, before I could answer her. 

	He had surprised me with his proposal and I was slow to respond. 

	-No... I can't," I replied. I'm in a cage," I reminded him. 

	Despite the darkness and my position, I saw Gemma bite her lower lip, as she so often did. It was a tremendously sexy gesture. 

	-What a pity," she said, with the same bittersweet tone as her smile. She had taken her time in answering, as if she was thinking about it. I would release you," she added after a while, "but we both know what happens when you cum. And I need your support on this. I've said yes to Gerardo," she finally admitted. 

	I knew what he meant and he was right. After cumming, I tended to behave a bit like an energizer, until my lividity grew back to a certain level. 

	-I love you. I need you to make love to me, not with your tongue, this time, with your cock. I'm going to release you, but you must not cum. 

	-Yes, love. I promise," I exclaimed happily. I'll give you my orgasm. -Of course I liked to cum, and even more if it was inside her. But making that sacrifice for her, not cumming while she did, also filled me with happiness. It would be a proof of my love for her. It will be yours, but we will have to do it slowly. 

	-Don't worry. I won't get out of bed all day. Just remember: Don't cum! 

	-It's going to be difficult, if you tell me what you did last night," I warned him. I wanted to hear it, now that I was sure nothing bad had happened. His worries were due to the old man. But I promise. You stay put. Let me do everything. 

	-I haven't showered yet... for you. Can you smell him on my skin? Kiss me and erase his traces on me! 

	-You are delicious. I will. 

	-But I won't just tell you about... him. I don't even know his name. I'll tell you mostly about Gerardo. I'll tell you what I plan to do with him, while you make love to me. I need you to support me in this. I really need it. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Email to my husband: 

	"So far everything has been normal. We have traveled by AVE, in preferente. My heart almost skipped a beat during the fifteen-minute cab ride to the hotel. But all worry has been unnecessary: he has booked two rooms, which happen to be next to each other. The hotel is luxurious and has an oriental feel, although it is very modern. It's the Mandarin Oriental. Make a note of it. 

	We visited the typical tourist areas of the city and had tapas for dinner. We have just returned to the hotel. My feet are a wreck. Gerardo has been very correct at all times and has not made even the slightest hint. We said goodbye in the hallway with two kisses and said good night. Tomorrow we have to get up early; a long meeting with the client awaits us." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Email to my husband: 

	"Hi, honey. We have a little break at the meeting and I took the opportunity to go to the bathroom. I slept alone tonight, don't worry. The meeting is going tense, difficult but cordial. I hope we can retain this important client. Everything normal... except that... while we were waiting at the company's reception for the client to come down to pick us up, Gerardo unbuttoned three buttons of my blouse without saying a word." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	After the meeting, we had a short working lunch with the client. There were two men and I caught them several times looking at my cleavage - not only during the meal, but already during the meeting - with the extra buttons that Gerardo had unbuttoned earlier. I couldn't help thinking that perhaps the sexual favors to which, by contract, my boss was entitled, could be extended to select clients. After all, my bonus was not paid by Gerardo, but by his company. The clients, of course, seem satisfied, staring at your tits. Perhaps taking advantage of the client's distraction, Gerardo had masterfully negotiated a succulent contract. 

	We returned to the hotel and Gerardo told me to go down to the wellness area at a quarter past six, as he had a surprise for me. After freshening up, I went downstairs expectantly, to find that he had booked me a treatment lasting more than two hours, which included exfoliation and aromatherapy. The treatment ended with a head massage, supposedly to relieve tension and convey a sense of calm, although it couldn't completely eliminate some tightness inside me. 

	I went upstairs to my room and found a beautiful bouquet of roses on my bed. The note that accompanied it was from Gerardo and read, "Make yourself beautiful. Dinner at half past nine at the hotel."  

	I couldn't deny that she was making an effort, even though she didn't need to. I put on the flowing red dress that Silvestre had once given me. It was long and had a lot of transparencies, although it didn't really show anything. The generous embroidery hid more than it showed, but the sensation it created was the opposite. With my new hair color, the dress looked different on my body than when I had worn it for Silvestre. Matching the dress, I wore a red bra underneath. I was wearing no panties, as befitted that dress, even though Gerardo had warned me on my first day of work that he wanted me to always wear them. Gerardo was my boss, not my dictator. I am perfectly capable of deciding about my underwear. I know what suits me and what suits this dress. The fabric of the dress was too thin and it didn't suit the panties to show through. {Bad girl! You're doing it to antagonize him!} 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Email to my husband: 

	"Honey, tonight there's a little theme with Gerardo. We knew it was going to happen, at some point, and he deserved it. I'll tell you later, I can't right now..." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	We had dinner in the hotel restaurant, chatting pleasantly about mundane things. I didn't eat much, because I felt a knot in my stomach. Perhaps because of that, the wine had gone to my head more than I intended, which, in the end, was fortunate. We went up to the room; mine was next to his. Gerard still had made no hint, no innuendo, no approach; he was being a perfect gentleman. I sensed that he wanted me to make the first move and I interpreted that he didn't want me to feel pressured because he was my boss and because it had been one of the conditions for my hiring. It was my obligation to take the step, but I didn't want him to feel like it was an obligation. If I were twenty years younger... or thirty... The lovers I had had to date had all been younger than me. Except the man from last weekend. 

	When we got to his room, I took his hand and kissed him on the mouth, still in the hallway. We ended up on his bed, naked, me riding on top of him, while he looked down at me and squeezed my breasts.  

	I had wanted to turn off the light, in an attempt to evade the situation or at least mask or dim it, but Gerardo had insisted on keeping the floor lamp on. It cast a warm yellowish light, which had been dimmed and transformed into reddish light, like my hair, thanks to my dress. Gerard had surprised me, hitting the first time with the hidden zipper. Men were confused by how a woman's clothes worked. But Gerardo had demonstrated his expertise in the matter. A man like him, of his position and age, had no doubt had many women in his life. How many had he paid, as he had paid me? And what about my predecessor, in the position of his personal secretary? He had slowly stripped me of my dress, looking me in the eye at all times, studying my reactions. 

	I liked his blue eyes. They were like those of my first boyfriend. But with Gerardo, despite my heels, I had to look up, to look into his eyes. My first boyfriend was rather short, but Gerardo was the opposite. His eyes shone with an unusual energy, which, frankly, was not in keeping with the rest of his body. But it did match his mind.  

	The dress had slipped off my skin and fallen down to the floor. Instinctively, I had tried to pull my feet out of it, but Gerardo had held me in that position, with the dress pinning my feet, with his blue eyes pinning my gaze and with his hands gently caressing my back and electrifying my skin. Only Daniel knew how to caress me like that. I felt naked. Evidently, I was. I was wearing only my bra and heeled sandals. Not wearing panties but a bra had made me feel more exposed. {Is this how you had in mind?} His hands had continued to gently caress my back, my tailbone...my buttocks. Only Daniel knows how to do that. I had tried to kiss him again, to somehow escape the sensation of being exposed to his gaze and to attenuate the sensations that his caresses provoked in me. But Gerardo had taken his mouth away from mine and had continued caressing and contemplating me.  

	Sex with that stranger last weekend had been very different. I hadn't been physically attracted to him. Nor had I been mentally. I had overcome that; I had overcome the challenge I had set myself. The only thing that had turned me on about it had been the challenge, really. We had fucked, plain and simple fucked. I had had to provide the condoms. Fortunately, I had carried them in my little bag. That stranger didn't have any. Apparently, he hadn't harbored much hope of getting wet that night. 

	Also with Gerardo I had to overcome a certain barrier. But, I had to admit that I was mentally attracted to him. And we hadn't just fucked. We had... 

	With my mouth open, because of his masterful caresses on my skin, Gerardo had finally kissed me. After the initial kiss in the hallway, this had been the third kiss. The second, he had given me in the bedroom, while the door was still closed. But that third kiss had been too short and had left me wanting more. The first kiss, the first step had been taken by me. The other kisses were initiated and finished by him.  

	Gerardo had gone down, until he put one knee on the floor. With his fingers, he had brushed my skin as he went down. At the level of my sex, he had stopped briefly, but had not said anything or touched me there. Then, he had grabbed my leg by the calf and helped me out of my dress. He had done the same with my other leg. He had stood up again, with my dress in hand. He had moved his mouth forward and, just as I was expecting another kiss from him and was about to receive it, he had swerved sideways and whispered in my ear: 

	"What have I told you about the panties?" she had reproached me. "I will punish you for your disobedience, but it won't be now." 

	Next, she had turned away from me. I had gone to the lamp and spread my red dress over it, giving the room an erotic feel with the lighting. 

	"Come," he had ordered me. "But do it slowly." 

	And I had obeyed him. With small steps, I had walked from the other side of the room the few meters that separated us, always under his attentive gaze. He had already seen my most intimate parts, red, in full color, as he liked them, but I felt naked before him, as I had never felt with any other man. 

	I had planted myself in front of him, a few centimeters away, but Gerardo had remained motionless. He had waited and waited, until, finally, I had understood. Slowly, I had begun to undress him, first his black jacket, then his white shirt, and finally his pants. 

	"Shoes first, Gema," he had instructed me, after I had unbuckled his belt and started to unbutton his button. He had said it to me in the same calm tone with which he used to show me things about the business at the office. He had managed to make me blush at my clumsiness. 

	At his direction, I had bent down and untied his shoes and removed them. From down there, Gerard looked taller than usual. Kneeling before him, I had remembered the nature of our sexual relationship, what I desired and what he desired. I had picked up his jacket and shirt from the bed and, garment by garment, had laid them carefully on the chair, just as my husband was doing with his clothes and mine. I had let Gerard watch me. I had a good figure for my age. I had nothing to be ashamed of. If anything, I had a little complex about my breasts. Time and breastfeeding had not been kind to them. But, at the time, I was still wearing my bra. Besides, Gerardo is about twenty years older than me. I'm a real hottie for him. [Ugh. I'll say, but he's not to me.] I had taken off his pants - for that, I had had to bend down again, although, this time, I had done it squatting, instead of kneeling - and I had placed them, with the rest of his clothes, on the chair. She keeps looking at me and I don't quite know how I feel. In my heels, in a hotel room, with a man who could be my father, I feel partly like an escort. If it weren't for the fact that I've known him for a month now, I'd feel completely like a whore. {Don't flatter yourself; he pays you for this}. He had repeated the operation with his underpants. His penis was black but not erect. 

	She had taken his hand and led him to the bed. Gerardo had taken a box of condoms from the nightstand drawer. He had taken one out and offered it to me to put on. [I would have preferred no light.] With my hand, I had managed to get a hard-on and put the condom on him. Then Gerardo had told me to get on top of him. He had helped me with his hand to point his cock at my vagina. My vagina, wet, had accepted it without problems. I had begun to ride him, slowly. {You're a professional whore. He pays you for this. Say it with me}. I am a professional whore. That time, at the Palace Hotel in Madrid, I had backed out. But here, in the no less luxurious Mandarin Oriental Hotel in Barcelona, far from my husband, I was making my fantasy come true. [But that fantasy was for a one-time taste! This... is... this... this... you have a long-term contract!] Part of me was excited and part of me was rebelling. And part of me felt connected to my boss. 

	"Take off your bra," Gerardo had told me. 

	And I had done it, despite my little complex. I had bought the bra expressly for that trip with Gerardo. It had underwires, which supported my breasts well. But it had no padding that felt artificial to the touch. It was made of a semi-transparent fabric, which allowed me to see, albeit in a blurred way. The edges of the bra and straps were red, as were the embroidered laces on the semi-transparent fabric. The embroidery, in the form of plants, apart from being decorative, helped to hide the most intimate parts, specifically the nipple and areola, but never hid them completely, as most of my breasts were covered only by that semi-transparent fabric. I only kept my high heeled sandals (and Gerardo's socks). His hands had soon covered my breasts.  

	He squeezed them hard, but without hurting me. In that position, riding on top of him, my clitoris rubbed against his belly. The sensations of his cock in my vagina were not unlike any other cock. Much of the attraction of big (but not oversized!) cocks is due more to the psychological sensations than the physical ones. 

	We were going slowly, both of us. In part, it reminded me of how I used to do it with my husband, in a leisurely way. How we used to do it. We don't usually have vanilla sex now. It was clear that Gerardo was not a premature ejaculator, although he was not energetic either, like Silvestre. Little by little, I was getting closer to climax. Would it always be like that with him? His body was not that of an Adonis, but the sensations were not much different. I had had time for a month to mentally prepare myself for the moment. I had hesitated until the last moment. But, in the end, it was all happening quite naturally. It doesn't make that much difference. {And remember what you always tell Daniel, that he is always going to be your plan B, sexually speaking. Gerardo may not be your favorite plan A, but sexually, he must be ahead of Daniel}.  

	-I'm coming! -I tried to exclaim. 

	But Gerardo drowned out my words - the last syllables, to be precise - with a kiss, his fourth, drawing me into his mouth. With his tongue in my mouth or mine in his-I wasn't sure-I cum. 

	{Do whores cum before their clients do?} 

	The orgasm had left me exhausted, temporarily, and had left my sensitive parts, but I still had a job to finish. Lying on top of him, I sought his mouth again and accelerated the movement of my hips until I got my boss to cum as well. 

	Gerard grunted and energetically thrust his pelvis upward, to plunge his cock as deep inside me as possible.  

	-Mr. Roig, are you satisfied? -I asked him when we both regained our breath. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Email to my husband: 

	"Gerardo scored once last night and once this morning! I intended to retire to my room after last night's fuck, but my boss asked me to stay in his bed. It was a strange thing, falling asleep in his arms and waking up next to him. In fact, it took me a while to fall asleep, trying to sort out my thoughts, which wasn't easy, feeling his breath on the back of my neck. 

	I love you. Don't forget that." 

	


Chapter XI - PUNISHMENT 

	  

	"Words - the smart woman's aphrodisiac" - spicenwolf 

	  

	  

	I was nervous. I was worried about what it would be like to go back to work on Monday, after the weekend with Gerardo. Mondays are always complicated and this one, I feared, would be even more so. He was no longer just my boss, he was something else and I didn't quite know what it was. It had not been a one-time affair. It was clear that my relationship with him was going to be a medium to long term sexual relationship. [I'm glad you avoid using the term love affair]. Of course, he wasn't my lover either; after all, he was paying me for it. Nor was he my whoremonger, nor was I his whore, even though he paid me for it. I got myself into quite a pickle. Professionally, I was doing well. Financially, I was doing better, still. And sexually... well, the sex had turned out to be better than I had expected, despite my initial reluctance.  

	But emotionally, I was in a lot of trouble, if I couldn't even define our relationship. For me, that was a big deal. I needed to know what was in every drawer of my dresser and I needed to know what to name our relationship. With Silvestre, I had gone through some difficult emotional times, until I had learned to fully identify with the initial term he had given me. His slut. With Luis Alberto, I had not had the same problem. My relationship with him had been much briefer and I had not been able to raise anything with him. Besides, although he was a person with whom I had connected a lot (too much!) on a sexual level, as far as his person was concerned, I didn't feel any kind of connection with him. On the contrary, he repelled me. But Gerardo, I saw him at least eight or nine hours a day. From now on, it would even be more, because of the special extra hours he would start working. Besides, unlike Luis Alberto, I felt a certain connection with him. If Luis Alberto seemed to me a despicable person, Gerardo seemed admirable. {What did Luis Alberto tell you that you were to him? What did he call you? He called you his whore, in case you don't remember. Well, all the more reason in Gerardo's case, that's what you should consider yourself. By doing that, you avoid any kind of mental cocoa. Besides, I know it turns you on}. 

	Fortunately, Gerardo was behaving in a completely professional manner. He was being cordial, but without referring, at any time, either directly or indirectly, to our sexual relationship. Admittedly, he had been very busy all morning with several meetings and we had barely spoken. But I thanked him for behaving as if last weekend had not happened. It's not true; I don't thank him. Actually, that leaves me in limbo and that's the worst thing. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Tell me again," I asked my wife. She had already told me once what had happened in the room with Gerardo, but I needed to hear it once more. Her words made me ache, but, at the same time, they turned me on. I'm being a bit of a masochist in this regard. More than the pornographic action itself, what interested me was to hear from his mouth the emotions he had experienced. I resemble an emotional vampire. Not an emotional vampire. I misspoke. A vampire who drinks from emotions, instead of sucking blood. The same thing had happened to me with Sylvester. Watching them kiss and seeing the gleam in his eyes when I talked about him had been more stimulating to me than watching them fuck. For that reason, I didn't mind not always being present. I'm not a voyeur of the action. I'm a voyeur of emotions. Maybe it was because I had a hard time expressing my own emotions. That's why I need to feed on my wife's emotions. {What I want is to be able to imagine being in her place. That's why I like to hear those kinds of details}. Gerardo was not to my liking. He wasn't even hers. Although that annoyed me, I recognized that it gave a different dimension to the situation. Please," I begged. 

	Gema sighed, but then smiled. She had already told me, but I needed to hear it one more time. I could tell that she too was having trouble talking about it and remembering how she had felt. I sensed that, although it was emotionally taxing, telling me her story again helped her process her emotions. 

	-All right, Daniel," he said in a loving voice. He stroked my cheek, "But I need you to do me a favor in return. 

	I opened my eyes wide. Sure! Whatever! But I didn't say anything. I didn't need to. 

	-I want you to record what I'm going to say. And then I want you to transcribe it and send it to me so I can upload it to my blog. 

	Uh! Not that. I'd rather not.  

	-Okay, love," I sighed resignedly. 

	Gemma smiled. Then she frowned and her face grew troubled as she remembered what she had felt. 

	-On Thursday it felt strange to wake up next to my boss," Gema started, as if she were writing a new chapter of a book, "surrounded by his arms. When I woke up, I didn't dare move, so as not to wake him up. I couldn't see the clock, but I must have stayed like that for about an hour, sorting out my thoughts. It happened, as I knew it would, when I took this job. It hadn't been a surprise, but that didn't make it any easier to adjust. -Gemma looked up and looked at me, "How will I be able to continue working at his side, to look him in the eye, to accept his orders, to look my colleagues in the eye? 

	Was he asking me, so that I would answer him, or was it a rhetorical question? 

	-When Gerardo finally woke up, he began to caress my bare back. -My wife shuddered at the memory of that. His hands soon moved to my breasts, however, and I felt his cock rise in my ass. Without a word, he entered me from behind, lifting my leg with his leg for easier access. Then he turned me around and fucked me in the missionary position. 

	He has penetrated her without telling her anything, without asking her if she wanted to, because he doesn't need to. He pays her for that. My wife must always be available, for whenever he wants. This time I shuddered. 

	-We had breakfast in the room, in the hotel robe. The waiter could not prevent the corners of his lips from twitching, making his attempt to hide a sly smile useless. 

	Of course. The age difference is too great. It's obvious that you're not just lovers. Even the waiter knows you're his whore. I instantly regretted calling her a whore in thought. In a way, it was what it was. But said - or thought - as it was, it had sounded too strong. I hadn't intended it to sound like an insult. You're a luxury escort, love. I felt that didn't define her either, although the idealized image of a luxury escort that came to mind was very erotic. In the end, she's going to be right. She is his sugar girl and he is her sugar daddy. Or her sugar boss. Of course, that implied some kind of sentimental connection, beyond mere sex. Knowing my wife, I didn't doubt that it was happening, despite her logical initial reluctance. I tried to forget that she was not sexually attracted to him, as he had admitted on more than one occasion. {What's wrong with you is that you're not attracted to visualizing her with him in that way. But maybe physical beauty matters a lot less to her than it does to you. I certainly don't care as much as you do}. 

	-In the afternoon, Gerardo had booked a spa session for both of us. I objected that I hadn't brought a swimsuit, but my boss had foreseen this and took a gift out of his suitcase. It was a swimsuit with very sexy bands that, although it showed less than a bikini, was more daring and eye-catching. I went to the bathroom to put it on and posed in front of him, so he could get a good look at me. 

	Gema got up. She went to the dressing room, opened the suitcase and took the swimsuit out of it. She showed it to me. What I'd really like is to see you wearing it. Basically, it was a bikini. The top and bottom were joined together, which made it a swimsuit. But it was joined by several bands that left more skin uncovered than covered. One of the bands went deep into the pubic area and I wondered if its flaming scruff would peek over the edge. The swimsuit was white. I imagined the scene, with her posing like that for him, in her bedroom. It's like a wedding dress! The bastard had chosen that color on purpose! 

	-We swam together in the pool. Gerardo cornered me in a corner and kissed me in front of the other swimmers. It was a chaste kiss, something normal between a couple, if it weren't for the fact that we were clearly not a normal couple. 

	I could picture it perfectly. I could imagine what others would think when they saw this unlikely couple. The age difference, both real and apparent, was too great. I had experienced something remotely similar. My godmother had once invited me on a tour of Malaga and the surrounding area. It had been a reward for having finished the university course with A's. We had gone to see the magical city of Malaga. We had gone to see the magical city of Ronda. Yes, I can also tell historical anecdotes about that city, Gema. Gerardo is not the only one who knows about history. But I'm not going to bore your readers with a history master class. That's not what they're here for. For that, there are other kinds of books. We had stayed at a hotel in Marbella, city of crime and sin. Do you want me to go into detail about its crimes and sins, love? Or is it all right if I tell you that I am perfectly capable of doing so? We had dined at the hotel. I remembered perfectly those looks from the other diners and, most especially, from the waiters. Even my godmother had noticed. The age difference was even greater than that between Gerardo and Gema. But, in addition, my godmother was English and it showed on her face. Everyone thought I was a hired gigolo. Those looks had not been pleasant to me. There were two big differences with my wife's situation: First, I was a twink in my early twenties. Age and experience make one able to deal with things differently. And, secondly, in my case it was not true. I made a mental note to ask my wife later what she had felt in that situation. But, for the moment, I decided not to interrupt her. 

	-After a swim, my boss announced that I had a full session of treatments booked and led me to a suite adjacent to the spa, where two masseuses lavished us with their attentions.  

	Yes, side by side, like on a honeymoon. The white bathing suit, a luxury hotel, a relaxing massage in an erotic situation... What else, Gema? Can't you see what's happening? 

	-When they left, the two of us were left alone on the futon bed, dressed only in the thong they usually give for treatments. Relaxed, Gerardo took me in his arms and we made love for the third time.  

	Wait a minute! Did you say making love? Really? I felt a stab in my heart. I felt jealous. I wasn't jealous. I wasn't sexually. Nor was I jealous when feelings were involved. In fact, I had encouraged those feelings with Silvestre. I had wanted Gema to enjoy the whole experience. She had fallen in love with Silvestre, but... {Yes, but, you were in control}. Besides, I didn't see my wife with a man like Silvestre, not as her real partner. Gema liked cultured, intelligent guys like me. Without my help, Silvestre would have seemed like a hick to you. That had been my emergency brake. The hard way, it would have been enough if I had stopped advising him. What is Christian de Neuvilette without Cyrano de Bergerac? Without the snub-nosed Cyrano whispering what he should say to his beloved Roxane, handsome Christian would fail instantly. But here, I was the handsome one and Gerard the nosy one. But here, Gerard didn't need my help to appear to be more cultured and intelligent than he really was. Maybe, even next to him, the uneducated one would end up being me. Certainly, Gema had exaggeratedly pronounced the word "lovemaking". Undoubtedly, she had said it to sting me. And also because she wanted it to appear that way in her blog, perhaps to sting her readers. {Or because he's starting to feel something like that, really, something incipient. But don't forget: whatever happens, she loves you}. I swallowed saliva, but I had a lump in my throat. As much as I tried to downplay her words, I felt chagrin. 

	-My boss had spent a fortune on me and I felt compelled to repay him.  

	A fortune for you, for us, Gema. A trifle for him. In any case, if he has done it, it is because he expects a return on investment, in return. And as far as I can see, he is one of those who play for the long term. 

	-We took the last AVE back to Madrid," Gema concluded. But she had not yet finished her story. I feel a strange mixture of disgust, humiliation and excitement, and I still don't know which of these emotions predominates. I find it ironic that all this happened precisely on the day of the Immaculate Conception, which means without blemish, without fail. I've had sex with several men, but with my boss... that's different. How will it be tomorrow, Monday, at the office? 

	We were back to the initial question. Is that what worries you, Gema? Really, is that the only thing that worries you? I had a bittersweet taste in my mouth. I always did, when I saw her with another man. That was part of what I wanted. But, on this occasion, the taste seemed more sour than sweet. I wasn't denying the sweet part, but I felt troubled, out of place. I stopped the recording and left the bedroom without saying anything to her. I would transcribe it later, as I had promised her. But for the moment, I needed to be alone. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	If Gerardo was not making things difficult for me in our return to work, with Daniel it was the opposite. He was having a hard time dealing with the situation. But it's not up to him to decide. He's already decided a lot for me. Now it's up to me to decide. If I want to be the dominant woman he wants me to be, I have to make it so. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	My wife is now officially a whore. That was something I was not going to get out of my head. She is, because she doesn't see me capable of securing the beans. Luis Alberto's beast had rented her to a guy, on one occasion. Actually, he had done it twice, although in the same twenty-four hours and with the same guy. But at least he had tied her up. He had left her no choice. {And that reassures you? But are you listening to yourself?} And it had been symbolic, a way of humiliating her. {Hello! Can you hear me? Can you hear me? Hello? Can anyone hear me? Or is it that I have the mute on?} But with Gerardo's old man she had really prostituted herself. And he wouldn't do it just once. She would do it multiple times. He had her rented every week, every month... And her contract is indefinite. And Gema had done it because she didn't trust me to support the economy of our home. 

	I knew it was going to happen. As far as I knew, Gerardo had not imposed any kind of deadline on her, but I was aware that he would not delay his debut with her much beyond a month. That month of grace had held out some hope - small but not nil - that either she or he would back out. And that month of hope had, in reality, been torture. Certainty is more bearable than minimal hope.  

	I did not agree with my wife's decision. Not with an old man. I could understand the morbid desire to fuck the boss. But not an old man. I could understand the excitement of doing it in exchange for a pay raise or in exchange for a promotion. But I couldn't accept that the whole contract was based on that. Especially not with an old man. {Will you stop it? She's the one sleeping with him, not you! She says she doesn't like him physically! I didn't agree with that. But I do agree with being submissive to her and her being dominant with me.  

	Gema had kept me informed of what was happening with Gerardo in Barcelona through WhatsApp messages and emails. She had asked me not to call her. And I had obeyed her, despite my suffering. {It was not all suffering. Count that too, if you're listening}. The message that Gerardo had opened her blouse for the meeting with the client had excited me. And it turned me on even more when she came back and told me that the client had been two men. I had gotten an instant boner, within the confines of my chastity device. My scrotum had ached, stretching, as the ring pulled on it. The image of her boss ripping open her blouse wouldn't leave my mind. I often used to imagine Gema's stories from her point of view. It made sense, since she was the one telling me. {And because you like to imagine being her and feel what she feels. By the way, thanks for answering earlier. Now I know you listen to me, do you have anything to comment, regarding what I just commented on }. But, in this case, what she saw were her boss's hands unbuttoning her blouse, exposing her breasts. I saw her boss's hands as if they were mine, as if I were in a console game, a first-person shooter. But the hands were not old. They weren't like Gerardo's. {What do you know what Gerardo's look like?} I've seen them, at the Palace Hotel! {No, that's not true. You were too far away to notice any details of his hands}. 

	Gema had returned from Barcelona. And she had told me things, additional details of what had happened. She had tortured me with those details, mentioning Gerardo's name. I could imagine a handsome doctor with his nurse. Or a young, dynamic boss with his secretary. But... He had told me that the sex hadn't been bad and that he had cum. She had confessed to me that she had been naughty and that she had purposely not worn panties or garter belt stockings. She had asked me naughtily if I thought Gerardo would punish her for that.  

	Luis Alberto's beast has left you scarred, uncovering your hidden desires for submission. But it was my fault, because all this started with Silvestre.  

	{The fault for all the things that happen is not yours. She makes her own decisions. And you're not so bad at the company either. You're still keeping your job, you're doing well, and you probably won't get fired yourself}.  

	It's my fault, because if I hadn't been unfaithful that night with the redhead and Silvestre, we wouldn't be here now. She broke up with Silvestre and Nuria because of me. And that's why we're here. If she hadn't done that, things would be different. Besides, I know she does it partly to punish me and I can't say I don't deserve it. 

	He had reiterated that Gerardo was a gentleman. He had reminded me that he was very intelligent and cultured. And he had assured me that I would get along with him, because there were things in which we were alike. Don't you see that, instead of making it easier for me, it makes it more difficult? If he's like me, why do you need him? Because of his money, because I can no longer support the family economy? Because he's more intelligent and cultured than me? Because he's more gentlemanly? I don't want to look at our goreador and see myself reflected in the mirror. I want to get along with him, but I don't want him to be a version of me. What do you need me for?  

	I couldn't get it out of my head that I had spent the night with him. I had his messages -whapps and emails- from the previous one. But now, I also had the audio recording of his story. And I had the transcript he had had to make of that recording for his blog. Listening to it again and putting it on paper had been a strange experience. Besides, she had her blog, to review it all at any time. So much written information that I could review at any time was transporting the cuckold that I was to another dimension of cuckoldry. I felt at times excited and at times overwhelmed. 

	She had slept with him, in the same bed, holding each other. This time, he saw that image as if he had installed a camera on the ceiling above his bed. I could see them both, from above. I could see him, pot-bellied, face up, snoring. I still see them like that. His chest is uncovered. He has one arm draped behind the back of my wife's neck. Gemma has her face resting on his arm, at armpit level, pressed against him. She is lying on her side. She has one hand on his hairy chest. And she has one leg bent, resting on his leg. She's practically uncovered. I see her bare back and part of her ass. The sheets are silk, red in color, as is her hair. Her nails are also red. The bedroom ceiling is lined with mirrors, like those in some hotels that specialize in lovers. Or like in a brothel. They are an odd couple. The contrast of the age difference is strong. Gerardo looks older than he is. He is very aged, for the age he is. And Gema looks much younger than she is. She is very well preserved, for her age. And my wife seems happy, next to him. That's how I still see them. 

	Of course, that mental image did not correspond to reality. But it was and is the image I have, from that moment. To begin with, if I saw them from the ceiling, I could not see that the ceiling had mirrors. That is an inconsistency. But the mind doesn't always work coherently. Even mine doesn't. The hotel sheets hadn't been silk either. Much less had they been red. But it was true that Gema had had her nails done. She had gone to a beauty salon -a small stall in a shopping mall- to get a manicure. And she had painted them red. She had done her toenails herself. And she had also painted them red. All for Gerardo. For the old man. 

	Gema had told me again what she often told me, that I, sexually, was only her plan B. Now it turns out that an old man is her plan A! I had no problem with being her plan B, sexually speaking. I knew he didn't mean it. At least, I wasn't 100 percent serious. In fact, I was glad she was getting fucked better than I was. In fact, I was relieved to be her plan B instead of her plan A. It took the pressure off. 

	We had made love, so that I could claim her, so that I could make her mine, after having been with another man. On this occasion, she had showered, after having sex with him. And, on this occasion, I was grateful. Gemma had uncaged me, so that I could make love to him. Although she hadn't admitted it, she had done it because it was important to me and to her. I had cum inside her. It had been wonderful, after two weeks without cumming. I had pushed my cock all the way in as I had cum, trying to make my sperm race past my rival's and defeat him. Of course, that was bullshit. At least, it was in my case and in this case. I have a vasectomy. I have no sperm. And his... lover?... his boss?... his man?... well, that one, he had done it with a condom. It was bullshit, but I had come hard. I had even cum harder than when I claimed her after I had been with Silvestre. {That's because you controlled Silvestre, while you didn't control Gerardo.} 

	Gema had ordered me to clean it with my tongue, after I had cum in it. It had become an unquestioned ritual. If I cum in her or on her, I was to clean her with my tongue. Of course it was a disgusting thing to do. But not so much anymore. Before I came, anything seemed possible. But after I came, everything was much more difficult. Why can't one ejaculate first and come later? Before I came, in full arousal, it wasn't hard for me to imagine doing it. {I even got turned on}. But afterwards, with libido at negative levels, it was all very uphill. {Even for me}. But Gemma had learned to insist and show no mercy in that situation. She had pushed me down by the shoulders, as she often did, and forced me to perform cunnilingus on her. Gema, if she had cum before, rarely used to cum with that cunnilingus. But, on this occasion, she had come again. 

	"Soon, you'll really do it," she had told me. "Soon, you will clean me of his cum," she had insisted, as I ate her pussy. "It's important to me that you do," she had assured me. "You don't even know how important it is." 

	And that's where the problems had started. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Christmas dinner was to be in a week's time. Gerardo had announced that he was taking us to an elegant place and had asked us all to look nice. Actually, he had used the at sign to express both the feminine and the masculine at the same time. This was something he did not usually do. In fact, he was disgusted by this trend of politically correct language. He thought it was foolish to say guapos and guapas or to write guap@s. If he had made the exception in this case, it was because he must have been particularly animated. 

	Strangely enough, I had not had sex with him since our first time in Barcelona a week ago. Gerardo was back to being the strictly professional boss he had been before our first time. While that gave me some mental space to organize my thoughts and emotions, I was also starting to worry. What if he didn't like sex with me? It was good, but good isn't good enough. What if he was expecting more than vanilla sex? {Ah, dear! But that's what you expect}. Maybe I had disappointed him. 

	Daniel was back in the cage. That was how he was at his best. Even he himself recognized it. After having made love to him after my return from Barcelona, he had once again behaved unbearably. He took every opportunity to express his disagreement with my decision. In a normal couple, that would have been a reason to pull the handbrake and just stop. But we were (and are) not a normal couple. We are normal in every way, except for the power sharing in sexual matters. By mutual agreement, I make the decisions about our sex lives, his and mine. Not only am I free, as a hotwife, to have lovers. My husband is turned on by that. But I'm supposed to be the dominant one and he the submissive one when it comes to sex, so why all the opposition? I have the right and even the obligation to do this. His resistance was wearing me out. My situation was already difficult and what I needed was support and not opposition. Isn't a submissive supposed to support his mistress and make life easier for her, instead of making it more difficult? {That's your problem, you're not Mistress enough}. The problem, really, was that it took Daniel too long to regain the proper libido level after he had cum. We had made love, he had cum, and his sexual energy level had plummeted. And with that had come his problems. With high libido, he would support me and get turned on by me. With a low libido, he would put his foot down about everything if it didn't go the way he liked it to go. But it's not you who should like it, it's me. He had to be careful to better dose his orgasms. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-So, did you fuck her? -asked Manolo to his friend. 

	Gerardo nodded, but said nothing, even though he knew that what his friend had really asked was how it had been, not if it had happened. 

	-And since then, nothing? -insisted Manolo, exasperated, seeing that his friend was still unwilling to tell him the details. I don't understand you. I think you're making a fool of yourself. You're paying her a fortune and you're not taking advantage of it, even though she's more than willing. I think you're playing the whore," Manolo tried to prod him, to see if he could get Gerardo to let go. 

	-Not at all. -Gerardo shook his head, "In a month I've learned a lot of things that happen in the company, things that I had intuited but wasn't sure about. The guys easily lose their tongues with her, just as I predicted. 

	Manolo looked at him with disbelief at first, then with indignation. 

	-Bah, the company! And who cares about that now? -He exclaimed in despair, "Aren't you going to tell me how it went? At least tell me if he fucks well!  

	They had met again at Gerardo's house. The record player was playing an old Marlene Dietrich record. The song Falling in Love again was playing. Manolo didn't like that music too much, but he knew the German-American actress and singer. That iconic femme fatale, a myth of eroticism from a bygone era, had always attracted his attention, even if not precisely because of her music. Manolo wondered if Gerardo had played that record on purpose. His friend left few things to chance. Besides, he loved to give indirect clues, suitable only for the most cultured and intelligent. Manolo also liked those games. He thought about whether to comment on the matter, but he wasn't sure if Gerardo had meant something by it or if, in that case, he knew what he had been trying to indicate. He didn't want to mess up with his friend and look like an idiot. He preferred to continue playing that subtle game and gather more clues before saying anything about it. 

	-It was good," Gerardo admitted. 

	They both looked at each other without saying anything. Well, it wasn't bad, Manolo thought. But it wasn't great either. Things didn't add up for Manolo. That woman was the bomb. But Gerardo was talking about the company and that the sex with her had only been good. What did Gerardo want to tell him with all that? What was really going on? 

	-You know I want more," Gerardo finally added. Much more. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Message to my blog followers: 

	"Help me select my wardrobe! 

	The boss has said that the Christmas dinner will be at a fancy place and he wants us to look our best. Help me select the outfit! I'm undecided - how sexy or conservative should I go? Surely the boss expects something special from me, but on the other hand, I don't want to look like a whore either and I don't think he wants that, at least in front of the rest of my colleagues.  

	What should I wear - dress, underwear, etc.?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You ask how you should dress for dinner. I read your book. As the slut you are, you should go naked, in heels. Didn't Silvestre educate you enough?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Ha, ha, ha, ha. Well, it doesn't look like it, and he hasn't been my only educator. In the restaurant I don't dare; I have to keep up appearances of a professional and correct secretary. But I don't guarantee what might happen later, after a few drinks..." 

	  

	My answer was accompanied by an image of a girl dancing naked, wearing only heels, in the middle of a discotheque dance floor, surrounded by dressed people. In the image, a man is dancing very close to her, behind her. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"My language is English. I found this because of Daniel's posts on ourhotwives. Too bad your book is no longer free on Amazon. Here are a couple of image ideas. I have tried to send you web photos. I can't post web links here." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you! My english is not very good. No like my husband. I will use the photos." 

	  

	I then posted the images sent to me by this follower. The first two were both moving images, showing a young, handsome boss looking intently at some things on his cell phone. Is that his boss or a co-worker? If that were my boss, I have no doubt that Daniel would stop being so opposed to my relationship with my boss. The exuberant secretary in a very short black miniskirt and a white blouse with a generous cleavage seemed to be reading some paper on her boss's desk. Unconsciously, she was putting on her cleavage, opening it further, of course, unintentionally. In the second image, the secretary was turning around and reaching for some books on top of the bookshelf. Her already very short mini-skirt was riding up and her lower buttocks were showing. Of course, she didn't know that would happen. Ass-wise, she's my equal, but boob-wise she beats me. Her boss (or co-worker) couldn't help but admire the view and stopped looking at her cell phone screen. Yes, yes, a good ass is better than two good tits; it's been proven! 

	The images were tasteful, I had to give them that. They were lurid and not unnecessarily explicit. As I watched them, I couldn't help but identify with them. I sometimes behaved like that in the office. I did it mostly with Gerardo. Gerardo usually acted very professional with me. Too professionally. I couldn't help thinking that maybe he didn't like me enough and that I had let him down. I liked to do everything right, even that. Most of all, I had expected a change in his attitude after I had slept with him. I thanked him for his professionalism, but, at the same time, I was worried that it was because I had not met his expectations. The position and salary suited me just fine, but I didn't want him to keep them out of pity. I had made a commitment and I took my commitments seriously.  

	I also used to flirt with my male companions. Obviously, I didn't do it as exaggeratedly as that girl in those moving pictures, but those pictures were just that, the graphic equivalent of hyperbole in literature. I had no intention of hitting on any of them. In fact, I preferred not to, not there, in the office. But Gerardo had given me clear instructions on the matter. He wanted me to use my charms to get information out of them that might be of interest to my boss. Above all, he was interested in knowing what was going on in the other division. Although I had not done it of my own accord, once I had been pushed by Gerardo, I had taken a liking to flirting with my colleagues. It was a lot of fun. And then there was that other guy, the same one who had opened the door for me the day of my interview.... 

	The follower was probably unaware of all this when he sent me the images, but he had hit the nail on the head. 

	The other image was of a man and two women dining in a luxurious restaurant. The man was in a suit and the woman next to him was wearing a beautiful red dress, with a long slit up the leg, which went all the way down to her waist. It was strapless and, in the back, left a lot of the back exposed. I loved the dress. In front, on the other side of the table, the second woman was completely naked. In my opinion, she should wear heels to look sexy. I find full nudity rather boring, in most cases.  

	In any case, this follower seemed to want to indicate to me, as did the other, that whores like me should be naked. One had said it explicitly, with words, and the other had expressed it implicitly, with the photo. I could not disagree, since I myself had replied to the first follower with the photo of the girl dancing naked in the discotheque, although, yes, with heels. 

	It wasn't going to happen, of course. But the images prompted me to think about what would happen if my boss ordered me to go like that or, in the middle of the party, ordered me to strip. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel sometimes forgot how our marriage worked, and he himself had wanted it that way. But he only seemed to remember it when it suited him. Sometimes it was still hard for him to understand that when - at his request - we had agreed that I didn't have to and shouldn't consult him about my sex life. On the contrary, I was to do whatever I wanted. That would apply whether he liked it or not. Of course, Daniel wouldn't have expected me to evolve so much, and that had been his fantasy. I thanked him for his concern for my welfare, but he was being unusually heavy-handed about my work arrangement with Gerardo. He kept raising objections, trying to get me to quit my job, questioning my authority on the subject. And that was something I couldn't allow. 

	I had already taken off my work suit to be comfortable at home. Just as I was relaxing, Daniel started again about how he didn't like Gerardo because of this and that. So I went to the bedroom and put on my secretary outfit again: white blouse, little jacket, short skirt and stockings with garter belt and high heels. I called my husband and told him to take off his pants. Daniel didn't hesitate; I think he expected something else. I sat on the bed and ordered him to lie on top of my knees. Next, I pulled his underpants down to his hips (he had refused to put on the cute little panties and had gone back to wearing those ugly briefs) and reminded him of the details of our relationship, without a word. I was sure that my little refresher had hurt me more in my hand than it had hurt him in his ass. Daniel was so stubborn in the head that in physical lessons he often seemed to have the skin of a hippopotamus. After making sure I had refreshed his memory, I sent him with his underpants down into a corner to meditate. {There's your mistake. You should have ordered him to put his panties back on first}. 

	That had been my response to his objections. He honestly believed that I had answered him clearly and concisely, as he deserved. The punishment for repeatedly questioning me and trying to pressure me will come later. This time, I'm going to hit you where it hurts the most and neither your stubbornness nor your pachyderm skin will be able to help you. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Why was Gema doing this? I couldn't understand what I saw in that old man. I could only see what I already had at home with me, except for age and money. And that was the worst thing. 

	{Why are you doing this? Why are you behaving this way with her? Don't you understand that Gemma doesn't need to be saved? Isn't that what you wanted, for her to make the decisions? And now, you can't live with what she decides. Respect her, please. Besides, she loves you unconditionally}. 

	On top of that, she was going to Christmas dinner with him. Evidently, this is what employees and bosses do in many companies. At most dinners, nothing unusual happened. At some, employees and managers were too uninhibited. At this one, something would happen between Gemma and the old man, disinhibition or not. But he, sexually, didn't even like her. I certainly wouldn't like it. {Do you want me to tell you my opinion or would you rather I kept it to myself for now?}  

	In addition, I had informed myself about the company. The balance sheets of the companies are public. I had registered, for a fee, in a portal to access them. Things were not as buoyant as Gerardo had made him out to be. I couldn't explain how he could afford to pay her such a generous salary. As a secretary, she was way overpaid. But as a whore-for-hire, he was underpaid. A whore earns much more. {But a whore has many clients. She only has one}. That didn't seem feasible. Revenues had been declining dangerously, quarter after quarter. The profit-per-employee ratio was worryingly low.  

	But Gema had not wanted to hear any of that and had sent me to fry asparagus. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Email to my husband: 

	"Remember to buy me condoms and put them in my little black bag; I don't think I have any left. It's your responsibility, as a cuckold, to make sure I always have condoms on hand, unless you want the dirty old man to knock me up. 

	For Gerardo, buy ones that come lubricated and are grooved, normal size. Also buy some magnums, you never know who you might run into. 

	You are my plan B or my plan C; you know that. I love you. You should know that too." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema is very naughty, I have to leave that to her. She had sent me to buy condoms, not because I really needed them, but to give me a humiliating task. It was humiliating and exciting at the same time. Gema knew me well. {You may not know her well. She may really need condoms. Besides, you don't know Gerardo either. It's a Christmas party with all the employees. What if he decides to share it with the other employees? What if he decides to offer it as a prize to the top three employees in each division? You know what happens at Christmas parties with the wine and the drinks. You know what happens when people get uninhibited - don't you think he'd better bring enough condoms of both kinds?} 

	Buying condoms for her had always turned me on. I didn't get excited thinking they would be for the old man, but there were also the magnums. Fucker, how you know me! The bad thing about buying condoms of two different types was that it led to strange looks from the cashier. Why would a man buy condoms of two different sizes? Would the cashier think it was because he had a slutty wife? Or, rather, would the cashier think I was gay and that one - the smaller ones - would be for me and the other - the bigger ones - for my lover? Bitch, how do you know what I'm humping! Of course, I could buy some at one pharmacy and some at another and problem solved. But I felt that was cheating. Gema knew how to play these games very well. She too, in the past, could have cheated, but she had not. I wouldn't do it, either, no matter how embarrassed I was. 

	I wasn't hating on condoms of two different kinds. I was humiliated at the thought of her boss's old man. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Message to my husband on my blog: 

	"Honey, if you haven't received any message from me yet via WhatsApp or email and have become impatient, I hope you had enough lights to look at this blog.  

	Regarding my relationship with Gerardo, the plans he proposes to me and what we do together, I will not inform you again by those means. Nor will I accept any conversation or discussion with you on that subject. 

	If you want to know what I've done, am doing or am going to do with my boss, you'll have to check out my Tumblr blog and find out like the rest of my followers. If you have any questions or suggestions, hit the Ask Me! button on my blog. I'll get back to you by posting my answer.  

	I love you." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New post on my blog: 

	"Christmas Dinner: 

	The boss has stretched and we're having dinner at the Torrelodones Casino, and he said he'll give us some chips to play with later! Co-workers don't recognize him; they say he's always been a rat. Maybe he's changed, because he's not long to retirement, just a few years." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I was worried. Gema had gone to Christmas dinner, with her boss and the rest of the colleagues. She looked very cute. She was sexy, but well dressed. In the end, she hadn't gone naked, as some of her blog followers had suggested. Too bad! 

	Gema had decided to start a blog, coinciding with the beginning of her relationship with Gerardo. She had done it because she had taken a liking to writing. She had recently published her first book, in which she narrates our adventures with Silvestre. That book had its origins in a blog of hers, in her blog gemaesposacaliente in Blogger or Blogspot. She had started that project to fool around with writing and because she was attracted to the idea of adding other couples, especially women, to the cause of hot wives. She had posted the first chapters there. She had received many inquiries and the success had encouraged her to continue writing, finish all the chapters and publish it as a book on Amazon.  

	Amazon, the truth is that it made it easy to publish books, both in electronic and printed format. I was impressed by the technology behind it, especially behind the print-on-demand book. Unlike a regular publisher or a traditional bookstore, Amazon doesn't have (those) books in stock, but prints them on demand, order by order, all in an automated way. That, of course, bored my wife, but it fascinated me. 

	But Blogspot or Blogger offers somewhat limited posting capabilities, both for my taste and that of my wife. I often ended up correcting formatting errors and tidying up her blog. That's why I had suggested to her, some time ago, the possibility of switching to Tumblr. {How did you know about Tumblr? Let's see, tell me about it!} I knew that social network for... well... for... its erotic images. {Erotic?} Okay, pornographic. But that was from the time before Gema caged me. With the chastity device on, I no longer invested (invest) hardly any time in... well, you know what. I recognized that, perhaps, I had a very small masturbation problem... Well, you know what I mean. 

	To my surprise, coinciding with the beginning of her relationship with Gerardo, Gema had taken my advice (of course, not with respect to him) and had created an account with the name gemaesposacaliente on Tumblr. And there she had started posting things regarding him. Basically, she had started to narrate her relationship with him. It was a new experience for her, to narrate in real time what she was doing as a hotwife. I, honestly, wasn't that excited. I didn't think it was very funny that she was airing our intimacies to the four winds. It was one thing for me to publish it years later in a novelized book, but that was another. It was like Big Brother. 

	At about the same time, I had started making inquiries on a forum specializing in cuckolds (like me) and hot wives (like her). I had been diving through the OurHotWives forum posts for a while. But I had never written or consulted anything. It might have seemed like my wife's initiative had rubbed off on me and I was trying to imitate her in my own way. {And isn't that what you always wish for, to imitate her in your own way?} But really, I needed an outlet for the pressure that was building up inside me. Admittedly, there were things about Gerardo that excited me, but there were many other things that didn't. I felt the need to communicate with Gerardo. I felt the need to communicate with people who had experienced a similar situation. I had read testimonials, but I needed to express myself. Maybe I'm not so different from my wife. She needs to express herself on Tumblr to digest her situation and I need to do it on OurHotWives. Even though my wife's blog was in Spanish and the forum I was participating in was in English, there had started to be followers following both of us on our respective forums. Damn Google Translate! That didn't make me so excited, for some reason. I preferred to keep things compartmentalized. {But it was you who advertised Gema's book on your forum!} It's true. I'm not aiming for the consistency award. I'm just expressing how I felt.  

	Of course, I had become the most faithful follower of my wife's blog. Fortunately, she didn't know the forum I was participating in, despite the occasional unwelcome comment from one of our mutual followers. She wasn't too fond of English anyway. Yes, despite Google Translate. I was not at all comfortable with the idea of my wife reading what I wrote. Even though I love to follow her. 

	He had called Gema several times on her cell phone and had sent her several messages. I had even sent her several emails. For some reason, she had taken a liking to writing me emails instead of WhatsApp messages. Maybe it was because it was easier for him to post them on his blog afterwards. Yes, you always airing our intimacies! But she hadn't answered me. Or something had happened to her. Or she was deliberately ignoring me, afraid that I would issue my umpteenth warning about Gerardo. {And isn't that what you intended?} Finally, I had glanced at his blog and had been blown away by his penultimate post.  

	Do you intend to treat me from now on as a common follower? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New post on my blog: 

	"Neither money nor sex alone brings happiness, but both help. And if they are together, all the better." 

	  

	The post was accompanied by a blurry image of a naked woman, on top of a bed, with several bills scattered over her body. I hadn't made the post at the time, at Christmas dinner. But I had left it scheduled, for my followers (including my husband), just for that precise hour. At ten to two in the morning, I expected us to continue partying, and so it was. I was counting on my husband to keep an eye on my blog at that time. Yes, love. I am his whore. Accept it. 

	The idea that Gerardo was paying me for sex was turning me on more and more. I should have said yes to him that time at the Palace Hotel in Madrid. But, at the same time, I was still worried that he would demand so little of me in that respect. The doubts came back to me again and again that he didn't like me enough, that sex with me hadn't completely satisfied him, and that he expected more from me or that he expected something different. 

	I had also left programmed, in the queue of my blog, several images with women doing the street. That was not something I wanted to do. I found it disgusting (my respects to the professionals who do it) and it scared me. But the fantasy turned me on, even if the reality wasn't for me. I had been turned on by scheduling their publication, and I was turned on by the thought of my husband, when he saw them published.  

	Yes, love, I am your wife and another man's whore. Listen to me, I'm not Silvestre's whore, now I'm Gerardo's whore. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I had taken a cab to the company Christmas dinner. Gerardo had told me to do it. He didn't want me to take the car, since alcohol is always present at such dinners. He had told me that I could pass the ticket by expense note and that he would approve it so that the company would reimburse me. I couldn't shake the feeling that he wanted me to get drunk. Clearly, it wasn't to get to have sex with him. He was my boss, in that respect too, and I didn't need to get drunk for it. He does it because in Barcelona I was too shy with him. We only had vanilla sex. I didn't even give him a blow job. {At least it means he's going to give you a second chance} [You're outgoing and only thinking about one thing! What if he's only doing it because he cares about our safety?] 

	I had thought long and hard about what to wear to the event. I didn't want to go too bold. If I didn't have an affair with my boss, maybe I wouldn't have minded being a little scandalous, but since I did, the last thing I wanted was a scandal. But I didn't want to be too demure either. I didn't want to give Gerardo the impression that I was a prude after all. He hadn't hired me for that. I had gone shopping for a new dress, not knowing exactly what I was looking for. Normally, I would have gone out with Daniel, but my husband was unbearable with anything to do with Gerardo. To him, he was just a dirty old man taking advantage of me. To me, he was an excellent professional and an admirable person. Daniel had improved somewhat, as his libido was rising, after remaining in chastity, but he was still unbearable, in that respect. [Or maybe you react allergically to any negative comments, because you know you're not doing this right.] 

	Finally, I had found what I wanted. It was a black dress. Black never fails. It was sleek, fitted and short. It came down to my thighs like some of my skirts I had and wore to the office. I wasn't going to draw attention to myself by fussing like that. It was in line with what I wore to work. The cut was asymmetrical. Yes, for those of you who follow me, you already know that I love asymmetries. I like them from an aesthetic point of view. And they fascinate me because they express so well the dynamics within our marriage. On one side, it was sleeveless and the shoulder was exposed. On the other side, the shoulder was covered and the sleeve went up to the wrist. At the neck, it had a kind of ribbon or fabric necklace, which came out from the covered shoulder and, logically, did not continue along the bare shoulder.  

	I thought that dress was sexy and demure, but without being scandalous or modest. 

	All of my coworkers had complimented me effusively on my style and told me that I looked beautiful. My bitchy coworkers, however, had not done the same. Die of envy! They didn't seem to like me flirting with their coworkers at work, but I was only doing what Gerardo had ordered me to do. Bitches. Actually, I'm more slutty than I am. A lot of feminism, but, in the end, the ones who criticized women the most and put the most obstacles in their way were, precisely, the other women. 

	Gerardo, however, had not said anything special to me or looked at me in any way that made me feel special. He was not distant, because he was cordial with me. But considering that we had slept together... The situation had me worried and, despite the alcohol and the cab ride, I was not enjoying the party as much as I wanted to. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New post on my blog: 

	"Most of the colleagues have already gone home, there are only a few of us left. The boss has just left, claiming that he is old and does not have the body for this. He did tell us that we all have to be in the office by 9:30 a.m. at the latest on Friday. She said goodbye and left. I was surprised that he didn't say anything to me. Maybe he didn't like what happened last week?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The dirty old man doesn't like my wife? But how dare he? I felt both relief and anger. If it meant that Gema would no longer have to sleep with him, that would make me happy. But I couldn't help feeling annoyed that a man, precisely an old man, would depreciate a hottie like my wife like that. Gema was (is) not only gorgeous, but in bed she was (is) a bomb. But for sex it takes two. That old man is no good; that's the problem. He's the problem, not her.  

	I tried to smile as I read the message my wife had just posted on her blog. She had me hooked. It was my only way of knowing what was going on. Fortunately, after Christmas dinner we will be back to normal. This was just a joke on his part. But I couldn't get a smile on my face. On the contrary, I could see myself encouraging my wife, like a soccer hooligan, to teach the dirty old man a sexual lesson and prove her worth. Something was wrong with me and I couldn't shake the feeling that it was due to the chastity device. But knowing that didn't help. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New post on my blog: 

	"Gerardo just sent me a message. It's simply an address in Las Rozas. I think it's his home, as I know he lives near the office." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Come on, Gemma! You can do it! Triumph, love! 

	The chastity device was definitely upsetting me. I had just mentally encouraged my wife to sleep with her boss's old man. And, at the same time, I had felt disgust at the thought of it. 

	I looked at the clock. It was a quarter past two in the morning on Friday. What am I still doing awake at this hour? Worst of all, I couldn't fall asleep. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New post on my blog: 

	"I just arrived at the address. He opened the door before I rang the bell. He opened the door and pulled my arm, pulling me inside. Without saying anything to me, he kissed me hotly and squeezed my ass with one hand. 

	Between kisses, she only told me that I was going to sleep. I excused myself for a moment to go to the bathroom to freshen up and post this message. 

	Daniel, I love you." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I hit the F5 key again to refresh the page in the browser. I was anxious to see if there were any updates. Gema had me hooked on her blog. To make the most of the time, in parallel, I decided to take notes of what I was feeling. That way, I could better comment on the forum where I had begun to explain my situation. Fellow cuckolds wandering around there - like me - would help me process my emotions. Apparently, some of them had experienced similar situations, where their wives were sleeping with their bosses, and it hadn't always been easy for them to deal with. 

	I longed to call her and ask her what she was doing. But I had several reasons not to. First, I wasn't a jerk. Even if I didn't like Gerard, I wasn't going to bother her in the middle of the action. I wasn't a kid who couldn't control himself. Second, Gema had clearly stated that she was limiting communication with me - regarding Gerardo - to what I posted on her blog. She had approached it as a punishment. Whether I agreed or not, she knew how to accept my punishments. Besides, I couldn't say that I didn't deserve it. I recognized that I was very heavy on the subject, trying to influence her not to continue. And, third, I was not going to give her the satisfaction of not carrying out my punishment. The punishment would be mutual. If she didn't want to tell me anything other than what she published, I would be screwed, but she would be screwed too. I knew that if I usually liked to hear her stories, she loved to tell them to me and see my reaction. 

	Fuck! My blood ran cold. I had just seen her last message. Gema had arrived at her boss's house. I knew in advance that something like this would end up happening, after Christmas dinner. Nobody pays a woman so much for special services that they don't take advantage of them. I knew that, after Barcelona, you'd do it again, you bastard! You can't resist my wife's charms. Yes, my wife!  But Gema would spend the night with him, at his place. It wouldn't be just fucking. I had already spent the night with him in the hotel, in Barcelona, and that was an image I couldn't get out of my head. But at his place... Why couldn't they go to a hotel? With the money he has, he can afford it perfectly well. His house, that had a special meaning. It hadn't surprised me at all. But reading it, knowing it would happen, shocked me, as much as I had tried to prepare myself for that foreseeable moment. Little by little, he is drawing her into his fold. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	When I came out of the bathroom, Gerardo was waiting for me on the couch, with a glass of whiskey in one hand. I could tell it took me a little too long to freshen up (and update my Tumblr). I walked over and sat with my legs spread wide on top of him. The dress was short and I was able to spread my legs without too much trouble. The skirt of the dress rode up to my hips. Gerard immediately planted one hand on my ass. The other he placed behind the back of my neck and pulled me to him. His breath smelled of alcohol, which I found unpleasant. He kissed me lasciviously anyway.  

	When he broke for air, he asked me if I wanted a drink. I didn't answer. I reached behind my back and unzipped my dress. Then, I removed my bra, leaving my breasts bare. He had already seen them and hadn't objected. I felt a little more confident. I picked up his glass of whiskey and took a swig. I don't like this concoction, but at least this way I wouldn't notice it on my tongue when I kissed him. I brought my mouth to his and kissed him. 

	Gerardo was very excited. He pulled his cock out of his pants and pulled my dress up over my buttocks. It didn't take him long to pull my panties aside and try to stick it in me. Yes, I put them on this time. I stopped him and stood up. Half-naked and standing before him, I took his glass and took another drink. I grimaced at the bitter taste and then grimaced at the burning as the liquid went down my esophagus. I got rid of my dress and panties. One by one, separately, I carried them to a chair and placed them carefully. From the night in Barcelona, I had learned that Gerardo was turned on by watching me, while I was doing it. My only adornments were heels, an anklet on my right ankle, earrings and my wedding ring. No, I didn't wear stockings or a garter belt. I'm a bad girl, when are you going to punish me for it?  

	About the wedding ring, I had learned very early with Silvestre not to take it off and not to be ashamed of my condition as a married and unfaithful woman. With my husband's help, he had spanked me for trying to hide it from his friends. The anklet had been a recent gift from my husband. He had surprised me by giving me that little ankle chain. It was the same gold color as my wedding ring. Daniel had asked me to wear it all the time. It meant to him that I was an official hotwife and that I had his permission to be unfaithful and run my affairs. He had insisted that I take her even with Gerardo. What he really wants is for me not to be exclusive to Gerardo. He doesn't want me to limit myself to him. She wants me to remain one hundred percent hotwife, but hotwife according to her definition, her ideal, not mine.  

	I took a condom from my bag to put it on Gerardo. My boss, seeing me with the condom in my hand, undressed like lightning. I carefully put it on his cock. As I was finishing putting it on, my boss grabbed my wrist and stopped me.  

	-In 2017 we will do it bareback," he told me. 

	I froze. That was next year. It was just a few days or hundreds of days away, depending on how you wanted to interpret that date. That was something we hadn't talked about and it caught me off guard.  

	I don't like to gamble with health and even less so when it's a dirty old man. I know it's stupid, but I have a feeling that simply because he has lived longer, the older he gets, the more likely he is to have a contagious disease.  

	But his tone of voice left no room for retorts; Gerardo could be very authoritative when he wanted to be.  

	-All right," I agreed uncertainly. But first you have to present me with a test for sexually transmitted diseases," I added, trying to make my words more confident.  

	-Of course. I expected nothing less from you. You shall have it," he agreed quickly, before I could qualify my words. 

	-That was not what we had initially negotiated," I said, however, emboldened by his quick response. If the intention of his abrupt response was to end that section there, I had achieved the opposite. I think that deserves a bonus in my salary," I proposed, remembering that, in the month I had been working with him, I had learned that he liked to negotiate. 

	 Gerardo stood there for a few moments weighing my proposal. I feared the worst; I had gone too far. How could I think of asking him for more money, when he is already paying me a lot of money? You don't ask for a raise a month after you start at a new company. 

	-We will review your salary once you have passed the probationary period. We will do so based on that and your overall performance. -His tone of voice made it clear that he had closed the negotiation. 

	Undecided whether I had won or lost, I sat on top of him. His cock went smoothly into my pussy. Gerard, physically, still didn't turn me on, although I didn't find him so unpleasant anymore. In return, the situation of doing it with him turned me on. The brief conversation about money in exchange for my sexual favors had made my pussy receptive and wet. The ridges of the condom my husband had bought for him rubbed against the walls of my vagina and I felt every inch of his cock penetrating me. 

	-Oh," I moaned again, as I began to ride him slowly. I felt the stretch marks sliding in and out of my pussy. At the same time, my clit was rubbing against his generous belly. 

	While we were fucking, Gerardo took his glass and took another drink. Then, he offered it to me, but instead of drinking, fed up with the whiskey, I poured what was left on my breasts and Gerardo quickly licked them. 

	Maybe it was age, but Gerardo had a lot of stamina. Mind you, he was a one-shot. In this, too, he was similar to my husband, except that Daniel, when he got overexcited thinking about what a cuckold he was, would have to cum early. But that was something I was trying to correct in him. I was educating him to cum exactly at the moment I commanded him to, not before or after.  

	Gerardo, when he finally came, I had not yet climaxed. It wasn't because he came early. I had lost track of time and didn't know how much time had passed, but I had the feeling that we had been doing it for about an hour, maybe three quarters of an hour. It was just that I wasn't able to cum, despite the ribbed condom and despite her belly pressing against my clit. Maybe it was the position, the angle of penetration or... But a woman doesn't always need to cum to feel pleasure and be satisfied.  

	I got up without much delay, fearful that his member would become flaccid and his semen would leak out of the condom, inside me. He could impregnate me despite his age! I had my reproductive needs more or less satisfied. Daniel had not wanted any more children and after the birth of our daughter, he had not been slow to have a vasectomy. I had agreed, at the time. But, at times, I regretted not having gone for the second child, hopefully for the twosome. I didn't hold it against her that she had been sterilized so soon; after all, it had been a couple's decision. But if it had been up to me alone, I might have wanted to go for the second child. But that chapter of my life was closed, and I certainly did not want to have a child with a lover under any circumstances. 

	Gerardo also got up and took my hand. 

	-Spend the night here with me," he said again. He said it in a tone that implied that it was a request and, at the same time, it was not. It doesn't make sense for you to go home only to have to come back in a couple of hours," he added, perhaps to soften his stance and disguise it with a logical argument. Indeed, his home was close to the office. 

	I wondered if that also fell within the catalog - so to speak - of sexual services he had hired me for. Somehow, it seemed more meaningful to me to spend the night with him, especially at his house, than to have fucked him, on his couch in the living room. I had gone by cab. I could easily order another one to go home. His request pleased me as well as made me uncomfortable. I had no complaints. Gerardo was behaving very well with me, both occupationally and sexually. But my relationship with him was not going the way I had imagined it would. Although I had been the one who had asked him for some time to adjust to him, things were going much more slowly than I had thought and, above all, it was not centered on the purely sexual level. 

	-Yes, boss. -I accepted his logic and went upstairs with him to the bedroom, not realizing at that moment that I would not be able to go to the office in the morning in my party dress.  

	But Gerard had noticed that little detail. What if I had refused to stay? How did he know I would accept? On top of the bed was a complete outfit: white chiffon blouse, black miniskirt, black top-type bra, black panties and garter belt. There were also white stockings with black seam line in the back.  

	I had it all planned. My work clothes for the next day were in the guest room. I didn't know his house, but it was obvious that this was not the master bedroom. That's why I had gone into that room. Gerardo took me by the hand and led me to his bedroom. There, standing in front of the bed, he turned me toward him and stuck his tongue in my mouth. It still tasted like whiskey. 

	I sat on the edge of the bed to take off my high-heeled sandals, but Gerardo stopped me: 

	-You look very sexy in them. Don't take them off. 

	His request surprised me. Apparently, Gerardo was a fetishist. High-heeled shoes, fine lingerie panties, stockings with a back stripe and a garter belt, that was his fetish. [And red hair. You've accepted it, but I don't recognize myself in the mirror.] Daniel had his own fetishes, if you could call them that. His were being a submissive cuckold, which required me to be a dominant hotwife, to make him happy. In comparison, sleeping in shoes required much less effort. 

	-Yes, boss," I repeated. 

	We slept together, naked, me with my back to him and him holding me from behind with his arms. This time, it didn't take me long to fall asleep. 

	The next day -actually, the same day; only a few hours had passed-, the alarm clock rang early, too early. I thought Gerardo would want to fuck me again before going to the office, but my boss was clear: work first, then pleasure. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New post on my blog: 

	"Hangover Friday at the office: Gerardo wants me to work overtime. I'll be home late." 

	  

	On Fridays we would leave the office at three o'clock and go straight home for lunch to start the weekend. Gerardo had called me into his office and given me the keys to his house and precise instructions. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I hadn't been able to sleep a wink all night. I had turned off the laptop, but I couldn't help but check my cell phone on the bedside table every now and then. There was no call from my wife, no whatsapp or email. She was making good on her punishment of not informing me except through her blog.  

	And the blog had not registered any update since Gema arrived home, the old man stuck his dirty tongue in her mouth and ordered her to sleep over. Since two forty-five in the morning of Friday, December sixteenth, two thousand sixteen, I hadn't written anything again. Writing the exact date and time like that, makes him relive that significant moment.  

	I had checked her blog every hour, but Gema had not updated it again. At half past five in the morning, she had posted a new image. It was a GIF of a prostitute on the street. I was sure that she had not posted it at that moment, but had left it programmed. And earlier, during dinner, he had posted images of young girls having intimate relations with old men. Subliminal messaging, honey? Knowing the intentionality of those images didn't make me escape their impact. The old man in the photo with the young brunette girl bore some resemblance to Gerardo. Gerardo had less hair on his head, but what hair he had left was just as white. And the guy he had was almost identical. Gerardo might have been taller, if I remembered him correctly from the Palace Hotel and if I was to believe what Gema had told me about him. But he was just as pot-bellied. The text on that photo was in English. I doubted that Gema had chosen it because of the text. It is part of the publication and Gema has not taken the trouble to remove the text when reblogging it. It said, translated into Spanish:  

	"It's your beautiful wife and you're about to see her with her old lover. She looks you straight in the eye, and then they start having sex, right in front of you. And you enjoy every moment of it." 

	I doubted it could ever be. What's in it for me seeing her with an old man? I looked at the picture in disgust. The young girl was hot, but I preferred more mature women, my wife's age or at least in their thirties. But in pornographic scenes, I preferred younger men. I didn't like the sight of that. {Well, you'd better get used to it, because it's something you'll get to see. You know it's important to Gema}. There was another moving image, another GIF, with a young girl - definitely too young - with a mature, gray-haired man. Although the back of the sofa covers him, this one, at least, doesn't look as pot-bellied as the other one, like Gerardo. The man was sitting on the couch. He was dressed. The girl, naked, was riding him. And worst of all: she was kissing him tenderly. Gema must have kissed him tenderly too. She may be kissing him, at this very moment. I don't know how he will kiss her. But I do know that Gema, if she kisses him, it will be with tenderness. 

	I looked at that image again. That one and the one of the girl walking down the street. And also the one of the girl on the bed, with the wad of money on her belly. It was all in her blog. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I am exhausted. I had barely gotten an hour's sleep total all night. Consequently, I hadn't been very productive all morning. I had barely managed to answer a few simple emails. At least, thanks to being able to telecommute, I had been able to stay home. I should stop by the office more often and get noticed. But that hadn't been my plan. My plan had been to stop by the office mid-morning, once the rush hour and traffic jams had passed, say hello to the boss, discuss some of the bullshit that useless bosses like so much, and go pick up Gema at work to have lunch with her and welcome the weekend. 

	But I had not been able to stop by the office, because of Gema and her stupid games of cutting off communication with me that way. I couldn't deny that it was funny. But it was being excessive. I hadn't been able to sleep because of it. It would have been enough if he had sent me a whatsapp after fornicating with him, to tell me that everything was fine. And picking up my wife and having lunch with her was out of the question too. Gerardo wanted her for herself. Gema had just updated her blog indicating that she would be spending the afternoon with her boss. I think that's excessive. He had you last night. Is that dirty old man insatiable? {I blame Gema, she's too hot and knows how to work wonders with her mouth}. I didn't even know what they did last night. {What they did, you know: fucking. What you don't know is how}. 

	I was tempted to call her on the phone and call her to order. Again, as with Luis Alberto, although in a different way, I was getting the feeling that my wife was getting out of control again. {Control, control! For you everything is about control. The day you learn to enjoy being out of control, that's the day you'll really enjoy it. Maybe you need more of a firm hand, still, something different}. But I didn't want to be a pain in the ass to her. I really try not to be. I do what I can. I also didn't want to lower myself and eat my pride in calling her, when she had been the one to refer me to her blog. Pride is all I have left. {Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! pride? But look at you!} 

	  

	*** 

	  

	On Friday I left the office at three o'clock, as usual, but following my boss's instructions, I went to his house. I didn't have a car, so I took a cab. Gerardo's improvisation of inviting me to his house after work had broken my plans with my husband. [No, honey, he didn't improvise anything.] Daniel was supposed to pick me up from work and we were supposed to go to a restaurant for lunch together. I had made reservations at one that had been recommended to me for its good food and the intimate space it offered. Supposedly, the tables weren't all next to each other, as they were in crowded places, but there was plenty of space between diners. We needed privacy and this restaurant apparently offered it. It wasn't a cheap place, but with my new salary, I felt I could more than afford it. I was now earning more than my husband, when his team had no sales. I wanted to tell him everything that had happened the night before (or rather, this very morning). I had told him that I would only inform him through my blog, but that had been to keep him on his toes that night. It was a punishment he had deserved. It would take time to write the account of what had happened the night of the company Christmas dinner and I didn't want my husband to suffer so much. I also didn't want to have the pressure of feeling obligated to write it already. Before writing down what had happened, I would rather have some time to digest it. Talking about it was one thing, but putting it down on paper was another. I had made a reservation at the restaurant and now I had to cancel. I'm sorry, Daniel. I don't know how, but I will make it up to you somehow. 

	[You can also say no to Gerardo, don't you think you did more than enough last night? Surely he'll understand and if he doesn't, then fuck him]]. Gerardo had thrown me off with the limited interest he had shown in me. He hadn't pressured me to start having sex with him. Granted, I asked him to give me time, but normal men are not like that. [Also Daniel had the patience of a saint. Remind me, how long did it take you to make love the first time]? A long time, but that had been for him, not for me. I had been willing, long before. The men I'd known (hey, not that many either), except my husband, hadn't been like that; they'd tried to get to the finish line and score as soon as possible. Even after I had done it with him for the first time, in Barcelona, I hadn't tried again, until Christmas dinner. He had had me worried, thinking he didn't like me. Maybe he had his doubts about me. But I seemed to have convinced him. I was proud to know that I had managed to light a fire in him for me. 

	I opened the door. Gerardo had given me the keys to his house. That was a demonstration of his trust in me. I entered his house. Last night, I had barely noticed, because of the tiredness, the drinks and the darkness. And in the morning, I hadn't had time to do so either. Looking left and right, up and down, I slowly made my way to the dining room. Gerardo had told me that there I would find an envelope with additional directions. I was intrigued. It sounded interesting. 

	To my surprise, the first thing I found in the dining room was the prepared food. It was still hot. They must have called a caterer. What's strange to me is that they also have the key. [You fool! He must have left a key hidden outside and told them where to find it.] But if she gave everyone the key to her house... 

	On one corner of the table was a bouquet of roses and on it was the aforementioned envelope. I opened it nervously. The roses were a nice touch on her part. 

	"Take off your blouse, skirt and panties, but leave everything else on. Go over your makeup, take a full body photo of yourself in front of the mirror and send it to me." 

	My breathing quickened and I felt myself getting excited. I don't know if I should send him a picture with my face or if I should crop it. The photo thing had its danger. After all, I didn't know what I might do with it in the future. {She has two much more compromising videos of you. Are you really worried about the photo?} Nervously, I began to undress. As I did, I still had time to decide about the photo. I carefully placed the clothes on a chair, as if he were present. The mirror was in the hall. I had seen it when I came in. It was narrow, but tall. At the right distance, I could see myself full-length, from heels to head. I looked at myself in the mirror. I faced front, then profile, then back, looking over the man, and finally front again. Actually the garter belt and stockings were very erotic, why hadn't I worn them much earlier? I liked what I saw in the mirror. I still had a good type. I had my mature woman fatties, but that was better than being sardiney like many young women. By normal standards - not runway model standards - you could say I was slim. I still had my nice ass. And the breasts didn't look bad in that bra. Plus, the heels, though uncomfortable, enhanced my figure. Shit! The heels! Those are the same sandals I wore to the party last night. I hope no one noticed or they'll notice that... [I'm sorry, but I don't recognize myself with that red hair and flame-colored fur]. {Well then, if you don't recognize yourself, you won't have any objection to us taking a full-length photo, face included}. Finally, I took the risk. I did as Gerardo had instructed me and sent him the photo by WhatsApp. [He told you full body! At no time did he specify the face too!] 

	The answer came instantly: 

	"In the living room you will find a little red box. Open it." 

	This is getting more and more intriguing. I love it. It took me a while to find it. When I opened it, I found a small gadget wrapped in wrapping paper and a note that read:  

	"Use it until it comes. If you're about to cum, stop and start again." 

	I was perplexed for a few moments. It was a very morbid little game that Gerardo was proposing to me. Luis Alberto would have been incapable of proposing something like that. For that, he was too direct. And Silvestre (or should I say my husband?) had been creative, but not to the point of proposing something so intriguing. That was more like what I expected from him! 

	I sat down on a chair and began to masturbate with the vibrator. It was a metal, chrome looking vibrating bullet. Soon I noticed how my fluids began to overflow. 

	It wasn't long before I had to stop to keep from cumming. I waited a minute for my excitement level to drop a little. I looked down between my legs. There was a nice puddle brewing on the chair. I hope you don't mind, boss. Fortunately, I had sat on a wooden stool. It looked old, but it wasn't padded. It would clean up easy and show my boss how much he turns me on with those games.  

	While I waited for my excitement level to subside, I took the opportunity to look around and study Gerardo's living room. I had not yet had time to look around. Gerardo had particular taste. The living room had a vintage look. It was dominated by a brown, chester-type armchair. It was the same as the one we had made love in last night. [Love. You said it again. Daniel is going to be angry when he reads it]. {No way! If that's what he's into, actually}. The armchair was facing the fireplace. On either side of the fireplace were large speakers, one of these column type speakers. To the left of the fireplace was a record player - a record player, nowadays? The cabinet below the record player and another cabinet - a bookcase - on the wall to the left of it were full of records. What music would he like? I thought about inspecting his discography and putting on a record, to welcome him with music, but I didn't dare to do so. Turntables were delicate and I didn't want to risk breaking something. Surely he would punish me, but this time for real. The consequences of breaking something didn't seem erotic to me. Another bookcase, this one with books, covered the rest of the wall. The walls were lined with wood and were green, somewhere between basil and emerald. Dividing the living room into two parts, in the middle, was a chester-type sofa, matching the armchair. It was a three-seater. It faced the bookcases. Between the bookcases and the sofa was a low table, one of those typical living room tables that ended up cluttered with old magazines. But this table was spotless. Behind the sofa was the part of the living room that functioned as a dining room, with its big table, where the food was waiting, cooling down. The stool on which I had sat was in a corner, diagonal to the armchair, near the glassed-in exit to the terrace. The windows were curtained and on either side were two thick green curtains. Maybe the curtains were eating up too much light, or maybe it wasn't a very bright day. Maybe it was the dark green walls, which barely reflected the light. The room was quite dark, almost suffocatingly so. It smelled smoky, but it wasn't the kind of smoke from the fireplace. It smelled like tobacco. I didn't like that smell. I hated tobacco. Last night, I hadn't noticed that detail. 

	I reapplied the vibrating bullet to my clitoris to chase away the bad vibes that the room had started to give me. It didn't take me long to return to my previous level of arousal and just as I was about to cum, Gerard surprised me with his presence in the room. I had not heard him enter. The startle brought my excitement back to the previous level. 

	 My boss came in and stared at me, nodding his head in approval. It was hard for me to get excited like that. His gaze made me uncomfortable, in that situation. I had always been ashamed to masturbate in front of someone else. Silvestre (my husband) had made me do it for him the first time he came to our house (that is, the time after we had met at the disco). At the same time, his looking at me and that made me uncomfortable, turned me on. It was contradictory. Like so many contradictory things Daniel feels. After watching me for a minute or so, he came up to me and gave me a brief kiss on the lips. 

	-Leave something for later," he said mischievously. You don't usually start with dessert. -He smiled, "Do you want to serve the food? 

	I am not your servant! I don't want to be that and I won't be. I nodded. I stood up. I didn't know what to do with the vibrating bullet and hesitated for a few moments. Gerard watched with interest. Finally, I put it on the stool. There was a nice puddle in the middle. I blushed, embarrassed. Gerardo's smile, in return, widened. 

	With a flushed face, I went to the table and began to serve the food. There was a plate at the head of the table and another at the opposite end. I am not your maid. Gerardo continued to watch me, without moving from the place. The lingerie I was wearing, instead of attenuating my nudity, accentuated it. 

	-You're beautiful," he said, admiringly. I like it when you blush. -He sat down at the head of the table, "Take my present. I want you to masturbate with it while you eat. But don't cum! Turn off the vibrator if you're about to come. 

	The vibrator was loud. Apart from my reactions, I had no doubt that Gerard would know from the noise when I was close to climax. The food and wine were very tasty, but, unfortunately, it was impossible for me to focus on my taste buds. The vibrator stopped beeping for the umpteenth time. 

	-Can I have some wine? -asked Gerardo, even though he had the bottle within reach. 

	I am not your servant. I nodded. I stood up on shaky legs and poured him a drink. Gerardo placed his hand on my ass, while I filled his glass. That little game was repeated twice more. I am not your servant. Every time I got up, my legs felt shakier. We hardly spoke during the meal. Gerardo was focused on my expression and the noise of the vibrating bullet and I was focused on... well, you can imagine what. 

	When he finished eating, Gerardo got up and sat down on the couch. I can't explain it, but I had a brief moment of lucidity at that moment. He doesn't have a TV in the living room! It was a stupid thought that was out of the question. 

	-Can you bring me the cigar box? -Gerardo indicated with his gaze where he was holding it. 

	I nodded. I am not your servant. How many orgasms had I already aborted? Too many! I got up from the chair. I hadn't finished eating, but I wasn't getting any food in me anyway. As I reached for the cigar box, Gerardo continued to feast on my naked body. I indulged him with slow, short steps, to give him time to watch me.  

	Politely, he thanked me and lit a cigar, offering another to me. As I had said before, I didn't smoke. I hated the smell of tobacco. To be fair, I find unlit tobacco aromatic, but I couldn't tolerate the smell of smoke.  

	-Take my present and stand here, in front of me," he indicated, pointing with his gaze to a spot about two or three meters away from him, in front of him. Spread your legs a little. I want to see you masturbate with my present. 

	Despite my excitement, I turned red as a tomato, but I obeyed. My thighs soon glistened with the flows that escaped from my vagina, attracted by the force of gravity. I came a couple of times on the verge of orgasm, while Gerard watched me carefully and smoked with satisfaction. 

	Without finishing his cigar, he got up and took me by the hand. Without saying a word, he took me with him upstairs to the bedroom. Gerardo lived in a chalet. The bed was freshly made and, to my surprise, a few rose petals were scattered on it. How had he managed to arrange everything, if he had been working in the office in the morning? She was certainly taking care of herself, albeit in her own particular way. 

	Standing beside the bed, I hugged and kissed him. I felt the disgusting taste of tobacco on his tongue, but I didn't complain. At that moment, regardless of the rose petals, after so many frustrated orgasms, all I wanted was for him to penetrate me and bring me to climax. That taste will go away with the saliva. I kissed him more deeply, ardently. As I kissed him, Gerardo felt my ass with his hands. Fuck me! That's what I need you to do to me. Despite my desire, I slowly undressed him, while continuing to kiss him. I still had a foul taste in my mouth, but I burned with desire to have him penetrate me with his cock and tongue. His tongue responded to mine. As calmly as mine - though mine was more like horses about to run amok - he removed my bra.  

	Gerardo lay down on the bed and motioned for me to sit on him. I was going to put a condom on him, but I realized that I had left my bag with my clothes downstairs. Gerardo read my mind and took a condom from the bedside table. He handed it to me to put on. 

	-Two thousand seventeen," he said. 

	A shudder ran through my body at the thought that soon his slow but still fertile sperm would be swimming through my body. 

	Maybe it was because of the previous excitement with the vibrating bullet or because the position was more flattering, the fact is that this time I cum three times riding him, before he did. With each climax, I found the taste of his mouth less disgusting. The opposite is true for Daniel. The first orgasm was small, but the second one shook me and I moaned loudly.  

	-Uhh! Ah, ah! Ooooh! 

	The third was because Gerardo had not yet cum and I felt obliged to bring him to climax.  

	Between the exhaustion of the night before, the wine and the orgasms, I fell asleep on his chest and fell asleep.  

	When I woke up - still on his chest and with his hips between my legs - he was snoring. I tried to sit up, but even in my sleep, he must have noticed and, with his hands still on my back, he pressed lightly to instinctively prevent me from leaving. Drowsily, I put up no resistance and fell asleep again, cuddled against him, lying on his belly and with my face on his chest. 

	The condom! When we finally woke up, I remembered the condom and a shiver ran through my body. Shaken, I felt his member and found his pubic hair and his belly, sticky. Startled, I felt my lower belly and found it just as sticky. I jerked away. What I had feared had happened: his penis still had the condom on, but it was flaccid and the contents of the condom had come out. These were not my fertile days, but I could only pray that he had pulled his cock out of my vagina before he had lost his erection. 

	Instantly, the excitement was gone, if, after the three orgasms, I still had any libido left. I didn't want to waste time showering; I just wanted to get home as soon as possible. It was already late. I dressed quickly and said goodbye with a peck.  

	-Have a good weekend, princess," said Gerardo behind me. 

	When I got to the car, I found an envelope on the windshield, damned advertising, always so annoying! I was about to throw it away, but something caught my eye and I opened it. Inside, there was a note from my boss. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	wmraim: 

	"Now I understand the difference between a hot wife and a good wife. A hot wife spends her weekend in bed and a wifey wife writes to her adoring followers what she spent the weekend doing laundry, scrubbing floors and cooking all the meals." 

	  

	My story was starting to get attention on my blog and I already had several followers who cared about me or commented frequently. However, this follower was wrong with his comment. As a hot wife, I had continued to take care of the household. Daniel was not very helpful around the house. It had only started to change since I became dominant with him. From that moment on, Daniel had undergone a radical change in his attitude towards housework. The funny thing was that he seemed happy doing them. He felt fulfilled, apparently. And all it had taken to bring about that change in attitude had been to subdue him (with his consent) about sex. The Redhead is right: men think and act with their dicks. Why hadn't I thought of that before? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	My Goddess has returned home. I hadn't heard from her in about twenty-four hours, except for her brief updates on her blog. It has been difficult for me, but I had tried to keep myself entertained by cleaning the house. I had taken a liking to picking up the kitchen. Mostly, I liked putting things in the dishwasher. It seemed like a fun game of Tetris to me - why didn't I figure it out sooner? I could fit more things in it than she could. I also liked to take things out of the dishwasher and put them in the cupboards. It seemed to me that things had a better order now. I mean, it's when they have order now. The cleaning of the bathrooms was worse for me. It seemed to me a boring and thankless task. But the smile of my Goddess was all the gratitude I needed. Things had changed since Gemma became dominant with me. I had more work to do than before, but I felt happier doing it, because I was doing it for her. 

	Gema had continued to post things on her blog, but they were only pictures. I doubted she was posting them while she was with Gerardo. I was sure she had chosen them beforehand and had done it consciously. One image showed an older man, in a suit, fucking a middle-aged woman from behind. The woman was leaning against an armchair. She was dressed only in a garter belt, stockings and high heels. I had no trouble imagining Gema like that, with her boss. I loved the stockings and garter belt. She had never worn them for me. But if she wears them for the old man, at least, somehow, I'll gain something from it. 

	The other image I had posted, very similar to that one, had particularly disturbed me. It showed a man, a little older, though not much, not as much as Gerardo, dressed in a suit. Next to him, there was a woman who could well be Gema's age. She was dressed only in a bra, panties, light, stockings and high heels. All black. Her bra was halfway down and one tit was peeking out of the top. The man's hand was in her panties. It didn't look like a professional photo. Like the previous one, it looked like an amateur photo. Or a photo from the porn magazines of the seventies. That made it more erotic. I hated professional photos with busty models and obscene, unrealistic expressions. But the most disturbing thing was the text that accompanied the image. Once again, it was in English. I doubted that Gema had reblogged it on purpose. It read as follows:  

	"Her boss invited her to his party..... Well, she knew the only way to keep this job was to give herself to him.... It was so humiliating, but she had to admit, he knew what to do with a woman..." 

	Gema looked at me strangely when I walked in the door. Come on, she doesn't know how to look at me. I was a little annoyed with her, because she had relegated me to reading her blog. That and because she had cancelled our romantic date to go back to her boss's house. But I understood him. That was what I had chosen, as a willing cuckold. I hadn't chosen that. Not the old man. Gema smelled of sex. Stale sex, but sex nonetheless. The skin on her face glistened. That's from the cold, you fool! I hugged her and pressed her against me. She was mine again. Even if it was just a hug, she was mine again. She was home, back with me. I was anxious to know the details of her adventures, but I was even more anxious to feel her mine, and not just in a sexual sense. I was a cuckold, but it was a different cuckoldry than the one I had experienced with Silvestre or Luis Alberto. I sensed that between Gema and her boss there was an intellectual connection and that was my domain. But she was back! 

	Gema looked at me and shook her head in disbelief. If she had come home worried about what she had done with that old man because of how I felt about it, she was relieved to see my reaction. As much as I wanted her to leave that relationship with that old man, I wanted her to feel good about it even more. 

	-Love, I need you to massage my feet. I haven't taken off my heels in the last twenty-four hours. 

	How is that possible? I was about to ask him, but I remembered that he had punished me by relegating me to his blog. If you don't want to tell me, I'm not going to do you the favor of asking. We'll see who can hold out the longest. 

	Gema moaned as I gently massaged her feet. I hadn't paid attention to her until that moment, but it suddenly dawned on me that she was wearing a skirt suit. How is that possible? She was wearing a dress when she left for the party! I hadn't seen her wear a change of clothes, had she worn one on a previous occasion? Maybe this wasn't the first time at the old man's house. 

	-Undress me and fill me with your kisses, love," said my wife, between delight and exhaustion. 

	The thought that she had previously been to her boss's house, without my knowledge, did not leave my mind, as I removed her clothes. It was not something that shocked me. We had an agreement that she could withhold information, to be disclosed at the appropriate time. She also had her space for privacy. Gema was not obliged to tell me everything. I had proposed all that to her, in view of the way events had unfolded with Silvestre. Stupid! With Silvestre you had everything under control. Secrets, you say? Ha! 

	-Don't go up from the navel up," my wife warned, as I tried to kiss her breasts. 

	I went back down to her navel and from there even lower. The fur that she wore and that Gerardo liked so much, I didn't like it at all. It interfered with my kisses in that area. Besides, I thought it was not very esthetic. Nevertheless, I felt the need to kiss her down there. She smelled of sex. She hadn't showered. I grimaced, but the excitement and the urge to worship my wife was stronger. 

	-No, don't go so low. Stay on my lower belly. On my pubis you can also kiss me, but don't go lower. If you want more, you still have to make an effort. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	wmraim: 

	"Wow, your story hit me about 20 minutes later. You were raped, it was against your will to have unprotected sex. I feel for you Gema." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, you didn't understand. We did it with a condom. For me that's very important. But, after the orgasm, we fell asleep and, with his penis flaccid, some semen leaked out of the condom. I think it wasn't inside me, but on my belly." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I felt insecure walking in the door and returning home. How would my husband react? He had opposed my relationship with my boss. On top of that, this was the second time Gerardo had interfered with our plans to do something romantic together. First, he had prevented our long weekend trip to Barcelona to spend a long, romantic weekend together. And then, he had kept me on Friday, when I had planned to go to lunch with my husband and to talk about the previous night. It seemed like he did it on purpose. But the boss had priority, up to a point. That's what he paid me for. Daniel, too, had often prioritized his work ahead of our family life. My job was... different... but it was my job, after all. But Daniel had every right in the world to be angry. Except he doesn't. I'm the dominant one and he's the submissive one. I decide. He wanted it that way. On top of that, since he had me fed up with his continuous opposition, I had played the joke on him - more like punishment - of cutting off communication with him while he was with Gerardo and limiting it to my blog. 

	I didn't know how I would react. In part, I felt proud of what I had done. That's exactly what Daniel wants, even if he won't admit it. Partly, I felt terrible and guilty. Fortunately, Daniel quickly allayed my fears. Seeing me, he pounced on me and hugged me. I felt the love in his embrace, an intense love. I pressed him against me. 

	I was ready to tell him everything that had happened to me. Without a doubt, I was burning with desire to know. Daniel didn't deserve to be left hanging on the hook for so long. That was cruel. {Don't make the same mistake as when you let him cum! Have you forgotten how he reacted in the end? As soon as his libido went down, he went back to being the same controlling asshole he often is when things don't go his way. Learn from your mistakes, once and for all!} 

	I bit my tongue. I felt like sharing my experiences with him. I needed to. I was unfaithful to him, but I didn't want to be unfaithful in that way. Maybe I was saving some little secret for later, maybe some intimacy forever, but I needed to let him in on it. But my inner voice was right. Daniel worked best when he was in sexual tension. [Too much tension can cause the rope to snap]. I had to be careful, that much was clear. Anyway, if he wants to know what happened, he can ask me. Then, I'll see if I tell him or what I tell him or how I tell him. 

	-Don't go up from the navel up," I warned Daniel. No, don't go that low. - My clitoris was too sensitive, after having applied the vibrating bullet for so long and after having cum three times with Gerardo. Stay on my lower belly. On my pubis you can also kiss me, but don't go any lower. 

	Daniel did not object and continued kissing me in that area. Now it was a kiss, then a lick. He was extraordinarily submissive, in spite of everything. He even plunged his nose and mouth into my fur. That's where Gerardo's semen spilled out of the condom. Go on... I thought about informing my husband. How would he react? Would he continue licking me? Or would he pull away, disgusted? We had fantasized about something like this, but hadn't really put it into practice. {Daniel did, the bastard, or have you forgotten what he did with Nuria and Silvestre, with your friend and your lover?} Daniel wasn't touching my sensitive parts, but I was about to cum again. Go on... It was important to me that I accepted my lover in that way. It's important for you to accept Gerardo, even like this. What better way than like this? I didn't want to risk a negative reaction from him. Go on... I didn't want him to stop, just at that moment. Anyway, if he's smart -and he is-, he'll notice the smell or the taste. If he continued, it was because... Continue... No, it was better not to tell him anything, for the moment. Anyway, you'll find out through my blog. It will leave you some clues as to what you've been sucking on, actually, in case you haven't noticed. Go on... Yes, it was best to continue with the idea that I knew about my affair with Gerardo only through my blog. That offered so many possibilities... 

	  

	*** 

	  

	  

	wmraim: 

	"Thank you so much. Your story was worth the wait... Besides that they are so sneaky..... What did the note say? Another thing: Do you have morning after pills in Spain? You can answer me by email. I'll pass it on to you in a private." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, we have those pills, but I don't think it was necessary. I think the semen that came out of his condom was on my tummy. He pulled his penis out of my vagina, before he fell asleep, or so I believe. 

	About the note, I'll tell you about it shortly." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New post on my blog: 

	"There is nothing like my husband's embrace. With him, I feel safe; I feel loved. This weekend I practically didn't get out of bed. I needed to feel Daniel by my side, to feel at home. 

	Sometimes I doubt whether I am going too far. I think maybe I'm being too cruel or too harsh with Daniel. But I know it's better this way. Daniel has never been so sweet, I've never seen him so happy as when I'm whoring with other men and being harsh with him. But there has to be time for tenderness and intimacy too. This weekend has been just what I needed. 

	Tomorrow is Monday. It's work. It's office time. Is Gerardo playing?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Regarding the fact that in 2017 you will do it bareback, you say that you were paralyzed, but that you dared to flirtatiously ask him for a bonus in your salary. You are right to try to exploit the situation. That you did it bareback was not discussed and should be extra, as you will be greatly affected by having to take the pill or other contraceptive measures. An additional thing is that he hired you for sex, not as a girlfriend experience so you would sleep all night with him. Time is money." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Gerardo made it clear to me from the beginning that he didn't just want sex. For that, he could call a prostitute and it would be cheaper. He wants someone to give him more than sex. Call it girlfriend-experience, if you like, although, it's not exactly that either. maybe secretary-experience?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	wmraim: 

	"Geraldo is clear about things: work first and then pleasure. For you to be successful with office work, you must see if you can anticipate what he needs and have it ready for him before he asks for it! You must see if he will send you for training skills, to get a better job in the future." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Gerardo is very diligent about everything. He is understanding but also demanding. He would never jeopardize the job for the sake of pleasure. When he hired me, he made it clear that I would have to work like any other employee, but that, in addition, additionally..." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New post on my blog: 

	"I was waiting for Daniel to ask me on Tumblr what happened on Friday. I know he's dying to know, but apparently he finds it humiliating to have to ask me like every other follower through this medium. But that's his punishment for pressuring me to quit this job. But I also don't want to keep the rest of my followers waiting. 

	Gerardo's note on my windshield read: 

	 "You are an amazing woman. I would be satisfied if you were only enjoying yourself 10% as much as I am. 

	I want you to always go to the office dressed like this or similar to what I gave you and what you wore this morning:  

	Blouse: if the bra does not show through, you will wear the buttons open, so that the bra shows a little. Don't overdo it. It should be sexy but not vulgar, acceptable for work, with just a hint of spice. I trust your taste. 

	Miniskirt: never pants or long skirt. 

	Stockings with garter belt: the stockings I want to have the seam visible on the back, like the ones I gave you. 

	Heeled shoes: ten centimeters, minimum. 

	Well made up, with lush red lips. 

	You are fantastic! 

	Signed 'your boss'."" 

	  

	As for the instructions, she didn't tell me anything new. She had told me all of that before, except for the lipstick and wearing the blouse open, depending on how transparent the bra was. In itself, there was nothing much new. What was really new was how he praised me, calling me amazing and fantastic and admitting that he was really enjoying me. That note filled me with pride and appreciation. I needed just those kinds of words to keep me going and not feel slutty in the pejorative sense. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	wmraim: 

	"Daniel described her return home on Friday: 'She said "I love you," with a twinkle in her eye. Then she gave me a long kiss. I feel grateful that I have such a beautiful woman as my wife and that she is back and that I could be close to her." 

	  

	I sensed from this comment that the user wmraim is English speaking and that he was referring to the forum where my husband wrote. I was curious to know what my husband wrote there. But English was not my forte. Besides, I understood that it was a space where Daniel wanted to maintain some privacy from me. I decided that I had better not snoop around the net and try to locate that forum. The name of the forum had already been mentioned by a commenter on my blog, but I assumed that there would be multiple threads and that Daniel would have changed the names, his, mine and Gerardo's, so that I could not find it (I guessed wrong). I didn't feel like, in the face of those difficulties, diving through the different threads until I found my story in them. 

	But I was grateful for the opportunity wmraim had given me to know my husband's thoughts, quoting part of what he had written in the forum. If Daniel was grateful to have me and expressed it that way on a forum, I was honored to have him. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Sometimes we take for granted that, because we are married, we have certain vested rights and that we don't have to work hard to earn them. We think these things come standard in marriage and we don't appreciate it. What the hotwife-cuckold experience does is to highlight that this is not the case, that we have to be grateful every day. I am not only referring to men, this also goes for women. Many couples break up because the routine devours everything and we have lost the ability to be grateful and fully enjoy the day to day. A hotwife-cuckold relationship plays with fire, which has its dangers, but, at the same time, it is also safer, because the fire is visible and the danger is noticeably present. It's better to have visible danger than hidden danger." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I had refused to ask Gema about what she had done with Gerardo last Thursday and Friday. After all, she had ordered me not to. But I had been surprised that she had held back and not taken the initiative to tell me. Usually, the silence game worked with her. Whoever was most uncomfortable with the silence and broke it lost. But that strategy wasn't working for me, for some reason. 

	Her blog, in turn, was getting me addicted. I had already set up an account so that I could follow her and, from the app on my phone, be notified when there was an update. The F5 refresh key on my laptop was starting to show signs of wear and tear. 

	I had found out, through the blog, some things I was not proud of. I preferred not to comment here. {Gema has told you not to skip anything in your collaboration on her book! So, start talking about the topics that make you uncomfortable or I'll tell Gema}. Okay. Apparently, I had swallowed the rancid semen of her boss's old man. {Come on! Don't look so disgusted. It's not that bad either. Besides, you seemed to like it while you were doing it}. I had licked and kissed her down there. Not on her vulva, but on her lower belly. Gema's instructions had surprised me at the time, but now I understood them. But now I understood them. Bastard! That hadn't been funny. {Come on! Is it so different from Silvestre's? Or your own?} Yes, it's stale! However, I didn't consider it a homosexual act. If it comes out of Gemma's body or is in her body, it's not a man's anymore. But I was annoyed that I had fallen for that old man. I wasn't angry with Gema. She had played her cards very well. I had to admit it; it had been a masterful move. Besides, as much as I hate to admit it, she's right. Can I drop this subject now? {All right. It's enough that you've admitted that she's basically right. You can continue with other topics or with this one if you prefer; I don't mind}. 

	Another thing that disturbed me was that Gema was filling her blog with pictures of old men banging young girls. Did she want to get me used to the idea? Did she want to desensitize me with an overdose of such images? A lie repeated a thousand times becomes reality. Something like that had been said by Göbbels, the head of Nazi propaganda. Was that the new normal my wife wanted me to get used to? {She wants you to be less shocked by their physical appearance when you see them live. Get used to the idea}. 

	However, the post that had shocked me the most was the one of a bed full of roses and petals. "Despite the obvious, a few petals on top of the bed and other details can make a woman feel less slutty," Gema had commented on the image. I was no longer sure if I wanted my wife to feel less slutty. At first, I had been annoyed that she had decided to prostitute herself like this. That was a bad pill I would have preferred to spare her, especially since it was due to my fragile financial situation. But with everything I was reading in his blog, it seemed that my wife's relationship with him, against all odds, was being more than merely professional, and that worried me. And that worried me. What are your intentions with her, Gerardo? Now you're giving her flowers and everything? Silvestre had been a loyal goreador. He had harbored no amorous intentions with my wife. They had developed a sentimental relationship within the parameters previously established. {Previously established by you}. But about Gerardo I could not be so sure. I did not doubt Gema. But he doubted him. For him, a young and beautiful woman would not only be a good whore or a good lover, she would even be a good woman. {Are you saying that for Silvestre she wouldn't, because he is younger than her?} 

	Finally, there was something else that had me worried, regarding my wife's blog. There was a certain wmraim who was very much hooked on my wife's blog. So far, so acceptable, even commendable. I was grateful to wmraim for his questions and comments, because with the answers Gema was giving him, he was letting me know more of what was going on. If you read this, thank you, wmraim! But I was concerned that, once again, things I wrote on my forum would reach my wife's ears. Wmraim had done it with good intentions. Again, thank you, wmraim! But I felt a bit uncomfortable about it. Of course, the fault had been mine, for not changing the names and for advertising my wife's blog on the forum. Childishly, I had imagined that since one was in English and the other in Spanish, there would be no transfer of information. I had been wrong, obviously. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	wmraim: 

	"You have an opportunity that could help you get better jobs in the future. You can learn from Gerardo. You can learn to think ahead. You hadn't brought a bathing suit, but Gerardo had anticipated it and pulled a gift out of his suitcase, a stylish but sexy bathing suit, You hadn't realized that you couldn't go to the office wearing the party dress in the morning, but in bed Gerardo had prepared a full suit for you. He had it all planned out." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"He's an old fox with a lot of experience. And he's had time to play out his fantasies with me and plan things." 

	 

	


Chapter XII - Breaking down WALLS 

	  

	"And there will be those who will tell you, as he removes brick by brick, that you will no longer need any wall... because he will protect you with his own." - beautifulstranger  

	  

	  

	-You seem very happy lately. 

	-What do you mean? 

	-I'm happy for you. You have that sparkle in your eyes again that, except for occasional occasions, you had lost. I've been telling you for a long time: Loneliness is not good. 

	-And you're telling me this? Precisely you? 

	-Mine is different. I have chosen this path. -He shrugged. But you've always liked company. You've been married twice for a reason. 

	They both looked at each other without saying anything. 

	-You like that woman," he said. 

	This time it was he who shrugged his shoulders in response. Then he added, "I got it where I wanted it, right where I wanted it. 

	-She's married," he reminded her, giving her a stern look. But you want her for more than sex, don't you? 

	-It's what I've always been looking for. You should have seen it the other day, following my instructions to the letter. It was wonderful! 

	-You're not going to leave him there, are you? I know you. You never settle. 

	In response, he smiled. His gaze wandered into infinity for a few moments. He imagined all the possibilities before him. After several long seconds, he returned to the present and answered: "Everything is going as planned, Manolo. I told you I'm in no hurry with her. Although I think I can speed up some things. 

	-What do you mean? 

	-By February, at the latest, there will no longer be physical barriers between us. By then, I will have broken down that wall. I will fill her with my milk," he said with complete confidence. 

	-Are the gumdrops bothering you? Be careful, Gerardo. You don't know what lives that woman may have. Condoms are cumbersome, but safety first. 

	-I know her well," Gerardo assured her, "She won't do it with anyone else, as long as she's with me. 

	-And her husband? -Manolo wondered. 

	-That one is wearing a stock. 

	-A... what? -Manolo looked at him with a questioning look on his face. He had no idea what his friend was referring to. 

	-A trap," Gerardo repeated. He made a gesture with his hand, patting his parts. 

	Manolo's eyes widened. He had finally understood, but he couldn't believe it. 

	-You mean... between them... not...? -asked Manolo, incredulous. 

	-No, no. Between them, yes, but rarely. I mean, he doesn't play outside of marriage. Even if he wanted to, he couldn't. 

	-And she told you that... she told you that? -Manolo was still shocked. 

	-Of course, who else? -Gerardo replied, "He tells me a lot of things. 

	Manolo thought that it could have been the boy who had put his friend in contact with Gema, but he said nothing. 

	-You're not thinking of making her stop doing it with her husband? -Manolo mumbled, agitated. It had not been the best sentence of his life. 

	-He can. -Gerardo smiled. Then he shrugged his shoulders. It's not clear to me that it suits me at the moment. But I'll see in the future. 

	-The condoms, you don't do it because they're a nuisance, do you? -Manolo was beginning to understand. 

	-Of course that's not why I do it. I want to strip her of any barrier to me and condoms are a barrier. I want her to feel my seeds swimming inside her. It's not just a physical thing. 

	-You want it for yourself," Manolo said. I understand," he added with a certain healthy envy. She's very pretty. She is young. And if, in addition, she is as you tell me she is..." He sighed, "She is what you have always wanted to have. -He raised his glass in toast and raised it to his mouth. Before his lips touched the glass, he said, "You're not thinking of impregnating her? 

	Gerardo smiled. Then he shrugged his shoulders. His eyes sparkled as they had not done in a long time.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Are you thinking a lot about Gerardo's order to go bareback? Are you going to see your doctor about the effects of taking the pill? You might gain weight and come to feel different, is it worth it? You could delay it, saying you agreed to 2017, but it will be June 2017." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's not the first time I've taken the pill, although now I was in a resting phase. And it's not just about pregnancy prevention either. It's not even just about preventing sexually transmitted diseases. It's, above all, that it's not the same for him to penetrate me with a condom as it is for him to penetrate me and cum inside me and fill me with his semen, leaving an imprint inside my body. It's something intimate." 

	  

	The comment reminded me that Silvestre had once managed to cum inside me without protection, taking advantage of a romantic weekend trip. He had brought me to the brink of orgasm on successive occasions, rubbing his cock on my clitoris, outside my vagina. In the end, I had implored him to put it in me, to fuck me, to bring me to orgasm and cum with me inside me. It had been reckless, but it had happened during my infertile days. From that point on, I had considered starting to take the birth control pill. Between mulling over my decision and going to the gynecologist, some time had passed. In the end, when I had started taking it and there was little time left for it to be effective, I had derailed with Luis Alberto and we had broken up. 

	What that episode had shown me was that I wanted to have that kind of intimacy with the right lover. [So now Gerardo is already a lover and, moreover, he is suitable?]  

	Also, influenced by the literature that La Pelirroja had provided me with and other things I had read around, I wanted to experience that with my husband. I meant to have him clean me with his mouth with my lover's milk. I had gotten Daniel to do that already, with his own milk. It was a humiliation, because after orgasm it cost him God and help to do it. (Straight) men are not supposed to do that. But it had served to deepen my husband's submission. There was not only the humiliation part. There was also the other part, feminizing him a bit. Together with the panties, the dildo-harness (which we had used very little, to date) and his eating his own cum, it had brought out his feminine side. I didn't intend to make my husband a sissy or a transvestite. I didn't want that at all. But all men have a feminine side to them. What happens to them is that their macho ego prevents them from bringing that part of their psyche out. The male ego boasts of bravery and strength, but behind the aversion to his feminine side is actually the weakness of insecurity. Since I managed to bring out the feminine side of Daniel, my husband was sweeter to me, understood me better and anticipated my needs. His macho side, on the other hand, made his self-centeredness prevail. It was not, therefore, a question of turning him into a woman, neither to a greater nor a lesser degree, but of reinforcing certain parts of his character, in exchange for attenuating others. 

	In Eastern Taoist philosophy, all beings are composed of a yin and a yang. The yin represents the feminine part, whose attributes are passivity and absorption. The yang, on the other hand, represents the masculine part, the active and penetrating part. When both parts are not well balanced according to the characteristics of the being in question, tensions are produced. The being becomes ill and unhappy. In many men, for fear of accepting the yin that they also carry inside, the yang tries to monopolize everything. It is not a question of a fifty-fifty balance. It is about the individual in question being balanced, according to his own being. Daniel was not a macho, in the style of Luis Alberto, for example. But he tended to have that imbalance towards the yang side. There was that fear of losing control. Those cravings for control were nothing more than a symptom of the imbalance he suffered when his yang urged him to be too active. In his case, the activity was not so much in terms of physically doing, but in terms of scheming. Empowering the attributes of passivity and absorption (being penetrated and eating his own semen), helped to reestablish balance.  

	Nuria had told me something along these lines. I was not sure if it really made sense and if the argument really held up. Maybe even, both her telling me about it and me remembering it, we had distorted some things. But the important thing was that my husband seemed happier when between the two of us we managed to attenuate his yang a little. 

	Going back to the subject of the pill, I was attracted to the idea of doing it with Gerardo without a condom. It wasn't something I was interested in doing with just anyone. If anything, I was only interested in doing it with a lover with whom I had a long-term relationship. Even though I had just started with Gerardo, I thought that was the case. We had both talked about it and Gerardo always expressed himself in terms of the medium and long term, which pleased me enormously. I felt at ease with him, getting better and better. As he had recently demonstrated, his understanding of sex was going in the direction I was interested in exploring. At the same time, he was a stable and reliable person. I wanted my husband to clean up the semen Gerardo deposited in me. A few months ago, that kind of idea would have been repugnant to me. Maybe Daniel's infidelity with Silvestre and Nuria - the threesome they had set up - had made me see things differently. If he'd done it with her, he was going to do it with me too! There was that part that excited me about that idea. But there was another part, too: I knew it was the best way to get Daniel to end up fully accepting the lover he had chosen. Maybe it might sound a little gross, but if I could swallow my lover's semen, why couldn't my husband do it, too?  

	Blogging and answering these types of questions helped me think about what I wanted to do. The blog was starting to take up a lot of my time, but I thought it was worth it, for what it brings to me. And for what it will bring to Daniel. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"There was a time when you were a shy, modest, self-conscious, but very sweet person. Now you are an accomplished writer, confident when it comes to men, and dominant at home. To improve your job skills, you could improve your English. Daniel could be your teacher. I recognize that this would be very humiliating for you. You would become a child, again, learning to communicate. You would have to show weakness, that you might not be good at learning..." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Right now, at this stage of life, I am Daniel's teacher, and I don't foresee that changing." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	wmraim: 

	"If you become fluent in English, you will have a better chance of finding a job. When you leave Gerardo or get fired, will you stay home and submit to Daniel so he can be your (English) teacher? Sometimes we forget to make an effort to earn our marriage privileges..." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I think I'll have to practice French with Gerardo first (I don't know if you know what that expression means in Spanish, within this context). It's something I haven't done with him yet." 

	  

	The answer was accompanied by a moving image, a woman, dressed like a secretary and wearing glasses, kneeling between the legs of an old man (supposedly her boss), giving him fellatio. 

	It was true that I had not yet done to Gerardo. Neither he had asked me to do it nor I had dared to. To be honest, I have to admit that Gerardo's physique made me hold back when it came to doing certain things. His wrinkled cock didn't exactly invite me to put it in my mouth. I knew it was something I would eventually do, but at the moment, I couldn't. I still needed more time to adjust. I still needed more time to adjust to him. 

	{What if he's waiting for you to take the initiative and do it? What if he gets tired of you for being so reticent about some things? You think a real professional would be disgusted by that? Well, she pays you like a pro}. I was fine with Gerardo. Something interesting was starting to develop between us. After Luis Alberto's brutality (oh, the sex had been amazing!), I needed a mature, slower man to explore my dark side. Gerardo's physique was certainly not ideal, but his mind seemed more and more suitable. I didn't want to screw up with him and much less because certain things still disgusted me with him. Also, a couple of years ago, the idea of giving a blowjob disgusted me, even when I had an Adonis in front of me. I had not done it to Daniel. Everything changed with Silvestre. That shows I can change, but I need time. [And you'll need to convince yourself.] 

	{Do you know what's funny, haven't you noticed? That Daniel tasted Gerardo's semen -or the remains of his semen- before Gema did}. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema continued to post disturbing images on her blog. She had specialized in women in fine lingerie, stockings and garter belts. That pleased me. But she had also specialized in images of young women with dirty old men. They were usually GIFs, moving images, showing the action. That still didn't convince me. I couldn't deny the eroticism of some of the images. But it wasn't what I liked. What amazed me was that she liked it. She posts those images not to convince you and desensitize you, but to convince herself and desensitize herself. 

	At least, thanks to what she narrated in her blog, I had already found out what she had done with her boss's old man. Rather, what he had done with her. I knew she hadn't blown him yet, for example. But I also knew it wouldn't take him long to do it. Of course, reading it on her blog wasn't the same as when she told me about it in person. The tone of her voice, the pauses, her breathing, her husband... all of that was as important, if not more important, than the content of the story. When he told it to me in person, I always had the opportunity to ask him questions to go deeper into some aspect. On the blog, I couldn't do that, at least not in real time. I could, of course, write her a question, as her followers did, but I didn't feel comfortable collaborating with that. I didn't want to give that satisfaction to my wife. After all, the blog was, in a way, an extension of her boss's old one, since it was about him. But I can send her some anonymous questions. She'll never know it was me.  

	But writing his stories on the blog had its advantages. I could reread it as many times as I wanted. Besides, Gema used to accompany her stories with suggestive images. She preferred my imagination. Of that, I had no shortage. But it was interesting to see what she wanted to convey. Most of all, I liked that I could see how she saw herself. Although, as I had said, some of the images were still disturbing. One of the last, showed the umpteenth young girl, brunette like her, before she dyed her hair, fucking an old man. This time, the old man was sitting on a chair and the girl was riding him. No doubt she was alluding to how she and Gerard had done it the night of the company Christmas dinner, in the early hours of Thursday morning into Friday. What was most disturbing to me was that the girl was holding the old man's face in her hands and kissing him. The kiss, for me, is more important than the fucking. Gema knew me well. She had added a text to the image: 

	"What excites my husband the most and at the same time worries him as a cuckold, is when I kiss with another man. The worst he gets is imagining how I kiss my boss, as if he were a lover, despite the age difference." 

	Was Gemma trying to tell me something or was she just doing it to sting me? The nice thing about writing the story instead of telling it out loud was that it allowed her to premeditatedly select her words. Literarily, the blog didn't live up to his book. But it was clear that, at key moments, he made a conscious choice of words. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Yesterday Gerardo called me into his office and ordered me to pull up my skirt. I hesitated only a moment and without further delay, I obeyed. I slowly pulled it up, hoping to give him a pleasant surprise when he saw that I wasn't wearing panties. Or a not so pleasant surprise. I know he wants me to wear panties. But what am I going to do? I'm a bad girl. I deserve to be punished. 

	-I figured you were that kind of woman. I want you to dress like what I bought you. I got you panties, didn't I? I like panties; I like that they can be pulled aside, that you can take them off in front of me or that I can pull them down for you. From now on, unless I explicitly tell you otherwise, I want you to wear them. 

	His words surprised me, even though it wasn't the first time he had said something like that to me. What man doesn't get turned on knowing that the woman is without panties? I was about to pull my skirt down again when her voice interrupted me: 

	-Wait. While you're at it, let's keep a souvenir of this. 

	He took out his cell phone and took a picture of me, there in his office, with my skirt up, showing my naked sex, framed by the garter belt and stockings. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tomasb: 

	"Have you ever considered putting a chastity belt on your husband to control his masturbation?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I've already done it! He doesn't wear it all the time, though. We go in periods. Sometimes he plays that game for months and sometimes he doesn't." 

	  

	Daniel didn't wear it all the time, but lately he has been wearing it almost all the time. As I responded to this comment, I remembered that, at first, I was reluctant to get him to wear it. In fact, I had maneuvered through Silvestre to get him to put it on for the first time. And then I had told Daniel that it was Luis Alberto's doing. But, in reality, I was hiding behind them. 

	I should have discovered that much earlier. He should have put it on much earlier. The man's chastity device was the best invention for the woman. It robs the man of the ability to masturbate, something they always have so much of, it makes them focus on the woman and makes them forget about their penis to focus on the whole woman's body and not just the pussy. Daniel was happier since he was wearing it. However, at the moment, he was not wearing it. The risk of being discovered was too great and the consequences too embarrassing. {What would his mommy say?} 

	  

	*** 

	  

	wmraim: 

	"When erect, what is the size of your nipples - sunflower seed, peanut, grape or date? We have a lady at work whose nipples come out the size of a date. If they are in the morning, they only last a short time, but if they are in the afternoon, the show lasts all day." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, it depends on the degree of excitement. Sometimes they are more erect than others. I would say normal to large." 

	  

	This user was being one of the followers who asked the most questions. I loved getting questions on my blog. It allowed me to add some details or clarify some things for my husband's benefit. Daniel still refused to ask me questions at home. Of course, I had been the one to refer him to the blog, but I had done so without thinking that we would both take it to the extreme that, really, everything I told my husband about Gerardo would be through the blog. At least he has stopped insisting and re-insisting, opposing what I am doing. 

	But sometimes I had trouble understanding what wmraim was trying to explain. My English was pitiful and his Spanish was little better than my English. Why was he following my blog? He had told me once before: he read what my husband wrote in the forum and from there he had come to my blog. I was tempted to ask Daniel if wmraim also asked him a lot of questions on his forum, but I suppressed it. If I had told him that with respect to Gerardo he had to be satisfied with reading my blog, it was not fair that I, now, asked him questions. I could look up the forum and, with Google Translate, read it. But I knew my husband. I needed that space of intimacy, if you could call writing in a public forum that way. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	wmraim: 

	"Can you tell us more about the movements of a fox? There always seems to be a delay when the bra comes off. You've hinted that your boobs fall out of your bra.Are they the size of tangerines, oranges, grapefruit, or coconuts? You've mentioned that when your nipples get erect, they stand out. What's it like to have the fake wooden teeth of an old fox chewing on them? Do you fondle them?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"What a trick Google Translate is playing on you! 

	I wear a size 85 bra, is that grapefruit or oranges? I've never thought about it in terms of fruit. 

	I don't know if you are asking me if Gerardo, the old fox, likes to caress my nipples. The truth is that he loves to do it and he really likes to see them, that's why I think his favorite position is me riding on top of him, with the light on." 

	  

	We had gone on vacation to town to celebrate Christmas with my parents and Daniel's parents. My boss had given me a few extra days of vacation, more than I was entitled to based on the short time I had been with the company. He had told me it was a gift. In any case, Christmas was a chance to disconnect from him and focus on the family, including Daniel. However, my blog did not stop and reminded me, at every turn, of what I had started and what it was.  

	{Can you imagine that your mother finds out about this? Can you imagine that you are writing in your blog from your cell phone, that you don't realize that she is behind you, reading what you are writing?} 

	 Actually, I think it would be worse if my mother-in-law found out.  

	[Well, it's not very difficult. They don't even need to read what you write. They just need to see the name of the blog. The rest, they can easily find out]. 

	What I was really afraid of was that our daughter would find out about all of this. I panicked at the thought that she might have found out not just about our sex life, but that she might have discovered my blog and be reading all of it. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	wmraim: 

	"Language is a problem. I'm a native English speaker. We have a fox and a hot wife. I expected the preliminaries to set off fireworks, but I read:  

	"I kissed him. I felt the disgusting taste of tobacco on his tongue. I took his glass of whiskey. I don't like this concoction, but at least this way I wouldn't taste it on my tongue when I kissed him." 

	Remember your seduction kiss in the hotel hallway in Barcelona? How did it feel to kiss a fox?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well... it was a mixture of excitement and disgust. The first kiss is special to me, even more than fucking. I felt turned on by the challenge of controlling my sex life, of expanding it, of doing something that, on the one hand, I didn't want to do, but on the other hand, I didn't want to accept that it could limit me. I felt dirty, knowing that I was doing it for money and I felt, at the same time, powerful, because I was able to make a man like Gerardo pay for me (he could get laid by any prostitute much prettier and younger than me and it would be cheaper for him). I felt very slutty, struggling between excitement and disgust.  

	If Gerardo had demanded it, as part of the agreement, it would have been different. But the fact is that he did not demand it, but let me take the initiative. Somehow, he managed, on the one hand, to humiliate myself by taking the initiative and, on the other hand, at the same time, he gave me to understand that I was in control of the matter. It would have been easier, but less exciting, if he had taken the initiative. I say easier, because then I would have some excuse in the face of my conscience. 

	I don't know why, but when I think about that first kiss, I start to wet myself." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tomasb: 

	"You're looking for pictures of women who look like you rather than men who look like them?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, I try to look for photos that have some resemblance to me. That's why I usually avoid blondes, except when the photo is really good." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema continued to be active, updating her blog almost daily. When she wasn't writing or answering questions, she was looking for images to schedule and post. It was undeniable that she was excited to publish her life in this way. It was no longer clear to her whether it was because she was talking about Gerardo or because she was narrating her adventures to the public in quasi-real time.  

	The worrying thing is that he was not content to air intimacies. I had been humiliated to read his response to a follower, telling him that I wore a chastity device. Of course, readers already knew that from his books. But that was, shall we say, part of the narrative. However, to answer her explicitly to a direct question from a reader, that seemed to me to be something different. I wasn't angry with her. But reading that about me in that way had left me upset for the rest of the day. 

	But Gema had gone further. It was no longer enough for her to comment on her life. Prudent as she used to be, she had posted a photo of herself on the blog, and to think how hard it was for me to convince her to include a photo of herself (without her face) in the print edition of her first book! It wasn't a sexual photo and you couldn't see her face. Her hair was strategically covering her face. It wasn't even a recent photo. She was still wearing her long black hair, just the way I liked it. What the hell is wrong with her to suddenly dare so much? Almost every day I would come across a new surprise on her blog. Maybe not every day, but she keeps me on my toes daily. 

	Not even during the Christmas vacations could we take a break from Gerardo. I have him in my soup and we have just started. A few days ago, Gema had published the following: 

	"A dick is a dick. When it's inside you, you don't ask its age, especially if you're looking pa' Cuenca." 

	He had done so accompanied by a moving picture, with an old man fucking a young woman in doggy style. The old man looked quite similar to Gerardo, if I remembered him well from the Palace Hotel. Gema had not shown me any pictures of him and the memory was beginning to fade. I was no longer sure if what I remembered was more the result of what I had seen with my eyes or of my imagination, influenced by the images that Gema had posted. 

	But the hardest post, for me, had been one in which she remembered her first kiss with him. I could literally feel that foul taste of whiskey and tobacco on my tongue. Yes, literally. Because, although fortunately, I could only imagine it, I could actually taste it on my tongue. I hated tobacco. Gema also hated it. That made it all the more incomprehensible that I kissed him in spite of it. I had once had a girlfriend. More like a flirt, actually. We had made out in my car, though without actually fucking. She smoked. And her mouth tasted disgusting. In the end, I broke up with her. Whiskey, on the other hand, I liked it mixed with a soda, cola or orange. But on its own, it was too much for me. In Gema's case it was worse. She couldn't handle strong drinks at all. Always, alcoholic drinks, had to be sweet to be to her liking. How could she kiss him despite their disgusting taste? How could she say she liked him? Above all, it was that: how could she like him? It had been barely an hour since Gema had posted a new entry on her blog. It was a picture of a young girl, holding an old man's face in her hands. They were kissing, with their mouths ajar. Actually, she was kissing him - that's an important nuance! You could see the girl's tongue in the old man's mouth. It was a sweet kiss. How is it possible? To this, Gema had added the following message: 

	"A reader has made me remember the first kiss with Gerardo, in the hallway of the hotel. It was my first sexual act with him and, although based on common standards it has been the least of them, for me, the first kiss always has a special meaning. I get wet remembering it, should I be ashamed of it?" 

	No, you don't have to be ashamed. You should never be ashamed, at least not with me. What I need is to understand. Because I don't understand. I don't know anymore if you do it for the money, for the morbidity, because for you it's a challenge or because you really like Gerardo. {Have you thought that it could be all that together?} 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New post on my blog: 

	"He doesn't know it yet, but I'm preparing a surprise for Gerardo (Daniel, honey, don't wait for me to go to sleep tonight). It's not something he asked me to do, it's my initiative. I know how to reciprocate when I'm treated well. And I know how to keep the boss happy..." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	By now, Gema must have suspected that I was receiving alerts on my cell phone every time she updated her blog. Otherwise, I couldn't understand her alerting me to something like that on such short notice. It was 4:40 p.m. on the afternoon of January 6 and I had just seen a post of hers addressed to me! His publication read: 

	"Surprise for Gerardo: 

	He doesn't know it yet, but I'm preparing a surprise for Gerardo (Daniel, honey, don't wait for me to go to sleep tonight). It's not something he asked me to do, it's my initiative. I know how to reciprocate when I'm treated well. And I know how to keep the boss happy..." 

	The text was accompanied by an image of a young woman, dressed as a sexy Santa Claus, kissing an old man, with a decorated Christmas tree in the background of the image.  

	Damn it, Gema, it's Three Kings Day! For those of you who are not familiar with Spanish customs, January 6th is a holiday in Spain. It is the day of the Three Wise Men, the three supposed kings of the Orient who brought gifts to the newborn baby Jesus. It is the day on which gifts are given to children. Theoretically, in Spain, they are not brought by Santa Claus. In practice, children receive gifts twice. But the Three Wise Men, since there are three of them, usually bring more presents than the lone Santa Claus. Certainly, our daughter was already older and passed on these traditions. But it was still a holiday to spend with the family. We had returned from the village after spending Christmas there with our parents. Gema had spent it hanging from her cell phone and posting things on her blog. I had spent it without a chastity device. I still had one more day of grace without the device, this very day of Epiphany, precisely this day you are going to see Gerardo! Tomorrow I had to go back to work. Tomorrow I had to put the device back on. 

	That posting was from three o'clock in the afternoon, but I hadn't noticed the notice and hadn't seen it until just now when I had jumped on the notice of a new posting. It was a moving picture, with a young woman riding an obese old man in bed. The woman was making every effort to move. Meanwhile, the old man was squeezing her tits. She seemed to be enjoying herself. The text that Gema had added read: 

	"This is Gerardo's favorite position. He likes me to ride him, while he looks at me, bruises and sucks my tits. And he likes good lighting, not caring that I prefer the dark..."  

	Just this morning, I had caught her talking to someone on the phone. I couldn't hear their conversation, because Gema had wandered off and locked herself in the bedroom. My suspicions were confirmed when I noticed that she had posted on her blog an image of a woman wearing stockings (the top of the stocking, where the garter belt hooks on, was visible, although, in this case, she was not wearing a garter belt), using an old phone. The accompanying text read: 

	"Calling..." 

	Calling who? It was clear! And it was even clearer to me. 

	What was most disconcerting, however, was the post she had posted on her blog the day before. It had left me cold. Damn it, Gema! I hope you're just messing with me. The image had no text. Nor did it need to. On this occasion, the saying that a picture is worth a thousand words was true. Fuck, Gema! It was the image of a young woman, completely naked, riding a man. The man was sitting on a sofa. And the girl was pregnant! You could see her belly and that vertical line that usually appears in the middle. Her breasts, especially her nipples and areolas showed clear signs of pregnancy. Gemma, please tell me that all this is nothing more than a macabre joke in bad taste!  

	{And if Gerardo got her pregnant, what would you do? You know it could happen, either premeditated or by accident}. 

	 

	


Chapter XIII - The Gift of KINGS 

	  

	"Beauty is something subjective, overrated and commercial. There are so many types of beauty and we ruin them by following stereotypes." - Anonymous  

	  

	  

	wmraim: 

	"There was a time when you were a frugal, prudent and devoted housewife. Now, not so devoted and maybe not so frugal. I'm just asking, do you cook and wash dishes?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, of course. I share with my husband the household chores, although, over time, since we started this hotwife game, more and more he takes care of these things and thus leaves me free time to prepare for my lovers." 

	  

	And since it has the chastity device it helps me even more. It is a cheap and easy to maintain appliance, much more efficient than a washing machine and a dishwasher put together. Why don't they sell them in appliance stores? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Kisses with Gerardo are always special. I don't like the taste of his mouth, because it often tastes like tobacco and I hate smoking. But, in spite of that, I feel something different, something that has never happened to me with any other lover (except for my first lover Silvestre and of course my husband Daniel).  

	[Let's see, you haven't had that many: Your first boyfriend. You did feel something special with him. You didn't love him as much as Daniel, but you loved him. That other guy in the car... you didn't feel anything special with him, all right. Luis Alberto... with that one you felt something special. You felt pain, because he used to bite you when he kissed you, just to tease you. The chubby guy Luis Alberto rented you for four bucks... you didn't kiss him. What else? Ah, yes! The imaginary lovers you had later, to fool Daniel and keep him happy. What did you feel with those]? 

	With my lovers, kissing was always just another part of sex, like sucking a tit, for example. It was just another part of the sexual act, something without any special meaning. But with my boss it was different.  

	Perhaps it was precisely because I was repulsed by its taste at first. Or, perhaps, because, next to him, I felt like a child. I wasn't kissing him because the contract demanded it. I wasn't doing it because that was what he expected of me. I was doing it because it provoked a strange emotion inside me, something that rekindled my innocence and confronted it with depravity. It's hard to explain. 

	This Friday night was no different. I showed up at Gerardo's door, dressed as a sexy Santa Claus. Normally, I would have dispensed with the panties, but Gerard liked to take them off. I suspect it was like a trophy, a symbol of triumph for him. Everyone has their fetishes. I had called him in the morning, telling him I wanted to give him his Epiphany present. He was being very good to me. He treated me with respect, valued and demanded my professional contribution at work and had given me extra vacation days. I know how to be grateful to those who deserve it. And I also knew that Gerardo didn't want a common prostitute waiting for his demands. He wanted a sexual and sensual woman, who, even if it was partly for money, knew how to seduce him and not just with her body. 

	Gerardo didn't object to the surprise, but it took him a while to open the door of his house for me. Once inside, I took him by the hand and stepped a little away from him, so he could look at his gift. I turned around so he could get a good look at me. I don't think I need to explain to you what sexy Santa costumes look like, or should I say sexy Mama Noelia? I moved closer and he automatically put his hand on my waist. My mouth was just inches from his, just the right distance so I could comfortably look into his eyes. His breath smelled of cigar.  

	-Do you like your gift? -I asked.  

	He only mumbled something unintelligible, though he suspected it had been a yes. 

	-This is only the beginning," I announced. I took his cheeks in my hands and kissed him. 

	I had warned him that this was only the beginning, after he admired my costume and before I kissed him. So far, I had never done it with him, but he deserved a special treat. 

	I carefully pulled down his shorts and took his penis in my mouth. It was still flaccid. I took it all the way into my mouth, sucking and feeling how little by little it became erect. That reminded me of the old days, my beginnings with Silvestre, when I discovered how much I liked to feel a man's cock grow inside my mouth, the fruit of my attentions. 

	I didn't skimp on pampering. When you have a good boss, you have to take care of him. Even if he is a boss and as such, sometimes a bit of a bastard, remember the saying "who will come along and do you good". 

	After a while - in older men it seems to take longer - I began to taste his presemen. It was bitter and reminiscent of the smell of the tobacco he used to smoke. It was beginning to be his characteristic smell and taste, that of Gerardo's essence. I didn't like it. But it was his scent and that cheered me up. 

	I continued to suck him, trying to get used to the taste. I knew this would be the first time but not the last. However, I didn't want him to cum in my mouth. I wasn't ready for that yet and I thought Gerard would rather cum inside me anyway. 

	I got up to get a condom from my purse, but Gerardo stopped me. 

	-I have a present for you," he said, "Happy 2017! -he exclaimed, holding out an envelope. 

	Restless, I took the envelope to open it. What would it be? Money? A gift voucher? Plane tickets to some paradisiacal place? Would it be for me with him or for me with my husband? 

	I opened the envelope, nervous and expectant. Inside were two pieces of paper, neatly folded. One appeared to be the results of a blood test, like a blood test for cholesterol and blood sugar. The results column read "NEGATIVE" on all of them. Is that good or bad? The other sheet was a kind of letter from the lab. It said that Gerardo was free of sexually transmitted diseases. Oh, 2017! How had he been able to get the analysis and the results in such a short time and even more so during the festive dates in which we were immersed? {No doubt, he has a great interest and hastened it}. 

	-Happy 2017! -Gerardo wished me, smiling. 

	Gerardo's gift had caught me completely off guard. Of course I remembered and had in mind that this year I wanted to do it bareback, but I didn't expect it to be so soon, the first week of the year hadn't even passed! My boss was in a hurry to deposit his old sperm inside my body! 

	-No, it still can't be," I managed to tell him, when I recovered from my surprise. It's not just the transmission of diseases, it's.... 

	-Don't you want to get pregnant by me? -he finished my sentence for me. 

	I slowly shook my head. 

	-I assumed you'd be on the pill. 

	-I have started taking it, but it is not safe until a month has passed. 

	-So...? 

	I sat on top of him, the way he liked it.  

	-Don't worry," I whispered in his ear and kissed him.  

	I knew what I had to do. Maybe I wasn't ready for it so soon, but when are you really ready? It wasn't his fault that I had only started taking the pill a couple of weeks ago. I had promised her that in 2017 she would be able to cum inside me. I keep my promises. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Throughout the afternoon, Gema had continued to post images. One of them showed a naked woman in the bathroom. The text read: 

	"Getting ready for Gerardo." 

	The posting of the image roughly coincided with her getting ready in the bathroom. She is getting ready for him. Of course she was getting ready for her lovers. Evidently, she had been getting ready beforehand for Gerard. But seeing it written made me feel a knot in my stomach. I had the real Gem, in my house, preparing for him. And I had the Gem of the blog, getting ready for him too. Fuck, this is better than that Big Brother show. 

	Fortunately, it had all been a false alarm. And by everything I meant the image of the pregnant woman. Gema had published it to sting me. Do I look like I'm getting on my nerves with all this? I can't tell you anything about Gerardo, because he has forbidden me to do so. And if I do, I will be severely punished. It's not the erotic spanking anymore. {Your problem is not that you have an opinion. Your problem is that, when you do it, you are very insistent}. It had been a false alarm, because Gema had been posting other images that made it clear what she really intended. And that reassured you more? Evidently, it reassured me. What's worse than getting pregnant by that old man? {Well, you said it well. A lot of things are worse than that. That he's old, indicates that he has good genetics that have allowed him to survive to that age, at least. That's something not everyone can boast about. And then, if she got pregnant by him, the child would inherit a fortune. Don't you think it would be worse if she got pregnant by a 20-something street sweeper?} Look, I'd rather not comment on that! 

	Gema had been posting images of blowjobs. So, I was going to give her a blowjob. That was going to be Gerardo's Epiphany present. And what's mine? One of the images posted especially caught my attention. I knew the film they were taken from. Yes, okay, I have a good pornographic culture... It was from an Italian movie, a classic. I saw it only because I love the Italian language... {Yes, of course. The actress had an excellent pronunciation, while she was sucking it. I think those little noises are universal. Really, you should stop with the porn. I don't like that} I don't watch it anymore! Ever since Gema caged me consistently, I barely watched porn. Her blog is enough for me! The old man looked like a disgusting mafioso. I couldn't remember anymore if in the movie he really was. {What did you notice then?} He was sitting on a couch. The woman was kneeling between his legs, giving him a blowjob. She still had her panties and bra on. She had a very nice body. {I see. You noticed that!} The old mobster had one hand resting on her head, with which he controlled her rhythm. The expression on his face was really disgusting. He had a certain resemblance to Gerardo. I can hardly remember what he really looks like anymore. My memories are mixed up with my imagination and with Gema's publications. It was easy to imagine my wife like that. Unfortunately, too easy. It was easy to imagine her giving a blowjob to that rich old man who was taking advantage of her. 

	Gema had posted a multitude of images, most of them with women giving blowjobs. She had planned them in advance, no doubt. How long had she been planning them? She hadn't told me anything! There was another one that had caught my attention. The man, on this occasion, was nowhere to be seen. Fortunately. It was not known whether he was young or old. But what was known was that he was rich. The woman (smartly dressed) was giving the man (in a suit) a blowjob on a plane. It seemed to be a private plane. What are you trying to tell me with this, love? Do you want to remind me that Gerardo is rich? Well, you should know that his company is not doing so well! But since you won't let me tell you anything about it... 

	{Hey, you masturbated, didn't you? You've taken advantage of the fact that you're not in a cage and you've been banging her. Whenever you do it, you increase the level of your protests regarding Gerardo. Do you want to understand once and for all that it's her decision}? 

	My little voice was right. I had masturbated, but I didn't come! I reserve that for Gema. I had my wife's permission to do so. I had posted a message that said: 

	"Masturbate! While you think about what I'm doing with Gerardo... But remember you don't have permission to cum. Your beloved wife." 

	The word masturbate was not written by her. That was an image she had reblogged. But the rest of the text she had added. 

	{Pathetic, isn't it? You masturbating while she's fucking an old man. And on top of that you do it watching images of old men getting blowjobs from young women}.  

	I swear, if I could turn you off like Gema sometimes does with one of her two little inner voices, I would! 

	This time, I didn't feel like distracting myself by cleaning the house. He told me to masturbate! I felt weird, thinking about what I was doing. The kissing, the blowjob... that seemed worse than getting fucked. Which they will do too... 

	Gema had just posted another new image. She had left it programmed, no doubt, like the others. This one was different. And I couldn't tell if it was better than the others, it was much worse! It showed a not very old man playing chess. He was not old, but he was bald. For all intents and purposes, he is an old man. On the other side of the board, there was a woman. They were in a park, outdoors. They were both looking at the chessboard with concentration. Gerardo was moving a piece. {Gerardo?} Well, no! I mean, yes, it's him. It's obvious. It's not him, but it is. You know what I mean, don't you? The woman was wearing an elegant dress. But it was slung off one shoulder and she had an exposed breast. Either she hadn't noticed - so focused was she on the game - or she didn't care. {Maybe it's some kind of strip chess. For every game lost, the loser has to take off a garment} What a stupid thing to say! {No, not at all. Think again}. The man was Gerardo and the woman Gema. That was clear. And chess represented an intellectual game. An exchange of intellects. A negotiation! And the one who lost was exposing something intimate to the other. He was giving up his intimacy. He was removing a barrier. And Gemma was losing! 

	For things of the intellect you have me, love! For that you don't need a lover! 

	What is he stripping you of? What part of your soul are you giving him, love? 

	I couldn't take my eyes off that image. On some level, it was more pornographic than all the others put together. Except for the kissing ones. 

	Gema had just posted a new image. It was after eleven o'clock at night. I don't think she programmed this one. She had it saved and released it now, manually. The image showed a young woman with her mouth open, with semen on her cheek and on her tongue. Do you want to tell me she has cum in your mouth?  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Why don't you upload pictures of yourself with him? Or post one of you; it doesn't have to be naked. Just to know what you're really like. Greetings a fan who reads all your stories." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm too shy for that. It has already been a big step for me to publish part of my life here. I'm afraid you're going to have to settle for the cover of my book. I hope it gives you an idea of what I'm like, even if it's from the back. At least until the next book, on whose cover I'll have to put a picture of me again."  

	  

	Daniel had convinced me to have a photo of myself on the cover of the first edition of my first book. He had also convinced me to publish a photo of myself on the pages of the first edition of the printed book. 

	What this anonymous reader didn't know was that, on my blog, I had snuck a photo of myself. I could have told him, but I preferred not to. I didn't feel ready for it yet. I had been tingling with the mischief of posting a photo of myself. But that didn't mean I had to tell everyone, trumpeting it loudly, that that was me. Anyone with eyes to see would notice, or at least have a suspicion that that might be me. (In successive editions, we have changed the cover and removed my photos from the printed book, but the initial image from the first edition is still circulating around; specifically, my blog still has the original announcement). 

	  

	*** 

	  

	On Saturday, when I returned home after spending the night with Gerardo, Daniel was waiting for me, as he always does when I come home from being with a lover. He was eager to make love to me, to claim me, to make me his woman again. Honey, I am ALWAYS your woman. And he was also eager for me to tell him what I had done and how I had done it. 

	Daniel looked at me with a cocktail of feelings. His face reflected relief and anger at the same time, also excitement and the desire to hear from my lips the details of my last encounter with Gerardo. 

	-I'm not going to tell you anything, if that's what you expect," I said provocatively, "You'll have to wait like everyone else for me to write it and post it on the blog. 

	For the first time, I saw insecurity on my husband's face. I had not seen that expression on him when he was dating Silvestre or even Luis Alberto, much less with my imaginary lovers that I had had afterwards.  

	I was about to take it back, when my husband submissively replied, "Yes, love. I understand. 

	The expression on his face had left me as puzzled as his response. The initial anger and the relief at seeing me, I understood. It was what I expected. After all, I hadn't told my husband that I would be spending the night away at Gerardo's house. That hadn't exactly been my plan. My intention had been to give my boss the surprise Epiphany present and return home. But Gerardo had held me back. And it wasn't hard for him to do.  

	After he cum in my mouth, I was still horny. I had focused on him and had not yet cum. Taking him in my mouth, I had been extremely aroused, as much as I had been initially repulsed by the idea of doing it. I had felt depraved. Depraved and dirty. A good girl doesn't put dirty things in her mouth An older gentleman's shriveled penis is not what a girl with a good Catholic upbringing should be sucking. In the pussy, the differences in cocks disappear or are attenuated, but in the mouth they are much more palpable, both tactilely and in terms of taste. I had been kicking around the idea of giving her a blowjob for a while. I knew I would have to do it, at some point. I fantasized about crawling under his office desk, unzipping his fly and... And as much as it turned me on, it repulsed me. And the more I recoiled at the thought of his wrinkly old cock in my mouth, the more I was turned on by the idea of doing it. The height of my psychological barrier spurred me to overcome it. In the end, not only had I sucked him off, but he had cum in my mouth. The taste had been... peculiar. My mouth full of his old semen and my wet pussy were proof of my degree of depravity. Gerard did not find it difficult to take advantage of my state. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New post on my blog: 

	"Sometimes I'm surprised to see my reflection in the mirror." 

	  

	The text was accompanied by a naked woman, kneeling on a bed with a red sheet, contemplating herself in a full-length mirror. 

	  

	If I think about where I come from, I often do not recognize myself. If I think about where I am going, even less. But there is a desire inside me that I cannot repress. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I undressed my wife in haste. I needed to feel her skin. I needed to smell her. I needed to taste her. I needed to make my wife mine again, not only with my penis, but also with my hands and with my lips. I used to take these things more calmly, more sensually. But I could not suppress my desire. I should be angry with her, but all I want is to make her mine again. I had a knot in my stomach and a tingling all over my body. I had slept through the night. I only knew that I loved her and that I felt small next to her. It wasn't a bad feeling. But I also had knees like flans. I always had something to differentiate myself from her lovers. Or them from me. But now, what do I have? I only have the age. In return, I don't have their money. {You fool! You have something much more important: You have their LOVE!} 

	Gema had been worrying me all night. She had given no sign of life. I sensed, from that picture she had posted, that she had arrived at Gerardo's house. And that she had successfully completed her work there. At least, the main job. That image he had hung did not seem to me that he had programmed it beforehand, but I could not be sure. He hadn't said anything about sleeping with him. Fuck, Gema! To give a blowjob, you go away, you do it and you come back. But he hadn't come home. And she hadn't told me. He had been about to call her. It would have been his thing. He could have had an accident, on the way home! At that time of night... But what was more likely, an accident or that he had slept over at her house? No, that hadn't been the reason for my concern. At least, it hadn't been the main one. What really worries me is the drift you're having with him. With an old man! I don't understand. Are you so attracted to his manner, his culture, his intelligence? That... I... 

	I wanted to see her in that sexy Santa Claus costume she had put on for him. Actually, I don't know if she dressed up for him. It's my fantasy that makes me believe she did. It's because of the pictures she posted. But more than that, I wanted to have her completely naked in front of me, to kiss every square inch of her skin, every crease. It was what I used to do, when I came back from being with a lover. But I felt that need to fill her with kisses from top to bottom, more imperative than ever. 

	At the beginning, in Silvestre's time, what I felt was the need to penetrate her, make love to her and cum inside her, filling her with my semen and thus displacing the imaginary semen of my rival. But I had learned to calm down. Gemma had taught me how she liked me to receive her, in those situations. I had learned to postpone my most instinctive needs and give priority to those of my wife. The caresses, the kisses... the adoration of her skin and her being. I wanted to penetrate her, but it made me happier to adore her. It hadn't been easy for me at first. Putting my cock where someone else had had it was no problem. But kissing it where someone else had licked it... sucking it where her lover's sweaty body had rubbed against it... or licking it where someone else had had his cock, even if it was with a condom... {Confess it: you played reticent, more than you really were}. I had understood that for Gema it was something important, more than on a physical level, on a psychological level. It was the best way to express to her my unconditional love for her, my desire and devotion. And my definitive approval of her sluttiness. The repetition had given rise to a ritual that reconnected and reaffirmed us in our roles: She is my wife and I am her cuckolded and spoiled husband. Gema had taught me with her usual tenderness and her recent discipline and seduction. She had educated me to overcome those disgusts that remained in the background, except in moments of maximum excitement. It was no longer something that worried me or particularly held me back. Quite the contrary, I was now disappointed, if he previously showered. When she did, it robbed me of the chance to show her my degree of devotion to her. My education had taken place after Gema had been with some male, with Silvestre and Luis Alberto, mainly, but also that pair of lovers for me anonymous that she had had afterwards. But Gema had also trained me through imagination. We had played that she would return from a date with a male and I would receive her. Although, in those cases, there were no smells or tastes of another male, my organism was just as eager to be able to breathe in and savor the essence of sex that other males had left on her skin and inside her. In the end, it was more a mental than a physical matter and that is why it was such a strong need. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New post on my blog: 

	"Every man tastes differently. Gerardo's presume doesn't exactly taste good (it could be the tobacco or the whiskey or his age), but tastes are a matter of habit. I am generous to those who are generous to me." 

	  

	The text was accompanied by a moving image of a woman sucking a man's glans, staring at the man. The perspective of the image is that of the man, who is thus confused with that of the viewer. 

	  

	No, I didn't like the taste of Gerardo. But I was sure I would learn to get used to it. If instead of thinking in terms of good taste or bad taste I thought in terms of that this was his taste, I would end up liking it. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Daniel had begun to kiss my skin with unusual agitation. I had the feeling that I was trembling inside. It was delicious to feel how his tongue traveled some of the same paths that hours before my boss's had traveled, to feel how he sucked the same nipples that shortly before my boss had eagerly sucked. In those moments, I felt like a woman, complete, loved and desired to the extreme. A special warmth ran through my body and nestled in my heart, reminding me how much I loved this man, my husband. 

	Suddenly, Daniel stopped. 

	-Did you take a shower? -he asked. There was an odd tone in his voice. I wasn't sure if it was suspicion or something else. 

	-Of course not," I replied. I knew he liked to smell the scent of another man on my skin. I wasn't sure if I could really smell him. Possibly, he could only imagine it, but, for all intents and purposes, it didn't matter. What I did know was that he would be able to smell the scent of soap on my skin. I could not and would not fool him with that. [The smell of Gerardo, surely he is able to detect it too, and with ease]. 

	Daniel frowned and moved a few inches away from my skin. He stayed like that, still and hesitant, for several seconds. What was this all of a sudden? Is it because it's Gerardo? 

	Finally, he resumed his kisses. Maybe it was my imagination, but I had the impression that he did it with less ardor than at the beginning, and even with less enthusiasm than on other occasions. 

	-Oh! You are unique. You do it so well. Only you know how to make me feel loved," I encouraged him to continue. I felt my husband colder than usual. Kiss me there too. You know where I like it. 

	Daniel had learned to do not only cunnilingus, but also analingus. I liked to feel his tongue there. It's a dirty, depraved thing. The pleasure was both physical and mental. Feeling his tongue on my clitoris, gave me great physical pleasure. Daniel had learned to bring me to orgasm with his tongue. In his early days, coinciding with my beginnings as a hotwife, Daniel had been clumsy, when it came to using his tongue on my sex. Sylvester knew how to eat my pussy much better than Daniel. But with Daniel, even then, much of the pleasure had been psychological. It was even more so now, when his tongue did not settle for my clitoris, but went deep into my vagina, there where another man, hours before, had thrust his cock to orgasm (with a condom, for now).  

	As for my anus, that was a part of my body that my husband kept off-limits, except for his tongue. My ass was only for my lovers. Not even as a plan B was my ass going to be for you, Daniel. It had been with Silvestre and then with Luis Alberto. And it would be with Gerardo too. Daniel knew he would never penetrate my ass. That prohibition stimulated him. He might worship my rear entrance with his tongue, but he would never enter there. Never. There were things that were only for lovers. There was something to distinguish a cuckold, as he liked to call them, from a cuckold. It was enough for my husband that, on occasion, I would give him a blowjob and let him cum in my mouth. It didn't happen very often, but sometimes I would treat him to that gift. {Hypocrite! You only did it so you could give him a white kiss and start educating him to eat his own cum after cumming}. 

	Daniel knew that if he wanted to make love to me, if he wanted to ejaculate inside me, if he wanted to claim me and make me his again, he had to complete the ritual and so he did, although I had the feeling that he did so with less enthusiasm than usual and that he needed constant encouragement from me.  

	I'm afraid I'm going to have to take matters into my own hands so that my husband doesn't lose his good habits. {That's right. Now it's more important than ever}. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"My sexuality. I live it freely. I exploit it, expand it and contract it as I feel like it. Thanks to my husband's support. I love you, Daniel." 

	  

	Accompanied by a black and white erotic image. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	borrego1: 

	"Haven't you considered putting your husband in chastity or forbidding him to have sex so that he will re-evaluate your reunion? PS: excellent blog." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Can you read my mind?" 

	  

	Maybe it was just a coincidence, but every time Daniel had his little chick on the loose, he tended to revert to his old taciturn attitude. We had spent the Christmas vacations half the time with his family in town and half the time with mine (I think I mentioned before that we are from the same county). As a precaution, to avoid being discovered, I had allowed my husband to spend those days without the chastity device. Then, on his return to Madrid, I had allowed him, as a reward, to remain free until the return to work after Reyes. I had given him permission to masturbate while I was with Gerardo, but on the condition that he did not cum. I didn't know if he had cum or not. At first, the enthusiasm with which he had received me indicated that he had obeyed me. But then, the reluctance he had shown during our reclamation ritual had made me doubt. 

	Without a doubt, Daniel was better off in a cage. I must be stricter with him. I'm too good and dumb. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Gerardo is cheating on you! 

	-What do you mean, he's cheating on me? -my wife exclaimed, jealous.  

	I shook my head. I was trying to make my wife see the reality of the situation. But all she cared about was that the old man was with another woman. Gema had always been very jealous. She is so different from me in this. It hadn't gotten any better with the hotwife lifestyle. There was a contradiction there that didn't lack irony. But I wasn't in the mood for irony. The situation was serious. 

	-Look! Here are the company's balance sheets!  

	I offered her some sheets of paper I had printed out, but Gema made a gesture of refusal. 

	-Where did you get that? -She asked, more concerned about the where than the content. Are you spying on me? Don't you trust me? 

	Of course I trust you. But as for your judgment, I don't trust that one blindly. It's not the first time you've made a serious mistake. {The serious error of judgment was yours. It all started with Silvestre. You chose him. With him came Luis Alberto -I know you mean him. And with Silvestre came also Nuria. You cheated on Gema with her}. Gema still hadn't forgiven me for that. It had been an unimportant episode, in a complicated situation, provoked by her. But she was very jealous. {Don't blame Gema. Gerardo also came with Silvestre. He introduced him to her. Everything has its origin in YOUR first decision}. 

	-There are databases, companies that do this. I subscribed and... 

	-Did you subscribe to spy on me? -Gema exclaimed, incredulous. She was very suspicious of everything about Gerardo, especially when it was something potentially negative. 

	-The company can't afford to pay you," I tried to explain calmly, trying to control my anger. We were about to argue, if we weren't already. 

	-Of course! Surely I'm the highest paid in the company," said my wife, "Surely if it goes bankrupt it's my fault. 

	-No, it's not that. Don't you understand? The time will come when you will have to review expenses and eliminate the superfluous ones. 

	-Superfluous? Are you calling me superfluous? -exclaimed Gema, irritated. 

	-No, honey, no. -I tried not to raise my voice, but I was finding it difficult. You are crucial to me," I said in a conciliatory tone. It was the truth. It was and is. Please read the report. At least you will learn things about the company that can be useful in your work. 

	Gema reached out and took the sheets of paper he was offering her. At least she had managed to arouse his interest, albeit with an argument that was not really what she wanted him to understand. 

	-I bet Gerardo didn't tell you this," I mumbled. 

	Big mistake! My words set my wife on fire and she looked at me indignantly and angrily. 

	-He is an excellent person! -he exclaimed, defending my rival. 

	A rival? Why do I say that? Is he just your boss, a lover, a goreador, a...? 

	-Look, the company is owned by two partners. Half of it belongs to Gerardo. The other half belongs to a guy named Tiburcio. Fuck, what a weird name! -I added, mostly to try to make my wife smile. The name sounded like tubercle to me. And tuber sounded like ass to me. Someone with a name like that couldn't be very graceful. What do you think will happen when... Tiburcio... reviews the operative with Gerardo? How long do you think your boss will be able to defend an unusually high salary for a secretary in times of crisis? Or do you think Tiburcio will understand that your salary is not that high, considering the services you provide?  

	What I was missing, that Gema had to provide these services also to Gerardo's partner! Another old man... They were both about the same age. It was in the report. 

	-What are you getting at, Daniel? 

	Isn't it obvious, Gema? Can't you see it? Or do you prefer not to see it? How could you let yourself be fooled by that old man? 

	-Gemma..." I took a breath and sighed. I had to find the right words, otherwise... -Look, you like long-term relationships. That's what you liked with Silvestre. 

	My wife's eyes sparkled. Wrong word. She still hasn't forgiven me that Silvestre was a tetra.  

	-That's what you're looking for with Gerardo, too. That's what you told me. I understand. You know I support you. I prefer it that way too; you know that. But it's unsustainable. It's a question of numbers. If it only depended on Gerardo... But it's not only his decision. You understand that, don't you? Surely Gerardo, being as smart as you say he is, knows it too. -I gestured with my head, pointing my mamola at the report. Then I sighed a little exaggeratedly and shook my head, "I'm sorry, but I'm afraid that as soon as your probation period is over....  

	-What's wrong with you is that you're jealous! -I don't know what's wrong with you and why you're jealous all of a sudden. But you'll have to learn to deal with it. I make the decisions now, not you. I see you haven't figured it out yet.  

	-He's just using you, Gema," I tried to warn her. 

	-Maybe I want to be used," my wife said to me, with an astonishing coldness. And as for Tiburcio... that's easy to solve. I'll come to an agreement with him. 

	Gema turned and walked away, leaving me stunned. In the doorframe, before closing it, she turned her head and said to me: "And I don't want to talk about it again! Tonight you go back to the cage. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"Honey, when you behave immaturely, it makes me want to buy you a pacifier. We'll talk about it." 

	  

	The text was accompanied by a cock-shaped pacifier. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I am losing my wife. Gema was obsessed with Gerardo. Surely, if he farts, it even smells good to her. I made a face of disgust. I hadn't meant to say that. What I had meant was that Gema was fine with everything Gerardo did. She didn't see the danger. Or she didn't want to see it. He would use it and throw it away. And he'd go for the next one, for the novelty of the moment. And it would hurt him. No matter what information I gave him about it or how I told him, we would always end up arguing. Maybe it's better that he only tells me things through the blog. I almost prefer it. That way we don't have to argue. I should do the same, somehow. 

	We ended up with a discount and I ended up with a red ass. Gema had put the chastity device back on, as she had announced. I had also had to put my panties back on. And she had also disciplined me. She had forced me to get down on all fours on the floor. He had pulled my panties down to my hips. And he had whipped me angrily with that whip he had. It had hurt. He had put all his energy behind it. 

	"Who's in charge?" he had asked me. 

	"You, love," he had replied. 

	"Who decides?" he had insisted. 

	"You, love," he had replied. 

	"Who do you want to lead?" 

	"Your love." 

	Gemma had continued to whip me and ask me the same questions, until she managed to stamp questions and answers on my soul. The strange thing was that I was grateful to her for doing so. I recognized that I was unhappy when she tried to take control and that, in return, I was happy when I left the reins in her hands. But I could do no less. I was the way I was. 

	{What you are is an ungrateful idiot. As soon as you cum, you're back to your old ways}.  

	I had to trust her. Just because she was beginning to show signs of being crazy about Gerardo, didn't mean she didn't love me. And that the old man only wanted to take advantage of her... I had to trust that Gema, even if she didn't look like it, was actually two steps ahead. She often seemed much more fragile than she really was. 

	After the spanking, he had sent me against the wall. On his knees and with his hands behind his head, he had sent me to reflect. At least he had been kind enough to let me stand on the sheepskin. I had remembered how, on the morning of the previous day, Saturday, we had made love, on her return from Gerard's house, twelve hours after she had gone to see him. I had kissed her all over her body, as I usually did, though somewhat reluctantly. I had cum before she came. She had given me permission to masturbate, but not to cum. I had masturbated, thinking about her. And I had accidentally cum. I'm sorry, love. My libido had dropped. Although I had received her with great enthusiasm, then I had not been able to get the image of Gerardo out of my head. The image of her sleeping with him, holding him. With my libido low, it had affected me. I am a fool. We had made love and I had cum in her. Glorious! I had made her mine again. And then, despite my reluctance, I had given her a new orgasm with my tongue. Finally, Gemma had embraced me. "I love you," she had whispered to me. And we had fallen asleep, cuddled together. That same Sunday morning, I had posted a picture of a woman painting a heart with red lipstick on her belly. Gema had added the following text: "I love you, Daniel! You can't even imagine how much." And a few hours later we had had the row. Because of me. 

	While I was meditating, staring at the wall, she had laid down on the bed. 

	"What... what are you doing?", I had asked her with a lump in my throat, because of the spanking. I still had my panties down and my ass was on fire. Are you going to look at my red ass, while I ponder? 

	"I'm going to update my blog," he had replied. "We won't talk about Gerardo again," he had added. "You can read my blog and ask me questions through it. I'm sure my followers are very interested in your questions and comments. I encourage you to do so," he had sternly assured. "Daniel," he had later commented in a sweeter tone, "I value your opinion, sincerely. You can always have your say. In fact, I'm counting on you to do so. I mean here, with me, not through the blog. I haven't punished you for that. I haven't chastised you for voicing your opinion or giving me advice. I have done it because you are tiresomely insistent and, by doing so, you show that you don't trust me. We must control this stubbornness of yours, for this to work". 

	"I know," he had replied, looking at the wall. 

	Gema was right. I was a stubborn fuck. I always had been. I had done well with my stubbornness. In my studies, in my work... I had achieved great success by insisting and not giving up. I also conquered you that way. I had to wait for years until the right moment. If I had thrown in the towel at the slightest difficulty... For it to work, I had to stop being so stubborn. Now she was in charge. That was what I wanted. I felt better that way, even if I rebelled from time to time. Things are not easy. Some things cost me. For it to work... for her to be in charge, for me to be submissive, for me to be happy, for both of us to be happy. But also to make it work for her and Gerardo. 

	Why do I see him as a rival, why do I think he is going to use it and throw it away and yet I think he wants to take it from me? 

	{Why don't you understand that no matter how much she flirts with another man, she will always love you? She has already proved it to you in the past}. 

	Gema had continued to update her blog. Perhaps they were images she had chosen lying on the bed, while I was on my knees, ass red hot, staring at the wall. Pondering. You're right, love; you're right.... 

	Some of what he had posted was disturbing. The least - I had almost gotten used to them - were pictures of girls fucking old men. There was one with the old mustached man sitting on a couch and her riding him. It looked so much like the scenes I had described. But the worst part was the text she had added to it, "It could be Gerardo, except my boss has the hairiest body." With so many images alluding to him, I no longer knew what he looked like, really. Another image, with a girl lying on an old man, with her face in his hands said, "I kiss him." Why do you kiss him, if you don't like him, why? Then, there was another one with a particularly ugly, hairy old man, fucking a young girl in different positions, with her apparently enjoying herself. There were several moving images. The most shocking to me was one where they were doing it in the missionary position. Gema had never described them doing it that way, but it was my favorite position. Gema had written, "He lacks the mustache to be Gerard." I had a blurry picture of him. I could no longer remember if he really had a mustache or if my wife was just teasing me. Mustache? Since when do you like mustaches? Since when do you like kissing them? There was another one, with a girl riding a seated old man, also with the old man's face in her hands. It was a repeated image in her blog, but Gema had added a new text: "Look how she kisses him. Isn't it beautiful?" That image, I had already mentioned above, had caught my attention. Apparently, my wife had also particularly liked it and had repeated it, either on purpose or out of carelessness. There was another image that was about kissing. Gemma had written, "He kisses her, but notice how she kisses him back." Of course, it was about an old man and a girl. There was vice on the old man's face and tenderness on the girl's face. I no longer knew if my wife published those images because she knew that for me kissing was important or because for her, kissing Gerardo, was important. 

	Those postings, as I had said, were the least disturbing. There were others that triggered my cuckold angst (a term I had learned in the forum where I sought to unburden myself) -the cuckold's fear- to unprecedented levels. The first of these was a series of moving pictures, with a girl masturbating on the bed, face down, as Gema used to do. My wife had not added any text of her own, but the text in English was simple: "Always thinking of you". Who, me or him? She had posted it on Monday at four o'clock in the afternoon, while she was supposedly at work. He had then posted another picture of an old man. It was the same ugly, hairy old man as the one in the images in which he had commented that he only lacked the mustache to look like Gerardo. This time, the old man was with two young girls. What do you mean by this, Gema?  

	In another, there was a nude woman (wearing heels), standing, while a man watched her from the background of the image. The man was not old, but he was bald and wore a shirt and pegged pants. He was watching her with his hands in his pockets. They were in a room with retro-looking furniture. On top of a glass table was a bottle of whiskey or cognac with two glasses. The woman had her hands behind her ass, as if she had them cuffed, but that was not visible from the angle of the picture. She had a submissive look, directed to the floor. But, above all, the chain with clamps on her nipples stood out. What is this, Gema? The image was the last of a series of three images, in which the girl was seen in different positions. In the first one, she was kneeling in front of the man, with her hands behind her head. She was still wearing her dress, but she was already wearing the chain with clamps on her nipples. In the second, the girl was in the same position, looking at the man submissively, while he pulled up on the chain. What do you mean by this, Gema? I was no longer sure to whom these images were addressed. The woman masturbating, fantasizing, the two girls with the old man, the little BDSM scene... You're not watching this...? 

	But it didn't end there. Gema had posted another moving image, with a couple fucking. You could see that he was wearing a condom, something rare in porn. Yes, okay, I'm an expert... The disturbing text Gema had added read: "No more condoms with Gerardo..." They were going to do it bareback and it wouldn't be long before they did it! Things had sped up. {And it won't take you long to eat his cum}. 

	But no, that image and that text were not the worst. The worst was the next one posted by Gema, showing a woman in front of a mirror. I start with the text: "Can someone tell me what this woman is doing wrong? Seriously, I want to know what you think. I look forward to your messages. Send them at the link at the top of the page, the one that says: Ask me!"  

	  

	*** 

	  

	suzanne-richard: 

	"Regarding the woman in the mirror.... what she's doing wrong is getting married? Ha ha. Although if they are non-judgmental and healthy people then it can get very interesting ;) Cheers!" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, that was the photo trap, the obvious. There's nothing wrong with getting married, if it's to the right person, I don't regret it. I don't regret it. What would be the point of being a hotwife without being a wife? My antics would be meaningless if I wasn't married. They get meaning because of my husband. Although it may not seem like it, he is involved in all of them, in one way or another. 

	I'll give you a hint: it has to do with her dress. She's doing something that's not right for a slut. Come on, what could it be?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	What was that picture of the woman in white lingerie and a bridal veil for?  

	Gema, why did you choose precisely that photo? There are many others with women in stockings, corset and garter belt. Why, precisely, a bride, a woman getting ready for the wedding? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update of my blog: 

	"I'm fine. Stop worrying, but keep loving me." 

	  

	Accompanied by a black and white photograph of a woman's face, looking at the camera (at Daniel). The woman's expression was assertive. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema, how can I not worry about you? Those pictures, are they fantasies that you send to Gerardo? Does he know your blog? Or do you just send them to him and then publish them on the blog? I don't quite understand what you're doing and why. Why the two girls? Why the submissive? And, above all, why the girlfriend (with the excuse of the flaw in her outfit)? 

	How could I not worry about my wife? I had just posted an image with a sad-faced woman. As much as I said she was fine, the picture said otherwise. 

	Throughout all this, Gema kept posting images, thinking only of her boss. She had added several images with women putting on make-up or dressing up, usually in stockings and heels. One of them even had red hair. She had added the following texts to the images: 

	"Preparing work clothes. Gerardo loves the stockings. I'm only missing the garter belt." 

	"Getting ready to go to work on Monday." 

	"Getting ready for office Tuesday. Gerardo is very strict about work attire." 

	Between the blog, work and overtime, it was taking up a lot of his time. It was taking up more of her time than me, even more than our daughter. All this without taking into account the time that, at home, she fantasized about him, as she had indicated herself with the image of the woman masturbating. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Alberto: 

	"Hello Gema and Daniel, I'm Alberto. When I discovered your blog, I was fascinated, both by the story and the narrative you use. I read all the entries and every day I check if there are new ones. When you published the book, I bought it, not so much to read it, which I had already done, but rather to support you in the project, which seemed to me a most logical step." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you, it's much appreciated! If you haven't already, I would also heartily appreciate it if you would post a comment/rating on Amazon!" 

	  

	I loved the comments from my followers. My blog project was starting to take up a lot of my time, but it was proving to be very satisfying. It offered so many possibilities with my readers, my husband.... 

	  

	Alberto: 

	"I did not fit before the answer to your question of the bride's photo. Although the garter belt is worn as she shows, over the panties, for a slut who must be able to get out of the thong quickly and easily, it is a mistake. She should wear the panties over the garter belt. was that it? ;) A kiss to both of you... I'll try to make a comment to the last message you posted for your husband." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And we have a winner, the first to answer correctly! Imagine that you need to nimbly unhook, but you can't, because first you have to unhook the stockings from the garter belt, then the stockings will fall off as they are not hooked, so you have to hook them again or remove them as well. Even if you didn't mind the stockings slipping off, it would be unsexy if they weren't connected to the garter belt. 

	That, thinking in bed. But what if the horny guy, while partying with you, simply wants to take off your panties to keep a souvenir? 

	Garter belts are very sexy, but you have to use them correctly." 

	  

	I always wear my panties over my garter belt. It's a lesson I learned once with Silvestre. He didn't say anything to me, but I realized how impractical it was if the garter belt goes over the panties. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Congratulations gema your story; it is unique and got me. I have a question has Daniel gone down to the pylon yet?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I am not authorized to answer that question." 

	  

	Pylon? What exactly did it mean to go down to the pylon? If he meant that Daniel performed cunnilingus on me, the answer was yes. He even did it after cumming inside me. And soon he would do it after Gerardo did it. But for that, there were still several steps to go. First, I had to wait until the pill was effective and I could do it without a condom with my boss. I don't know if I'm more excited about Gerardo filling me with his cum or that Daniel is going to clean me next. Second, I had to deepen my husband's submission. I wasn't ready for that yet. And, third, I had to get Gerardo to agree to let my husband accompany me to his house, as a spectator. It was something he had committed to, when he hired me. More or less. But, just as I had asked him for some time to adjust to him, he had asked me for some time to prepare for that. [Asked? Girl, he bargained it for you!] I had to work hard with him, so that he would allow Daniel to come with me. I had to do my best. And Daniel, he had to be in a very submissive mode, to be quiet at home and not to bother. Gerardo was not Silvestre. I chose Gerardo. [Eh, well, yes, but... not exactly.] The most normal thing was for a man to be bothered by the presence of his lover's husband. 

	I had responded to the anonymous comment too tersely; I recognized that. Sometimes I lacked the time to answer everything in as much detail as I would have preferred (now, writing the book, I have more time to reflect and write). But it also happened that Daniel was irascible and I did not dare, at the time of writing the commentary, to air his intimacies. {Well, it was just what you should have done, to humiliate him and bring him into line. Didn't you want to deepen his submission?} 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New post on my blog: 

	"Honey, I am concerned that you are having a hard time accepting the reality and conditions of our relationship, which, by the way, you were the one who proposed and promoted them. 

	I know you like being a cuckold and that you usually enjoy a lot with my adventures (thanks for convincing me some years ago to be a hotwife), but you shouldn't be ashamed of it. I know you don't like me to publish my adventures, and even less your intimacies, although I find it hard to understand why you care so much, being behind the veil of anonymity of the Internet. Are you so ashamed of being a consenting cuckold? 

	I told you that everything I did with Gerardo you were going to know only through this medium and I intend to go ahead with it. I suggested that if you had any questions, you should ask them here, but I see that you refuse to do so. Is it out of shame?  

	At first I was ashamed to be a hotwife, Silvestre's slut, like you wanted me to be, but now I'm proud of it and I'm grateful that you insisted me to take the step. I want to return the favor and make you proud to be a submissive husband and spoiled cuckold. I am convinced that, even if it is uncomfortable at first, you will be grateful in the end. In any case, it is not optional. 

	You didn't like all my lovers. Some of them made you very nervous, but, deep down, that made you enjoy it more. But with Gerardo it seems to be different. Although you haven't verbalized it again since I disciplined you last time for your protests, I know you don't approve. But with that, it's not him you don't approve of, it's my authority to take control over our sexuality that you question. And that, at this point, I cannot allow. Remember, I was an innocent wife and it was you who turned me first into Sylvester's slut and then some. It was you who proposed the rules of the game. Now you must be consistent with it. 

	I want you to drop that mask of shame you hide behind and speak openly. I want you to do it here, where others can see you. I've done worse things with other lovers. Why are you so uncomfortable with what I do with my boss? Is it because he's older and unattractive, physically? Is it because he pays me for it? Is the leap from Silvestre's slut, which you wanted to have, to Gerardo's whore that big?  

	Tell me, what do you feel, knowing that his withered hands roam my naked body? What do you think when you find out here, on Tumblr, that his smelly tongue pokes into your wife's sweet mouth? What kind of emotions are triggered inside you when you read that, despite his whiskey and tobacco smell, I'm the one who grabs her cheeks with my hands and inserts my tongue inside her stinking mouth to kiss him gladly?  

	Can you breathe, when you know that I look sweetly into his eyes as I kiss him? I am no longer that woman who closed her eyes when she was kissed.  

	Do you know that, when I moisten her stale, desiccated lips with my saliva, my conjugal vagina starts to get wet?  

	What happens inside you, when you know that Gerardo will no longer use condoms with me and that his tired but still brave soldiers will be roaming my insides? First they have knocked down my back door -the one you have forbidden-, but soon they will also assault my mouth, the same one that kisses you. They will also assault my pussy, the same one that, from time to time, I do consider you deserve and that I let you enjoy with your little cock. Tell me HERE how you feel, when I bring home the essence of the man who pays a good part of our expenses. 

	I love you. You are my life." 

	  

	The message, obviously, was addressed to my husband, so let's see if I can get you to react and comment on this blog! The text was accompanied by a moving image, one of those that, I was sure, Daniel appreciated so much. It was of a young girl making out with a mature man, both completely naked on the bed and him with a nice big cock between his legs.

	 

	


Chapter XIV – The FRETTING Rope 

	  

	"Until we have seen someone's darkness, we won't really know who they are. Until we have forgiven someone's darkness, we won't really know what love is." - Marianne Williamson 

	  

	  

	Bach was playing in the background. The man looked up from his notebook, thoughtful. He was not paying attention to the music. He had played the music because it helped him to concentrate. In an almost mystical way, the man thought that good music stimulated the neurons. Even so, classical music was not his favorite. He played it only when he felt he needed to be alone with his thoughts. Classical music spoke to the brain, but jazz music spoke to the heart, and the man was determined to live life to the fullest, in his own peculiar way. The sarabande from the cello suite number one, in G major, BWV 1007, was playing, but the man was not consciously listening to it. If anything, unconsciously, he imagined himself playing a cello shaped like that extraordinary woman he had met, plucking those strings with his left hand and stroking them with the bow in his right hand. The man was a frustrated artist, who had lacked the right instrument to play the music he was composing in his head, but he believed that he had finally found his master instrument in that woman.  

	Had his friend Manolo or that woman been there with him, he could have told him that the zarabanda was originally a Spanish dance from the Baroque period, the origins of which were speculated to be Muslim. The dance consisted of sensual circles and gyrations. To the moralists of the time it seemed a lewd dance, invented by the devil. Had he been listening carefully, the man would have smiled at the time. What he intended to play with Gema was intimate, sexual music, but the moralists of any era past and present would have labeled it demonic. Even his own friend, Manolo, called him that on occasion, affectionately. 

	Gem, however, was not a perfect instrument. But it was the most promising one he had found so far. He had yet to prove to himself whether he could play the scores he imagined with it, but he had reason for optimism. The blemish on that beautiful instrument could be remedied. In a pinch, if he had no other choice, he could even live with that flaw. But for the moment, that mattered little. He was still in the preliminary tuning phase, to get an idea of whether he could take it as far as he intended. First impressions were promising, but master instruments had to be handled delicately and smoothly. For the moment, he had been able to see that the instrument's major flaw could be remedied, at best, or ignored, at worst. In the worst case, even if it was not ideal, he could live with that string he was fiddling with. It wouldn't be perfect, but he no longer had time for perfection. Too much time had already been wasted in his life. 

	The sound of sparks from the fireplace mingled with the music. Gerardo took a last look at his diary before closing it. He didn't write much, but he used to write down the essentials. As for the facts, he tended to be terse. He was more interested in writing down emotions and recording ideas. He was methodical about it. It helped him to think about where he wanted to go and to choose the right path. Good planning didn't guarantee anything, but it avoided many of the potholes he might encounter. And there were always potholes, although, so far, with Gema, he hadn't encountered any. But that only meant that there were all of them ahead. It wasn't a matter of finding a shortcut, but the path that most satisfied him. As with music, it was not about getting to the end of the piece, but about enjoying every note, every chord and every beat. The whole was as important as each individual element. That was something that tended to escape his friend Manolo. That's why his friend couldn't understand why he was taking it so easy.  

	Gerardo put the cap on the writing pen and closed it. He had written enough for that day. He had managed to get the woman to sleep with him, even though she had not planned it that way. Surprisingly, he had not found it too difficult to convince her. This woman was easily adaptable. That plasticity was what fascinated him. He wanted to model her. But he wanted to do it not because he had a final figure in mind, but because he enjoyed the process. The man knew the general shape he wanted her to have, but he didn't want a baked lump of clay, static and fragile. He wanted to feel the clay give way between his fingers over and over again. That was what he really enjoyed, the shaping process. He hadn't found it too difficult to momentarily readjust that string so that it wouldn't fret. The adjustment had not been permanent - he knew that - but it showed that - at least to some extent - it could be done. Like an expert luthier, he had adjusted the peg with extreme care and had slightly raised the bridge on that side to verify if the instrument's fault was, a priori, remediable. He had taken away her cell phone so that she could not use it and so that she could not tell her husband that she would be spending the night out with him.  

	The man carefully stored the diary and pen inside the safe hidden in the fireplace. For the moment, he had achieved enough. He was satisfied, but he knew that the biggest hurdles lay ahead of him. He would overcome them, as he had overcome almost everything that life had thrown his way. He was a man of success, although, in some things, he recognized that he had rather failed. But only those who give up fail, he thought. He could have used the laptop to make his notes. It was more convenient and, presumably, an encrypted file was more secure than a notebook in the safe. But in life, convenience was not always the most important thing. Ahead of it, there was authenticity. The man liked the feel of the paper and leather lining of his journal. And he liked the feel of the wooden fountain pen in his hand. There were certain things he preferred to write by hand. There weren't many, to tell the truth, but his thoughts were one of them. 

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter XV - G. and D. 

	  

	"Aren't you afraid of my darkness, my dear? Hades asked with mischief in his eyes. No, Persephone replied. You haven't even seen mine, yet." - Love Song of a Mad Girl  

	  

	  

	New posts on my blog: 

	  

	"I had never imagined that Gerardo would bugger me so soon. In fact, I didn't even think it would happen. In my experience, not many men try it. Possibly, many of them are not interested, others simply don't even think about it and others are afraid to propose it. Maybe we women are to blame for this, repressed, on the one hand, by what is supposed to be correct and what is not, and, on the other hand, horrified by stories about whether it hurts... 

	Daniel had never proposed to me, until my first lover took possession of my ass. Since then, he is crazy to get in, but he had for many years his chance and missed it. 

	I like it when a man takes the initiative to fuck me in the ass. I like anal sex, but I never propose it; I like it when a male takes what he considers his own. With Gerardo it was different. I still don't know why I reacted that way. I could have made excuses to him for not having unprotected vaginal sex and I'm sure he would have understood. But on this occasion I was the one who offered him my anus as a substitute for my vagina so he could fuck me without a condom. Why did I then offer it to Gerardo?" 

	  

	"My Epiphany gift last week to Gerardo. With a coat similar to this one I showed up at his house." 

	The text was accompanied by a girl dressed in a Santa Claus coat. 

	  

	"The rest of the sexy Santa costume was very similar to this one. Gerardo loves stockings with garter belts. He has a certain fetish for it. I think he loved it." 

	The text was attached to an image of a girl wearing a red corset that doubled as a bra and garter belt. She was also wearing red panties and white fishnet stockings. To round off the outfit, the girl was wearing red fingerless gloves, with white hair and the typical Santa Claus hat. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-So is it true that you dressed up for him? -I asked my wife, excited and jealous. 

	She had previously indicated on her blog that she would be wearing a sexy Noel girl costume, but had downplayed her credibility. He had taken it as typical opportunistic provocation to keep his audience interested. But, now, she had re-published two entries claiming that she had dressed up for him on Three Kings' Eve. It was true, therefore. 

	-That's what I wrote, isn't it? -answered my wife with a little smile on her face. 

	-And you're not going to dress up for me? -I asked, trying to be pitiful. I pouted, pretending to be jealous. I was jealous, but in a good way. In the end, I end up taking advantage of what he does with his mistresses. 

	-Don't you think it's a little late for that? -asked my wife. There was a hint of malice in her tone, "Christmas is long gone and Reyes is long gone too, don't you think? 

	I made my pouts bigger and made even more of a pitiful face. Gema sighed. 

	-Do you want me to dress up? Do you want me to get the sexy Santa costume out of the trunk? -She looked at me seriously. When are you going to comment on my blog? 

	It hadn't really been a question. I frowned. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New posts on my blog: 

	  

	"Do you want to know how I take care when I suck him off? You know what, if you want the details, you have to ask me here." 

	My question was accompanied by a moving image, with a woman greedily sucking the balls of a seated man. 

	Come on, Daniel! I know you want to know. I know you want to know how I sucked him off. Why don't you ask me (here)? 

	  

	"There's something special when you ride a man. You look into his eyes and see on his face that mixture of ecstasy and disbelief at his fortune. His hands run all over your body, from your buttocks, to your back, to your breasts and even your mouth. You have the initiative, but, at the same time, you are exposed to him. You expose not only your body, but above all your soul. You can no longer hide that, secretly, you are a slut and that you like to fuck: it is not him who is giving you, but you are the one who sets the pace, increasingly fast. 

	Gerardo always turns on all the lights. There is no place to hide his belly, his wrinkled skin full of moles, his gray hair, his yellowish teeth. And, in spite of that, I ride him and moan. I could say I feel nothing, that I only do it to please him, but my wet sex and erect nipples would give me away. He could be my father, but he almost looks like my grandfather. I see him and smell him and he disgusts me, but I kiss him and press my hips against him and get wet." 

	The text was accompanied by a young girl riding an older man sitting on a sofa. Will you comment the fuck up, Daniel? How do I have to provoke you to do it? 

	  

	"I would like to know your opinion: what do you consider more intimate? Kissing? Vaginal sex? Anal?" 

	My question was accompanied by a picture of a young woman mounted on an older man, in bed, kissing him affectionately. 

	  

	"A cuckold in chastity is a happy cuckold." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi. I would like to know how long and when you have the cuckold with his chastity cage on and what kind of chastity cage he uses. Lastly, to know if you have your keys on you while you fuck your lover." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, the time I keep him caged depends on the circumstances. Sometimes, because of his work, I have to release him momentarily, but I usually cage him again when he comes back from work. He is not always caged either. For example, we had not played this game for a long time -too long-. We spent the Christmas vacations with our parents and, as a precaution, I uncaged him. Now he's back in chastity and it's better than holy water: he's now much sweeter with me and, moreover, it puts a stop to his compulsive and selfish masturbation. It's something I recommend to every woman! 

	When he is caged, I usually keep him like this for at least three weeks. That's the time that, in my husband's case, it takes for the libido to increase and produce a change of attitude in him. From that moment on, he is much kinder, sweeter, less self-centered... My recommendation is one month, but it depends on each man. The maximum I've had him caged has been three months in a row (with momentary interruptions for supervised grooming). 

	We have yet to get our hands on a high end device. I understand there are some metal ones that make them to order. For the moment, we are doing well with the CB-6000. If anything, maybe it would have been better to have bought the CB-6000S (I don't know if being cornudin has shrunk his penis; maybe it's a natural beta reaction). 

	When he is caged, I do carry the keys with me. Firstly, as a security measure, so he doesn't look for them at home (we have a second emergency key in a signed envelope, so he would know if he has used it). However, the biggest high comes not when I'm fucking another lover and I'm carrying the keys, but when I'm with him and my husband partying and someone looks at or even asks about the key I usually carry hanging in my cleavage, especially if my lover has a hold of me and both he and my lover hear the question." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tomasb (answering a previous question): 

	"My opinion is that kissing is the most intimate - what do you think?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"For me, it depends a lot on the situation. For example, anal sex can become very intimate, depending on the context. If it is something that the husband is not allowed to do (as is my case) and only a certain goreador, I think it can be very intimate, because it establishes a deep (sexual) relationship between the goreador and the hotwife. The little back hole is special and delicate, it can be very pleasurable, but it can also be annoying and not infrequently it is often both at the same time. Accepting the discomfort and offering your asshole to a hornywife is a sign of a very high level of trust and can create a special bond. But it depends on the context, because sometimes it's just sex. With Silvestre it was... 

	But yes, I'll stick with kissing as the most intimate act. Kissing is part of sex, but the difference is that it can be an independent act, which does not have to lead to sex at that moment. The kiss has a meaning of its own, on its own. A kiss, outside the context of the sexual act, is very intimate. A kiss in the street, when you see your lover... A kiss in the hotel corridor with your boss, as a symbol that you voluntarily accept his conditions, not only because he pays you, but because, for some strange reason, you want it... A kiss to your husband, because he is your partner for life, your confidant, your partner in crime, your soul mate... 

	A kiss." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New post on my blog: 

	"Honey, soon my boss will fill my fertile vagina with his dying sperm, are you ready for it?" 

	  

	My provocative comment was accompanied by a moving picture, showing the orgasmic spasms of a cock ejaculating inside a vagina. If this doesn't get a reaction from you, Daniel, I'm throwing in the towel! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"In your book you mentioned, when you told about your affair with Silvestre, that only your husband, Daniel, would fill your pussy with his semen, that it was only his privilege. How come now it will be your boss flooding your pussy with semen that is not your husband's? What has changed, to drive you to do this? Wouldn't you have considered that Silvestre was the perfect male to have had that privilege? Thank you for your answer." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well what's happened, it's been about a couple of years of evolution as a hotwife. There's a lot I still have to tell, from the point where the first book ended and where I am now. 

	By the way, Gerardo has not yet filled my pussy with his milk (although he has filled my ass). But it will happen soon." 

	  

	It was not only two years of evolution as a hotwife, but also as a submissive cuckold. Daniel, you did something with Nuria and Silvestre that you shouldn't have done. You opened the door for me to soon make you do with Gerardo what La Pelirroja made you do with Silvestre. Not all of it. Gerardo didn't look like one of those. Nobody is perfect. But there are things I couldn't stop him from doing with my husband, even if I needed him to do them. 

	[How do you know if this comment is not really from Daniel?] 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"My beloved, I'm sorry for not contributing to your blog.  

	You want me to describe how I feel. It is difficult to do so with the few words this method allows. Even I can't make myself clear. You know I've always been supportive of your goring, but I feel like this is sometimes beyond me. I have a hard time accepting the image of their fetid hands on you. I have a hard time understanding why you do it. But I accept it. You have also asked me to say here that you have punished me this weekend and caged me.  

	I love you. Daniel." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Better that way, honey, much better. See how it wasn't so hard? But there's still one thing you have to improve: I don't like you writing as anonymous. You're my husband and you shouldn't hide like that. Anyone could think that you are ashamed of your wife and that you are not proud of your hotwife. Next comment I hope you make it from a Tumblr account so everyone can easily identify you as my husband's cuckold. Maybe you should tell us how you feel now, that you are caged, surely many would be interested. would you do that for me?" 

	  

	Yay! I did it! You've finally answered. Finally, you're starting to get involved. I need it, love. I need it so I can move on (with you) to the next phase with him. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Did you want to play dress-up? -asked my wife coquettishly, poking her head out of the dressing room door. 

	Of course! Finally! I can't wait to see you in that sexy Santa costume you wore for him. I smiled. I was already in bed. 

	-Do you think it was me in that anonymous message? -I asked her nonetheless. I wanted to see her dressed as a sexy Santa Claus or whatever her name was. But I also didn't want her to think that she had me eating out of her hand, in terms of her blog and, therefore, in terms of her relationship with her boss's old man. At the very least, I wanted her to have a modicum of doubt. Just as she was playing with me and mind-fucking me, I was going to do the same to her. How do you know it was me? Anyone could have written that. -How about a taste of your own medicine, not knowing exactly what to expect? How do you know that other comments weren't me? -I added. 

	-Oh, I know," Gemma replied, showing no sign of hesitation. 

	I found his assurance irritating. But at least I would get my precious prize. The images of the girls in costume were exquisite. Of course, they were professional models in the hands of a professional photographer with the help of a professional picture editor - aka photo editor. But Gemma, no doubt, would look fantastic in such a costume. Gerardo had enjoyed her first, but that didn't bother me. It bothered me that he was an old man and paid her. That sort of thing had never bothered me before. First, second or last, what did it matter? If to get something someone else had to lead the way, let him do it, as long as I got my share. 

	-You deserve the prize, honey. You know I love you," my wife said, filling my heart with warm joy. And my cock with... {With nothing. You're caged. Have you forgotten? Just a moment," she said, "wait till I finish changing. 

	I could wait. My middle name was patience. I felt my Wily try to stand up in anticipation. He wouldn't make it, for obvious reasons. But I didn't care. That tightness I had previously felt in my scrotum when trying to get a boner was gone, mostly. I adjusted to this thing. If I hadn't been wearing it at the time, I would have touched my privates. I would have jerked off a little, in anticipation of my wife's spectacular entrance. The red looked good on her. But not on her hair. Dress, lingerie... all that, yes. But not the hair. I prefer it black. The blacker the better. In her postings, Gema had described her costume in great detail. But she had left the details open to the imagination. Surely she would look amazing. I couldn't wait to see her dressed like this, my Sex Goddess. 

	Finally, the door opened and my wife entered the bedroom. In her right hand she was holding the red cape from the costume. In her left hand, she was carrying... Damn it, Gema! What is this? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Dear Gema, could you tell us your followers if you plan to release a second book, telling us about your beginnings as a hotwife?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes! But as a professional writer, I would be very bad, because it's very hard for me to start writing. I still have a revision of my first book pending, to polish some expressions and publish it in paper format. Then, I do indeed want to write the second book, which would explain how my husband and I got here." 

	  

	I apologize for the self-publicity wedge at such a dramatic moment. It's a trick I've learned from the best TV channels. They always interrupt the series at the worst moment. I don't have much patience and I usually turn off the TV and go to bed when it happens, even if it means that I can't see the end of the episode. I'm not in the mood for six-minute commercial breaks. I hope you guys have more patience than I do. I promise it won't be six minutes. 

	The question had actually been asked by an anonymous follower on my blog. Yes, I had published my first book in ebook format and had embarked on this blog project. I had yet to write the second book, after the good response to the first one. I'd like to be faster at writing, but that's not all I do. Family, work, the other job, the blog... Little could I imagine at that time that in addition to the second book I would write the third one and that I would start writing the fourth one. About this fourth book... I don't know if I will explain it in my blog (if I take it up again) or if I will do it in a fifth book. I just want to advance here that it is a kind of assignment. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	What's the matter, love? Didn't you want to play dress-up? You've earned this prize. Here, put this on," I said to my husband, tossing him my sexy girl Noel costume. 

	-No... I... I... thought that..." My husband's face was a poem. He was dismayed and a little scared. I hope you're not disappointed. 

	-No buts, Daniel. If you're good, maybe I'll make an exception and tell you some details of my story that I haven't told in the blog yet. Come on, put it on! 

	My husband's face was red as a tomato. You shouldn't have written the comment anonymously, Daniel. Did you think it wouldn't have consequences? I always keep my promises. I promised you that if you posted on my blog we would play the sexy Santa Claus costume game, but we didn't specify who would wear it. 

	Reluctantly, my husband got out of bed. He had already taken off his flannel pajamas while I made the final adjustments to my costume in the dressing room. Except for his panties - turquoise, this time - he was naked. Daniel picked up a stocking and looked at me with embarrassment before putting it on. I looked back at him seriously. I'm not going to go soft. Not this time. I'm too soft on you and when I give in, things start to go wrong. 

	Seeing my husband feminized like this gave me no particular pleasure. Daniel was quite hairy and the overall image was not exactly sensual. {But it turns me on that he is embarrassed and yet obeys}. 

	-Beautiful, Daniel," I lied. Or should I say beautiful, Daniela? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-NO! -I exclaimed. No," I repeated, this time, controlling the tone of my voice. I didn't want to be any Daniela or any sissy or transvestite or anything similar. All of that, I was turned on as part of the humiliation, but I didn't aspire to any of that outside of that context. 

	-Are you sure? -my wife asked sardonically. Let me look at you. Turn around! Mmm. If we waxed you, you wouldn't look bad at all. You might even look good. You've got a nice ass," my wife remarked. Mmmm. You're turning me on," she said, rubbing with her left hand the dildo attached to the harness around her waist. 

	Gema licked her lips exaggeratedly. Then she clicked her tongue. Gema had disguised herself, that was true. But she hadn't done it the way I had expected. She was wearing a pantsuit. It wasn't the kind she wore to work, at least not from the waist down. She always wore a skirt. Because that's what her boss required her to wear. I liked her wearing a skirt too, although a good pair of tight pants looked good on her. She wore a dark blue suit. The pants were tight and showed off her figure, but down at the bottom, at the feet, they were slightly flared. Only the tips of her ankle boots were showing. They were high heels. But she always wore sandals to work, with much higher heels. She rarely wore closed-toe shoes. Because that's what her boss demanded. I helped her with her pedicure and painting her toenails. It turned me on to do it. It turned me on to think that she was doing it so that she would look perfect, for another man. Not for her boss's old man, though. She was wearing a white shirt, with a collar. And she had put on one of my ties. It was blue, with white dots, and it matched his suit quite well. On top of that, he was wearing his suit jacket. He had put on makeup. Her lips were red, lush. They were almost her only feminine feature, except that Gemma was very feminine herself. Her hair was slicked back. She had put her hair up in a ponytail. She must have done it with my hair gel. We didn't have any other, as far as I knew. I hardly ever used it. His eye shadow was black, which made him look too severe. 

	-Do you want to know where I changed for Gerardo? 

	He was obviously referring to where he had worn the costume. As far as I could remember, he hadn't left the house wearing it. I nodded. 

	-In the car," he said. So, I want you to go to our bathroom. Let's pretend the bathroom is the street. You knock on the door and I'll open it for you. The dressing room will act as a foyer. I want you to come in with a smile on your face, swaying your hips sensually. Got it? 

	He had a lump in his throat. He could only nod. Gema had a very bossy tone. I wondered if her boss treated her that way.  

	-I didn't hear you," he said, "If you prefer, you can go out into the street. That way it will be more authentic," he threatened me. Understood, then? 

	I cleared my throat, trying to get the lump out of my throat. 

	-Yes, love," I managed to say. 

	-No. It's yes, boss," he instructed me. 

	I looked at her dumbfounded. She was very serious. 

	-Yes, boss," I answered. 

	-No, Daniela. Or don't you want to know exactly how it happened? 

	I took a breath through my nose. Unconsciously, I bit my lower lip. {Good slut! That's exactly the gesture she makes}. Shit! Finally, I obeyed, "Yes, boss," I walked past her to the bathroom. 

	Plas! Gema had just spanked my ass, as I walked past her. 

	-Good ass," he said. Oh, and Daniela... Since you're going to the bathroom, put on some of my perfume. Choose the sweetest one. And... put some lipstick on your lips. 

	I looked at myself in the mirror, but immediately looked away. I looked ridiculous, I'm a freak! Surely it looked great on Gemma, but it obviously didn't on me. I opened the drawer of her bathroom cabinet, where she kept her perfumes. She had several. I had no idea which one was the sweetest. I picked one up and sprayed some on my wrist to try. I sniffed. No, this is not it. I picked up another one and poured it on my other wrist. Not this one either. The third one, I didn't know where to put it. In the end, I put some on the back of my hand. This one was even less sweet. Being a woman is not easy. Finally, with a perfume that seemed sweet enough, I picked up her red lipstick. I had to look in the mirror again to paint my lips. I definitely don't look like a woman. {Stand back a little, Daniel, and give me more room. You'll see how things change}. 

	Evidently, the bathroom door had no buzzer, let alone on the inside. I used my knuckles. Gema didn't open it for me right away. She's making me wait. {No, silly. It took Gerardo a while to open the door too. Remember, he wasn't expecting the visit. Can you imagine how Gema felt, disguised, so lightly clad, in the street?} At least Santa's coat had served to cover her up. 

	Finally, the door opened. Gema looked me up and down, her eyes wide open. A smile tugged at her lips. She took my hand. Then, she stepped back to watch me again. After an eternity, she put her hands on my waist. His face moved closer to mine. The bathroom door was still open. I wondered if the door to Gerardo's house had also remained open during that time. Surely he likes to show off my wife. {No, not your wife, you. You are her, now}. Surely he wants some neighbor to see them from the street. 

	-Is it a Epiphany present? -asked "G.".  

	Gema. Gerardo. G. I was trying to put myself in the situation, to imagine how she had experienced it. 

	-Do you like it? -I asked. 

	-Mmmm," replied G. 

	-Now you have to say it's just the beginning," my wife whispered in my ear. And then you kiss me. You know how; you've seen the pictures I've posted on my blog. 

	I felt a strange sensation all over my body. {I felt my vagina getting wet}. Of course, that was impossible. I was having a hard time breathing and my heart was racing. I was getting into the scene, imagining being her. I shuddered. Fortunately, G. was much better looking than he was, although with his hair slicked back and slicked back, he didn't look like Gemma. Only her lips were hers. And he didn't smell of tobacco, fortunately. I hate tobacco. 

	-This... is only the beginning," I said in a rough voice. My heartbeat quickened as I took G.'s face in my hands and moved in for a kiss. Gema had posted plenty of pictures of this guy. I knew what she meant, did she really kiss him like that or is she playing with my mind? {And what does it matter?} Does she post those pictures because she kisses him like that or does she kiss him like that because she posts them? {So what does it matter?} I couldn't believe what I was doing. My whole body was vibrating and the bottom was vibrating in a strange way. 

	-This is when you squat down and... you know," my wife said. 

	I nodded, but my knees did not bend. G. finally put his hands on my shoulders and pressed down slightly. And, then, I went down. {She went down willingly}. I took his flaccid neon fuchsia penis in my mouth and began to suck it. Gem (or was it G.?) stroked my head. 

	-Uhh!" he groaned. 

	I looked up, just as I knew she had done. I had learned it with Silvestre. I looked into G.'s eyes. I didn't recognize Gema in them, but, fortunately, neither did I recognize Gerardo. G. grabbed his cock with one hand and it began to erect. I continued sucking as best I knew how, just as I had seen Gema do with Silvestre. Should I take off my panties? Take my breasts out of the corset? The latter was impossible, of course. But those were the rules Silvestre had taught my wife. {Actually, they had been my rules}. 

	The bathroom door - the one to the street - was still open. You bastard! You didn't make him give you a blowjob with the door open so they could see you? {I'm all yours. I don't care if they see me}. 

	-Take a condom," whispered Gema. Or was it G.? She gestured with her head, pointing to the dresser inside the bedroom. 

	I turned around and saw that there was a condom on the dresser. I stood up. My knees felt like flans. What are you doing to me, G.? G. followed me. I took the condom. I looked doubtfully. 

	-I have a present for you," said G. He held out an envelope. Happy 2017! 

	Restless, I took the envelope and opened it. Money for being your whore? Airline tickets?  

	I opened the envelope, nervously and expectantly. There were two pieces of paper, neatly folded. 

	Inside were two pieces of paper, neatly folded. Negative for sexual diseases. 

	-Happy 2017! -exclaimed G., smiling. 

	You're going to fuck me without a condom. What can I do? You're the boss. But so soon? 

	-Don't you want to get pregnant by me? -asked G. 

	I looked on in dismay. I did not understand anything. 

	-Are you taking the pill? -asked G. 

	I nodded, gawking.  

	-So...? 

	I was starting to get dizzy. G. took my hand. Or is it Gema? She sat down on a chair, legs closed. 

	-Sit down," he whispered, "You know how. 

	Yes, I knew it. I had seen plenty of pictures on the blog. I spread my legs and sat on top of G. 

	-Don't worry," he whispered in my ear and kissed me.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	Alberto: 

	"Hello Gema, Alberto again. There is a big gap between your last adventures with Silvestre that we knew what you start to tell here, in this blog. I would like to ask you a lot of questions. The most important is how the boundaries between you have evolved, the initial rules that were then changed. You tell your husband that there is not much difference between being Silvestre's slut and being Gerardo's whore. I understand that there is. The difference lies in the limits you set. Yes, you choose with whom, but there is an economic issue involved, not just sexual enjoyment. What if tomorrow you decide you really want to be a whore? I don't know how to explain it. And I don't know if you have set limits and on what matters. Thank you both so much for sharing your experience! A kiss."  

	  

	No, this is not another little blurb to promote my second and third books. However, if you haven't read them yet, I consider them essential to understand how I got here. Of course, at the time of Alberto's question, those two books were not yet written. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Hi Alberto. Sorry, I've been absent from Tumblr. 

	Boundaries have been evolving. Already, for some time now, my husband and I agreed that there would be no limits and that I would do whatever I thought was appropriate. It was something Daniel offered me and at first I didn't think much of it, as I thought I could count on his approval in any case. But, over time, I have changed and started to enjoy making my own decisions. In this regard, my husband has no say in which men I choose and what I do with them. Remember, this is something Daniel chose this way and generally enjoys this way.  

	Of course, my husband has a say and I take his opinion very much into account, but the decision is always mine. In Gerardo's case, I have to take measures because, obviously, Daniel is not feeling very comfortable and keeps objecting. It is one thing to give an opinion and another to object and to do it insistently. He doesn't feel very comfortable, but I know he secretly enjoys it, he just doesn't dare admit it. 

	I didn't claim that being Silvestre's whore was the same as being Gerardo's whore. It was just a question I asked so that everyone, myself first, could think about it. Is it so different that Gerardo pays me? And because he pays me, instead of being his whore, have I already become a prostitute? Don't women (and men too) often marry for economic interests, regardless of the fact that there may also be affection or love? I believe that there are no blacks or whites, not even grays, but a whole gradation of colors; it is not a simple subject. I don't consider myself a prostitute because Gerardo pays me, although I do think it's proper to say that I'm his whore; I don't dislike the term, it excites me. 

	I don't see myself as a professional prostitute, neither as a streetwalker nor as a high-class escort. I have the greatest respect for women who do it professionally, especially when they do it voluntarily. Controlling your sexuality, rather than doing what you're supposed to do because it's expected of you, seems liberating to me. That said, I don't see myself having sex with random men for money. I'm hotwife and promiscuous, but I like stable relationships with one or more hornies. That doesn't take away from the fact that, occasionally, I might be turned on by sleeping with a stranger. But to answer your question, if I decided to become a professional prostitute, it would be my decision, as long as it didn't affect family life. Daniel would not agree to it. But he would agree that it would be MY DECISION. wouldn't he honey?" 

	  

	This wedge is longer than I intended it to be. On the blog, the question was originally divided into several parts. I promise that the next interruption will be shorter. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	What a slut! She's blushing with shame, but she's a volcano. Look how she shudders. And she's mine! D. pressed her sex against my cock and moved her hips rhythmically, almost desperately. And she's all mine! I was tempted to bite her lip, as I kissed her, just as Luis Alberto had done with me, but I restrained myself. Gerardo had not done and I did not want to confuse D. I wanted him to live what I had lived and I wanted him to feel what I had felt, as close as possible to how it had happened. D. had gotten into the scene surprisingly well. And, in doing so, he had managed to make me feel like a man, at times. I had no idea what men felt like, but I imagined it was something like this. What a slut! I'm going to do dirty things with her, how I love it! I understood why Silvestre, Luis Alberto and now Gerardo were so turned on by me. I'm not the prettiest, but I make up for it. I understood that what really turned them on was power. As a woman, dominating my husband made me feel powerful, although I could never shake some pangs of conscience. But as a man, dominating the little slut I held in my hands - dressed so racy, scented so intoxicatingly and quivering so under my caresses - made me feel especially powerful, without any remorse whatsoever. I couldn't help but spank my slut. Gerard had done it too. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New question to my followers on my blog: 

	"Fucking, it's with a bugler. 

	Making love, it is with my husband, especially when he is wearing the chastity device. 

	Is it with Gerardo?" 

	  

	I promised that the next interruption would be shorter. I always keep my promises. These snippets from my blog not only serve to express my thoughts. In the middle of a story, they also serve me to change the point of view of the narrative. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	G. took off my Mama Noel coat. I lowered my arms and the coat slid down my back to the floor. G. stroked my back with unexpected mastery. I love caresses on my back. I kept kissing him. I was getting turned on. I tried to rub my sex desperately against his cock. With the cage on, my Wily was getting little friction. {It's not your... you know. It's your clit}. But the small movement inside the cage was enough, albeit barely. In return, my little balls rubbed more successfully against his cock. Take off my panties! The perineum area is very sensitive, in my case. 

	G. gave me a spanking on my ass. Then another. And then another 

	-I'm going to cum in your mouth," she whispered. 

	I got off.  

	-You should take off your panties," she whispered again. 

	Which G. had spoken? 

	I obeyed. My panties slid down my legs below and fell to the floor. Embarrassed, I covered my sex. G. paid no attention. She spread her legs. I positioned myself on my knees between his legs and took him in my mouth. I began to suck him, looking into his eyes. I did everything I had seen Gema do and what I had fantasized I should do. 

	-I'm coming! -exclaimed G. His hips moved spasmodically and every time he thrust forward he impaled the roof of my mouth with his cock. G. looked at me in ecstasy. It looked like he had really cum. His breathing was rapid.  

	-What does it taste like? -Every man tastes different," he continued whispering, without waiting for my answer. It tastes like whiskey and tobacco, the good stuff. But I don't care. 

	I looked confused. I could hardly tell if Gerardo or Gema was speaking. 

	-Come. Kiss me. I want to share it with you," said G. 

	That had been Gemma, it had to be! No, it couldn't be any other way. It had to be. 

	G. closed his legs and I sat on top of him again. He kissed me. Or I kissed him. Or her. I was confused. But I felt in my mouth that taste I had described. I wanted to pull away, but G. kept kissing me. 

	G. reached out and reached into a dresser drawer. How did G. know it was there? I had the feeling that the room was spinning around me. I must have lost track of time for a few seconds. The next thing I felt was his finger in my ass. It was cold. G. spread the lube around my anus. 

	-No, please," I begged. 

	But G. continued to apply the lubricant to my asshole. A finger was inserted into my anus. 

	-No... 

	He then introduced another. 

	-Uhh!" I groaned, "No, please," I protested. 

	But G. paid no attention. He began to apply plenty of lubricant on his cock. 

	-No, Gema, no... -I begged her. 

	-Shhhh," he shushed me. I didn't know if it was Gerardo or Gema. You put it in," he whispered, "You promised him that in 2017 you would fuck without a condom and now you have to deliver. You don't want to get pregnant, do you? Then play from behind. 

	-No, please. Not like that," I continued to protest. 

	-It's all right, little one, it's all right," G. comforted me, whispering. It's all right. You wanted to know how I feel, didn't you? You've always told me that's what you want. So seize the moment. You're Daniela right now. It's all right. I did it this way," he indicated, putting his cock in my hand. Do it. Feel it. 

	  

	 

	


Chapter XVI – Shamelessly SUPERFLUOUS 

	  

	"In addition to asking myself if something was a benefit or a burden to me or if it was superfluous, I also asked myself if it enriched my life. If the answer was no, I gave it up." - Lisa J. Shultz  

	  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You haven't uploaded anything anymore, what happened? Stories or anything." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Flu, family, everyday things, another cold... But I'm back!" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New updates on my blog: 

	  

	"I've been down with a bad cold this week and haven't been to work - can you believe how glad I am that tomorrow is Monday and I'll be back to work?" 

	With the image of a sexy secretary, wearing a miniskirt and stockings with the seam at the back. 

	  

	"Back to work, after being sick for a week. Gerardo was quick to check that she was ready to go back to work." 

	With the image of a sexy secretary with her boss's hand under her skirt, between her legs. 

	At the office, Gerardo used to behave in a strictly professional manner, most of the time. But apparently he missed me and couldn't stand it. I don't know if he wanted to check if I was wearing pantyhose, if he wanted to check if I was wearing panties (I was!) or if he wanted to see if I was getting wet at the sight of him. 

	  

	"The atmosphere is weird in the office. Gerardo is under pressure. Apparently, there is a strong disagreement of opinion with one of the partners. It's nothing to do with me, simply that business is not going as well as expected." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Shall we review the accounts? 

	Gerardo nodded.  

	We were in the office of Tiburcio, Gerardo's partner. This was not exactly neutral territory. The company operated with two divisions, one led by Gerardo and the other by Tiburcio, but owned equally by both. The office was also divided into two parts, one for each division. Division, that's the right word. Gerardo was seated at one end of the table. On the other side, away from him, presiding over the table, sat Tiburcio. In the middle, between the two, sat me. Across from me sat Josefina, Tiburcio's secretary. Both of us were there mainly to take notes and take the minutes of the meeting, as well as to contribute some information, if we were required to do so. The tension was palpable. I had been on sick leave last week and when I returned I had found the situation. 

	-Income decreased by fifty-two point six percent last quarter," said Josefina, leaning on a graph she had printed on a piece of cardboard. She showed it to Gerardo, without offering her the cardboard. My boss didn't ask for it either. He didn't even show it to me, but I could see the graph briefly as he turned the cardboard, just enough to observe the plummet. 

	-In my division we are down ten point three percent," Tiburcio reported. He paused dramatically so that we could draw the logical consequence. 

	It means that Gerardo is to blame. 

	-Any comments? Obviously not, since they are objective, indisputable data," he said, without waiting for an answer. Well, the sales forecasts, Josefina. 

	The woman pulled out another piece of cardboard. Don't they have computers for that? What a waste of paper and ink. She showed it to Gerardo, without showing it to me as well. 

	Forecasts are down sixty-eight percent. And our funnel is down seventy-three percent," reported Josefina. 

	-In my division we have decreased the forecast by three point seven percent and the funnel has increased by five point nine percent," said Tiburcio. Again, he paused dramatically. Obviously, it's not enough," he looked seriously at my boss. 

	Gerardo looked at him without saying anything, but did not defend himself against his partner's implicit accusation. 

	-Well, let's move on to... 

	-I don't agree with those data," Gerardo interrupted Tiburcio. He looked at his partner without adding anything else. 

	-I beg your pardon? -asked Tiburcio, after a long pause in which the two seemed to be at each other's throats. 

	-I say that this data is not correct. 

	-Obviously they are," Tiburcio replied, irritated. He would not tolerate his numbers being questioned. 

	-Obviously they are not," Gerardo replied. Gemma? 

	I swallowed saliva. My heart was pounding. I was in the middle of a war and it was my turn to supply ammunition for one of the sides. My side. I turned the laptop screen to Tiburcio. I don't like this guy! He's a typical pessimist who adds decimals to everything. 

	-The sales forecast in our division has increased by three percent. And the funnel remains stable," I reported, with a lump in my throat. 

	Tiburcio didn't even deign to look at me, even though I was low-cut. The day before, Gerardo had instructed me to wear a good push-up bra. Tiburcio put on his glasses, leaned forward and briefly looked at the screen. Then he gestured to his secretary. 

	-May I see it, please? -she asked, with feigned kindness. I disliked him just as much as his boss. They're two of a kind. 

	I turned my laptop screen toward her. Josefina put her glasses back on and approached my computer. She started typing on my keyboard. I couldn't help but feel violated. She hadn't even asked my permission. She continued typing on my spreadsheet, studying the numbers carefully. I looked at Gerardo. As things stood, I didn't know if I should let him see our intimacies. Josefina hadn't brought her computer, only cards with the final results. But I, in my spreadsheet, also had our raw data. Gerardo made a gesture with his hand, telling me to let her do it. The gesture had been almost imperceptible, but I had learned to read him and to anticipate. Finally, Josefina looked up from the screen. She looked at her boss and made a contemptuous gesture with her mouth, slight and fleeting, but clearly visible. 

	-These sales forecasts are not valid," said Tiburcio. They are obviously not realistic. Didac & Associates has been included again, like every quarter. That contract keeps being postponed quarter after quarter and never arrives. At this point, it is not realistic to take it into account. If we take it out, and we have to take it out to be accurate, and we take out the other two that have a similar track record, the figures are as I said. Obviously, you are not controlling the business well in that division of the company. 

	Tiburcio had not personalized the accusation, but it was clear to whom he was referring. 

	-Let's move on to... 

	-The order will arrive," Gerardo interrupted him. He had had all the time in the world to speak after Tiburcio's long pause, but had chosen, once again, to do so just as Tiburcio was about to say something. 

	-I beg your pardon? -asked Tiburcio, annoyed. 

	-Say that our division is going to grow. -He paused. 

	Tiburcio took a breath to reply, but Gerardo interrupted him again, this time, before he could articulate a word: "We are trying to grow and we are going to do it. In your part, you accept to decrease. 

	-Your forecasts have no credibility! -he shouted. Tiburcio's eyes were sparkling. What you do is creative accounting," he accused him. That's against the rules.... 

	-Don't give me management lessons, Tiburcio," Gerardo interrupted him. His tone was calm. His constant interruptions contrasted with the slowness of his tone. He gave the impression that he was trying to unbalance his partner in order to bring him to an emotional level, instead of the precise numbers he liked so much. Judging by the color in Tiburcio's face, he was succeeding. Just because you have an MBA doesn't mean you know how to manage a company better than I do," Gerardo attacked. He knew Tiburcio liked to brag about his MBA. I've been doing this as long as you have," he said, "and I can tell you that it's all made up. I don't question your figures, don't doubt mine! If I tell you that's my sales forecast, then that's the way it is," he said. 

	-We'll see about that," Tiburcio mumbled. He made a gesture to Josefina. 

	-The expense analysis shows that the ratio of expenses versus income is skyrocketing," Tiburcio's secretary commented quickly, fearing that Gerardo would interrupt her just as he had done with his boss.  

	Josefina showed a card, but Gerardo did not look at it. This time, however, Josefina showed the cardboard to me as well. Gerardo had taught me enough over the past two months to be able to interpret the graph. It wasn't very difficult either. Things were not looking good. Revenues were falling, expenses were rising and profits were about to go negative. We were about to start burning money. 

	-Tiburcio pronounced each word with an exaggerated importance, taking advantage of the fact that Gerardo was not interrupting him this time. Tiburcio looked directly at me, as he spoke of expense reduction. We must eliminate any superfluous or out-of-the-norm expenses. 

	Josefina's face broke into a half-smile of satisfaction. She also looked at me. 

	-We have to start with your division, Gerardo," said Tiburcio, looking at his partner. Personal expenses are skyrocketing and are not in proportion to the expected income. 

	Josefina kept looking at me brazenly. With every word her boss said, she seemed more satisfied and puffed up. With her cat's-eye glasses and her half-curled hair with bangs and a bun, the scrawny fifty-something looked more like a harpy than a lovable feline. 

	-What happens, Tiburcio," Gerardo commented, "is that you confuse expenses with investment. That is why, in your division, you have been stagnating for years. 

	-At least we don't decrease! -And we don't spend on useless things. 

	Gerardo waved his hand to stop him. 

	-Investments take time, but they pay off in the end. And I think we've gone over enough figures for today," Gerardo stood up, ending the meeting. 

	-One more term, Gerardo, one more term! -threatened Tiburcio. Or I'll be forced to intervene. 

	Gerardo left his partner's office with a serious look on his face. With quick steps, he crossed the office to take refuge in his domain. I followed behind him. His wide stride and my heels made it difficult for me to keep up. Gerardo slumped in his chair. His face had turned gray. 

	-Are these meetings always like this? -I asked gently. It was my first quarterly business follow-up meeting. 

	-They're always tense," my boss admitted. But this was by far the worst. -He cleared his throat. 

	Gerardo leaned his elbows on the table and held his head. I had never seen him so depressed. I left the office and quickly brought him a glass of water. When I returned, he was still crestfallen, digesting the reproaches. He was pissed off and a smoke flag was coming out of his head. I was sorry to see him in that state. I had seen him have tense meetings with clients, but all of them he had handled masterfully, taking the client to the territory he was interested in. He'd turned brown spots into opportunities. I had learned a lot from him. But I had never seen him so affected. I was sorry to see him like that. He was an excellent boss and deserved better. What could I do? Besides, I was partly to blame for his problems. Tiburcio the toad and Josefina the harpy had made that clear. I was not responsible for the decrease in income, but I was responsible for the increase in superfluous spending. 

	I closed the office door and turned the latch. Gerardo didn't even notice. His life's work - his company - was crumbling between his fingers. There was only one thing I could do for him. Without telling him, I knelt down and crawled on all fours under his desk. It was well past lunchtime and most of the staff had gone out. Besides, after such a tense meeting, we had every reason to lock ourselves in the office and discuss strategy. I emerged on the other side between her legs. I put my head in his lap. Gerardo stroked me instinctively. My boss deserved better treatment than his baboon of a partner had given him. If Gerardo said that contract would come, then it would, without the slightest doubt. 

	I unzipped his fly, but Gerardo made a gesture to stop me. I ignored him and continued; I knew what I needed at that moment. I pulled his shorts down below his balls and pulled out his still flaccid cock. I moistened my mouth and engulfed his glans. I sucked him slowly, with dedication. His cock took a while to respond and erect, but I was in no hurry and eventually got him hard. 

	I unbuttoned his pants and pulled them down. I wanted his balls. Gerard no longer put up any resistance. I ran my tongue with devotion over his hairy scrotum. My hands rested on his knees: only my mouth touched his noble parts. A trickle of liquid began to trickle down from his urethra, and I picked it up with my tongue before it fell to the floor. I took his cock into my mouth and began to suck greedily. 

	Her hands pressed my head into her lap, as if they were afraid I was going to pull away. How wrong they were! I felt a bitter taste on my tongue, but continued sucking. My hands moved up his legs to his chest, caressing my boss's withered skin through his shirt. Gerard moaned. His sticky liquid suddenly flooded my mouth. His semen tasted like tobacco and coffee. I swallowed it. I felt his spasms slow down, but I kept sucking until he stopped spurting semen down my throat. It had taken him a while to get hard, but, once he had a hard-on, it hadn't taken him long to cum. 

	His hands were no longer squeezing my head, but stroking it again. I pulled his cock out of my mouth and held it with one hand. I looked down at it and wiped the remaining traces of semen with my tongue. Then I looked up and saw that he was looking at me with a mixture of tenderness and appreciation. My gaze answered him. I then lay my cheek across his lap, his semi-flaccid cock dangling in front of my nose, my hands caressing his legs as his hands stroked my hair. We stayed like that for a long time, saying nothing. 

	I dressed him again. I stood up, emerging between his legs. I smiled at him. I caressed his cheek and planted a soft kiss on it.  

	-Everything will be fine," I whispered. 

	  

	 

	


Chapter XVII - NUDITY 

	  

	"Whores," Anna once read, "make the best wives. They're used to the different moods of men, they keep their broken hearts to themselves, and easy women are always relieved by grief." - Jill Alexander Essbaum, housewife 

	  

	  

	hornedgemawifewarm: 

	"Sorry to be so reticent about this writing to you on Tumblr. I've already made myself an account like you asked me to. I'd like to tell you that I'm humbled, because you put me back in chastity. But the reality is that you are right. I feel better this way. I feel safer, knowing that you take care of me. It's not the first time. Other times it turned me on, but knowing that old man from your boss is benefiting from you, it makes me feel weird. But being in chastity helps me accept it little by little. He won't let me write anymore, I love you!" 

	  

	Gema Esposa Caliente (responding to my husband): 

	"That's good, honey. That's the way I like it, that you follow my instructions. I understand you, but as you yourself say, little by little it will be easier for you to accept him. It wasn't easy for me to accept Gerardo at first either, but now I see him in a different way. If I have succeeded, you will succeed too. For the time being, for your own good, you will continue in chastity. I want you to understand that this is not a punishment. I do it for you, because I know it helps you feel better about all this. Everything will be fine, you'll see.  

	One more thing: don't ever call Gerardo old; he deserves better than that. That I do, that's different. But I don't think it's appropriate for you to belittle the man who is fucking your wife and who, right now, is the only one who is providing me with the relief I need, both sexually and financially. Right, my love? I love you!" 

	  

	And I love the username you've given yourself. That shows a change of attitude. We're on the right track. The pity is that you've asked me not to post too much about your sexuality. For now, I'll respect that. But if I ever write a book about it, I plan to tell all about it. What's more, I swear I'll get you to tell it yourself. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerardo seemed to be in better spirits again. No doubt the affection he had given him on Tuesday after the tense meeting had helped. 

	The day had arrived. In not many minutes, I would be going with him to his house. Gerardo had asked me to spend the night with him. He wanted it to be something special. I still remembered the tenderness with which he had looked at me, after I had given him a blowjob in his office, to relax him after that tense meeting. That look had shown me that I was more than just a special employee to him.  

	A few weeks ago, on Epiphany, I had offered him my little ass as an alternative to my pussy, because I had agreed with him that this year I would let him do it without a condom. I had underestimated Gerardo's desire to do it without a condom with me and I had delayed taking the pill. As a result, on that date, it was not yet effective. In compensation for my delay, I had taken his milk in my mouth first and then in my little ass. Gerard had not complained and had flooded my asshole with his milk, although he had insisted that he wanted to fill my uterus. The uterus, not the vagina. 

	On Tuesday in his office, I had swallowed his milk for the second time. It had been the first time we had done something in the office. He only had one little hole left in which to deposit his unprotected manhood. Today he would cum inside me and fill me with his rancid milk. I was as nervous as a fifteen year old girl, expectant, eager but scared. It was curious. I've had him in my ass and in my mouth, but to think that his exhausted but still brave little soldiers will soon swim through my fertile bowels is different. 

	Recently I was wondering what was more intimate, a kiss, anal sex, oral sex or vaginal sex. At the time, it seemed to me that it was the kiss, but, at the moment, I thought the most intimate thing was for him to cum inside me, very deeply, and for his sperm to flood my vagina to find the opening to the uterus, continuing on to the fallopian tubes, in search of a fertile egg. Of course, the pill would prevent him from finding a fertile egg, but that didn't make the act any less intimate. 

	We would have all day and all night. Tomorrow I would go to work directly from her house, as I had done once before, after the company Christmas dinner. I was sure he would impregnate me more than once. At the moment of cumming, he would push hard inside me, trying to give his little soldiers a head start so that they would come as deep as possible. Even if I didn't find my boss physically attractive, it was possible that, at that very moment, I would cum with him too and that the contractions of my uterus would help his little soldiers start an intimate journey through my body. 

	I had told my husband about it, thus breaking the rule of informing him only through my blog. But I had already made the mistake once before of not letting him know that I would be spending the night with my boss and I didn't want to leave him in the dark again. Daniel had groaned upon hearing these musings from my mouth. He was young, but sterile. I was still of childbearing age. And my boss was old, but his sperm was more fertile than my husband's. 

	I had not had conventional sex with my husband for some time. In the last few weeks, Daniel had neither penetrated me nor cum. That didn't mean we hadn't made love. We had, albeit in an unconventional way. I had fucked his ass again, although we had done it without me disguising myself as a guy. Daniel, that experience had disturbed him. Actually, I hadn't dressed up as a guy (he as a woman, yes), but I had given myself a slightly more masculine touch. We had recreated the Epiphany night I had spent at Gerardo's house. Of course, for obvious reasons, the recreation had not been fully in line with the facts. Since Gerardo had cum in my mouth, it had been quite some time before we returned for round two. We had spent that time mostly cuddling, on his couch, me curled up on his lap. Then Gerard had insisted on the condomless sex I had promised him we would have, this year. And I had taken the lube from my purse (I always carried it with me), smeared it on my ass and smeared it on his cock and, without telling him, inserted it in my ass. I had then ridden him on his couch as my husband had done with me on the chair in the bedroom. That part had been quite reliable. Like my husband, my ass was untrained and, despite the lube, I had felt some discomfort. But it had been discomfort that had been mixed with physical and mental pleasure. 

	About three weeks had passed since that experience with Gerardo. 

	Why, if Gerardo, my boss's old man, doesn't physically turn me on, am I feeling wet at the thought of what happened and, above all, at the thought that in less than twenty-four hours he will flood my vagina - my uterus - with his semen? 

	I had also shared this reflection with my husband.  

	Daniel had winced at my thoughts. Then he had replied, "I love you. 

	We had been lying quietly in bed, cuddling, caressing each other, Daniel, completely naked, except for his special panties with the opening in the ass and the chastity device, and me, in the sexy Mama Noel costume that, this time, I had put on for him. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-I was going to send it to you by email, but I prefer to tell you verbally. -They had not arranged to meet on this occasion. At least, they had not met to relax smoking a cigar, drinking a whiskey or enjoying their pleasant chats. Manolo had gone over to Gerardo's house to tell him, "I don't think it's right, but that's your decision. 

	Gerardo said nothing. He just arched his eyebrows and pricked up his ears. 

	-It's okay. There are some substances that interfere with the pill. St. John's wort is one of them," Manolo informed him. Then there are the detoxifying teas. But for them to work, you have to take them shortly before or after the pill. And finally there's activated charcoal, although I can't imagine how anyone would ingest that. 

	-The world is crazy, Manolo. There are activated carbon ice creams," commented Gerardo. 

	-But it's not the season for ice cream, is it? -remarked Manolo with a serious look on his face. In any case, to increase the chances of it interfering, one-time use is not enough. It would have to be taken for several days in a row. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	We need to talk, Gema. I thought about it, but I didn't say anything. I didn't want to break the magic of the moment. I felt very comfortable in her arms. I was relaxed. It wasn't the post-orgasmic relaxation; it wasn't that drowsiness I got after orgasm that made me fall asleep. I had not come. But I was exhausted all the same, physically and psychologically. But in a good way. The only thing was that I was not sleepy. Gemma had disguised herself for me - finally! She had disguised herself the same way she had disguised herself for her boss. Apparently, I was being good to her and had deserved that gift from her. I appreciated it very much. There are things that are only for the horned ones. I understand that perfectly. So, I appreciated it even more when you make an exception for me. I was unbelievable in that girl Noel costume. Santa Claus may bring a lot of presents, but the one she brings is worth much more than all of the old bearded man's presents. No wonder Gerardo had become infatuated with her. Gema is more beautiful now than she was when she was young. My wife had learned to exploit her sensual side. When she was young, she had simply been beautiful. But now she had added experience and flirtatiousness. In addition to lasciviousness. 

	She had put on the costume, but she had not recreated the scene of the night of Epiphany with Gerardo. But she had buggered me again. She had made me blow her again, first. But it was not the same seeing her in those masculinized clothes, pretending to be G., than seeing her in the sexy lingerie, so feminine. Then she had laid me face down on the bed and taken me from behind. She had laid on top of me and whispered dirty things in my ear. He had reminded me that he loved me. And he had assured me that he would fuck my little ass often. He had predicted that I would become his slut. I had been very convincing, with my hands cuffed behind my back. I didn't want to be anyone's slut, except hers. Finally, she had turned me over. She had spread my legs and made love to me in the missionary position. It had been our first time in that position. And she had cum that way.  

	I had not cum. His silicone cock in my ass was both annoying and pleasurable. But I couldn't say that the pleasure was enormous. I hadn't felt anything like the prostate's P-spot or similar. The anus is erogenous, but further inside I hadn't felt anything special. The pleasure had been mostly mental. I had felt helpless, like a slut, in the hands of a stronger being, willing but with no real decision-making power. My wife's physical orgasm had produced a mental climax for me. She had really enjoyed it. I wasn't just doing it to satisfy my twisted mind; it was turning her on. I loved seeing her depraved and enjoying herself.  

	I had enjoyed it with Silvestre, even if at the beginning he had done it to satisfy me. Then, without a doubt, he had done it with Luis Alberto. And now, with the old man, I still don't fully understand why he likes it, if he really likes it. But I had learned to accept it and not to hinder her anymore. Being caged and not cumming for a while also helps. Of that, I was fully aware. But I didn't mind. Actually, I felt bad when, after I had cum, I would go back to questioning her decisions. I'd rather you control me. I'd rather be your slut. 

	However, we would have to talk about this. That her boss was going to cum inside her without protection made me uncomfortable. I could understand him wanting to do it without a condom. After all, I had had a vasectomy not only because I didn't want to have any more children, but also because condoms are a hassle. But her... It was ironic that I, her husband, was sterilized and caged and could only cum inside her from time to time, while her old but fertile boss could cum inside her as much as he wanted. On top of that, by contract. {On top of that, you'll have to clean her up, afterwards... Or have you forgotten? Shut up! I haven't forgotten. I'd rather not think about it. And she said his semen tasted rancid. Why does she want this? I could understand if it was a young man... But that wasn't what I was most worried about. 

	We would have to talk about this. For me, the kissing still had more significance than the sex itself. And when I imagine how she kisses him... Gema had made me kiss G. like that. An electric current ran through my body, half shiver, half shudder. But that wasn't what worried me. In any case, it wasn't the kisses that worried me, but the feeling Gema put behind them. 

	There was something else I needed to talk to my wife about. Now, together in bed, in peace, feeling our love, would be the best time. And the worst, too. I don't want to spoil it. Gema had posted pictures on her blog again that worried me. I didn't know if she was posting them to drive me crazy or if she was doing it because they turned her on. With me, she has never expressed those fantasies. There was also the possibility that she was posting them for him. I couldn't be sure that she hadn't told Gerardo about her blog. Or that she exchanged those images with him and then posted them on the blog.  

	There was a beautiful one there, with a woman wearing a kind of corset made of ropes and roses, clearly alluding to bondage. I had reblogged it from the desert wind lady's blog. The original text read, "Your knots became roses, bindings like thorn seals, tattooed in vermilion fire on the flesh you covet." Was it about the image or the text? Was it a message to me or to him? Then there was another image that went in the same direction, with an old man sitting in an armchair, spanking a woman. The thought of Gerard spanking my wife made me uncomfortable. However, I could not deny the eroticism of that particular image. 

	There was another curious image, but that one was in clear allusion to me. Or is it for Gerardo, to indicate to him that I am caged and he has nothing to worry about? It was of a couple walking naked on a nude beach, holding hands, he with a chastity device. Your eyes won't see that, honey. The clamp is a very private thing. 

	In another image, there was a woman with a cigar in her hand, close to her pussy. What did Gema want to tell me with that, if she hated tobacco? That image was followed (or preceded, I couldn't remember) by another one, as if they were related. It was a naked man, showing his semi-erect cock. He was a pot-bellied man and the dick was ridiculously small. It's smaller than mine. Did Gerardo have it like that? What could he like about it, if he had it like that? The belly might as well be his. What I saw in the photo matched what Gema had described of Gerardo and what I remembered of him. What was puzzling was that the photo had not been reblogged. It had been posted by my wife from scratch or, at least, without any reblogging. She could have pulled it from anywhere, saved it and posted it as her own. But she's not that computer savvy... Was that Gerardo in the photo? Yuck. {Don't say that! You have to appreciate the inside of people. She certainly does}. 

	Then, he had hung two of films. One of them, in black and white, showed a young woman (although, fortunately, not a girl), sitting on the leg of an older man, in a clearly affectionate posture, he with his hand on her leg. The text indicated that the image was from the film That Obscure Object of Desire, directed by Buñuel. Gema had added the comment saying that she wanted to see it. What are you trying to do? Do you want to normalize your relationship with that old man, with an old movie? Well, find out what's next: The late 1980s film had been an Oscar nominee. It hadn't won it, but it had won other minor awards. In the movie, the man tries to woo the woman, but the woman, despite being very flirtatious, flirting with him and giving him hope, doesn't quite fall for him. How did you like this? Well, hold on for the following: The girl's lingerie, seemingly omnipresent in the film (I imagined her in stockings and garter belt), "went from being an erotic object and into transforming into an indestructible chastity belt." I had not seen the movie, nor did I plan to see it. But my google-fu has always been very good Thank you, Wikipedia! So, the old man lost. Take note... Maybe it wouldn't hurt to watch it with Gema. Maybe she could learn something from history. "While it seems that each actress represents a different facet of Conchita's personality, one shy and angelic and the other more racial (...)". Buñuel had used two actresses for the character of Conchita. That of the two facets of a woman, represented by two different actresses, really appealed to me. Maybe I'll end up seeing the film. 

	The next publication was also a film. It consisted of several moving images of an unlikely couple in an affectionate pose. Although both were dressed, in the first one the old man was holding the beautiful woman's wrists tightly, pinning her down. Gema had added the following comment: "Gerardo is not Sean Connery, but... (I am not Catherine Zeta Jones either, but almost...)" No, love, you are not almost. You're just as beautiful as she is. I wondered if my wife knew Z, but what I didn't know was that the movie was called The Trap. But I couldn't insist again. We were fine like this, when I didn't insist. It's a trap! Recent events at the company proved it. This was not a long-term relationship. It was unviable in more ways than one. Gerardo would use it and throw it away. It's a trap. But she was very excited. 

	Then, he had posted again an image with lesbian content. I had previously posted one with two girls and an old man. In this one, fortunately, there were no old men. There were only two women. One of them was completely naked, sitting on a stone, almost squatting. The other was dressed, behind the first one, masturbating her. Did she now have lesbian inclinations? Since when? Since Nuria, the redhead? She and Gema had put on a slightly racy show, semi lesbian but totally harmless, to arouse me and the redhead's submissive and subject us in that way. Nothing had happened, but obviously I couldn't forget about it. And you, Gema? What do you mean by that publication? You haven't forgotten either? Or do you want to drive me crazy? Later, I had recorded a video with Nuria that was a bit more racy, but equally harmless, with the aim of deceiving Luis Alberto. On that occasion, I had not been present. What else happened during the recording? His postings raised more questions than they answered. 

	I should be asking you all this. But it's just that it's been such a happy time, in your arms. {And my ass is stinging...} 

	The last of the images, however, was the most puzzling of all. It showed a lawn, so it had been made in an open place, perhaps a garden, maybe a meadow. There was a girl, completely naked, sitting on her heels. She was wearing a necklace. And to the collar, she had a metal leash attached. The leash ended in a man's hand. You couldn't see the man's face, but he had quite a gut. It could be Gerardo. The girl had her head thrown back and her mouth open, as if she was trying to play with the leash. Her tongue was out, trying to catch the leash with it. Her long black hair was falling down her shoulders. The face, you could see it from the side, not the front. But between the black hair and what you could see of the face, she reminded me of Gema, twenty years younger. Of course, back then, she wouldn't have lent herself to this kind of games. She wouldn't have even considered them. Her slim body also reminded me of the Gema from before I married her. Her breasts, they might as well be hers, those of my young Gemma. The girl's breasts were of medium size, well rounded and well set. Her nipples were erect and stood out prominently, in the picture. Perhaps it was because she was excited or, perhaps, it was because it was cold. The photo looked like it had been taken in autumn. The soil on the road was damp. And there were dry leaves from the trees on the grass. The girl's fingernails were painted red. The young Gem had never painted her nails. My current Gem wears red, for him. I couldn't stop looking at the picture. I found it very erotic, perhaps because it vaguely reminded me of the twenty-something Gem, not in attitude or imagination, but physically. Most disconcerting, however, was that the pot-bellied man was wearing another leash from the other hand and that leash ends in a Doberman, sitting like the girl, on his hindquarters, but not as frisky. Gema had reblogged that image and the original text read, "My dream."  

	  

	*** 

	  

	tomasb: 

	"Currently, your only hornywife is Gerardo? And on the other hand, personally, it seems logical to me that your relationship with your husband as a hotwife has been evolving. After all, all relationships, whatever type they are, are changing and evolving." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, at the moment, only Gerardo is my bugler, although I have my contact book for emergencies. Honestly, the week doesn't have so many hours to be able to attend to family, husband, work... the other job. I prefer medium to long term relationships, more than throwing a kiki, and that requires an investment of time." 

	  

	And I am getting along better and better with my boss. I have the feeling that he understands me beyond what I have told him so far. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New post on my blog:  

	"The moment he said he was going to cum, I had a small orgasm, knowing that soon his semen would be circulating inside my uterus. 

	Tomorrow will be the big day. So far, through the main entrance it's only been with a raincoat. But the last time with him, I had an orgasm just thinking it would finally happen." 

	  

	The text was accompanied by a mature man who had demonstrated the strength of his genes, surviving to that age, making love to a young, beautiful brunette woman in the missionary position. The young woman had her eyes closed and her mouth open, moaning with pleasure. With her hand, she lovingly embraced the man's belly. 

	  

	That's how it's going to happen, love. Can you imagine it? I can. But this italicized text - my thoughts - I don't need to put them in the publication, do I? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema was gone. She had gone to work and from there she would go to the other job. She would go to his house and spend the night with him. She would kiss him. She would make love to him. The way she described it, I no longer doubted that she would make love. I couldn't explain to myself what she had seen in him, or what kind of spell he had cast over her. But her eyes sparkled every time she spoke of him.  

	The funny thing was that she kept saying that she was not physically attracted to him. She didn't like his body or his smell or the taste of his semen. However, in her eyes I could see tenderness and illusion when she referred to him. Besides, the pictures she posted on her blog spoke for themselves. 

	I was going through a kind of infatuation with him. It had already happened with Silvestre, although, in that case, the fire had burned much stronger. But at least I understood why. {Yes, and you were in control}. The feeling it gave me was bittersweet. I wanted to cry. But I wanted to do it out of pain and happiness. Seeing her with those feelings for another man, I had that reaction. And now he's going to make love to her without a condom. 

	Gemma, I love you. You are stabbing a dagger in my heart, doing this. A dagger of love, warm, that reaches deep into me. It hurts me. And it fills me with love. I don't know how to explain it better. I feel that I love you with an unusual intensity. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	suzanne-richard: 

	"Hi Gema, does Daniel like the cuckold fantasy, where he can get to prepare the cuckold and then fuck you this one and then clean everything well?  

	Do you know if there are any more books in Spanish that are worthwhile with this theme, besides yours which, as you know, I devoured in a very short time? Kisses." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"It's hard to tell if he likes that fantasy. About that sort of thing, he's still very tight-lipped. It's funny that he was the instigator of making us a hotwife-cuckold couple, but that while I've accepted my sluttiness and am proud of it, Daniel is still embarrassed about certain topics. 

	As for cleaning up after fucking, when I get home after spending the night with Gerardo, I'll tell you about it. 

	Regarding other books in Spanish, the truth is that I don't know of any and that was one of the reasons why I decided to tell my story. It is a pity that there is not more literature about this subject in Spanish. If anyone knows of books on this subject, please let me know, I will gladly announce it here on my page. 

	But I have good news: I've made a tentative start on the second book." 

	  

	Okay, advertising spot and a little message for Daniel, plus it serves as a change of pace for me. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema was gone. She had gone to work. The fact is that she was gone. My wife had just updated her blog. There was an image of some red roses, on an old wooden table. They are the same roses as the ones in the bondage image. Gema had written me the following message: "I love you, honey. Be a good boy while mommy is away." Then, she had hung up another message, right at three o'clock in the afternoon. I could only assume that she had left work to go home with Gerardo. The image featured the typical "Do Not Disturb" sign that hangs in hotel rooms, except this one was not so typical, as it bore the pictogram of a couple having sex. Gema had written, "Don't call me until tomorrow, honey." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New post on my blog:  

	"Yes, at the bottom of the page, ... contacts ... Title: "boring woman" ... Do you take advantage of me at once? Or, as you can read, do I give someone else the chance?" 

	  

	The text was not mine, but it worked for me. I had left my account programmed with several successive publications, to entertain my husband. The image and text had caught my attention, in this case. Normally, with a few exceptions, I don't usually pay much attention to the text of what I reblog. In this case, the image showed a man carefully reading the newspaper at breakfast. The man did not look up from the newspaper, despite the fact that in front of him was his wife, naked from the waist down.  

	With Daniel something similar had happened to me, although not exactly. We had fallen into a routine and sexual desire had diminished, after so many years together. The fault had been both of us (not as that picture indicated). But Daniel had rekindled our fire, with his proposal to make me a hotwife. Despite being caged, I was having no less conventional sex than before. And, in return, I was having a lot more sex of a different kind. I, in turn, am having a lot more sex in general. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The lack of communication with Gema drove me crazy. If I had been with Silvestre or even with Luis Alberto, I wouldn't have called her on the phone either. Neither Gema nor I used to call each other a lot. Besides, in circumstances like those, knowing my wife was busy, I wouldn't have thought of calling her, in any case. But it was enough that she had told me not to, for me to want to do it. What was she doing with Gerardo? {What do you know} How was she doing it? {You know that too: without a condom} Why was he doing it? Now that was a good question! {That's easy: because he felt like it, period}. 

	Gema continued to post successive images on her blog. I knew she had scheduled them. They were supposed to show what she was doing (and how) with Gerardo. Whether it was true was another matter. Just because she had programmed it, didn't mean it was going to happen that way.  

	At two o'clock in the morning, hours before leaving for work, he had posted a series of images, showing an old man making love to a young woman, she on top of him in one image, and he on top of her in the other, kissing in both! The color of the girl's hair even tinged with red or orange. They looked in love. Gema had written the following: 

	"My love, I know that the voyeur in you would like to see me when I am with him. I know you pretend to be repulsed, when in reality you burn with the desire to know every detail. Take a good look at these images, because they are as close to the real thing as you can get. Of all the ones I've posted, I think they best describe what happens when I'm in bed with him. I love you." 

	The worst part was that I would have to wait for him to update his blog with his account of what happened to find out what and how it happened. Unless I behave very, very well and then, maybe, I'll get him to tell me sooner.  

	Shit! Gema was right. I wanted to witness it. 

	At five o'clock in the afternoon, when she was supposed to be home with him, she had posted an image of a man buggering a woman. The woman's buttocks were red, with the marks of the man's hand. 

	At five-something he had posted another message to me, without text. It showed a man licking a woman's cum-filled pussy. There were threads connecting the man's mouth to the woman's vulva. {How do you know it's semen? It could be vaginal fluids...} 

	By six-thirty I had posted another photo. This one was in black and white and blurred. It showed a man's cock over a woman's open lips. She had her tongue out, licking his glans. I looked at the picture again - shit! That could be her. I immediately remembered that Gerardo had talked in the contract about taking pictures of her. I looked at the picture again. Fuck! I don't know if it's her or not! It could be her lips, her mouth. But maybe they weren't. I hope it's not. The picture was of poor quality and also didn't show her face. Are her teeth like that? It was possible. Or not. Gerardo could have taken that picture of him perfectly. Undoubtedly, it was taken from the man's perspective, very close up. 

	Eight and a half, a color image of a woman's legs with stockings with the back seam. Her hands were also visible. Her nails were painted red. It's not her! Her nails were long. Gema painted them red. For him. But she didn't wear them long. She couldn't type with long nails. But it was clear he was playing a game of misdirection with me. 

	Another black and white image. This one was edited. It had a frame, which was like a mirror. But it was not a mirror. No, it wasn't a mirror. It was edited. You could see the torso of a woman. She was wearing a black jacket, a blazer. She was wearing it open. And you could see her breasts. Those tits... Shit! They could be my wife's. Shit! I couldn't remember what they looked like. How was that possible? Who doesn't know exactly what his wife's breasts look like? Fuck! Besides, it was edited. Either that woman had poorly pigmented areolas or they had been washed out. She didn't have any moles either. Her skin had been washed. Gema had moles. Those she did know where they were, at least some of them. But apart from the fact that they had been erased, the tie covered them up. Shit! The tie! I didn't know what color it was. The photo was black and white. But it had white polka dots. The tie, I mean. I got up and went to the closet like lightning. Where was my tie? Where is it? It wasn't there! The bastard's taking pictures of it and posting them! {Easy, if anything, she's posting them}. Well, while he was taking pictures and editing them, he wasn't fucking her. {And don't you think the -alleged- photos are another level of intimacy?} Gema had accompanied the image with a brief text: "Business woman". Yes, business... yes... what business, dear? On top of that, I'd had to explain to our daughter that Mom was going on a business trip and wouldn't be back until the next day. In a way, at least I hadn't lied to her. 

	No update until 10:45 p.m. A new image with a blurred girl in the background. A new image with a blurred girl in the background. You don't get me there! This one is clearly not you. In the main shot, a bottle of Moet champagne and a glass. The girl in the background with another glass in her hand. Gema had written: "Champagne, the drink of winners and success. Gerardo is rejuvenated and boy, has he succeeded. Three times and there is still at least one more round to go." Success... rejuvenated... triumphant....  

	Normally, to distract myself, I would clean the house. But I couldn't. My whole body was tingling. It was hard to breathe. On top of that I have to wait for him to post the narrative on his blog. If only I was there... 

	Nine-thirty in the morning. Friday. I had barely slept. She's there, whoring around with the old man, and I'm caged in here. Oh, what delicious torture. A new black and white picture. A woman lying on the floor. Next to her, the tip of a man's shoe is visible. I didn't know that garter belt from Gema, but I couldn't rule out that Gerardo had bought her things and kept it at home for his sessions. Or that he got them from his previous wife. The garter belt looked kind of old. What do I really know what they've been doing all these weeks, all these months? Gema tells me whatever she wants. And surely she doesn't tell me everything. That's the pact we have. I wanted it that way. I like surprises and mystery. How stupid of me! The woman was wearing see-through panties. She wore them over her garter belt. As Gema usually does. She pays a lot of attention to those things. She was half pulling them down. Between the fact that the panties were see-through and that she was pulling them down, you could see her doormat. It could be Gema's. I don't like it like that, but he apparently did. You couldn't see the color; the picture was black and white. The belly button was a little weird. Like Gema's. The woman's skin showed no moles. They had been erased, as in the other photo. If I looked closely, I could see some stretch marks. But I don't know what Gema's stretch marks look like. I only know that, logically, she has some. Again the intrigue. The uncertainty. The mystery. The surprise? Gema had written: "In many ways, Gerardo is old-fashioned. In others, he is surprisingly dynamic and vital." Yeah, old-fashioned. I knew she was referring to the doormat between his legs - well shaved it's much better! But Gerardo had his own ideas and she listened to him. But the question is: Is that your mat or not? 

	Three o'clock in the afternoon. It was still Friday. Gema had not yet returned. She had just posted a picture of a pussy with sperm coming out of it. At least, it wasn't her pussy. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife (via private blog chat): 

	"Sorry, I accidentally deleted an image you had commented on. It was one where you said that I loved that my boss was so fetishistic, because that way I always felt so sexy when I go to work. You commented that your wife had put on stockings and garter belt this morning to go to work and that she warned you that she would be home late. Please message me and let me know how she did. I'm curious. And sorry for deleting that picture. I hope your girl succeeded." 

	  

	imanol2:  

	"Do you like mature guys?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, not really, I've never seen the appeal of it. But I was curious to know if I could do it and how I would feel doing it with my boss. Maybe it's that the habit (understood as habit) makes the monk, but the fact is that I do like to do it with Gerardo. Maybe it's because it's something different. Or maybe it's because I know it bothers my husband. I'm sure that, although he won't admit it, it turns him on at the same time. It's funny how a woman is able to abstract from the merely physical. But to tell you the truth, even I don't fully understand what I'm doing. By the way, you owe us a story." 

	  

	This last comment was prompted by a previous conversation. 

	  

	imanol2:  

	"I asked you the question because I like mature men. In fact, I've been dating one for four years and my partner loves that we are boyfriend and girlfriend. Regarding the last comment: My partner arrived at 23:00. He leaves at 13:30 from work. He had arranged to meet his partner. She usually does it every week with him, for a year now. I like it when she gets dressed up for him. As soon as she got home, I put my hand on her pussy to see if it was squashed and believe me, it was." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Wow, what does that mean, you're the male part of your partner? You're a man and you're dating another mature male? I'm interested in understanding that, because I'm coming up with some nastiness... (not with respect to you)." 

	  

	You see, love? I'm perfectly normal. I'm not the only one who sleeps with mature guys. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New post on my blog:  

	"For all of you who write to me and help me to understand myself better." 

	  

	Along with a photo of a woman blowing a kiss in the air. 

	  

	I loved interacting with my readers, because they asked me interesting questions that helped me to reflect. Moreover, these questions allowed me to answer my husband's questions in a roundabout way at the same time. The pity was that Daniel was still reluctant to comment on my blog. I was failing to encourage him to do so. I could order him to do so, but, in this matter, I must respect his privacy. I can't force him into this. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I was dying. I was dying of jealousy and wanting to know her story with Gerardo. And Gema, instead of telling me, kept posting nonsense on her blog. Why did I come to an agreement with you that you could withhold information and postpone telling me? My wife was killing me, but in a good way, if that was even possible. 

	It was Friday, seven o'clock in the evening and Gema had not yet returned from work. She had posted a new image on her blog that had caught my attention. It was an outdoor image. It showed a brunette woman, with a fine figure but large breasts. I like her figure. But big breasts don't appeal to me as much. She was biting her finger. It was not my wife's gesture, but it reminded me of her. Gema used to bite her lip, with a similar expression. It was an expression somewhere between flirtatious, daring and embarrassment. The girl was wearing a trench coat, but it was open. Underneath she was wearing black lingerie, the complete kit, including stockings with garter belt. Gema would never wear the panties under the garter belt. It might look nicer that way, but it's less practical and Gema is always very practical. The image conveyed something to me. It reminded me of Gema in some way. More than in the physical, it was similar in what it expressed and in what the photographer had wanted to transmit. I looked again at the photo and the model's expression. She knows what she wants. She's standing there with her legs spread. But not in a stern, here-I-am kind of way. She doesn't have her weight well distributed and she has one foot slightly misplaced. It's a mixture of confidence and insecurity. As is the expression on his face, biting his finger. She strips off her coat and shows her true self, that provocative lingerie to make use of her body as she pleases. She looks directly into the camera (at me). She says that's what she wants. But she can't hide that hint of embarrassment she gets. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"The night with Gerardo has been... disconcerting. I am still digesting the experience and, above all, my feelings. 

	For example, why did doing it for the first time without a condom with him make me feel like he was going to deflower me? It's ridiculous, but for some reason I felt that way. Maybe it was because it wasn't spontaneous, but planned? I knew, when he hired me in October, that this would happen. And in December, he had reminded me that in 2017 we would do it unprotected. I had started taking the pill to be prepared. Maybe it was the anticipation of something inevitable? 

	With a few select lovers I had done it without a condom, it was nothing new to me, but nevertheless it felt different with my boss. Maybe it had to do with the age difference and that, next to him, he made me feel like a child?  

	For some reason, it was going to be something special and I had prepared myself accordingly. Under my work clothes I wore all white: bra, stockings, garter belt and sexy lace panties. As if I were a virgin, ready to be deflowered. The funny anecdote of the day was that Gerardo had bought me lingerie for the occasion... white too! Apparently, we had had the same idea. We were laughing for a long time, which made us feel complicit. 

	Another thing that puzzles me is that I don't really find Gerardo physically attractive. He could be my father and, on top of that, he's older than he should be for his age. His obese belly, his dry, withered skin...not the look I would look for in a lover. And add to this his tobacco, coffee and whiskey breath. I find it rather repulsive. And despite this, my panties get wet at the thought of carrying his seeds inside me. I should turn my face away when I get close to kiss him and smell his breath, but I don't. On the contrary, I stick my tongue inside. On the contrary, I stick my tongue in his mouth, searching for his scent. That smell is characteristic of him and his scent, which should push me back, inexplicably draws me in. The stronger his scent is, the more I want to stick my tongue in his mouth and kiss him deeply.  

	I am puzzled, what is wrong with me? Why am I reacting like this, against all logic? Why, as I write this and after my husband has just made me come, am I fingering myself, thinking about Gerardo? 

	If any reader has the answer to this grotesque situation, I beg you to help me understand it.What is wrong with me?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	sarcarl: 

	 "In my opinion, it's a matter of pheromones. But it is possible that in your childhood you had someone very dear to you with the same scent... Look into your past, which sometimes gives us the clues to what is happening today. Or, simply, he has just discovered something new... something that catches his attention from a person he appreciates and not just anyone, as I suspect he doesn't like it in other men, but he does in him." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you, sarcarl. I will give some thought to what you say. Normally I would tell you that I don't usually like old men, but there must be something about Gerardo that I unconsciously appreciate. And if I confess to you, based on being with him and looking for and posting images here on Tumblr, I'm starting to see them as attractive to mature men. Could it be that I've gotten used to it or that I'm starting to see in them in a general way that something I somehow appreciate in Gerardo that I don't know what it is?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	cornudodegemaesposposacaliente (on my wife's blog): 

	"I find it hard to accept that you allow your boss to ejaculate inside you. You know I usually like to show you my devotion to you, after I've been with a lover. So, in spite of everything, you taste like honey to me. But this time it tasted weird, rancid. I'm sorry, but you asked me to come clean. I don't like it.  

	Even so; I accept it. It is what we have agreed: your sexual freedom and mine in your hands. I trust you, as I always do. But I think you deserve better. I don't know how you put up with the taste of it. It was hard for me." 

	  

	I don't like to write. I don't like to do it in general. And even less I like to do it publicly. But don't let it be said that I don't help you. There you have my comment. 

	By the way, I also find it hard to understand how you can continue to post images like that:  

	A woman masturbating, thinking about him? You masturbate thinking about the old man? I don't get it.  

	Another lesbian photo, is it a message to him or to me? Does it have any real meaning or are you just playing with me, maybe with both of us?  

	The woman, kneeling before her master, dressed only in stockings and heels; the man sitting on a chair, with a riding crop in his hand. Is this what you are looking for in him? I prefer the old man to Luis Alberto's beast. He's less dangerous. But, at the same time, Gerardo seems much more dangerous to me, in other ways. I don't know what to tell you. 

	I am especially hurt by that image of the woman in white stockings - like those of a bride, lying on a bed, surrounded by flowers. Do you really feel that way about him? 

	I did not add those thoughts to the comment on his blog. The comment system limited the number of characters. {What an excuse, especially coming from you! You could have sent more than one comment. Or you could have sent him a contribution, instead of just a comment.} I say it now. I am writing it now. It is already late, but, even if late, Gema will read and re-edit it before publishing her book. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Ah, but what a fool you are, my dear, do you see how it's only manias that you have against him? You imagine things that are not. Of course he came inside me without a condom... but I doubt very much that you could taste it. After we were with him, we showered to go to work. You know, we have to keep up appearances. You don't want someone to find out I'm his whore one day if I walk into the office smelling like him. 

	Sorry to disappoint you, but I haven't shared his sperm with you. But don't worry... I will. Until then, maybe this will serve as a lesson to you, so you'll see that you're full of prejudice about him." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	cornudodegemaesposposposacaliente (my husband's comment on my blog): 

	"Honey, someone has suggested to me that Gerardo is reading this blog and that it was he who gave you the idea to only tell me the details of your relationship with him through this medium. It has also been suggested to me that it was Gerardo who came up with the idea of putting me in chastity. is any of this true?" 

	  

	Ah, Daniel, love. And if I were and I told you, here and now, it wouldn't be funny anymore, would it? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"This afternoon you have proven yourself to be a good husband. You know how much it means to me when you caress, kiss and lick me after a date with a lover. And, in this case, knowing that you don't like Gerard, it's even more important to me. Thank you for being so good to me.  

	You are certainly improving on the attitude of the last few weeks. The chastity device is having its effect and I think it would be counterproductive to take it off now, don't you think so, honey?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I left the office at three in the afternoon. I had left my blog account set to send updates to my husband while I was out. Partly I feel sorry for torturing him like this, but partly I love it. Choosing the images I would post had been a fun task. I admittedly had gotten excited doing it. Gerardo and I were going to take the afternoon off. {Gerardo might take it off. But you, you start your other work}. We had eaten around one o'clock some sweet snacks in a quick way. Gerardo had taken me to a new tea shop near the office. Not much went into my stomach. I was nervous and wet. It was going to be Gerardo's first time filling my conjugal pussy with his seed. It was going to be a long day and night ahead of me. Gerardo had gone home on his own after lunch, after dropping me off at the office. I continued working until three o'clock. It was wise not to be seen leaving together. Besides, Gerardo was usually not very forgiving when it came to office work. He was very demanding in this respect and it was no use for me to be anything more to him than a conventional secretary. 

	I parked near his house. In his area, parking was not usually a problem, and even less so at that hour. I went in without ringing the doorbell. Gerardo had given me the key once and I still had it. I found him in the living room, sitting in his armchair. He was pensive. When he saw me, he got up and approached me. He took my hand and kissed me on the cheek. He had been smoking. His distinctive smell penetrated my nostrils. He gave me another kiss on the cheek, this time closer to the corner of my lips. My heart was pounding. I was going to give him my vagina, we were going to make love skin to skin, no holds barred. Some things had unfolded slowly. Others, like this one, had run me over. I hadn't imagined doing it without a condom so soon. It was a significant step for him, for me, and for my husband. I wanted to do it. I was ready. But I had always imagined that we would end up doing it without a condom after a year or at least six months. But it had only been three months since I started working at the company and only two since the first time with him. 

	His lips caressed the corner of my lips. I felt a knot in my throat and the best way to undo it was to pull forward. I turned my head and our lips met squarely. I kissed him, Gerardo was a good kisser. He didn't have my husband's full lips, but his technique was good. Kissing him was like dancing a tango. The taste was annoying only at first. 

	Gerardo pulled away from me, taking the kiss as final. For now. He tugged on my hand and I accompanied him up the stairs to the dormitory floor. We hadn't spoken yet and I suspected we would not. Words were not necessary. I felt Gerard understood me. He understood what I was looking for and why I was doing it. He understood my logical reticence and my not so logical desires. He knew that his smell and taste were strong and that I had to make an effort to overcome the barrier and kiss him. But I did nothing to remedy it and lower the height of the barrier. Gerardo knew me. He knew the satisfaction I felt when I overcame the barrier. He had noticed it in my kisses, when I overcame my by now inevitable initial reluctance. Then, his taste became something I delighted in, almost addictively. I felt free and powerful, being able to break the rules, even my own rules, and expand my horizons. Luis Alberto had dominated me physically. He had subjugated me every time we had sex. With Gerardo, I felt like I was the one taking every step into those dark waters. My boss could easily have taken a mentos before kissing me. But then, there would have been no merit in doing so. I could easily have asked him. I don't think he would have listened to me. But then he wouldn't have been my boss and I wouldn't have been his whore.  

	Gerardo led me to the guest invitation. There, spread out on the bed, was a new set of lingerie. It was all white. Like a bride. 

	-I love it," I said. I do. But I don't think it's going to be necessary. 

	Gerardo looked at me curiously. 

	I turned away from him so he could see me better. My stockings he had already seen, but not the rest. I began to sensually undress for him. It wasn't hard for me to smile as I did so. I loved the way he looked at me. It didn't take me long to undress, though I tried to drag out my little dance as long as possible. The jacket, blouse and skirt were not long enough. 

	Gerardo laughed and I laughed with him. 

	-I think we had the same idea," I commented, amused. 

	I had put on white lingerie for him. I do. 

	-Even so, put on what I bought you," my boss told me. I want you to wear it for the first time. In a way, I'm going to debut you. I can't deflower you, but for me it's as if I did. 

	I shuddered. It felt like something special to me, too.  

	Gerardo turned to leave the room and let me change my clothes. At the door, he said, "Under the bed there are some white shoes. Put them on too. It would mean a lot to me. And the bra... don't wear it. 

	I undressed. Then I put on the outfit he had given me. Somehow, I felt like that picture I had hung up, the one of the bride looking at herself in the mirror. The only thing missing was the veil. I put on the white shoes I had bought. I had gotten my size right on this one too. 

	I entered the master bedroom. Gerardo was standing, waiting for me. He had soft music playing in the background. In the living room he usually used a record player, but in the bedroom he had a dock for his iPhone. 

	-What is it? -I asked. 

	-Billie Holiday," was his reply.  

	It didn't say anything to me, honestly. But I liked what she had put on. The voice was sensual to me, although there was also something sad in it. There was a certain bitterness in it. Partly, I was feeling that way too, and I didn't know why. I'm getting into something I can't control. It was a sweet bitterness, if anything. I bit my lip, a little harder than usual, to clear my head. That melancholy didn't suit me, but I couldn't help it. 

	I undressed him. I took off garment by garment and put each one of them, separately on the gallant. It was simple, forged, but there was something about that forging that attracted me. I knew my boss liked to see me. Besides, he had bought me that lingerie set and he had every right to enjoy it. There was no rush. I knelt down to remove his shoes and socks. I took them off separately and placed them separately, in place, shoe by shoe, sock by sock. I got up to take them to her corner, and then knelt down again to remove the next garment. 

	Then, I knelt down once more to take him in my mouth. His shriveled cock was still flaccid. Gerard did not stiffen easily. He's not a teenager. But, once he did, he used to have quite a stamina, at a leisurely pace. It took me a while to get him hard with my mouth. But I liked to feel it growing in my mouth. It didn't bother me that it took a while.  

	When I had finally gotten him hard, I got up and walked Gerardo to the bed. I made him lie on his back. I knew he liked me riding him. This way he had to make less effort and enjoyed a better view.  

	-I have a better idea," I told him, however. I kissed him sweetly and deeply. I soaked in his bitterness. That's why I feel this way. There is something sad about him, something of someone who has suffered. I kissed him again, deeper. I will extract that bitterness from you. I will free you from it, or at least I will share it with you. Gerardo was a sunshine of a person. As a boss he was strict and demanding, but he was also being generous and fair. And as a lover, he had been patient and understanding. Instead of pushing me, he had listened to me. [Ah, but that's not true! He pushed you to do it without a condom.] {But only because he had listened to you before and knew you were ready}. -I have a better idea," I muttered. I want our first time to be different," I whispered. Strip me. Take it all off, layer by layer. First the garter belt, then the stockings, and finally, very slowly, the panties. I want to be completely naked for you and you completely naked for me. 

	For once, Gerardo obeyed me, although obeying was not what I had intended. If we were going to do it without a condom, he wanted us to do it without clothes as well. I wanted our souls to touch for a moment. What I imagined myself doing with Gerardo transcended the merely sexual. Those dark waters were more than just sex, they were more than the fetish of the garter belt or the desire to kneel. I lay down beside him on the bed and my boss began to undress me slowly, just as I had imagined. The last garment he removed was my panties. Just like in that picture of the bride I had uploaded, this time, he had put my panties inside my garter belt. I wanted them to be the last garment, because they were a symbol of what I was giving her. He wasn't going to deflower me, but it was going to be our first time. I was going to feel him inside my conjugal vagina skin to skin, with nothing in between. Gerardo stripped me of all my accessories while looking me in the eyes. 

	-Come," I whispered. I opened my legs to receive him inside me. 

	My boss positioned himself in the missionary position between my legs. He aimed his unprotected penis at the entrance of my vulva and penetrated me. It was wet and went in easily. I closed my legs behind him. 

	-Do it slowly," I asked. 

	There is something special about the traditional missionary position. The woman opens up for her man, inviting him to penetrate her deeply and unload his seed as close to the entrance of the fertile soil as possible. The man sets the pace, but the woman embraces him with her legs, opening herself even wider for him and drawing him to her.  

	Until then, the only position we had practiced was me riding him. I had posted all kinds of images on my blog. Partly I had done it to confuse my husband and fuel his imagination, partly to give free rein to my fantasies. Gerardo preferred me to ride him. It's to watch me better, to see and touch my tits and grab my ass. {Or maybe to make sure that we enjoy ourselves and that we are not just a board with a hole}. [Maybe he has had bad experiences before]. 

	Gerardo made love to me slowly for half an hour or so. I had lost track of time, but Billie Holiday was still playing. Holiday, vacation. It's my husband's vacation. He understands. Gerard announced he was going to cum and, at that instant, I had a small orgasm. It was not a brutal climax, as I would like to say, but I had liked it nonetheless. Our communion had not been bodily; it had taken place on another plane. Even so, we still did not have a level of trust like I had come to have with Sylvester nor, of course, like I had with my husband. We remained like this, united, in the missionary position for several long minutes. You could feel the little spasms of his cock in my vagina. Gerardo kept ejaculating the last drops of his semen inside me. I still have a lot to do with you, Gerardo. I hope I'm not wrong about you. I want you to take me deep into the lake, but I need to do it safely, with someone who knows how to do it. 

	-It was fantastic," he commented, "I felt you like I've never felt before. I knew this would bring us together. Did you like it? 

	I nodded. I hadn't had an overflowing climax, but maybe that was due to my nerves. In any case, I had liked it. Feeling him cum without a condom inside me, even though he had done it before in my mouth and in my ass, had been as meaningful to me as I had expected. 

	-You are a ten woman. You are an incredible woman, in every aspect. 

	I blushed. 

	-Surely you say that to everyone," I accused him half jokingly, half seriously. A man as experienced as you, surely you've had many women of all kinds. 

	-Like you, none. Look at you! 

	Gerardo was off my back. My boss was not exactly light. He had laid on his back on the bed next to me. And I had laid down on top of him. I had grabbed his limp cock - it was starting to show signs of flaccidity - and I had pushed it back into my vagina, all wet with his semen and my fluids. I wanted to stay attached to him for longer. 

	I caressed his hairy torso. 

	-I haven't had as much experience with women as you might think," he confessed. You might think I'm a rich old lecher who's had mistresses when he felt like it and prostitutes when he didn't want mistresses, but you'd be wrong. 

	-Have you ever been with a prostitute? -I asked him partly to prod him, partly because I was interested to know. {But what kind of question is that? She's with you and she pays you!} 

	-You don't understand me. I'm not like that," he defended himself, "But since you ask, yes, I've been with professionals a couple of times," he admitted. 

	Professionals like me. 

	There was a brief silence.  

	-Enough to know it's not what I want. I don't want to feel like I'm paying to do it. I have no problem paying for the company, if it's mutually beneficial. But I give more than money and I expect more than money. I wouldn't ask a cab driver to stop the meter. But when it comes to relationships between people, and that's what it's all about, I expect more than a meter, no matter how well he knows how to act. With you, I know you don't act. 

	-I don't," I assured him. 

	I kissed him. I felt the taste of his mouth on my tongue again, but I didn't care. I had grown fond of him and had learned to notice things other than his physique. Gerardo was a good man, strange in his own way, but a good man. 

	Gerardo turned his face away and interrupted the kiss. 

	-I told you I'm divorced. But I haven't told you yet that I'm married. 

	What do you mean, you're married? You remarried and you're still married? 

	The first time I went to a prostitute was after twenty-five years of marriage. -Billie Holiday had stopped playing, but I could feel that bitterness in Gerardo again. He was coming clean, but he was having a hard time talking about it. More than sex, we were talking. Yes, we had sex too. But she was a good psychologist. I went to see her a couple more times, until I realized it wasn't working. My marriage wasn't working," she said, "and with the prostitute, it was working even less, obviously. Neither my marriage nor the whore was fulfilling me. But that wasn't that girl's fault. Don't ask me now why my marriage broke up, please," he begged. I'll tell you about that some other time. 

	-Okay," I whispered. You know I'm here for whatever you need. I gave him an affectionate kiss on the tip of his nose. 

	-Years after the divorce, I went to see a professional again. But that one was neither a psychologist nor anything else. I tried another one, but she wasn't there either. It was not what I was looking for. At least it helped me to know what I didn't want. Sex without any kind of personal relationship does not appeal to me. Sex without understanding, without friendship, without affection..." He sighed, "I guess I was looking for all that at the time, but without the burden of a romantic relationship. I got scalded out of my first marriage. -He paused. He looked sad. Then I remarried, but that didn't work out either. I guess I'm a hopeless case... 

	-Don't say that! -I interrupted him. I was beginning to feel sorry for him. 

	-And I'm separated," he continued, "I'm divorced, but without papers. -Gerardo sighed, "And you think I'm a dirty old man with a lot of experience. He shook his head, "Did you know I've never been blown before? 

	-What do you mean? -Yes, that! What do you mean, no? You've been to whores, even if only a couple of times! 

	-My two wives barely gave him a couple of licks, Gema. It was hard for them to get it on already, and that's not cool, but as soon as they felt the taste of the presemen... You are so different, Gema. You understand how important that can be for a man. 

	-What about whores? 

	-Bah! With a condom. And in exchange for money, only money. With a meter. You are the first woman who has really taken me in the mouth. You can't imagine what it has meant to me. The first time you did it... I'll never forget it. I felt like you really enjoyed what you were doing. And then... I couldn't believe you made me cum in your mouth. You're just like a real woman should be. -He had a smile on his face. Did you like it? 

	-The taste? -I answered with a question. I like to give you pleasure, Gerardo. I think you deserve it. And I'm not saying it because you pay me," I added. Although that is part of my fantasy, it is part of my pleasure. 

	-I know, Gema. You are an incredible woman. I'm going to live up to what you deserve. You made me so happy at that moment," her gaze had returned to infinity, to the past of a few weeks ago. 

	-And the blowjob at the office, have you already forgotten it? -I asked, pretending to be angry. 

	-No, not at all. -Gerardo laughed. You surprised me. But it was what I needed, in those moments. You understand me. That's what I like about you. But I think there will be more of those, won't there? -he asked teasingly. 

	-At least once a quarter," I replied in the same mocking tone, referring to the quarterly business follow-up meetings. Unless we get the business back on track. 

	-If so, I'd rather see the company go under," joked my boss. 

	We both laugh. I laugh, but I worry about it happening. It's part of my fantasy. And I like working with you. I'm learning a lot. And the money is good for me, too. 

	I had expected Gerardo to be more sexually experienced. He had surprised me in that respect. It wasn't necessarily a negative thing. I didn't want a whoremonger. But I was sorry that in some ways his life had not gone as well as I had hoped. 

	-Sex with my two previous women has never been like that with you, even when we were in love," Gerardo admitted. You give everything. With them, everything was very traditional, very conventional. On top of that, it went from more to less.  

	I understood the pluses and minuses. It had also happened between Daniel and me. But we had refloated it, albeit in an unconventional way. 

	-I don't think they ever got to enjoy it. Maybe it's me... 

	I frowned. 

	-No, no. It's not you. I can assure you of that," I said, and not just to encourage him. I enjoy you very much.  

	-Thank you for the flowers," she said, "but I'd rather you were honest with me. Surely you have had more virile lovers than I have. 

	-From what you tell me, I don't think the problem with your two women was your virility. I assure you that you are not bad at that. You may not be as... dynamic... as others, but that's not what I'm looking for in you. -For excessively virile I had already had Luis Alberto and that was not what I was looking for. 

	-And what are you looking for, Gema? 

	A lot of things. Make my husband happy. To subdue him. Explore my sexuality. Explore my fantasies... 

	-And you know it. -I bit my lip. You've seen it," I reminded him, softly. 

	We were silent for a while, my face resting on his chest, listening to his heartbeat. There were things I had trouble verbalizing. Maybe I'm not so different from my husband. I understand him better and better. 

	-You surprised me with anal sex," he said, breaking the silence. It was a first for me, too. 

	-Really? 

	-Really. Are you surprised, after what you've heard about my two women? 

	-I thought that maybe... 

	-With prostitutes? No!" He frowned. Gema," he said after another silence, "what you're looking for is what I'm looking for. It's what I've always looked for in a woman. That's partly why both my marriages broke up. They that... not at all! I want a woman who will give herself to me completely. I will make you do things you can't even imagine. Some of them you've already told me. But others... you can't even imagine yet. I want exactly you, a woman with whom to share my fantasies and my needs. But we'll go at my pace. If I tell you to wear panties all the time, you do. I won't admit that you don't because you are looking for punishment. I will punish you when I want to and I assure you I will, but in my time and not yours. You are not ready for that yet. 

	[Hey, Gema, this doesn't sound as inexperienced as he told you]. 

	-I like that you're my sugar baby. Is that how you think of yourself? It's funny: I have a friend who once suggested I adopt one. He told me that there were young college girls willing for a medium to long term relationship with the right of friction, in exchange for financial remuneration. And you appeared out of nowhere, just when I was about to throw in the towel. The universe conspired for me to find you. 

	-I'm not a young college girl," I protested with mock annoyance. I'm not as young and pretty anymore, and I don't have the breasts I used to have or... {As a young college girl you were pretty dull}. 

	-Fortunately you are not. Why do I want a girl who could be my niece? Of course I want a woman younger than me. And pretty like you. But I want a woman who is one hundred percent woman, intelligent and mature. I want you, Gema. The term sugar baby fits pretty well, if you will, but I don't think it describes exactly what I want either. What I want to explore with you I don't think I could do with a sugar baby. I want absolute obedience, from the deepest part of your being. But you already know that, don't you? 

	Without him having to say anything to me, I slid down his belly and positioned myself between his legs. I took his cock in my mouth. It was flaccid and straw-like with his cum and my vaginal fluids. I sucked him until I got him hard again, which took me a while. 

	The music stopped playing. Against my better habits, I had stopped looking into his eyes. Sucking his balls, my mind had wandered. I looked up. Gerardo had his cell phone in his hand, camera pointed at me. 

	There was something about Gerardo that turned me on. I hadn't done much to make the fantasies I had been sharing with him in our intimate moments come true. But without doing anything special, he had done a lot. It was the way he treated me. It was his taste and his smell and his belly. That alone was enough to make me feel the dark waters of the lake I was slowly slipping into. 

	Gerardo ran three more times that day. It was strange for him, because to date, his rifle had always been a single shot. Evidently, I took great pains. No doubt, he was very excited to be able to impregnate my pussy and take me au naturel. In between, we had plenty of time to kiss. It was becoming more and more special for me to do so, despite - or perhaps because of - its bitter taste. The age difference made me feel like a little girl next to him. Somehow, I felt rejuvenated, perhaps because I felt that he would be in charge of the decisions and that I could relax in my feeling of responsibility. The next morning, before he went to work with me, he came for the fifth time in less than twenty-four hours. 

	Now you know almost all the details, love. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Alberto:  

	"For God's sake, Gemma, tell us - or rather, let Daniel do it - whether or not he cleaned you or didn't clean you!!!!!!!!" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Reluctantly, but he did. Little by little he is understanding that the choice of the male is mine and mine alone and that he must do his duty regardless of his personal preferences." 

	  

	Do you understand, love? So shall it be forever, till death do us part. 

	 

	


Chapter XVIII - Envy and JEALOUSY 

	  

	"Love is giving someone the power to destroy you, but trusting them not to." - Anonymous  

	  

	  

	-Did you do it? -Manolo asked his friend. 

	They were back at Gerardo's house. They returned to enjoy each other's company, first drinking a good whiskey and then smoking a good Havana cigar. A jazz record was playing. The black voice of singer Eleanora Fagan intoned the notes with an inevitable sadness, despite the lively No regrets song. 

	-Yes, with this same song," Gerardo answered. 

	-Are you sure you know what you're doing? 

	Gerardo let the smoke out of his mouth, creating a ring that moved away and got bigger until it disappeared. 

	-Absolutely. 

	-And the next step? -Manolo asked incredulously. 

	He still found it hard to believe that all this was happening. That a woman was capable of doing almost anything for money, he was not surprised. Even that a beautiful woman could do such dirty things with a man like his friend was not strange to him. His friend was many things, but physical attractiveness had long since ceased to be among his qualities. Maybe if he had taken better care of himself... like me... But Manolo, even though he considered himself a close friend of his, was not going to tell him that. It was true that he had done nothing to keep himself better. But life had dealt him enough blows. And then he had become obsessed with the company, as if he were his own son. In a way, he was. In spite of everything, Gerardo's genetics were good. In his younger days, with his wingspan and blue eyes, he had been attractive to many girls.  

	-I know exactly what she wants," Gerardo informed him with aplomb. But before I move on to the malignant part, I have to go deeper into the emotional part. She's almost ready. She's crying out for it. But we have to cement it well, first. You know what I want. This is my last chance, Manolo. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New posts on my blog: 

	  

	"Getting the wardrobe ready for Monday - I hope I don't forget my panties, Gerardo insists I have to wear them!" 

	The comment was accompanied by a woman at home in seamed stockings and garter belt, but no panties, bending down to pick up a garment from the floor. 

	I felt refreshed, having taken the step of doing it without a condom with Gerardo. Everything had gone wonderfully well. Even my husband had behaved perfectly with me, upon my return home. He had licked my pussy, even though he knew Gerardo had cum inside me. With that, he had given me his approval to continue my relationship with my boss. Is there a better way for a husband to express his support than that? At last Daniel had understood that, physique aside, Gerardo was the lover I needed, a mature, responsible and reliable person, someone I could trust with my dark desires and make them come true step by step, slowly and surely. I'm so excited! Gerardo is the perfect man for this! 

	  

	"Honey, please don't be angry with me, but I have to confess that I did it again. It was again in your office, when everyone had gone to lunch." 

	With a picture of a woman with her mouth open, with abundant saliva or other liquid on her tongue and lips. 

	Yes, I've crawled back under Gerardo's table and... you know. Don't worry, I'll give you a kiss later, so you know I love you. 

	  

	"Amor, when I get home, we need to talk about a proposal Gerardo has made to me." 

	He gave me a blowjob while I was sucking him off under the table.... 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You have answered not long ago that only a few lovers have had the privilege of fucking you without a condom. Are you still having sex with them, even though you are with Gerardo? When you decided to do unprotected sex, were you afraid at any time of contracting any sexually transmitted diseases, either orally or vaginally, when dealing with partners who might have sex with more people without your knowledge? Thank you for your answers." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Since I have been with Gerardo, I have not been with any other lover. I only had a one-night stand with a stranger (with a condom, obviously), before I went on a trip to Barcelona with Gerardo. 

	I have asked Gerardo for the certificate of being free of diseases, but also the commitment to do it without a condom only with me. This commitment is mutual, but, so far, I have not been with any other lover, even with a condom. 

	The risk, with all the precautions you take, is always present. The only way to avoid any risk is monogamy, but not even that, because you can never know if your partner is not having an affair with someone in a moment of weakness. Risks have to be known and assessed. If you take the car to go somewhere, you also have the risk of having an accident. 

	No, I wasn't afraid, because if I had been, I wouldn't have done it. When you've been with a person for a while, you have a level of trust. Naturally, Silvestre could have been fucking bareback half the neighborhood and I wouldn't know, but it's a matter of feeling and trust. What lover couldn't be having sex with more people without me knowing? Even my husband could be having them and I wouldn't know. Proper prevention, good judgment and trust. 

	P.S.: Of the ways of contagion that you list, the one that worries the most is the oral one. Putting the cap on just to give him a few blowjobs is very impractical. It's a shame that STDs exist. You have to be careful." 

	  

	Yes, love. I'm careful with Gerardo. I trust him and we have a pact. It's my health and, above all, yours too. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema kissed me. Her tongue plunged into my mouth. I had just come home from work. I had just read the updates on her blog. I had been tied up at work and, despite the alarms, hadn't been able to read it earlier. 

	-Did you blow him? -I asked my wife, when I managed to detach myself from her mouth for a moment. Gema had come home hot. As she approached me, I could smell the scent of his cock in my wife's mouth. And now that I had her tongue in my mouth, I could taste that stale, tobacco taste she had told me about. 

	-He came in my mouth," he replied. It was only a brief interruption. Gema plunged her tongue into my mouth again. 

	There was the taste of Gerardo again. Of course, it was a psychological thing. It had been hours since I had sucked him off. There was nothing left of it. Nevertheless, the taste was there. It was the same as the one I had tasted when Gema had disguised herself as G. and I had played D. It was also the same as the one I had found in her vagina and in her mouth last Friday, when she came back from home. She had showered before, according to her, but the taste had been there, present. I had no desire to eat another man's sperm. Least of all Gerardo's old man's. But there was something exciting about tasting another man in my wife's body. Most of all, it was exciting when it was accompanied by the gleam in my wife's eyes. The gleam was a reflection of how excited she was about the situation and how aroused she was by the depravity. It was that illusion and depravity that I was excited to share with her. But that illusion in her eyes were also, at the same time, daggers in my heart. I was excited about another man. In Gerardo's case, I was beginning to be blind with illusion. But the one she is sharing all that with is me. 

	Gema was back to posting movie stuff on her blog. There were the images of a young Olivia Wilde bending down in the middle of the street to tie the shoes of a mature Liam Neeson, in the movie Third Person. I couldn't imagine Gerardo looking so handsome. Gema's boss, it seemed, was more than mature, he was past it. But I could picture the scene perfectly. And I could also visualize the expression on my wife's face, not unlike Olivia's: that little smile, that hint of embarrassment, that look of defiance at the challenge posed and overcome. 

	There was the more-than-mature but still handsome Alan Arkin stroking Blake Lively's naked head in The Private Life of Pippa Lee. The ages didn't match, but the looks weren't that far off. The septuagenarian Alan was older than Gerard, but apparently better preserved. And the twenty-something Blake didn't look much better than Gema, at least to me. That, too, was a scene I could imagine. The relationship between Gema and Gerardo was turning out to be more than just sex. I had the impression that Gerard was filling, at least in part, the role of a father, for my wife. Gema's father was still alive. He was a good man, but very simple-minded and had never really acted as a father. He had never given her advice or held himself up as an example to follow. He had been a working mule, though. And Gemma had copied something from him. But he wasn't a person given to expressing affection, which didn't mean he didn't have it. He just wasn't much given to expressing his emotions. That's where he took after me. 

	Young Taylor Black looked both sassy and vulnerable in the hands of the almost 70-something Peter Strauss. Gema had posted images from the movie Sugar Daddies. At sixty-seven, that sugar daddy was in better shape than Gerard, even though Gerard was noticeably younger. Why can't all sugar daddies be like that? What Gema probably didn't know was that, in that movie, the relationship between Kara and Grant ends badly. Among other things, she is disowned by her family when they find out where her income comes from. Also her boyfriend breaks up with her. But that's something I'm not going to do. Even if there's more to it than sex and even if it's sex for money, I'm more broad-minded. It's a part of her that I have awakened. I love her and I accept that part of her. {Bravo! I liked that. That was very profound}. Yes, I'm a real cuckold. 

	In 2014's Beauty and the Beast, young Léa Seydoux agrees to be held prisoner by the beast Vincent Cassel in exchange for saving her father. As part of the deal, she agrees to have dinner every night with him. Gemma hadn't been trying to save anyone, although, at times, I couldn't shake the feeling that she was trying to save me. In return, she had agreed to certain things with Gerardo that went beyond dinner. It's a children's story. They can't tell what inside the story dinner really means. And in the end, the beauty ends up falling in love with the beast. What started as an agreement, ended in romance. 

	Gema may not have been aware of all this, but I was putting a lot of thought into things. 

	In the next post, he had posted the moving image of an ugly, hairy beast having sex with a woman, in the middle of a storm. She didn't know what movie that scene was from, but the question was why she had posted it. Did she see Gerardo as a predator to whom she willingly gave herself? 

	If he was a predator, photography was undoubtedly one of his hunting weapons. He had already warned Gema that he would take pictures of her. Apparently, that was what he was doing, although he wasn't one hundred percent sure. There were pictures that seemed to be of Gema, but they were taken in such a way that even I, her husband, didn't know for sure if they were hers. Gema had posted an image of an old film camera with the out-of-focus legs of a young woman in the background. This was certainly a clue for me. She had posted a picture of a bite mark on her skin. You couldn't see what part of her body it belonged to and I hadn't seen any bite marks on her. But he may have bitten her, taken the photo and the mark, over time, disappeared. The fingers that appeared in the picture touching the bite mark could well be of a person of Gerardo's age. The photo, in order not to provide too much information, had been taken in black and white. 

	In another black and white image, a woman was seen licking a penis. Of course, it was also in black and white. Only a quarter of the face was visible. What was visible could match my wife, but I couldn't be sure it was her. The photo had been taken from above, from the man's perspective. 

	Another one in black and white, showing a woman sitting in an armchair. You couldn't see her face, of course. But you could see her legs, her shoes, her stockings, her hands, her ring, her blouse... 

	She had posted more photos. These were clearly not of her. Moreover, she had reblogged them. In them, Gema delved into the aspects of submission. They were very aesthetic images. In one, a man grabbed the arms of a naked woman from behind. On her arms you could see the marks that the ropes had left on her skin. In another, a naked woman, dressed only in heels and black stockings, was sitting on top of a man, with her legs open, sitting on the man's legs, facing him. The man was sitting in turn on a chair and was dressed. The woman had her hands cuffed behind her back and the man was squeezing her ass with one hand, with absolute brazenness. His hand covered both buttocks. One finger would probably be on her anus. And the woman would probably be wet, her pussy on the verge of pinging. The woman was only visible from behind, but she was a match for Gema's figure. The man was definitely not Gerard. The arm looked too muscular for it. But, maybe, it's how she sees him, regardless. {Mostly, it's how she sees herself, or how she would like to see herself}. The image was simple, but it conveyed a lot. Is it a message for me or for him? 

	Another publication was less subtle. On the other hand, it was more disturbing, because of the text it showed. There were two images, both in black and white. In one, a man's hands were seen clutching a woman's face. There was no gentleness. He was doing it with force. He had two fingers in the woman's mouth. That part was the least of it. The worst part was the other image, which was just some letters. They were in English. I was surprised that Gema had chosen that image. Her English was not very good. But the words were almost identical in both languages. It was a simple message to understand: "He possessed and obsessed me". She couldn't deny that Gema was beginning to be obsessed with Gerardo. Obsessions are dangerous. Possession even more so. 

	He had also published a photo of us. That one had been taken by Silvestre back in the day. It was very blurry and it was impossible to make an identification. Anyway, you can only see her lower body. Of me, you can see my face... It was strange how reckless she was. It meant that she was overexcited. Or that Gerardo had told her to publish it, assuming she knew about the blog. And if he asked her, why did he do it? Did he want to humiliate me? Did he want to cause some kind of problem between me and Gema? Did I already say that Gema was starting to be obsessed and blind? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New post on my blog: 

	"When Gerardo confessed to me that in his two previous marriages he had never received a blowjob, I was about to tell him that maybe it was also partly due to its taste. It is bitter, the result of the mixture of alcohol, coffee and tobacco.  

	But I thought about it and I didn't. After all, it's his characteristic taste; it's part of him. After all, it is his characteristic flavor; it is part of him. Why should I make him change? Why not accept him as he is? I believe in accepting people as they are, without classifying virtues and defects.  

	I have become accustomed to his smell and the taste of his tongue. To some extent, I would not be him, if he were different. At first, I was repulsed by it, but now, I wouldn't want it any other way. Sex is between people. If I kiss him, I want to kiss him, not a smint." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	She doesn't quite understand Gema's obsession with Gerardo's taste. Followed by the above post, she had added another with a moving picture of a woman grabbing an older man by the lapels of his trench coat to kiss him. Gema had added the caption, "Exactly like this." 

	Was that how she kissed him? Did she always take the initiative? I'd had a girlfriend who smoked. And the taste in her mouth was horrible. I had broken up with her. Of course, aside from the taste of her mouth, I didn't love her. 

	-We need to talk, honey," Gemma reminded me. Her eyes were shining. She had already told me through her blog that something was cooking. Gerardo has made me a proposal. -She bit her lower lip nervously. She looked down. Then he looked back up and looked at me again. I kept biting my lip. 

	A proposal? That doesn't sound good to me. What could he be proposing to you? Nothing good. He's already got everything on you. What more does he want? {He's got everything but her heart: he's got her mouth, her ass and her pussy. He's got her brains, too, by the looks of it. I love it that way, by the way}. 

	I looked at her worried, but trying not to let it show too much. It's the energy of a new relationship. It's similar to falling in love. It's normal at this stage. But if I fight it, all I get is a rebound. It is better to let it dissipate over time. New relationship energy doesn't usually last. 

	-Gerardo has invited me this weekend to go skiing with him in Switzerland!!!!! -Gema exclaimed excitedly, "I can't believe it. 

	I couldn't help but frown. That meant... I would be with him for days and nights! Twenty-four hours a day, day after day. My heart threatened to stop. But Gemma looked like a teenager. She was jumping up and down with joy, clapping her hands. 

	-I told Gerardo to think about it. I didn't want to spoil his fun," Gema commented, without waiting for my answer. I don't know a damn thing about skiing, you know that.  

	No, Gema didn't know how to ski. And neither could I. I didn't like skiing. I thought it was boring to slide down the mountain, only to climb up the same mountain and jump off again. What was the point? It didn't make sense. We had never gone skiing. 

	-But he assured me that he doesn't mind. He said that we will surely have a great time," Gema continued happily, without giving me a chance to say anything. 

	Yeah, I can imagine he'll have a good time with you, even if you don't know how to ski. {Especially if you don't know how to ski. They'll have more time for other things}. 

	-And... and what shall I tell... what shall we tell Vicky? -I stammered. I didn't want to object. Gema was very excited. But I didn't like the idea. Gerardo didn't intend to just fuck her. He was an old fox. An old green fox. That smelled bad and it wasn't because of the tobacco. It smelled like he was up to something. 

	-We'll tell her I've gone to a congress," my wife suggested. Apparently, she had it all figured out. 

	Our daughter Victoria would not miss her mother. She was in that adolescent phase where she was over her parents. She got along better with me than she did with her mother. They were alike in some ways and they clashed. In others, she was like me, but we didn't clash; I understood her. 

	-I don't know. Are you sure? It will be many days," I objected, not yet knowing how many. 

	-I've never been skiing," she replied. 

	Was that a hint? Are you saying I never took you skiing? It was a low blow. Mr. Rich Guy does for me in a few months what my husband has never done in his entire life. I scrunched up my face, hurt. 

	-How many days would it be? -That battle was already lost. Now it was a matter of not losing the war. 

	-I don't know. I guess a week at the most. 

	-Do you think you can be with him for a whole week, all hours of the day? 

	-Do you doubt it? -she asked flirtatiously. 

	I'm a fool. You already spend so much time with him, you won't know the difference. It's not Silvestre, whom he saw from time to time. He's your boss and you see him every day, and some nights too. 

	-That's not the question," my wife lectured me, "You fool," she said affectionately, tapping me on the tip of my nose with her index finger. What you should have asked me is if I can go a week without you. 

	-Oh," I exclaimed in embarrassment. I'm a fool. Gema is right. And... and can you? 

	-A week? Easily! -It's the Swiss Alps, love! -She looked at me. There was love but also compassion in her gaze. What I couldn't do is spend a lifetime without you. -She smiled tenderly and tilted her head slightly. Are you jealous? 

	I sighed. I blushed. I looked down. Then to the side. Finally, I looked at her: "A little," I admitted. 

	-I love you," my wife reminded me. 

	-Only me? -I mumbled, blushing. 

	-Love? Of course! -He shook his head. "Silly," he said with that gesture. But what if I told you that I was beginning to feel something for him? Isn't that what you want? Isn't that your fantasy? 

	Is it mine now or is it yours? 

	-Would you be jealous? -he asked. 

	-Yes," I admitted. But I can control them. Just tell me again that you love me. 

	-I love you! -my wife exclaimed at once. Always," she added. 

	-I can control it," I repeated. You know I support you. 

	My wife's face did light up. 

	-Good! You better be able to control that silly jealousy of yours. Because I love you and only you. But you must keep in mind that I'd rather have sex with an old man than sex with your useless little chick. As for sex, you're only my plan B. Even an old man is ahead of you," my wife mocked. 

	I had blushed before, but his words made me turn red as a tomato. I stuck my tongue out at her to release the tension. We both laughed, although Gema laughed more than I did. 

	-If you behave yourself, when I come back, I'll take this off," my wife promised. She had put her hand on my parts, specifically, on my chastity device. 

	Twenty-four hours a day, up to seven days in a row? No new relationship energy can stand that. You'll end up hating it. Go ahead, Gema, go ahead! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New post on my blog:  

	"I love to put it all the way in my mouth when it's still soft and feel it grow inside me." 

	  

	With the moving image of a woman engulfing to the bottom of a slightly soft cock. 

	  

	Feeling a cock growing had always turned me on. I remembered the first times I kissed my first boyfriend, how the bulge in his pants had grown. I didn't dare touch it, but my boyfriend had taken my hand and put it on his cock, so I could touch it through his pants. The feeling of how it was growing, how it was getting hard... that had really turned me on. Feeling it grow in my mouth was even more exciting. Silvestre's was bigger and more aesthetic, but it was growing very fast. But Gerardo's took longer. It was more laborious to get it hard, but since it took longer, I could feel each phase. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi Gema, in your book you say (or think) at the end a sentence addressed to your husband: "There is only one thing that makes you hornier than being a cuckold and that is to be a humiliated cuckold." When are you aware of your husband's desire to be a submissive and humiliated cuckold? In what ways do you most enjoy humiliating him? Did you at any time talk to Silvestre about how to do it so that Daniel would enjoy his humiliation? Do you often use verbal humiliation with him, just as Silvestre did as a dominant male?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Well, I didn't actually say it; it was just a thought. We were driving home and I was thinking about how to confess to Daniel that I had broken the rules more times than he thought and that last night was not the first time. One possibility I considered, which Silvestre had indicated to me, was to go on the attack, instead of being defensive. If he really liked the humiliation, he would like that attack more than apologizing. But I did not dare to tell him so. 

	The discovery has been a gradual process and I am still discovering new things today. My husband is very enigmatic in that respect; he doesn't like to be clear about what kind of humiliation he likes. He may think that, if he says it openly, it would lose its magic, because it wouldn't genuinely come from me; it wouldn't be authentic. But it may also be that he is simply embarrassed. 

	The first time, I was surprised to discover his submissive side, when Silvestre gave him instructions to undress him and Daniel followed them. Later, in the restaurant, I realized that not only was he submissive, but that he was into humiliation. I mean he looked like a cuckold in front of the waitress. He was very embarrassed, but, as he later confessed to me, it had also turned him on. The turning point was my first night at Silvestre's house, when I had (at my lover's suggestion) my husband bring us breakfast. Silvestre predicted that he would, when it seemed logical that he would refuse and get angry. I hadn't thought it possible, but that's when I realized that he really liked me. I had not discussed it with Silvestre before; it was his suggestion. Actually, I learned from Silvestre, not vice versa. There were many things in this cuckold world that I simply didn't know and couldn't even imagine. 

	Daniel and I talked a lot more than what appears in the books, but I didn't want to include all the conversations so as not to take away from the action. Likewise, there are also more things that have happened between the three of us, but in order not to be repetitive, I don't tell them. What I have tried to do is to narrate the high points, those where either something exciting and worth telling happens or where they are key to understand the evolution of the participants. That is why, for example, I told in some detail about spending the night at Silvestre's house and the subsequent breakfast. 

	But as I was saying, even today I am still discovering the different buttons that put my husband on and how to push them. It is something that is not closed; we are still in the process of discovery and also of self-discovery. 

	The humiliation that turns Daniel on the most is that which is imaginative and surprising. The classic my lovers fuck so much better than you works, but not if it's repeated constantly. There has to be something additional behind it. For example, and although no one has asked me yet, I'll comment here in passing: Gerardo's cock is actually smaller than my husband's (it must be that with age they shrink), but, even so, I get more excited about (conventional) sex with Gerardo than with Daniel. That's why I haven't missed my husband's cock while he's been locked up. Another thing is on a sentimental level, and my husband knows it, that I only make love with him. But at the level of what is pure lust, let's say, I prefer even an old man like Gerardo." 

	  

	Ah, but sex with Daniel is no longer only conventional... {But soon it won't be with Gerardo either, although in a different way than with our husband}. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New posts on my blog: 

	  

	"Few things turn me on more than a good fuck, but this is one of them." 

	With the image of a woman reading a book in a bathtub. 

	Of course, it depends on the book and it depends on the dust.... 

	  

	"This weekend, my husband has been very industrious, helping me to launch the print edition of my book. As a bonus, I've included some photos of myself on the inside pages of this first edition! I'm my first customer and I can't wait to get my own printed book at home! Too bad I have to hide it from the rest of the family." 

	And to think how afraid I was that my images would be leaked... [And to think that this book is now the fourth one and that the other three have even been translated into English...]. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-So, are you going on vacation with her? -asked Manolo.  

	He felt a little envious of his friend. At first, he had not believed in his friend's relationship with Gema. It was too implausible that it would work. But he had had no choice but to surrender to the evidence. The beautiful woman and his intelligent friend had been together for more than three months now and, far from cooling off, their relationship was going from strength to strength. However, Manolo wondered if his friend's plans with her were entirely ethical. After all, she was married. Gerardo could be Machiavellian when it interested him. But the beautiful Gema had a strange relationship with her husband, something Manolo could not understand. Her husband was impotent or something. Still, that didn't explain it. Gerardo, without a doubt, had been very lucky. Surely he deserved that luck. But there were many people who also deserved it. 

	Gerardo nodded. This time they were at Manolo's house. The prelude to Wagner's musical drama Tristan and Isolde was playing. It was not Gerardo's favorite musical style, but he and Manolo had a pact and those pacts were sacred. The host chose the music. Of course, no pact was unbreakable. Gerardo had broken it on one occasion, pressuring his friend to play another kind of music. It wasn't that he didn't appreciate classical music. But he often felt he needed something more emotional and less cerebral. Manolo, however, found Tristan and Isolde to be an excellent work, ideal to liven up this meeting with his friend. The play was based on the medieval romance of Godfrey of Strasbourg. Tristan is sent by his king to secure the hand of Princess Isolde and bring her to him, to marry her. But on the way, Tristan and Isolde accidentally drink a magic love potion and end up hopelessly in love. The princess, who was destined to be the king's wife, would now be the vassal's companion. Needless to say, it did not end well. 

	Gerardo nodded again, perhaps not in response to his friend's question, but thinking about what he planned to do. 

	-To go deeper? -asked Manolo. He hated that for certain things -the most interesting ones- he had to get the words out of him almost by force. Gerardo, on other occasions -interesting, but not so much-, used to be more eloquent. 

	-Deepen and expand. I have something prepared," he commented. 

	-You're going to tell me what? 

	Gerardo shook his head. If at that moment he thought of mentioning Gema's blog to his friend, if he knew about it, and of indicating that he could find out through it about almost everything, as well as her husband's cuckold, the author is unaware of it -or prefers not to reveal it- at the moment. 

	-Activated carbon ice cream? -insisted Manolo. 

	Gerardo made an ambiguous gesture with his head. 

	-That's the least of it," he said at last, "If I'd had a woman like that, I wouldn't have divorced. 

	Manolo thought about it before answering. He did not want to remind his friend of that traumatic event, but Gerardo had left him no choice. 

	-Your first divorce, you know it wasn't about that. Nothing could have saved your marriage after that. I'm sorry. As for your second wife, she ran away in fright after she found out about..." Manolo cleared his throat. Anyway, you wouldn't share your wife with other men. Gema is married," he reminded him. 

	-I wouldn't share her like her husband does. You are right. -Gerardo looked at his friend defiantly. Not like that. With me, he wouldn't need to behave like that. 

	Manolo cocked his head to one side, weighing what Gerardo had told him. His friend's logic was sound. After all, it seemed that Gema was looking for a man like Gerardo, strong-willed, witty... But logic doesn't always explain everything. Maybe there was something that only her impotent husband could give her. It wouldn't be the first time that Gerardo had been guilty of giving himself too much importance. In any case, he would be attentive. 

	-Where are you going? -asked Manolo, trying to change the subject a little. 

	-To Zermatt. 

	-Oh," exclaimed Manolo, "I'm sure she'll be delighted. 

	Manolo knew the place. He had gone there with Gerardo on occasion. It was a place where Gerardo used to go from time to time. He used to always rent the same cabin, a big three-bedroom cabin, and he used to share it with two other couples. 

	-Actually, you don't know him. He has no idea what he looks like. But he trusts me blindly. 

	-I see," admitted Manolo, with some annoyance. 

	 -Look," said Gerardo, showing her the screen of his cell phone. 

	Manolo's eyes widened, but Gerardo quickly put his cell phone away. 

	-Is it...? Are you...? -Manolo stammered. 

	Gerardo rehearsed an enigmatic smile. Rarely did his friend speak disjointedly. It amused her that she had been able to throw him off balance in such a way, simply by showing him her cell phone screen for less than two seconds.  

	In the black and white image Manolo seemed to have seen a beautiful woman on her back, trying to sit on a man. The woman had the man's legs between hers. Her knees were bent, halfway between standing and sitting on the man. It did not look like a comfortable position. The woman was naked, except for white shoes, white stockings and a white garter belt. She had a nice back, with broad shoulders and a silhouette like a cello. Manolo fancied that her breasts should be even more beautiful, but they were not visible, as her back was turned. The man sitting on a chair, on the other hand, was luckier. Like tasty fruit from a tree, they fell right into his mouth. But the comparison with the cello was not a figment of Manolo's imagination. In the photo, the woman had painted in black on her back the slits of a cello, with that characteristic shape of a cello. The ass was probably nice too, but Manolo hadn't been able to see it properly. Not only had Gerardo quickly removed the image, but the woman's ass was partially covered and deformed by the man's hand. Although the woman did not appear to have a small ass - it was a good ass, as far as Manolo could judge - the man's hand covered a good part of both buttocks. He squeezed them hard, as if they were his own, and deformed them. The woman's hands were cuffed behind her back, but it did not seem to be happening against her will. Although her face was not visible, she seemed to be quite content to be a mere instrument in the man's hands, whether he was playing forcefully, as in the image, or gently. In his other hand, the man held a digital camera. He was pointing it at the viewer of the photo. Manolo thought he could tell it was a Fujifilm like the one his friend Gerardo had, but he couldn't be sure. There were many cameras and they all looked alike. However, there were not many women like that one. That one, it could only be... The photo, it looked like it had been taken against a mirror. It could have been a third person who had taken the photo, but there was one small clue: The man was holding the camera in his left hand. Seen through a mirror, that meant it was, in fact, the right. Of course, it was possible that the man was left-handed. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Alberto:  

	"Hi Gema, I'm Alberto. I think that, if you really want to please Gerardo with your hairstyle, you are going to have to let it grow at his free will. The way you tell it, you get the feeling that Gerardo is old school, that he likes it hairy. Your cuckold asked a question that I find very interesting... I don't know if you're not answering it because you're exercising your power, or for other reasons ;)" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I'm afraid to wear a fur coat... but the boss is the boss. I'll have to see which way he likes best. As for the question you say my beloved cuckold asked me, what was it...? ;-)" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The ski trip to Switzerland was a great gesture on Gerardo's part. He didn't need to entertain me; he already paid me. So it was a great gesture on his part. I was very excited about the old one. I had always wanted to go skiing, not so much for the skiing itself, since I had no idea about that, but for the fact of going to the mountains, to the snow. Daniel had never taken the plunge. I was not going to miss the opportunity to go with Gerardo.  

	I was aware that this meant spending many hours with him uninterruptedly. That scared me. We got along very well, but I didn't know if I was ready for that. With Silvestre, I had gone to Valencia for a weekend, but this was another level. It was going to be more than a weekend and it wasn't exactly next door, either. There was a risk that Gerardo would get tired of me. On a trip like this, there's a lot more to it than sex. I was worried. [What if you're the one who gets bored of him? I don't know. I think he gets off on the situation, on being another man's call girl, so to speak. [Well, he's seen Pretty Woman too many times]. I had to prepare things for the old lady, buy new lingerie, go to the hairdresser's, get the other hairdresser's... Since Gerardo sent me to the hairdresser's at the signing of the contract to have my top and bottom hair done to his liking, I hadn't worried about my pubic hair. I had been trimming it a little, but I had not dyed it again. I had assumed that it had been a one-time thing to be funny. Who the hell dyes their pubic hair? 

	For the time being, I had taken a beautiful red set of garter belt, panties and bra. The fabric was sheer and only the embroidery in the form of leaves and flowers made strategic areas remain sensually veiled. The bra was underwired, which was important to me. The garter belt, had gold buckles, which gave it a distinguished touch. It matched my wedding ring... I promised I would never take it off and I won't take it off on this trip either. The panties... I was still deciding whether to wear them or not. I knew Gerardo insisted that I wear them. He liked to take them off. But if I forgot them and because of my forgetfulness I was deserving of punishment... For some reason, Gerardo had not yet punished me for my forgetfulness, even though there had been several. Daniel was behaving very well and I decided to wear the outfit for him. Mind you, I would do it after posting the photo on my blog. I would wear the outfit so he would know how I intended to seduce my boss. [But I wouldn't wear it for the first time on him. I'd have to wait for him to wear them with Gerardo first. It's only fair... after all, I bought it with his money. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New posts on my blog: 

	  

	"A gift from Gerardo, to be with him in the cabin. He said he was planning to give it to me there, but has finally preferred to give it to me before the trip, so I can go thinking about when I wear it." 

	The comment was accompanied by a corresponding picture. We had skipped lunch and gone to his house. The excuse had been a gift he had for me. The real reason for cajoling me to go with him to his house you can imagine... There were three white things he gave me; two of them were shown in the image he had posted. There were some panties made of transparent fabric and embroidery. The cut of the panties was classic, nothing thong or similar. The second white thing was a negligee, sheer and embroidered, just like the panties. Indeed, Gerard had made me imagine myself wearing it for him in the cabin. The third white thing he had given me was... I think you can imagine it. 

	  

	"Thank you for doing this for me. You know that it fills me with love to see how you adore me and how you clean me of my lover's remains: his sweat, his saliva and his... semen. I consider it an expression of your most unconditional love for me and knowing how little you like Gerard, I value it doubly. Thank you for supporting me and making me feel loved! 

	I hope you liked it too. Please don't forget to describe in my blog what you felt. But this time, since you think Gerardo reads this blog (I neither confirm nor deny it, that's up to you), write addressing him. I hope you will be respectful!" 

	The text was accompanied by a picture of a woman on her knees in bed, with her guy's head between her legs. It was like the 69 position, except she wasn't sucking him off. My husband called that position 68: I'll eat it and you owe me one. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gemma had decided almost single-handedly that she would go on vacation with Gerardo to the snow. She had consulted me, but had left me no real option to refuse. I could have objected and she would have possibly given in. But at what price?  

	However, there was something that excited me about the idea of her going with him. That gleam in her eyes when she talked about him both hurt and turned me on. It didn't make sense, but it did. Imagining her in bed with him, not only fucking, but sleeping, exchanging caresses, waking up together, made me shudder, while my hair stood on end with fear. That gleam in my wife's eyes was due to a fire I felt for him. And he who plays with fire, gets burned. I didn't know this man. I couldn't trust him. Gema was a coveted trophy for him. Once he got it completely, he would never let it out of his display case again. And, once again, that thought made my heart tingle with anguish and my parts tingle. I was aware that the tingling was due to the state of my libido, artificially high because of what Gema posted on her blog and my chastity device that would not allow me to discharge and lower the level. 

	What my wife published in her blog was driving me crazy. The suspicion that Gerardo was aware of her postings did not make it any easier, quite the contrary. It had been suggested by a certain wmraim, with whom I was talking to on the OurHotWives forum and who was also active on my hot wife Gema's blog. I had no idea if this wmraim was correct in his suspicion. There were indications that he was. But he could have been totally wrong. I would have preferred he hadn't told me that. If it was true that Gerardo was following my wife's blog, what he was posting was not messages for me, but for him. Nervously, I bit my lower lip. This damn chastity device is going to make me look more and more like her, in certain ways! 

	Gema was a bit stressed, preparing for her trip. She had bought several new lingerie outfits. Since Gerardo hired her and paid her that generous salary (generous for a secretary, not for a whore), Gema had changed. She no longer skimped on buying nice things, especially if they were to wear for her boss. Previously, she had skimped more and if she had bought something special, it was because it had been a real bargain. She had promised to wear the lingerie for me before she left on her trip. But she had stressed that I could only see it, not touch it. I was determined that Gerardo would be the one to try it on with his hands. After all, I was his Option B, she had told me. 

	Despite his stress, he had not stopped posting very racy things. He had once again posted images of young girls with older men. In one of them, the old man could have been Gerardo, pot-bellied as he was. He was fucking a brunette on a table. The brunette, fortunately, looked nothing like my wife, except that she was a brunette. Although now Gema is a redhead. They were both looking ecstatically at the camera, that is, at me. Gema had commented on the image: 

	"Love, why does it bother you that I do it with Gerardo? Is it because he's my boss? Or maybe because he's older? Doesn't it seem discriminatory? Why does it bother you that he's generous with me? How does it affect you that his fingers are withered and his breath smells? None of that matters to me." 

	Of course it bothered me that he was the one paying our bills. I was still working and getting paid, but my instability meant that we were dependent on my wife's salary to some extent. And, of course, it bothered me that he was old. I wanted the best for my wife. I was beginning to understand that it turned her on that I was old, although I didn't quite understand it. I sensed that it was a kind of self-improvement challenge for her. More like a form of humiliation. It turns him on because there is humiliation involved. If he was right, he not only didn't mind it, but, precisely, it turned him on because of it. It was weird. But that's better than being turned on by her intelligence and her culture. {Which is not to say that I don't turn him on for both}. 

	He had posted another image with a beautiful woman kneeling before a man's legs, her hands cuffed behind her back and sucking his cock. You couldn't tell if the man was old or young, but what you could tell was that he was fat. Apparently, this was an amateur photo. These things really exist. It looked like Gema wanted to tell me just that. The woman in the photo really looked beautiful. She wasn't a perfect model, but a real woman and that made her especially beautiful. Like Gema. My wife was once again expressing her interest in submission to her boss. Is the message for me or for him? 

	In another post, he had reposted the image of a bride. Is the message for me or for him? I couldn't forget that I had worn white lingerie the day they had done it for the first time without a condom. Gema had made a big deal about that. And, apparently, so had Gerardo. On this occasion, the bride was wearing a white string corset and a collar attached to a leash. A man's hand could be seen holding the leash. Is the message for me, to torture me, or for him, to tell him something? 

	In another image, there was a woman on all fours, with her ass in the air and her panties halfway down. In the background there was a fireplace. Like the one in the cabin she's going to. The girl was being branded on her ass with an incandescent iron. This is a bit strong, isn't it, Gema. Did she want to prove to him that she was his? Did she want him to mark her permanently, in some way, physically or psychologically? Physically, Gema and I were anti-tattoos and anti-piercings. I couldn't imagine my wife's beautiful body disfigured by such a mark. And as for her beautiful mind? 

	I was getting more and more anxious that she was going with him so far away and for so long. What if they don't come back? This guy is rich... 

	But Gema had asked me to collaborate with her blog and answer questions from her followers. And she has also asked me to collaborate more in this book and comment more things, especially those that in the end I didn't comment on her blog, at the time. I had already made my own account to respond, but writing about what I felt was difficult. I didn't write as well as she did, nor was it as easy for me to write about my intimacies. There's a reason they're intimacies. Besides, I found it humiliating to do so. After cuckold... beaten. But I didn't want to stand in her way. I love her. Even if it wasn't easy for me, I was willing to make an effort. Up to a point. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	cornudodegemaesposposacaliente (on my wife's blog): 

	"Gema, you asked me to thank Gerardo for last Thursday's experience:  

	Dear Gerardo, thank you for taking such good care of my wife. It has been hard for me to accept it and I have often criticized you, but I am realizing that you give her something that I can't. She is very excited and enjoys it when you fill her with your sperm. She is very excited and enjoys it when you fill her with your sperm. On Thursday I was able to share that experience with her and I thank you for making it possible. Knowing that your semen runs through her body, while I am in chastity, humbles me." 

	  

	Writing that had not been easy for me, especially thinking that there was a possibility that Gerardo might actually read it. Especially suspecting it. I could have written something like that as a joke. After all, who knew it was really me? But if Gerardo knows about Gema's blog... what is he going to think of me? How is he going to look at me? {And, above all, what is Gema going to think of you, knowing that you really said that to her lover}? Worst of all was that it was true what I had written. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"And I am thrilled that you are understanding your role in our relationship. I love you, cuckold! Thank you for supporting me." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous (on my wife's blog): 

	"Hello Gema. Can you tell us when and how the idea of buying and putting chastity cage to the cuckold came up. Tell us also if the idea came from you or from the cuckold. And of course tell us what your husband thought and said to you when you told him. Thanks." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I will tell it in the second book that I have already started writing. I don't want to make any spoilers, so I'll just say that the idea came from the bugler. And I'll also add that Daniel was not amused and reluctantly agreed. Initially, it was a one-time thing, but then we incorporated it into our regular games. Right now it's something we sometimes play for a period of time and then abandon until the next time. But sometimes I wonder what it would be like if it was always caged. Hmm..." 

	  

	Oh, Gema! You could tell them that, by now, you almost always have me in a cage. You made the exception during the Christmas vacations with your parents and mine, for obvious reasons. And you make the exception when I have to go on a plane trip, also for obvious reasons. But you've noticed that I behave better when I'm caged. And the truth is that's the way it is. Even though I feel humiliated for wearing it, it really makes everything easier. I behave better, because I feel better. But, also, it makes it easier for me to wear that you have a lover. I think the testosterone might and would react differently. The chastity device suppresses those possessive male instincts. And that's a good thing. 

	As for the books, everything really becomes clear in the third book. But the third book, at the time of answering this question, was not even in the works. But in the end Gema had dragged on with her story in the second book and had been forced to bring out a third book to finish it. But if you are reading this fourth book, I suppose it is because you have read the previous three. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi. I wanted to ask you how come you didn't keep Silvestre as your permanent lover. Since, according to what you say, he had all the good characteristics that a cuckold should have: dominant male, knowing how to treat the husband as a cuckold and you as a whore wife, well endowed and a better fucker than the cuckold, with good plant and physique, who knew how to handle the morbidity of the situation.... You'll tell us about it." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I will tell you about it in the second book. But basically it is that people and their circumstances evolve. The only thing that is fixed and unchanging is my love for my husband and my desire to always have him by my side, until death do us part. (Which doesn't mean he is or will be my only male)." 

	  

	I am still, by the way, Daniel, commenting here, in this book, things that I did not comment at the time in his blog. In the end, the reasons are revealed in the third book, not the second. But ninety percent of them were due to the fact that I screwed up. And that's why he punishes me with Gerardo... 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"I know this is Gema's blog, but since your husband interacts here, I would like to know if it is possible that Daniel, the cuckold, could answer these questions: Tell us here what sensations you had the first time your wife's pussy was filled, when she was fucked bareback. Tell us if you saw it or she told you about it and if you like to lick her pussy after being fucked bareback and get it nice and clean because you like to do it or because she tells you to." 

	  

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Interesting question, thank you! I'll have Daniel answer it for you. 

	I know you're ashamed of these things sweetie, but won't you answer him? I wasn't ashamed of being Silvestre's slut (well, at first I was) and you don't have to be ashamed of being my cuckold. Be a good boy, please, and don't take too long to answer him." 

	  

	Always these indiscreet questions! Why do I have to tell you about it? It's Gema's blog, her invention... Okay, I'll be a good boy and answer: 

	  

	cornudodegemaesposposacaliente (responding in a separate post): 

	"You asked me to answer a question from one of your followers:  

	The first time I found out that Gema had had unprotected sex with her first lover, I felt very strange. On the one hand, I was very excited. It was what I had secretly been craving. But on the other hand, I felt displaced. That was something that was supposed to be reserved for me. It was a mixed feeling. The first time he told me about it; I didn't witness it. When I found out, it was a sign that she was charting her own course." 

	  

	It was worse when Gerardo filled her pussy. If you have read the third book, you know why it is different with Silvestre than with Gerardo. With Gerardo, I had the feeling that she was really with him. Gerardo and I were alike in certain ways, especially mentally. And Gema was not with him because of his physique. She wasn't even with him only for his money. He filled her with his sperm whenever he wanted and I rarely did and only when she let me. And, on top of that, there was that trip to Switzerland. The pictures of the bride, the white lingerie, the importance Gema had given to doing it for the first time without a condom with Gerardo... All that made the trip to Switzerland look like a honeymoon. Actually, Gema was with Gerardo. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update of Gema's blog: 

	"Message to my husband: 

	Amor, I have read that some people believe that sperm is absorbed through the vagina and becomes part of the woman's body. It is even believed that certain characteristics of her DNA are absorbed. Do you think this is true? How do you think Gerardo's semen is affecting me? Do you think that, despite his age, he is still strong enough to affect me? 

	What a pity that you are not only caged, but also that your bullets are now only blanks!  

	Do you think I've changed since you no longer shoot real bullets inside me, when I leave you? Maybe I've absorbed something from my lovers?" 

	  

	Gema had lately taken to provoking me. The message was accompanied by two moving pictures of a cock ejaculating inside a vagina. You could see the spasms of the cock and the excess of sperm coming out of the edges of the vagina. At least it's not an old man's dick. 

	  

	No, I did not believe in such a theory. But I was sure that, at the moment of orgasm, hormones were released that helped create a bond between the couple, even if it was only sex. And it was quite possible that the man ejaculated hormones along with the semen that could affect the woman. In any case, there was something significant about the lover cumming unprotected inside my wife's pussy. I couldn't help but feel dejected that Gerard would do it when he wanted to, while I was limited to doing it when my wife thought I deserved it. He, despite being an old man, would fill her with his sperm more often than I would. I don't mind. This way, it will be more meaningful to me when I cum inside her. Once is worth a thousand. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous (another one, asking my wife): 

	"I see you attach a lot of importance to sperm. Those of us who are vasectomized, do you consider us less of a man?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Hmm, that's an interesting question. 

	Less of a man? No, not at all. My husband has a vasectomy and I don't consider him less of a man than anyone else, quite the contrary. 

	Less macho? Maybe. There is something exciting to think of the risk (never zero, despite contraceptive measures) of my lover's fertile sperm finding my eggs. I don't want it at all, but, after all, in our instincts, orgasm has a mission. Yes, there is some added excitement in it. To think that my lover's sperm can potentially fulfill its primal mission, even if I don't want to get pregnant at all, certainly adds to the excitement. 

	But, in the end, pragmatism prevails: having a stable, vasectomized cuckold, not having to use neither condoms nor the pill... would be more of a plus. But things are as they are: my husband is the one with the vasectomy, while none of my lovers has had it done." 

	  

	No, I didn't think I was any less of a man because I had a vasectomy and my sperm was sterile. But it was okay to ask my wife to make sure (...). The only thing is that it was really stupid to have it done. After I had it done (a few years after the birth of our daughter), we got into a routine in our sex life. For the few times we had done it, we might as well have used a condom. And now... now I was caged and Gemma was on the pill. 

	  

	And no, not all anonymous comments are mine. Most of them are not. 

	  

	  

	  

	


Chapter XIX – Mysterious HONEYMOON 

	  

	"Don Quixote's misfortune was not his fantasy, but Sancho Panza." - Franz Kafka 

	  

	  

	New publication in Gema's blog:  

	"Daniel, I know you missed you this morning that I decided to travel this way. It's not the most comfortable way to do it, but going with Gerardo, I can't go either way. Thank you for helping me get dressed this morning and supporting me. I especially liked you kneeling down to help me with my heels - you're sunshine!" 

	  

	Gema had taken a cab to the airport. She and Gerardo had a late morning flight. Gema was stressed and somewhat attacked. She had rarely flown before. Despite this, she had time and nerves for me. She had asked me to help her get dressed. She had already chosen her clothes the day before. She had put on stockings with garter belt, of course. That was rarely missing, when it came to Gerard. She had put on a black skirt, like the ones she wore for her secretarial work. This one, however, was new. It had three gold buttons vertically down the front, one row on each side. On top, she had put on a black top, with straps but no sleeves. On her head, she wore a small cap. You're going to be mistaken for a stewardess. 

	"You're going to be cold," he had told her, thinking of the cold Swiss winter and of the fact that her arms and tummy were bare. 

	"Don't worry, love. I'm coming nice and hot," she had replied. "I think you're going to keep me horny all the time," I had added unnecessarily. 

	And she had put on heels. I had sheathed them on her feet. 

	Through the window, we had seen the cab arrive. Gema had hugged me. 

	"I love you," he had assured me. He had then given me a peck. She had looked me in the eye for a few seconds and turned to walk out the door. She looked very excited. 

	Gemma had walked away with confident strides, despite her heels, pulling the suitcase with its casters behind her. She had grown accustomed to the heels. With Gerardo, she wore nothing else. The truth is that my wife is very hot. 

	"Have a good time, love! Enjoy!", I shouted after her, watching her walk away.  

	I had not accompanied her to the gate. I felt a little thrown off, that this was happening. I couldn't get it out of my head that this was being some sort of honeymoon. Besides, I liked watching her from a few feet away. I could appreciate her better. She's really hot. Her gait had changed. She was walking purposefully now. And she had learned to drive outside Alcobendas, something she had not dared to do before. She was resolute in all aspects. Being dominant with me and me submissive with her had changed her. Nonsense. The one who has changed her is Gerardo, either him, or this job as a management secretary. 

	"Don't doubt that I will." Gema had turned and winked at me. 

	The world was sinking in. I felt insecure. I wanted him to enjoy himself. In that I had been sincere. I also wished they would get on each other's nerves and break up. For the first time in my life, I felt out of place. That had never happened to me before, neither with Silvestre nor with Luis Alberto, nor before that whole story of hot wife and submissive husband, asshole and cuckold. Gema had turned around, but she hadn't stopped for a moment. She had securely closed the gate behind her. Moments later, I had heard the cab drive away, with her inside. Instantly, I felt an emptiness inside me. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	wmraim:  

	"You said, "But there also has to be time for tenderness, intimacy." Did you ever think about giving Daniel real pleasure instead of tormenting him? Can a marriage be based only on words (I love you)?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Daniel's pleasure is my joy and his torment - is it so strange?" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my wife's blog:  

	"Gerardo can be so amazing... Too bad I'm so clumsy and have zero idea of skiing! I'm afraid that, in that sense, I'm spoiling his trip. In a way I feel bad about it, but I'm doing everything I can to make it up to him..... 

	Even so, we are having a lot of fun, even though Gerardo is not fully enjoying the slopes. Who would have thought he would be so good at it? I have seen him with an unsuspected vitality and lightness. In general, I have noticed a big change in him since I let him cum unhindered inside my pussy. Maybe it's just my imagination or pure coincidence, but what is a fact is that with a condom he used to cum once and that's it, but since he can unload inside me, he repeats several times a day. I notice him rejuvenated, virile, full of illusion. If I have contributed to this, I am very happy, because he deserves it. 

	Last Friday we went to dinner with the other two couples with whom we share the cabin. I wore the same red dress I wore the day of my first business trip with Gerardo, the one in Barcelona. It's red and almost see-through. The place was elegant, but the dress was perhaps too sensual. The husbands of the other two women couldn't help but stare at me. But Gerardo didn't seem to mind; on the contrary, he seems to be very proud of me and that fills me with an inexplicable satisfaction. 

	The cabin is super romantic: all wood and with a fireplace. This Saturday night I think Gerardo and I are going to stay at home, while the other two couples go out for dinner. Gerardo will light the fireplace and end up making love to me? on the floor, while the wood sizzles. He'll fill me with his milk and probably do it more than once. 

	He's still my boss and doubly so, but I think he's also...my friend." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my wife's blog:  

	"It turns out Gerardo likes photography... and he's taken some pictures of me in the snow." 

	  

	The comment was accompanied by a man holding an Olympus camera. 

	  

	I didn't know anything relevant to my wife. What were they doing? {He's filling her pussy. What else do you need to know?} Pictures in the snow? What kind of pictures? On top of that, to make matters worse, that user wmraim had sent Gema pictures of naked women in the snow and Gema had posted them. At least I know it's okay. Those images are not preprogrammed. She just posted them manually.  

	Of course, Gema was also posting other images. Of course, it was impossible to tell if she was posting them manually, at the time, or if she had programmed them. Nevertheless, it looked like she was posting them by hand. The time of posting did not coincide with a multiple of half an hour or fifteen minutes. The minute of posting varied seemingly randomly. While that indicated that it must be right, it gave new meaning to the images. If she was posting them at this time, didn't that mean she was doing it with Gerardo? Gema had posted two lesbian images again. In one of them, there were two young women in a sadomasochistic act. The woman below was handcuffed to the bed. She was looking back at the camera. Towards me. {Or toward Gerardo?} The woman on top of her was holding the leash of the woman below her. But the woman on top was not the dominant one. At least, she wasn't quite. She had clamps on her nipples. Gerardo is the dominant. {Didn't Gema say they were sharing the cabin with two other couples? What if...} No! She would never do that, not with another woman! In another image, this one in motion, there was an old man lying down. The image was in black and white and the lighting was poor. I didn't like images with old men, but this one, at least, wasn't too old and the women wasn't too young. Also, the low lighting and it being in black and white gave it an acceptable aesthetic. One woman, the brunette, was kissing the man. The other, the blonde, was giving him fellatio. He's having a threesome with my wife and the wife of one of the guests! Bastard! {Threesome? That's three couples in all. And if he's having a threesome, imagine what the other two husbands will do. Now I knew why my wife said she wouldn't be cold! She knew beforehand and didn't tell me! {And if she had said anything to you, would you have let her go?} 

	The truth is, I wouldn't have let her leave. I wasn't referring to what those images suggested. I was thinking about the next image my wife had posted. It was a black and white, moving image. Yes, another one. This one was from some classic movie, but I didn't know which one. In it was a girl being slapped by an older man in a pinstripe suit. It was a single slap, but the moving image kept repeating it over and over. I will not stand for that! If the previous images were true, if they were an indication of what they were doing, wouldn't this one be too? 

	The next image did look like it might be true. But I couldn't be sure, once again! It was in black and white and the lighting was poor. It showed a woman leaning forward, leaning with her hands against a concrete wall, her dress up, exposing her ass. Her dress was hiked up, exposing her ass - it's Gema's! She was wearing stockings with the seam in the back. {But she's not wearing a garter belt}. And she doesn't seem to be wearing panties. Her face was not visible, of course. It was covered by her hair and the wall. And the low lighting in the picture. Her hair looked a bit dark. Gema wore reddish and that was lighter than black. But it could be due to the lighting of the image. The length of the hair seemed to match. And the woman's clothes, I wasn't sure, but it could have been my wife's. The heels certainly looked like the woman's. The heels certainly looked like the ones I had sheathed on her feet for the trip. Once again, I don't know if it's her or not. Fuck! 

	The last image that had caught my eye was in black and white, too. That one, I knew, was not of my wife. Gema had reblogged it. Also, the woman's face was showing. She was in some kind of bar, leaning on a bar. That brought back memories. It reminded me of how I had found her, when I went to pick her up at that dingy place where she had done a striptease for Silvestre, Luis Alberto and the rest of the friends at the bachelor party one of them was having. I had found her in her topless at the bar. That had excited me enormously. It was an image -real- that had not gone out of my head. It didn't have much to do with the one my wife had hung up. In this one, the girl had her breasts covered. In return, her lower body was bare, except for those ubiquitous garter belt stockings. There was an analogy, but it wasn't the same. The woman was smoking a cigar, one of the tobacco kind - Gerardo had vaped it! {Yuck! If smoking is disgusting, now he's really made her miserable!} Meanwhile, from behind, another cigar, a flesh and blood one, was drilling her. What did that have to do with the time he had gone to pick her up, after her paid stripping? Everything and nothing. 

	I could not get out of my mind the image I had hung up of a woman being branded with fire in front of a fireplace. That fireplace in the cabin... I was sure that Gerard would take advantage of the days in Switzerland to permanently scar my wife, if not physically, then psychologically. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my wife's blog:  

	"You can't imagine how much I love you, can you? Thank you for supporting me to spend this magnificent weekend with Gerardo. I love you." 

	  

	My wife's message was accompanied by a woman kissing a young man, filling his face with her kisses, leaving the red mark of her lipstick. 

	  

	By the time it was time, Gema had posted that message from the airport in Switzerland, shortly before takeoff. The torture was about to end. And for her, a magnificent and exciting vacation. She hadn't told me anything about what she had been doing with her boss. She had left it all to my imagination. That's the worst thing you can do. I've got plenty! But I'd soon find out what she'd done. Soon she'd tell me! 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my wife's blog:  

	"A couple of weeks ago, a reader asked me what turns me on the most. What turns me on the most is a man with a lot of imagination." 

	  

	But do you mean him or me? Gema still hadn't told me what they had done in Switzerland. She had only smiled and replied that maybe she would tell me, maybe she wouldn't, but that it had been incredible. I had to admit that, if the images Gema had published were valid allusions to what had happened, Gerardo must be an imaginative man. I had a lot of imagination too. But mine was different from Gerardo's. I imagined Gema doing the same thing. I imagined Gema doing things. I always visualized her. I had helped myself with Silvestre to make some of my fantasies - my imaginations - with her come true through him. But that was very different from taking the initiative and acting in the first person. I may have been good as a screenwriter, but I wasn't good as a director or an actor. Gerardo, it seemed, was. He had a different energy than I did. He was a man used to doing things. He had created a company. He had hired and fired people. And he's fucking my wife more than I do. I was an employee. I led a group of people, but I hadn't gone so far as to fire anyone (fortunately). I was a middle manager, but I was not a businessman or an entrepreneur. He means him. He's the one with the imagination that she likes. That's what she saw in him. I felt beaten on my own turf. {Not that, you fool. She means you. She always thinks of you}. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	tomasb: 

	"Not long ago you were saying that you only make love with your husband, but recently you've been wondering if you've made love with Gerardo. Is this a step further in your evolution as a hotwife? Can you fall in love with Gerardo?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I think a lot of husbands who dream of being cuckolded don't understand how this actually works. They think it will just be a pornographic act to satisfy their voyeuristic cravings. They say they are prepared, they say they are not jealous. But what happens to them when they see their hotwife kissing another man outside the bed? What do they feel when they know their hotwife has a dinner date with her lover at a restaurant and they will be groping? 

	There will be couples for whom only sex works. A one-time session with a stranger, a here I get you, here I kill you. That doesn't work for me and I suspect it doesn't work for many women either. 

	I can't conceive of being a hotwife and putting my feelings aside. For me, feelings are a crucial part of being a hotwife. I couldn't do it without them and I wouldn't be interested in doing it without them. I'm not looking to sleep with strangers, in a cold way and the only thing hot is the touch of our bodies. 

	I like long-term relationships, where I can develop feelings and where I can evolve with the other person or at the hands of the other person. Then, the long term will last as long as it has to last, but that's the horizon I'm looking at. 

	I want to feel something in my heart, in my mind. I don't just want to reach an orgasm. I want to be filled with energy: lust, affection, passion, friendship and love. I want it all; I give up nothing. 

	What is love? It is one of the most idealized, most simplified feelings, but at the same time it is one of the most complex. Is it possible to love more than one person? Sibling love, parental love, conjugal love... Is it possible to love in different ways? First love, second love, passion mistaken for love and love mistaken for passion... How do the emotions of friendship, affection and love touch each other? Where does one begin and the other end? How do they differ? Do I love my friends? Do I have affection for my loved ones? Are my loved ones my friends? 

	I want to feel intensely; I want to live how it tears me up inside. I want it, because I know that after the storm there will always be the pillar on which I stand: My husband. My love. My friend. My accomplice in crime. My soul mate. I love my husband. I am faithful to him. I am loyal to him. With him I live and with him I will die. 

	Love Gerardo? fall in love with him? be his friend? have affection for him? feel his lust? feel my passion? 

	No, I don't plan to live with him. I don't plan to die with him. I don't plan to sell my time and my body and get only money in return. I want it all. But there are things that only my husband can give me, things that I only want and expect from him. 

	I want it all. And so does my husband. He wants me to live it all, he wants to live it through me. He wants it even when he doesn't want it. That's why his torment is my joy, because we are two opposite poles, we are yin and yang, a circle split into equal but unequal halves. A circle that where it begins, ends, but never ends. Sometimes it is easier, sometimes more difficult, but the important thing is that it is." 

	 

	


Chapter XX - Yes, BOSS 

	  

	"Having a hotwife is not easy. Would you potential cuckolds reading this be willing to support her in everything, to accept her feelings for other men and embrace them in the same way you embrace the feelings she harbors for you?"  

	- Gemma V. Avril 

	  

	  

	"Did you like the souvenir I brought you from Switzerland? Did you smell its scent mixed with mine?", Gema had asked me. She had asked me twice. Each time, she had asked it in a different way. The first time, she had asked me through her blog. She had posted an image with that comment. It showed a woman putting her panties over her husband's face. The first time, she had asked me live, with those same words. I had only substituted the word souvenir for souvenir. And I had changed the verb mode. 

	Gema had landed on Sunday night. I had offered to pick her up at the airport, but she had declined and taken a cab. She had told me that I wasn't ready to see Gerardo yet. She had assured me that I would be soon, if I continued to behave myself, and that I could go with her to her house. The prospect of being present made me uncomfortable as well as excited and reassured me, all at once. My voyeur side wanted very much to be present. But, at the same time, I was repulsed by the aesthetic unattractiveness of it all. Not even Gema's beauty could overshadow Gerardo's ugliness. I didn't even remember what he looked like, but from everything my wife had published -comments and gerontophilic images- it seemed that he must be ugly in all aspects. Except intellectually. I wasn't sure I could deal with that. However, it also gave me some comfort to be able to be there to take care of her. The images Gema was posting on her blog were getting stronger and stronger and exploring more and more the submissive side. I wasn't convinced that Gema trusted him. I certainly didn't. And if I had a chance to be present, I would be on alert. 

	Gemma had arrived home with unusual energy, even though she must have been tired from the trip. She had returned with the same sparkle in her eyes as she had left with. Even more so. My plan that they would end up loathing each other as they spent several days together and the new relationship energy dissipated had backfired. He had ordered me to strip completely naked, even down to the panties he so loved me to wear. But the chastity device had not been removed. He had shoved an anal plug up my ass, the largest of the three he had. The ones I had given him through Silvestre. And she had made me kiss her feet, her legs and her pussy. She had asked me if I liked the smell of her panties. Then, she had ordered me to take them off and smell them. I had replied that I did like the smell of them. I meant her, not her panties. Then, Gema had put them over my head. She had laid me down on the bed, face up. And she had sat on my face. She had pulled the panties away from my mouth so I could lick her hairy pussy. I preferred it completely shaved. She had been very aroused and had squashed my face with her movements. It hadn't taken her long to cum wildly in my mouth. I had put my panties back on, covering my nose and face.  

	"Do you like the souvenir I brought you from Switzerland? Can you smell its scent mixed with mine?" he had asked. 

	He had stood up and, at once, had returned with handcuffs in his hand. He had cuffed my hands behind my back, without my ever protesting. I had said nothing to him, so stunned had I been by his waste of energy with me. Like a gale with a dry leaf falling from the tree, he had done with me what he wanted. 

	"Aren't you going to tell me anything?", I had asked him, finally, when I had managed to come out of my state of shock.  

	"I don't know yet," he had replied. "I don't think so," he had admitted. "I'm not sure if you're ready to know what happened. But I know I'm not ready to tell you yet." 

	I had frowned when I heard those words from my wife. My wife's panties over my face had hidden the gesture. What had happened that she couldn't tell me? In the end, they had done what he had indicated in the pictures he had posted. That and more. {Take it easy. When the time comes, he will tell you. You know he likes to give you little surprises and that he keeps things for later}. 

	"I may never tell you," my wife had added, with strange firmness in her voice. It hadn't sounded like typical bravado to provoke me. "And I need you to know how to deal with it. Show me that you know how to do it and soon you'll be able to witness my encounters with Gerard." 

	I had opened my mouth to protest, but Gema, even though her panties covered my mouth, must have sensed it.  

	"Hey, hey!" he stopped me. "I don't want to hear a question. I'll leave it entirely to your imagination." I had sighed. "Okay, I'll tell you one thing: They're from the plane," he had indicated, pointing his gaze to the panties above my face. "After all, it's handy to wear panties, for... when you don't use a condom anymore. It prevents... And now, off to sleep, love. Gerardo gave me Monday off for being good, but you have to go to work. Sweet dreams, love. Dream of Gerardo and me.  

	Gema had turned off the light and lay down on the bed next to me. 

	"And thank you for the orgasm," she had whispered. 

	My wife had left me perplexed. She had returned changed from the trip, in a way I could not have foreseen. She had used me-she had used my face-to cum. I had been overwhelmed by her. The funny thing was, I hadn't missed cumming myself. Feeling used in that way by her had given me almost all the pleasure I needed. My dick was no longer relevant. I had taken it for granted and I didn't feel bad about it. On the contrary, abstracting myself from that part of my body allowed me to discover other things. What the hell had happened in Switzerland? But there were questions that were still there, with or without a chastity device. 

	I would fall asleep to the smell of her boss's semen and my wife's vaginal fluids. Dreaming about them? I was going to have no choice but to do it! So Gema has now entered the Mile High Club.... 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The atmosphere in the office was tense. It was tense on both sides, in both divisions. On top of that, some people were giving me dirty looks. It didn't take long to find out that they didn't like that I had taken Monday off. I hadn't taken it, Gerardo had given it to me, but that was even worse. Apparently, they had found out through human resources that I had not requested the vacation day. The oven was not ready for buns. The company was in a sluggish state, and it was no place for people to work less than they should. Some were simply envious and any excuse would do to hate you. But in my case, they could be right. That made it doubly difficult for me. 

	Apparently, Gerardo had again had a tense meeting on Monday with his partner Tiburcio. I had found him crestfallen and although he had not wanted to explain the reasons, I had heard about it later from his colleagues. Everyone was scared, because financially things were not going as well as they should. But Gerardo was confident that everything would turn out well and I had confidence in him. At least, he had shown that confidence at the last quarterly control meeting. Nonetheless, he seemed to be in the doldrums. The harpy Josefina, Tiburcio's partner's secretary, had just left my boss's office with an air of triumph. She had glared at me as she passed by my desk. She had not even greeted me. She had entered Gerardo's office with a thin folder and closed the door behind her. Shortly after, she had left the office with a mischievous smile and her eyes glittering behind those cat-eye glasses. 

	I went into my boss's office to see what was going on. He didn't say anything. He was tense, very tense. I felt sorry for him. Gerardo was a great person. He wasn't perfect, but who is? I couldn't complain about him. He had treated me with kid gloves. Someone else in his place would have taken advantage of me, would have pressured me, but not him. He had given me time and had seduced me with his patience, his serenity, his intelligence and with that unbreakable will to end up getting what he set out to do. 

	I closed the door and bolted the latch. I knelt down and crawled under the table to him. I knew what I had to do to relieve him. I unzipped his fly. Gerard didn't object. I reached in and pulled his cock out through the fly of his pants. I looked at it. In that state, it was small and wrinkled. But it was his cock and Gerardo deserved much better treatment than that harpy Josefina had given him. I pulled back the foreskin and gave him a little kiss on the glans. Gerardo was still tense, not saying anything, but he didn't resist. I gave him another kiss. Gerardo was a good man and a good boss. I put it in my mouth. It tasted bad. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New post on my blog: 

	"I like to enjoy it when it is not yet fully hard and watch as it splices, the fruit of my attentions." 

	  

	The text was accompanied by a moving image showing the beginning of a fellatio. 

	  

	For you, Daniel. So that you can imagine what I'm doing. I'm not always going to tell you everything explicitly, at least not always in words. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The bad taste was easily remedied. It was a matter of sucking a little more. I would clean it with my saliva and it would soon stop tasting bad. But I'm turned on by that taste. It makes me feel like I'm doing something worthwhile for him. If it tasted like strawberries, it would have no merit. I wanted to show Gerardo my devotion to him. He was a good man and we had deepened our connection over the weekend. Gerardo had taken pictures of me with his camera. They had been erotic photos, some of them in the cold snow. He had made me feel like a model, desired and admired. Paradoxically, next to him I had felt rejuvenated. 

	It took me longer than usual to make his cock grow in my mouth. Gerardo was always slow to stiffen, but this time he was being slower than usual. He's really sunk in. I have to do something. He deserves so much better. But, little by little, I managed to get him hard. The initial bad taste was gone. Now came the taste of his cum. I didn't mind that it took him a while to get a hard-on. On the contrary, I liked to feel in slow motion how he did it. 

	I was and still am saddened by women who refused to give their partner a blowjob or who only dared to give him a few licks until the presemen appeared. Not only were they robbing the one they were supposed to love of a pleasure, but they were depriving themselves of a very pleasurable experience. 

	[And then, you, why do you barely blow Daniel?] That's different. I ration it because he's a submissive. But I do it when he needs it. 

	I didn't blame them, for I had been that way myself. Flavors - even the mere imagination of a flavor - repulsed me at first. If it wasn't sweet, I didn't like it. And, of course, bodily fluids are not sweet. So, my husband had had to settle for the occasional casual lick, not long and infrequent. What a pity those lost years, in more ways than one! 

	Semen does not taste bad. It is simply an acquired taste. We are taught that bodily fluids are dirty and predispose us. By that rule, we wouldn't kiss either, since we exchange saliva. Semen is just another taste. It is good or bad depending on how you want it to be. 

	My view of things had changed when my husband convinced me to try being a hotwife. He had instigated it, and then I had been lucky enough to have a good teacher, Silvestre. For some reason, what I had not done before with my husband, I had begun to do naturally with my first lover. To a certain extent, it was unfair and I knew that my husband was turned on by it, as well as jealous. Maybe it was because, with my husband, I was the good wife, but with my lover, what we all (my husband, my lover and myself) expected of me, was that I was the bad girl. So, in bad girl mode, I had begun to dare to experience things that as a good girl I had completely dismissed as dirty. Although it was mainly my horny boys who were benefiting from a full blowjob, my husband couldn't complain, as he was getting a few too. [Sure! But only to give him a white kiss and start getting him used to eating his own cum]. 

	Often it is our husbands who bear the burden of ensuring the financial security of the household and not infrequently they come home from work stressed. When we see them upset because of stress, what better relief can we offer them than, without saying a word, to undress, get down on our knees, unzip their fly and give them a full blowjob, then get dressed again and sit next to them without saying a word? The person we love doesn't deserve that? [You have me confused, are you thinking about Daniel or Gerardo, did you think that while you were blowing Gerardo in the office or is that a general reflection you are making now, while writing this book]? 

	And for us, isn't it pleasurable to see how in such a simple way we manage to bring our man to ecstasy and watch how we get him to think only of us? I had gone from feeling the semen as something disgusting to enjoying the semen in my mouth. Its taste would not be sweet, but it was the taste of triumph, of satisfaction, of lust; it was the taste of my partner. [Hello! You didn't answer me, Daniel or Gerardo?] 

	  

	And I wonder, how many marriages would be saved, if we were willing to jump over our own shadow and let go of prejudices and negative preconceived ideas? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Alberto: 

	"Hello Gema, I'm Alberto. Lots of photos of the same thing.... Aren't you going a bit far, what does Daniel think?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"What do you mean about the photos of the same thing? The sensual, emotional side of the photos? I've already explained that for me it's not just about sex, there has to be an emotional component. 

	Daniel is uncomfortable. He doesn't like Gerardo. He doesn't like that he pays me to be his whore. He doesn't like that I can see an attraction in this person, when physically he doesn't have one. 

	But Daniel knows that it is not about him being comfortable. That stage, we have long since left behind and also at his suggestion. He is uncomfortable and that is as he should be, thinking that there are other males in my life with whom I have sex and a sentimental connection of some kind. That he is uncomfortable makes him live it more intensely and we can share this experience with more strength, the same strength that unites us. I don't do it to make him uncomfortable, but I'm not going to stop doing it because he is, because that's not necessarily a bad thing. If anything, I like my cuckold to look out for me and care about me. That way, he will feel how much he loves me and I will be able to assure him how much I love him, because next to me, I only want him, but in bed..." 

	  

	[Nice informative wedge that explains some of the things I asked you before, but you still haven't fully answered. Because, in your comment you have obviated that, with Gerardo, it's not just about having him in bed. When are you going to explain to us what you feel for him, in reality, and, above all, why]. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I had the taste of his pre-seminal fluid in my mouth. That told me I was doing well. If I kept it up, my boss would soon cum in my mouth and I would have managed to relieve him a little and distract him from his problems. After all, part of the problems he was having were due to me, for giving me a chance. He had given me a chance in exchange for sex...and I was willing to hold up my end of the bargain. But he had taught me a lot in the areas of how to run a business, how to deal with customers, how to negotiate... He was being a great teacher. 

	 In the middle of the task, Gerardo unexpectedly stopped me.  

	-We need to talk, Gema. 

	Confused, I looked up, but without taking his glans out of my mouth. Wasn't he liking it? [After all, he's going to fire you! You heard Tiburcio: you're a superfluous expense. He's been pressured and Gerardo has no choice but to fire you, after all you've done for him]. After all I've done in Switzerland... [And you're such a fool that, even if he fires you, you're able to finish the blowjob!] {It's true. I know he will}. 

	-Are you aware of the problems I'm having with my partner? -It was a rhetorical question, because Gerardo didn't wait for my answer. Don't worry, Gema. Everything will be fine. I will take care of you. I always will. -He stroked my head, as if I were a helpless kitten. But I have a favor to ask of you. -He took a deep breath. 

	Whatever you want, boss. By now, you should know I'd do almost anything for you. 

	-I've tried to avoid it, but I don't see any other way out. I'm sorry. You are my only hope. 

	I listened attentively, as I continued to suck him, albeit more slowly. 

	-I have to apologize for my behavior on the business trip to Barcelona. 

	What? Why? But it was perfect! You were the perfect gentleman! I don't get it. 

	-I misbehaved by unbuttoning the buttons of your blouse, before going into the meeting with the client. I treated you like a whore and you are much more than that. 

	I barely remembered that. {Bullshit! You remember very well. You remember feeling excited, being exposed like that}. 

	-Our relationship had changed. If it was today, I wouldn't have done it. It was impulsive. I got carried away. Sometimes it's hard for me to forget that I'm paying you. But it excites me enormously; I won't deny that. And I know it excites you too. I'm glad I took the step, despite... the problems. But you're so much more than that to me. You know that, don't you? 

	With his glans in my mouth, I nodded. My boss was right. I was really turned on by the fact that he was paying me. It robbed me of the excuse to refuse to do things I otherwise wouldn't have dared to do. It was an excuse, but that mental trick worked for me. But he was also much more to me than just a boss. In a way, he filled the gap of a father figure that I had always missed. It was a strange thought, considering I was sucking him off. He's my daddy, my sugar daddy. 

	I did not like to see him suffer. Many of you, including my husband, may think of him as an ogre who bought women with money and power, but I knew him. Behind that game, there was a vulnerable person, a person with many virtues. I couldn't watch him suffer. He deserved much better than the way he was treated by his smug partner and his harpy secretary. 

	Gerardo grabbed my face, forcing me to stop sucking him to look him in the eyes. He didn't verbalize any questions, but I knew that, with that gesture, he was seeking my opinion. 

	Yes, I do, boss. Will do. 

	I said nothing. I put his cock back in my mouth and continued to suck him, looking into his eyes, until he cum inside me. Within the bitterness of the situation, his cum tasted sweet. I lay my face on his thigh and remained still, staring into infinity, while his hardness slowly melted inside my mouth and he stroked the back of my neck. I readjusted the position several times to continue to keep his cock in my mouth, as it lost stiffness and grew smaller. Thoughtfully, we remained like that, in silence, for long minutes. 

	Yes, boss. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	negromante-black: 

	"Hello Gema. I am reading your first book with great satisfaction. Not long ago, my wife confessed to me a relationship with a former college classmate. That confession opened in me some unknown sensations of pleasure. I discovered that I liked being CORNUDOUS, however, that relationship was toxic and, little by little, I incited her to leave him, bringing a new man into her life, well endowed and athletic. However, I see that my wife is losing control, what do I do, do I intervene or watch her, see what happens?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Thank you for your kind comments about my story; it fills me with satisfaction that you liked the book, as this is the first time I have written. 

	It is difficult to answer you, without knowing your relationship better. You have, or rather, you have to analyze your relationship very well, check what unites you and where you see yourselves in ten years. I usually think that if cheating, whether consensual or not, can dynamite a couple, then it is that, in any case, it was destined to fail, by one trigger or another. 

	At the beginning of a relationship, it may happen that she falls in love with him and falls madly in love with him. It is the energy of a new relationship, something intense and passionate. It is not love, strictly speaking, but it is a similar emotion, with the difference that in many cases it is usually temporary. 

	I enjoy that emotion very much. More than sex, it's what attracts me to be a hotwife. I can't conceive sex without feelings (with exceptions, because sometimes plain sex can also be very pleasurable). At the beginning, it was a learning process to know how to manage those emotions and, as you have read, it was not easy for me. The key, in my opinion, is not to lose sight of the horizon and to be loyal to your partner. 

	Loyalty requires mutual trust and, in turn, enhances trust. But, above all, it requires that you both have a common goal and are clear about what that goal is. It is about moving towards that goal together, although it does not have to be the direct path, but you can take alternative paths that are more circuitous but interesting and that deviate momentarily from the direct route. You can even walk these paths separately, knowing that later they will come together again. 

	Sit down with her and talk about what brings you together and what you hope for the future. 

	Also think about what turns you on about being cuckolded and what you expect from these three-way relationships. Some men are simply voyeurs. Others are also turned on by humiliation to varying degrees. Every man is different.  

	Likewise, she has to define how she envisions it and what she expects to get out of it. You both have to make sure that you will get out of it what you expect. It's not going to be fixed, you will evolve, but it will be a starting point. For example, how does she involve you when she's with someone else? It's a three-way thing, it can't be a her and her lover thing separate from you; you have to interact somehow and there are several ways to do that. 

	Back to the subject of her going crazy for the other man: Daniel is turned on by it. He wants to see how I lose my head, how I take the initiative to please my lover. It gives him a very intense and contradictory feeling: he loves it, but he fears it and hates it. But it is what he likes. It doesn't make him destructively jealous, because I am loyal to him, he trusts me and knows that I will never abandon him. 

	You say that her relationship with her lover is toxic. Is it for you or for her? If it is for you, is it because she doesn't involve you and you feel displaced? Is it because she doesn't know how to involve you or because she doesn't want to? You have to find a way to channel that new relationship energy toward your partner. 

	As to whether you should intervene, I tell you clearly that in my opinion you should not. What you should do is talk to her calmly about the points I mentioned above. Do not intervene as a jealous partner, because you will not gain anything that way. If in that plan she listens to you, she will do it resentfully and it will have consequences in your relationship. And if her desire is stronger and she doesn't pay attention to you, you are either forcing the breakup or you will be in a weak position and on top of that with bad feeling. 

	Calmly analyze your situation and try to reach conclusions that are useful to both of you, without either of you having to make great sacrifices. Show her all your support for her relationship with her lover, do it from the heart and with a lot of kindness and in a positive way. Strive for her to have time to spend with him, even though it may seem unfair and humiliating to you. Tell her you love her and let her know what your needs are, always in a very positive and supportive way. Find a way to reconcile your needs with her passion for her lover. Often it is only small changes that are needed. Be patient and - I know I repeat myself - positive. If with all that she is not able to reconcile what you need and show you her love, then in any case, whatever you did, you were not meant to be. Don't mind being cuckolded and beaten at times. If in the end you get what you need and satisfy her at the same time, it will have been worth it. And if not, relax and enjoy a once-in-a-lifetime experience. Even bad movies can be entertaining, if you watch them with the right attitude. In short, do the complete opposite of what the Iberian male handbook says. You have nothing to lose and everything to gain. But if you follow the Iberian macho manual, you can only lose. 

	I hope you can talk to her and find a way to give you both satisfaction. Rituals often help as well. For example, if it turns you on to know what she is doing, have her tell you about it and send you some audio or a picture. Or that you help her get ready before she goes out. Or that, while she's out, you leave the house spotless. Or that, when she returns, you have sex in a certain way. Rituals help channel your needs. Often, a problem with these relationships is that neither one or the other really knows what they need and simply does as they see fit, without paying enough attention to the other. Think about these things and talk to her, for example, about how she would like to be welcomed home (give her examples; Tumblr has lots of ideas) and how you would like her to treat you upon her return or before she leaves. 

	Good luck! And don't hesitate to ask me if you want to clarify anything." 

	  

	This was the first contact with negromante-black. Later on, he would write me more questions and comments and we would even talk through the blog chat. It always calmed me down to see that my husband was not the only cuckold in Spain. There was always a part of me that wondered if I was doing the right thing, even more so as I treated him more and more dominantly. Even more so, now that I am writing this book, I know that my relationship with Gerardo was not just the energy of a new relationship. My husband had helped me write this long answer. It was a mixture of my opinion and his. 

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXI – My BOSS’s whore 

	  

	"Some would say that a whore has no expectation of going to Heaven. I would say that, if she gives value for money, she has a better chance of getting God's blessing than the average banker. Jesus loved Mary Magdalene. She kicked over the tables when she met a moneylender." - Elizabeth Bear, in memory of Karen  

	  

	  

	-Did the weekend go as you expected? 

	-Better! -replied the man.  

	Lately, the man had been laconic when they talked about her, and that began to irritate Manolo. His friend, Gerardo, was usually eloquent on other subjects, but when it came to Gema, every word had to be taken out of his mouth. It wasn't that he didn't want to talk about it. On the contrary, Gerardo could not hide his satisfaction when Manolo asked him about his relationship with that incredible woman. He seemed to revel in his friend's frustration to know more and almost had to beg his friend to tell him something. However, when he didn't, when Manolo played hard to get and repressed his desire to know, Gerardo would blurt out something out of nowhere with his irritating laconism in this matter; he would throw a word in the air like the one who throws a hook into the river. And Manolo, aware of what his friend was doing, always took the bait. He was hooked on his friend's story with that woman, like a fish on a hook. 

	-You're not going to tell me anything, are you? -asked Manolo, exasperated, after having given Gerardo enough time to add something. In the end, the silence had made him more uncomfortable than his friend. 

	-I found an ice cream parlor," Gerardo commented, pretending to be interesting, even though he didn't need to be. 

	Manolo arched his eyebrows. Then he frowned and shook his head. He didn't agree with that, but that didn't make him any less fascinated, quite the contrary. 

	-She will never leave her husband," Manolo said, annoyed. There were things he did not agree with in his friend's behavior; they went against his ethics. He thought that Gerardo, although he deserved it, had been extremely lucky with that woman. Manolo had never bothered to maintain a stable relationship with any woman; unlike his friend, he was not interested. He was and had been perfectly happy living alone, which did not mean that he had not had his sexual adventures. Manolo, unlike Gerardo, kept himself in good shape and although the years did not pass in vain, he still looked good, or so he thought. But such a woman, so docile and predisposed, but nevertheless intelligent, was something he would have traded his idyllic solitude for. Finally, he chafed at this game of fish and fisherman his friend was playing with him. If it was in his hands, he would at least try to provoke his friend a little and create some insecurity. He wished him well, but, although he was aware that he was the fish in this game, he was not going to make it so easy for the fisherman. You know that, don't you, and have you thought about how to fix that too? 

	-We'll see," Gerardo answered, in his own line. For the moment, I've managed to keep her husband quiet about what we've done. 

	-I see, and how do you know he won't? -Manolo asked. 

	Gerardo arched his eyebrows briefly, twice in succession, and gave a sly smile. His friend Manolo would have to settle for that as an answer to his question. Manolo sighed, exasperated. 

	-Tango? -asked Manolo, surprised. 

	-Jazz tango -Gerardo informed him-. Girl from Boedo. 

	The record had been playing for a while, but Manolo had not noticed it until that moment, despite the applause that sounded at the end of each song. Gerardo did not usually prefer live records. The piece was slow and, like all tangos, there was something bitter about it. It was a taste that indicated that, despite the sensuality of the dance, there was something missing for complete happiness. Or, perhaps, it was precisely that complete happiness that made it incomplete. When you have everything, you always end up with the feeling that something is missing. 

	-Boedo? Is that how you see it? Alcobendas is not exactly a working class neighborhood in Madrid. For that, you'd have to go to Carabanchel," commented Manolo, referring to the nature of the porteño neighborhood.  

	That Buenos Aires neighborhood had given its name to the Boedo Group, a group of left-wing artists and writers who, in the 1920s, used to meet at the Café El Japonés. Politics used to be a topic Gerardo and Manolo were happy to talk about, but lately they rarely did so. Everything they talked about was usually centered on that woman, although more than talking, Manolo's questions, long silences and Gerardo's laconic answers abounded. At least, on politics, they had had long and fervent debates. Manolo and Gerardo had similar origins and social status, but they did not coincide in political preferences. From the Boedo Group, Manolo knew several writers. He had read and remembered the short story Tinieblas by Elías Castelnuovo. It is about a boy who works in a dreary workshop, but who is happy being solitary and being able to devote himself to reading. One night, on his way home, he meets a poor girl, alone and desperate. He decides to give her shelter in his hut, where she lives. Eventually, the inevitable happens and the two end up making love. The girl becomes pregnant, but is happy and grateful for the new life she carries in her womb. The boy, however, torments himself for his low morality that has led him to sin. The girl ends up giving birth to a deformed baby. Mother and daughter die. The boy lives the rest of his days tormented by the mistake he had made. Manolo could not help but remember that story, at that moment. 

	-Pablo Ziegler Trio," commented Manolo. He had stood up to examine the album cover. Unless you want her husband to play the music, I don't see it," he said. 

	Gerardo shook his head and said, "I set the pace.  

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Gema, I think you're taking things too far! -I snapped at my wife. I couldn't believe what she was trying to do. I don't even understand what you saw in him. -Actually, I was beginning to understand, and I didn't like it at all. Gema had posted the umpteenth black and white picture. It showed a woman with a collar and leash, with a man pulling the leash towards him. Truth be told, the man was not in the image, but it was obvious. In the background, out of focus, was a chessboard, with its figures. My wife had seen in him the intelligence and fantasy she wanted to live. Even at the risk of her accusing me of acting like Sancho Panza, I had to make it clear to her that there was more fantasy than reality in what she thought she was living and that this was dangerous. She was not Don Quixote, but neither was Gerardo the white knight she wanted to see in him. 

	-I knew I'd better not tell you anything! -jumped my beloved wife, visibly angry. I always end up making the same stupid mistake. Demonstrably, things work better if I don't tell you anything beforehand. 

	-Neither before nor after," I attacked him. He had not yet told me what he had done with Gerardo in Switzerland. Apparently, he had no intention of doing so either, and even less so now. But don't you realize what you are about to do? 

	-It only bothers you because you didn't engineer it! Otherwise, I'm sure you'd love it! 

	Clearly, I still hadn't forgiven myself for arranging Silvestre's. As smart as she was, Gema could sometimes be very naïve. As smart as she was, Gema could sometimes be very naïve. No one could blame her for having believed Silvestre. I had orchestrated it very well. {Yes, so much so that it blew up in your face}. But how could she not realize that Gerardo was using her? What the hell happened in Switzerland for her to come up with these things now? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-I told you it would be an excellent investment," Gerardo commented to Manolo. 

	The next song on the album, Libertango, was playing, much more upbeat and less sad than the previous one. He could also tell stories about the neighborhood that gave the last name to the previous song. Dr. Mariano Joaquín Boedo had been a lawyer and deputy in the Congress of Tucumán, who had worked hard in the cause of Independence. The liberated liberators, however, had committed as many or more outrages against the indigenous people in the times of the Spanish Empire, once it had been established. The so acclaimed and idealized freedom of the republic had ended up stripping the Indians of their lands and had buried them. It had done so in a shorter period of time than that of Spanish colonization. It had happened all over the continent, including the Tucumán region. Gerardo also had stories to tell about that corner of the world. 

	-Is that all it is to you, a return on investment? -Manolo asked. Did you plan it that way from the beginning? 

	-Everything can be seen as an investment, my dear friend," Gerardo replied to his friend's first question. Investments are not only monetary. It can be an investment of time, of money, an emotional investment... You will find that most of the time it is a mixture. He continued, without addressing Manolo's second question. The only question is how much of each part is in the mix, not whether it is an investment from which one should expect a return. -He smiled. With his smile, he underlined what he had just answered to the first question and let Manolo figure out the answer to his second question. His friend had known him long enough to be able to answer it himself. 

	-I didn't think you would share it," Manolo reflected aloud. In any case, he didn't think Gerardo would share it with him. In the end, you're going to be like her husband," Manolo observed with a hint of mischief. 

	-I only give her what she needs," Gerardo revealed. But do me a favor and don't compare me to him! With him, she does what she wants. With me, she does exactly what I want. Don't you think that's a big difference? -Gerardo asked, not without some annoyance. I control the investment. 

	-Whatever you want. But, in the end, she's going to sleep with someone else," Manolo tried to provoke his friend. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The fact was that the client had noticed me. And Gerardo was convinced that I would be the trump card he needed to close the deal. He had insisted that I didn't have to do it. He had almost begged me not to. But he had recognized that getting that business in the next week was vital to him. And to me. He had been trying to make up for it with other business, stretching his partner's patience to the limit, but he had had no luck. Again, he had insisted that I not feel at all obligated. If he came to me, if he told me of this possibility, it was because he was desperate. His words saddened me. He deserves so much better than the treatment he's getting from his lousy partner. He's just been unlucky. But I can fix it for him. While we're at it, we'll punch that Tiburcio and his harpy in the nose, me and him. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema had posted a captivating image on her account. It was two hands intertwined, in bed. She had written, "Tonight, hold my hand." Without the slightest doubt, the message was addressed to me. It was meant for me. It has to be like that. Tonight, Gerard is not with her. I can't hold her. Or does she mean mentally, in her thoughts? What could I do but obey her? She needs me. She needs me! If I confronted her, I had everything to lose. Every time I told her something negative about Gerardo, we ended up arguing. I had seen it happen with Luis Alberto. When she became obsessed with something, there was no way to reason with her. At least with Luis Alberto I could understand her attraction to that wild, almost brutal sex. At least, with Luis Alberto, I was present. If not in the bedroom, at least in the next room. Luis Alberto had been a physical danger. But Gerardo was much more dangerous. He had been right about his company being bankrupt. But, instead of that argument having helped me, he had ended up spurring my wife to fix it for him. The shot of investigating Gerardo had backfired on me. But there must be something I can do! {Yes there is something: keep your discomfort to yourself and support her. It's hard enough for her. You don't want to be an obstacle, but a solution}. 

	He was attracted to Gerardo's intelligence, just one area in which I excelled. He was attracted to his imagination. What the hell happened in Switzerland? But I had proved to be very imaginative, finding and enlisting Silvestre, giving him the guidelines of what he should do, how he should conquer her, of...! {What annoys you about what Gema is going to do is that you didn't give birth to it!} Gema had accused me of that. And she was right, maybe not one hundred percent, but she was right for the most part. {You miss being able to scheme from the shadows}. Yes, I miss it. But I'm also happy not to have to do it. I like being passive, submissive, letting others do the scheming... I like it. I want to let go of being the one who plans everything. But it's hard for me to let go. I felt a dark emptiness underneath me and it made me dizzy. 

	"I want to make love to you, before you leave." 

	"Me too," she had answered me. "But we both know what happens when you cum. If you already have a hard time accepting it like that, I don't want to imagine what's going to happen once you've cum. You're capable of handcuffing me to the bed so I won't leave," Gema had commented, with a hint of provocation in her tone and in her gaze. 

	Her words had stunned me. Do you want me to do that? Do you want me to tie you up? Me? I... I couldn't... not anymore. I had become so used to being submissive to her that that proposal - if it had been one - had seemed inconceivable to me. Still... I had shaken my head, to push the thought away. 

	"You're right. That's what I should do," he had confirmed to her. "But you know I'm not good at it." Embarrassed, he had looked down. 

	"Oh, don't be silly. Of course you're worth it," she had replied to me, a mischievous smile on her mouth. "It's just that I don't want you to be the one to do it." She had winked at me, but she had meant it completely. "And you'd rather be tied than tied up," she had added. 

	And I was right. I could imagine both scenarios. My imagination was never lacking. But, given the choice, I felt more comfortable with the first one. So why was it so hard for me to accept the situation? {Let go! Let yourself fall!} Those thoughts reminded me of a joke I had heard. It was bad when I told it. But it was good when told by others. A man had fallen off a cliff. At the last moment, he had managed to grab hold of a flimsy bush. In desperation, seeing death already near, he had cried out for help, begging for someone to help him. He had screamed and screamed, until finally, on the verge of collapse, he had heard a voice. The voice had told him to drop, for the angels would catch him and prevent him from crashing. The man, after meditating for a few seconds, had cried out, "And is there anyone else?" It is not easy to drop. 

	It was even less easy to get caught if Gema posted images of prostitutes picking up clients in the street. Or another where she was seen entering a hotel room naked, ready for her client. Of course, the image was not hers. It was an artistic image, highly erotic. No sensitive parts of the woman were visible. She could only be seen from the side, her breasts hidden behind the door frame and with her facing the camera. Towards me. She was completely naked, except for her heels. As much as I hated images of old pigs with young girls, I admired the good taste Gema showed with this other type of photos. In another, she was stripping on a table, with her stockings and heels and her panties already around her ankles. Only her legs were visible and, of course, it wasn't her. And also, of course, the photo was in black and white. In the background, the client was out of focus, looking at her. {With those images, it's not so hard for me to let myself fall. In the end, you'll recognize that this Gerardo is doing a good job with her}. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I was getting ready for the trip to Barcelona, for the meeting with the client. I was to convince him over dinner, including dessert, to hire us. Gerardo had given me precise instructions on how to dress and had even given me the dress and underwear he wanted me to wear. [How is it possible that he had this already prepared for you? Stop fussing! He had it to give me as a gift for another occasion. It has nothing to do with the client. 

	 I didn't quite know how I felt. It was a weird mix. I felt sold. Prostituted. But I also felt strangely excited. I was proud to be able to help Gerardo. I was eager to make his undesirable partner eat his words and be forced to apologize to Gerardo and my colleagues for his outrageous treatment of us. All that will happen when I get the contract. I was afraid I wouldn't be up to the task. I'm just a very normal woman in her forties. There were many thoughts. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New post on my blog: 

	"I find these kind of panties much sexier than thongs - don't you think they expose the buttocks much more beautifully?" 

	  

	The comment was accompanied by a corresponding picture of a woman from behind, showing her latest panties. Like me, she was wearing them over her garter belt. The panties were Brazilian. They were tucked into the crack of her ass. They partially covered the buttocks, but left the other part bare. They elongated the legs in the back, exposing the area where the leg ended and the buttock began and more. I liked the panties Gerardo had given me for the occasion. He must know the client and he must know what he likes. I will not fail. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Good evening, Miss Avril. 

	-Good evening, Mr. Ripoll. 

	I was surprised that Dídac addressed me by my last name. We already knew each other from the previous meeting we had held in December and had addressed each other by our first names, as was customary in Spain. But, just in case, to avoid the risk of him taking it as a lack of respect, I also addressed him by his last name. For the same reason, I did not want to correct the little mistake he had made by calling me señorita. 

	Dídac shook my hand and pulled me towards him to give me two kisses, as was relatively customary in Spain, even in business matters. What is not so usual now is that he planted them on the corner of my lips instead of on my cheeks. 

	-If I may congratulate you, you look beautiful tonight. 

	And there he continues, calling me "you", when in the previous meeting we were all on a first-name basis, including Gerardo. 

	-But let's sit down. I think we already have a table.  

	Dídac gestured to a waiter and he escorted us to the table we had reserved. We had arranged to meet at the Ivy Resto Lounge. Dídac had chosen the place. I didn't know it, but I had browsed around and had seen that it was a restaurant with live music. As for the food, it was of the fusion type, a way of mixing different traditional foods and giving a modern touch to the classic. It didn't seem like a bad place, although, had I been with Gerardo, I doubted he would have chosen that place. Gerardo liked the classic pure, unaltered. But I was alone, with the client. The place, fortunately, was not far from my hotel. It was less than two kilometers away, a distance I would normally have made on foot, but, wearing ten-centimeter heels, I had chosen to go by cab. I had stayed at the same hotel as the one Gerardo had taken me to, the Mandarin Oriental Hotel. I had arrived early by AVE and had enjoyed the wellness area to calm my nerves. This is where it all started, my first kiss with Gerardo and here.... 

	-Yes, let's drink..." Dídac began to indicate to the waiter.  

	As gentle as he had been at the beginning, calling me "you", he was being so rude at that moment, asking for me without consulting me. But I didn't care. I didn't have the stomach to eat anyway. I'm a whore. I had other worries. I can't let Gerardo down. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	wmraim: 

	"Did you wear on the train to Barcelona the dress that Geraldo chose for you Was the dress sexy? On the way back you went without panties. These are cases where the hotwife goes public. Are you bold or self-conscious? If you were sitting in front of some attractive young soldiers on the train, would you give them a show?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, I wore the dress and underwear she asked for. The bra was a half-cup bra, like the one I posted in a previous post. It enhanced my breasts, but left areolas and nipples uncovered, allowing them to show through the fabric of the dress. I've been trying to find a similar dress and this one I show you below looks quite similar. The difference is that the back is a little more opaque and allows you to wear a bra, but without straps. I couldn't wear the panties with the dress, because the dress, similar to the one in the photo, had a strategic transparency on the hip. I wore them the next day to the office, although as you know, they didn't last me very long."  

	  

	Evidently, with the dress I hadn't been able to wear stockings with garter belt either. Gerardo apparently hadn't noticed that little detail. Or he wanted to see how I would react. So, in the end, with the dress, I had only put on the half-cup bra. The fabric of the dress was thin and my nipples inevitably showed through it. That wasn't Gerardo's mistake, quite the contrary. 

	The dress was a party dress, black in color. It had an asymmetrical cut. Yes, by now Gerardo knows my preference for asymmetries. He knows that and other things. The left shoulder was bare. The right one was only partially uncovered, because between the two bands of fabric, it left a bare part. The fabric was of two different types. There was the opaque fabric, which more than covered the intimate parts. It covered my breasts perfectly and had no cleavage, but since the fabric was thin and I was wearing a half-cup bra, it did not prevent my nipples from standing out. And there was the sheer fabric, everywhere else. The sheer fabric covered part of the right shoulder, the part between the navel and the ribs and the bottom of the dress. It also covered a part of the hip, which prevented wearing panties, if I wanted to avoid showing them, which would have spoiled the intention of the dress. At the back, the lumbar area was left in the open air. In the back, the opaque fabric covered enough to be able to wear a strapless bra. 

	I had taken the high-speed train to Barcelona and had gone to the hotel first. I could have worn something more comfortable and changed at the hotel, but Gerardo had insisted that I wear my dress on the train. Besides, he had booked the tickets for me and sat me at the table. The table is a set of four cheaper seats that families usually choose. There are two seats on one side of the table, facing away from the direction of the train, and two seats on the other side. Mind you, at least I had chosen my seat facing the direction of the train's movement. Otherwise, I would have been dizzy. The table is usually uncomfortable, because the space to stretch your legs is shared with the traveler in front of you. In the end, I had had no problem stretching my legs, because the table was seated only me and another person, a man in his fifties. We had sat diagonally across from each other and had been able to stretch our legs. The man had sat next to the window, but instead of looking out of it to watch the fleeting scenery, he had been unable to take his eyes off my nipples. {That was Gerardo's intention}. We had chatted about various things and the man had asked me what I was going to do in Barcelona and what I did for a living. He had asked me if I was a model. I had had to tell him that it was a business trip and that I was going to close a contract, which was true. Which reminded me that somehow I was going to prostitute myself. 

	  

	Gem Hot Wife (continuation of the answer to wmraim): 

	"Gerard also insisted that I wear that same bra on Thursday morning when I went to the client's office to pick up the contract, which he expected me to win. He wanted me to wear the same skirt and blouse to the office as the first time we visited the client and to undo a couple of other buttons, just as he had done to me on that occasion. But, that time, at least the bra protected me, but this half-cup bra did not. 

	As for going back by train without panties, I disagree that that makes a hotwife public. The only one who knows if I'm wearing them or not is me; you can't tell on the outside. But me knowing is enough: it makes my mind go into naughty mode. I do wear an anklet, which could give me away as a hotwife, but nowadays there are many women who wear them as a simple adornment. 

	You ask if I would put on a show for some young, attractive passengers: I don't know, it depends on how naughty I felt and how they looked at me. Maybe yes, but probably no. It depends. I've done it on occasion, but it's been in special circumstances. Yesterday, I certainly didn't feel like it, as I'd already had my double helping of mischief and wasn't in the mood for more. I think with all the Gerardo stuff and this client yesterday, I've had enough. Another time? Maybe. Maybe if I traveled with my husband, I'd be more attracted to him. I like to be naughty when he's around and can watch me and get on my nerves." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-I must confess, Miss Avril, that at first I was not very convinced by your company's proposal, but now, I am really intrigued. I am anxious to see what the services of... your company... can do for me and my company. But it's a lot of money. I would need a demonstration beforehand, if you know what I mean. After all, I have to make sure the product is good. 

	-Mr. Ripoll -we had continued addressing each other as you and calling each other by our last name-, I can assure you that our services are of the highest quality. We strive to ensure that the customer is fully satisfied. As for the quality of the product... judge for yourself. -I blinked quickly, in a flirtatious manner.  

	That whole roundabout, polite way of talking about what we were really going to do-fucking-was starting to make me horny, against all odds. I was selling a commodity. I was selling myself. But instead of doing it like a common whore looking for customers on the street, I was doing it glamorously. {Make no mistake: a whore is a whore, with or without glamour.} 

	-Do not misunderstand me, Miss Avril. I am not questioning the raw material. But I cannot risk signing such a contract without being sure that the services will be up to our needs and... demands. You must understand that in our company we are very demanding with our suppliers. We have very high quality standards. 

	-If you are looking for some kind of certification in this, Mr. Ripoll, I am afraid that is impossible. As you will understand, ISO 9001 does not apply here. As for the previous demonstration, I am afraid I cannot satisfy you. We do not work like that in our company. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	In the end, Gema and I had made love. She had uncaged me and we had done it. She had allowed me to penetrate her. I do it before that client. And I'll do it later. It had been a fantastic feeling, being inside my wife. Her vagina had welcomed me first with affection, then with ardor. 

	"Do you want me to leave the money on the table for you?", I had asked him, as we fucked. By that time the pace had started to pick up. It wasn't exactly lovemaking anymore, although for me it always was. "How much is it, a hundred euros? Or a thousand?" 

	"You fool!", Gemma had managed to say hoarsely, between moans and groans. "If I charged you, you couldn't pay me," she had told me excitedly. Clearly, she had understood what I had meant. 

	"If you charged me that, I would require you to do a lot of things. Not all of them would please you," I provoked her. Gema was getting on with the conversation. It turns her on to feel like a whore. "I would be very demanding." 

	"I charge three thousand per fuck," my wife had replied. "And soon more," she had added. "For some clients I have a flat rate. But you wouldn't be among them." 

	"Oh, no? And that?" he had asked her, breathlessly. 

	"Even as a client, you would only be my plan B," my wife had replied. "Or plan C. Starting tomorrow, you'll be my plan C," she had assured me. 

	Gema was getting horny with the conversation. And I was getting horny too. I was making love to her in the missionary position. Gema had crossed her legs behind my ass. I had been the one who had initiated the conversation about getting paid to fuck. But, in reality, I had done nothing more than verbalize out loud what she, it seemed, had had in her mind all along. Seeing her this excited, with me, filled me with joy. Even if it's only your plan C. 

	"Try me! Cover me, but submit to my demands," he had proposed to her in mid-frenzy. "You might be in for a surprise." 

	"It's possible," he admitted, "but you can't pay me. Besides, I still prefer you to be my plan C. I like you much better that way," he had assured me. "And now, stop fucking and fuck me good. But remember not to cum. You know what happens when you do. On the way back, I might let you." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-What I can offer you, Mr. Ripoll, is a Buy&Try. Sign the contract first and immediately pay for the product. If you are not satisfied, I assure you that I would put the contract through a shredder myself. But what I can't do is give you a free demonstration beforehand. That is against our rules. You must understand that. Besides, the raw material is already in front of you. 

	-I understand, Miss Avril. You are tough. I hope it won't always be like that. 

	I, in return, hope that you will always have a hard-on. 

	Didac laughed. 

	-Don't worry about it, Miss Avril. I'm already... hard. 

	Now it was my turn to laugh. 

	-Yes, I can see that. -I had taken off my sandal and slipped my bare foot under the table into his crotch.  

	Dídac had no physical attraction for me. He wasn't ugly, but he wasn't handsome either. He was not a man I would have noticed in any way. Although he was trying to be witty during dinner -and to some extent he was succeeding-, he seemed rather simple-minded to me. Nothing like Gerardo. But I wasn't there with him for his beauty, neither physical nor mental. Despite that, my nipples pointed at him like missiles. I was there because I had a mission to accomplish. I had to get him to sign that contract. It was vital to the company. I had to save Gerardo. 

	-And who would be in charge of quality control, yourself, Miss Avril? 

	-Of course. That's something I couldn't delegate to anyone else. I will take care of it myself. I take the complete satisfaction of our customers very seriously. 

	-I understand. Anyway, if I had a complaint, I assume a company like yours would have some sort of protocol for escalating the incident, right? 

	-You won't have it," I assured him. But if by any chance you do, which I doubt, you can go directly to my boss, Mr. Roig. In the event of any discrepancy, he would intervene immediately. -I bit my lip. And he will punish me if I don't comply. The possibility that the client might complain to my boss had surprised and excited me. I had said it without thinking. It hadn't dawned on me until that moment. The client would have control over me through Gerardo. I would have to meet his demands and he had just warned me that they were high. 

	-I hope so," said Dídac. After all, we are all professionals and we must fulfill our commitments. I am sure you will be well aware that there will be severe penalties in the contract in the event of non-compliance with service levels. 

	-Of course," I replied. I didn't quite understand what he meant by that, but I decided to go along with it. 

	-Okay," confirmed Dídac. Then he waved his hand to call the waiter and ask for the bill. 

	-No, I'll pay," I said, "I insist. -I pulled out my credit card before giving him any option to pay. Dídac -Mr. Ripoll-, however, did not object in the slightest. He agreed to let me pay the dinner bill without the typical "no, I'll pay" dance of one and "I insist, please, I'll pay" of the other. [Of course, as a good Catalan, that's what he saves]. Of course, I wouldn't pay for it out of my own pocket. I would pass the expense note to the company and Gerardo would approve it without any problems. But that doesn't stop me from feeling weird, putting up the meat and the VISA card. All to cajole that man into signing the saving contract. {Don't complain. Whores do a lot more for a lot less}. 

	-Thank you," Dídac commented, however, when he had finished paying. In exchange, I'd like to buy you a few drinks. Since you are depriving me of a previous demonstration, I would at least like to check the good condition of the... eh... merchandise. I understand that you can dance here. 

	Merchandise? Is that what I am to you? The comment had not pleased me, but I smiled nonetheless. The conversation had been relatively fun up to that point. Let's get this over with as soon as possible. You sign the contract, we do it, and good riddance. 

	-With pleasure," I accepted with my best smile. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema was with that guy. That customer. Another old man. Another one she didn't even like. Another one I didn't know. And he was far away, six hundred kilometers away from me. I should have gone with her! I could have sat at the restaurant at the table next to him. {Yes, of course! And hide in the closet of the hotel room}. 

	I was going to do it for money. It wouldn't be in cash, but it would be money, after all. And to think that I thought Luis Alberto wanted to prostitute her and in the end... In the end the old man had done it. I had vehemently opposed Luis Alberto, but in the end I had had to accept Gerardo. {Do you see? It's not them. It's her. You have to accept it. Gema is not a damsel in distress who needs you to save her. She accepts her sexuality for what it is}. That was the problem, that sometimes I felt she didn't need me anymore. What did I bring to her, after all? {The one thing that others can't give her: love and understanding}. 

	I felt sad and dejected. And I felt aroused, at the image that came to my mind of my wife playing the courtesan with a client. Gema's sexuality had evolved a lot. {And what's left for her!} All this, one or two years ago, would have been impossible, unthinkable. {And ours? How has our sexuality evolved? Finally you allow me to express myself, was that also unthinkable a few years ago?} Gema was so beautiful and she would be with that guy... I'd put my hands on her... I'd kiss her... I'd penetrate her... I'd penetrate her... I'd kiss her... He would penetrate her... He would demand... And she would give him... How do you feel Gema? I need you to tell me. I'm not criticizing you, I'm not opposing. I just want to know how you feel. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Are you not wearing panties, Miss Avril? -Dídac was surprised. 

	At least he had bought the drinks. I didn't have to pay for them. I had initially ordered a Cointreau-pineapple to ingest some liquid courage, but the bartender had given me the cocktail menu and asked me if I didn't prefer one of them. In the end, I had ordered a Jack Sparrow, sweet and tropical. Johnny Depp was one of my husband's favorite actors. The bartender was a handsome, young guy with a nice guy and a captivating smile. {Yeah, we get it: the kind of guy you'd sleep with for free}. Free yes, but I've already said on several occasions that I'm not into short-term relationships. [Oh, really? What's this, then?] This? Well... this is... It's a mission. He had winked at me strangely. [Yes, but not for you]. At first I had thought he had done it to flirt with me. But then I realized that he had winked at me in an accomplice way, in solidarity with me because of my client. Dídac had asked for a Porn Star. I had been shocked to hear his order. I hadn't even had to consult the cocktail menu, which indicated that he had been to the Ivy Resto Lounge on other occasions. With whom? According to the menu, the Porn Star was intense, cool and aphrodisiacal. I hoped that Dídac wouldn't find it too intense. [Fresh, of course, it doesn't seem to be.] And as for the aphrodisiac, it didn't look like he didn't need it. My foot had confirmed it. And now it's my belly that reconfirms it. 

	We were dancing. The music didn't exactly invite us to dance together, glued to each other, but that didn't seem to bother Dídac at all. Anyway, I wasn't dancing to the music either. I had already felt my whole body through my dress. The fabric of my dress was like wearing nothing at all. He had felt all over my ass. He had been turned on by it. But I knew that his intention was also to check my reactions. He hadn't signed the contract yet. I let him do it without objecting. [How can you allow me to grope you like that in a public place? With Silvestre I had a pass; he was hot and you loved him. But this one?] With my dress and heels, perfectly made up, there was no doubt that I looked like a call girl next to that old geezer businessman. Even the young waiter noticed. I had the man's cock pressed against my belly and his hands pressed against my ass. And on my face, I was wearing my best smile. If my mother could see me... [If your daughter could see you...] {If Daniel could see you... } 

	Gerardo had sent me to the beauty center, the same one where he had made me an appointment the day I had signed the contract with him. And now I will sign this other contract. Like the previous time, I had been attended by Mari Carmen. She had dyed my hair, top and bottom. And she had done my hair, top and bottom. The bottom, the pubic hair, she had trimmed it in length and shaved my groin. Daniel preferred it completely shaved. I knew, because that was how Sylvester liked it. {Poor thing! With so much hair, it's hard for him to clean up after he cums inside you. Have you thought about what will happen when he has to clean Gerardo's more often?} But Gerardo liked it that way, hairier. [Of course, since he doesn't give you cunnilingus!] I also found it more practical to have hair. Waxing was still a pain in the ass. [Nice play on words. But why don't you mention how you feel about having to dye it, because Gerardo likes you as a redhead, top and bottom]? 

	-No," I answered Dídac. I hope that won't be a problem. 

	Dídac didn't answer right away. He kept thinking, as if he was deciding if he preferred to take off my panties or if it would be better for him if I didn't wear them. 

	-No, not at all. That way we'll be more efficient," she finally answered. But is she wearing a bra? -It was a rhetorical question, for he had felt my back with his hands and noticed the bra. How strange! I feel your nipples digging into my chest, Miss Avril. 

	-Your company, I understand, complies with all occupational risk prevention measures. Is that correct, Mr. Ripoll? -I asked, ignoring his comment. It was true that my nipples were erect. I felt they were hard, to the point that they almost hurt. 

	-Of course, Miss Avril. Although, as you understand, sometimes business requires making small exceptions. 

	-I'm afraid we can't make any exceptions in that area. My boss is very strict in that regard. -At least Dídac wasn't an idiot. He had understood that I had meant condoms. That was a point on which I was not willing to compromise. Gerardo hadn't said anything to me about it; the subject hadn't come up. But I was sure he would agree, even if it cost us the contract. It was as much about his health as it was about mine. And Daniel's. {Daniel's could be arranged: let him put on the condom}. [Don't be absurd!] {I'm not. We started to do something like that with Luis Alberto and Daniel accepted. Then we didn't go through with it, but that was because Luis Alberto's thing ended up exploding}. 

	-That's disappointing, Miss Avril," said Dídac, looking upset. But it's understandable. But let's talk about the services you offer. What would they include? I understand that it is a full service. 

	-Yes, of course. -I frowned. Except from behind. That's not included," I added quickly. From behind is for horn players, and you're not one. 

	-Another disappointment, Miss Avril! I don't know what to think... 

	-You don't seem disappointed, Mr. Ripoll," I replied, pressing myself against his crotch. 

	-I guess everything is negotiable," commented Dídac. 

	-At the right price, everything is negotiable, except for occupational accident prevention measures. But some things are not cheap at all. Others, compared to what is on offer, can be considered bargains. Do you wish to renegotiate the contract? 

	-I'm sure it is," said Dídac, "but not right now. Right now, what I'm in the mood for is a tasting. What do you taste, Miss Avril? 

	To Porn Star surely not, if that's what you have in mind. 

	-In your mouth, Mr. Ripoll, Porn Star," I replied. 

	Dídac brought his mouth closer and kissed me. His tongue slipped inside my mouth. There was the taste of vanilla and vodka, but the passion fruit was conspicuous by its absence. Nevertheless, I tried hard. After all, I was a professional. Dídac didn't turn me on in particular. But the situation did. 

	-I like Porn Star," said Dídac. As I told you, we are demanding in my company. But I have no doubt that you will know how to live up to them. Deliver on your services and we'll deliver on our payments. 

	-So, do we have a deal, Mr. Ripoll? 

	I got it! I did it! Gerardo will be proud of me, I saved him! 

	-That's right, Miss Avril. Let's go to your hotel to seal it. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	manolito-ito: 

	"Hello Gema. I've been catching up on your blog and would like to ask you a question to try to better understand your lifestyle. Another follower asked you about your husband's feelings, which, from what you express other times, is like the struggle of opposites, from humiliation to excitement, as if the journey from one extreme to the other is more pleasurable the "lower" the starting point of that journey (perhaps by contrast)." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Set amb cinquanta, si us plau," said the cab driver when we arrived at our hotel. 

	I don't speak Catalan, but it wasn't difficult to understand. [Of course, besides, it was on the meter! Don't act like a polyglot when you don't even speak English]. Dídac showed no signs of intending to pay himself. During the whole trip he had been busy kissing and groping me and still, with the cab already stopped, he didn't want to let go of my mouth. Still, I doubted that he had turned a deaf ear to the cab driver's words for that reason. I rather thought he preferred not to pay. I expect you to pay me. If you don't, I'll cut your balls off. I handed the cab driver a ten euro bill and indicated to him to keep the return. I walked out the door. Dídac followed me. Fortunately, he had the decency to moderate himself as he entered the hotel. But the doorman at the door had noticed; his little smile showed it. 

	-You're very wet, Miss Avril," he said, reaching into the elevator. 

	-I told him that the merchandise is top quality," I replied. 

	Oh, my God! I'm really going to do it! If he saw me... {Yeah, yeah, yeah. Our daughter, our mother... the holy spirit, if you will. The important thing is if Daniel saw you. He'd sit in a corner and jerk off, unless he was wearing the chastity device}. [If Gerardo saw her...] {Well, Gerardo, I don't know what he would do. I'm not sure about that}. 

	We entered the room, the same one where I would later sleep. Dídac continued kissing me, more and more lasciviously. He pulled up the skirt of my dress and pushed me against the wall. There was a loud bang, which would undoubtedly wake up the neighbors in the next room. 

	-Porn Star," said Dídac the fool. 

	-Porn Star," I repeated, not knowing exactly what he meant. [You fool!]  

	Dídac stuck his fingers in my vagina, as he had done before in the elevator and before that in the cab. He wasn't trying to finger me to give me pleasure, but to satisfy his own lechery. The way he had his two fingers inside me, I was finding it a little uncomfortable, even though I was very wet. {He pays; you comply. It's about him, not you. If you ever thought otherwise, you were wrong}.  

	-Mr. Ripoll," I gasped, trying, with one hand, to pull his fingers out of my vagina, while with the other on his chest I tried to control the distance. Sir, Ripoll," I repeated, "Shouldn't we sign the contract first? -I reminded him. 

	-Oh! You offend me, Miss Avril. -He took his fingers out of my vagina, but in return, he put them in my mouth. He looked at me amused, "You see, the papers are in the office. As you understand, I don't usually walk around with such... important... papers... for... dinner. Do you understand? His expression of amusement widened as he pulled his fingers in and out of my mouth in a little back-and-forth motion, just enough to keep me from being tempted to pull them out of my mouth and close it. 

	I nodded. What else could I do? 

	-But don't worry. I am a man of my word. Tomorrow morning you can come by the office to pick up the contract. You will find it perfectly signed and stamped. And now, I'd like you to treat me to a little dance. I can't wait to see what you're hiding under that dress and what you're capable of doing with that great body of yours. But remember, Miss Avril, look your best! We're picky. 

	Why does he use the plural, does he mean his company when it is really him, is it delusions of grandeur that lead him to use the pluralis maiestatis, or does he mean the company, the whole company? {Or does he mean the company, the whole company...?} 

	  

	*** 

	  

	I still hadn't heard from Gema. As I have said before, neither Gema nor I are the kind of people who call each other every now and then. We had never done it before. When we needed to do it the most, in our student and boyfriend days, there were no cell phones. And the public phones charged a lot of money for an interprovincial call. Just because we didn't call each other several times a day didn't mean we didn't think about each other. In fact, I had slept terribly, thinking that Gema would be in bed with that client of hers. Gerardo has prostituted her. He had rented her to that client to do business. But we had agreed that I would not bother her and that she would tell me everything -that is, whatever she wanted- when she returned home. 

	Once again, she only had the updates on her blog. Most of them were erotic images with no meaning. At least, I couldn't find any. Or they were pictures that had the same meaning I mentioned before and not worth mentioning again. There he continued with his fantasies of submission and even lesbian fantasies. There were other pictures that... well, I'd rather not comment or ask. Barring the deletion of her Tumblr blog, there they are, in case anyone wants to see them. You'll know right away what I mean. I have discussed with Gema to remove them, but she has insisted that she doesn't want to do it. 

	However, the images that Gema posted that originated from non-pornographic films always caught my attention. For my wife they were probably just erotic images, but I liked to research the film and write it down, so that, at some point, I could watch it with her. The last such publication had images from the Swedish film Anita. Basically, it was about a young nymphomaniac girl who used sex as a means of protest against her parents and society. Gema had posted it because it showed a scene of a very young Christina Lindberg naked with a gray-haired old man. This was not the case with my wife. She certainly didn't use sex as a means of protest. And she wasn't a nymphomaniac either. Although I'm beginning to have my doubts. At least, she never had been. 

	Another publication that had caught my attention showed a circus performer tied to a wheel of death, with several knives stuck near her. Did my wife feel stabbed? Did she feel in danger, somehow? Or in the crosshairs, the bull's eye? Who was the knife thrower? {Indoubtedly, it is Gerardo}. However, the post contained another image with English text that read, "Take a look at my twisted mind." What did that mean, had Gemma done the reblog just because of the wheel of death thing or had she considered the text as well? Who was the one to take a look inside her mind? Was she referring to me or Gerardo? {Have you considered that you might be misinterpreting it? What if it is Gerardo who sent her the images? What if he is the one telling her to look at her twisted mind, his?} 

	On top of that, these were all things I could not discuss with her. When I asked her about the meaning of what she published, she used to answer ambiguously. Except on rare occasions, she did not resolve any of my doubts. 

	In any case, it would still take Gemma hours to get there. The train was running at three hundred kilometers per hour, but, until after noon, Gema would not catch the return train. The train back home to me. Fortunately, this was to be a one-time experience. Contrary to what the cheap literature indicated, it didn't seem feasible for me to find several clients willing to sign a contract in exchange for sex. No matter how hard Gerard tried to take advantage of my wife, he could not repeat it so easily. Most likely, a client to whom such a proposal was made would be scared away. And Gema will have had the experience she was looking for. She will have satisfied her curiosity for the experience. And that's it. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	This morning it was time to reap the fruits of last night's negotiation and get the signature that Dídac had promised me. I'm so proud to have achieved it! In theory, going to his office to pick up the contract was going to be a mere formality. But I didn't trust him: until he gave me the signed contract, I wasn't going to claim victory. 

	-Good morning, Miss Avril," Dídac greeted me. Sorry to have kept you waiting. I hope you had a splendid evening and that you had a good night. 

	Perhaps it was time to correct him and point out that I was married and no longer a young lady. But I didn't have the contract in my hands yet. I'd better not tell him anything. 

	His eyes were fixed on my cleavage. The night before, he had seen and rubbed my tits more than enough. Despite this, he was looking at them again. Gerardo had instructed me to wear the same blouse I had worn in December, at our meeting with him, and to unbutton the same buttons that Gerardo had unbuttoned on that occasion. [That, apparently, worked. Do you realize that Gerardo had it all planned from the beginning, he knew what he was hiring you for!] You already sound like Daniel, with your insistent negativism. Keep it up and I'll put a muzzle on you. [Just like you put the cage on Daniel? Are you planning to whip and sodomize me too? Surprise! I'm just a little voice and I don't have an ass]. Underneath I wore the same bra I had worn last night, the half-cup one that didn't cover my nipples, letting them show through the fabric. Yeah, I'm a slut so what? I was also wearing the same skirt as the day of our initial meeting, albeit with different panties and garter belt. 

	-Thank you for asking, Mr. Ripoll. I slept little but well. 

	It was true that he had slept little. But it was not true that I had slept well. I had not stopped thinking about what I had done. I had slept with him for material gain! {¿Y? You also do it with Gerardo} With Gerardo I have a relationship and I don't do it just for that! But how did you say it? A lo hecho, pecho. There was no turning back; it was done. I have done it for a good cause. It's not only Gerardo, I've also saved my co-workers from being fired. 

	Sex with Dídac had been mediocre, as expected. He was not a man who turned me on a priori and, apparently, neither did he do it a posteriori. What was done was done. The only thing that had been worthwhile was the good cause for which he had done it and the morbidness of the situation. But it wasn't something I necessarily wanted to experience again. Now I knew what a prostitute felt like. I didn't feel bad, because no one and nothing had forced me to do it, neither person nor need. I had felt bold, in control of my sexuality. Why shouldn't I do it? Why shouldn't I sell myself for money or other benefits? It was up to me to decide. I had decided, until Dídac had taken control. I had decided to do it, but he had decided how. 

	He had ordered me to give him a striptease, while he drank a drink that he had prepared from the minibar. The striptease had been quick, as I didn't have many clothes on. But I had had to continue dancing erotically for him. {erotic? I'd call it pornographic}. [Well, I'd call it outrageous!] He had made me contort myself in front of him, adopting different postures and unnatural expressions. "Show off!" he had told me and I had done it to get the contract. He had made me show him my holes, while he was touching his cock on the bed, still dressed, but with his cock out. He had made me lean forward and open my ass cheeks to show off my rear entrance. The erotic magazine poses, he'd called it. And I had taken great pains. It wasn't what I had imagined. I had expected to take him to bed and fuck him, just like that. Make him come in half an hour or so and send him home. But it hadn't happened that way. Didac had been determined to make the most of the fact that I, for one night, had become his private prostitute. He had prolonged the preliminaries unnecessarily, while he tasted that drink he had prepared for himself, a vulgar whiskey-cola. 

	After the little dance and the postures of the magazines, emboldened by alcohol or by my professionalism and my desire to do an excellent job -as always-, he had fingered me. He had done it to me, while I was giving him a blowjob. I had insisted on giving him a blowjob with a condom, despite his protests and his disappointment. It was clear that Mr. Ripoll was a consummate whoremonger and I was not willing to take any risks. I had had to put the condom on too. "Mr. Ripoll, do you have a condom?" I had asked him. The logical thing to do was for him to provide it, since they would be the kind he preferred. "Do you have one, Miss Avril?", Dídac had answered with a question. In the end, I had had to take one out of my purse. I was sure that Dídac had condoms, but that he preferred to use mine. 

	The taste of latex had been disgusting, much worse than the taste of presemen. It had been the first time I had ever given a blowjob with a condom. Meanwhile, Dídac had fingered me. The finger was just a figure of speech, because although he had stuck one or two fingers in my pussy to check how wet I was, he had then become emboldened -extraleft- and had stuck me with the little bottle of whiskey or Coke from the minibar. I had let him do it, however, in order to get the contract. So close to success, I wasn't going to jeopardize it. The little bottle wasn't very long, but it was certainly larger in diameter than a dick. Despite this, it had entered my pussy without too much difficulty. 

	In the end, Dídac had fucked me in different positions. He had made me ride him, similar to how Gerardo liked it, he had fucked me in the missionary position and, finally, he had cum inside me -in the condom- in the doggy position. {You mean doggy style. Or if you prefer, the slut's, which is another animal in the family}. In the end, I had held out for more than the half hour I had initially estimated, though not much longer. {But quite a bit more with all the foreplay}. In the position of... the bitch... she had accelerated her onslaught to climax.  

	It had not been bad, which means that it had been far from good. As I said before, Dídac neither filled me a priori nor did he fill me a posteriori. {Well, I think he did fill you well. At least the condom was well filled}. The most exciting thing had been the morbidness of the situation. But a whore doesn't choose her clients for their sexual prowess. [But in this case, you didn't even choose him. Gerardo's pimp did it]. 

	"Oh, Miss Avril! You were right. Your services are of high quality," Dídac had acknowledged. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"See what I meant? And how she keeps pulling her panties down now? The panties always over the garter belt! 

	I'll make you a deal: if I ever inadvertently post a picture where the panties are below the garter belt and you spot it and warn me, I'll post a picture of myself. OK?" 

	  

	The proposal was accompanied by a moving image of a woman trying to pull down her panties, which were below the garter belt. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Well, Miss Avril. I have the contract here, signed by me and the controller and with the company's seal. -He showed me an open folder with the contract. Everything as agreed. It's a pleasure doing business with you," he added. Please give my regards to your boss. 

	I reached for the contract, but before I could get my hands on it, Dídac took it away. I looked at him first puzzled, then with distrust, and finally with anger. The bastard has played me! [If you want to cut his balls off right here, count me in.] {Well, I... Hey, don't look at me!} 

	-There is a small formality beforehand, Miss Avril," said the bastard Dídac. You see, I'd like to have a souvenir of you. I trust you're wearing panties this morning, is that right? 

	I nodded. 

	-Would you mind? It would mean a lot to me," said the outgoing Dídac. He had turned out to be a fetishist and collector. In one hand he held the folder with the contract, offering it to me from half a distance. The other hand was more outstretched towards me, open and with the palm of the hand pointing upwards. 

	-Of course not," I replied angrily. I tried to put on a smile, but it didn't work. Consider it a tip from our company. 

	I pulled up my skirt just enough so that my fingers could reach the top edge of my panties and pulled them down. It was a quick movement. They slid down my legs and fell to the floor. I bent down and picked them up. I put them in her hand and took the contract. 

	-One more thing, Miss Avril," warned that shitty bastard Didac. He hadn't let go of the contract yet. He held it tightly in his hand. He clung to it like a castaway to a piece of driftwood. Would you mind showing me, before you go, your fantastic... uh... jungle? 

	Dídac had fallen in love with my pubic hair. He had exclaimed ohs! and ahs! during my striptease. He had been surprised by the color and had not been able to stop looking at my pussy. He had asked to take my picture, but I had declined. "I'm afraid that requires signing a confidentiality agreement beforehand. It's company policy," I had told him. "But if you wish, I think you can go to the hotel business center. They may have a computer and printer there." Evidently, Dídac had not wanted to interrupt the evening. 

	I pulled hard and ripped the folder with the contract out of his hand. 

	-I'm sorry, Mr. Ripoll, but that is a bonus not contemplated in the contract. You already have the tip. Don't abuse it. 

	I took the contract between my arms and pressed it to my chest so that no one could take it away from me. {And so no one can see your tits and erect nipples}. I was going to take the contract to my boss like gold. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"On the train, on the way back from Barcelona, thinking. I'm going to tell my husband all the details about last night's meeting with the client. I've mulled it over and, although it's related to Gerardo, I've decided that only what directly includes Gerardo will be subject to limiting him to Tumblr. I can't wait to see how his chick grows with my account! And if he does well, I'll also allow him to claim me with it, but that I have yet to see. Right now, what I need is for him to hold me tight." 

	  

	The comment was accompanied by a picture of a couple, cuddling lovingly in bed, she on top of him, eyes closed and face of satisfaction and love, he with his cock steeply erect. 

	  

	Yes, love. That means they've made love and he hasn't come. Otherwise, he'd have a limp dick. So, we'll see if I'll let you cum. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Did you do it? -I asked my wife. I was happy to have her back. But I still couldn't believe what had happened. Nor what was happening. Gema had given all the control to Gerardo, but she seemed more in control than with Silvestre. On the other hand, she also seemed out of control, as with Luis Alberto. 

	Gema nodded. She blushed slightly, looked down shyly and bit her lip.  

	While I'm helping my wife write this book, I'm reading Grey, Christian's take on the acclaimed Fifty Shades of Grey. I'm also reading three other books at the same time, but those are not sexually themed. It bugs me that Anastasia also bites her lip, like my wife. I see her recognizable in some things, but, in this one, it's purely coincidental. Neither Gem nor I had previously read Fifty Shades. 

	-Did you get the contract? 

	Gemma nodded again, without saying a word. I took her in my arms. 

	-I am proud of you," I confessed.  

	I felt my wife pressing me tightly against her, in response to my confession. 

	-And I of you, love," he finally said. What you do for me has a lot of merit. Don't think I don't keep it in mind. It may not always seem so to me, but you understand that it must be so, don't you? 

	This time I nodded, without saying anything. 

	-So, are you going to tell me everything? -I asked hopefully and gratefully. Being confined to his blog was proving to be a new experience, implausible and disturbing but exhilarating. But it was also proving to be frustrating, at times.  

	-Everything... or almost everything. -Gemma gave an apologetic shrug of her shoulders. She looked at me mischievously. But first of all, I have a little souvenir for you. Gema opened her purse and offered me the small souvenir she had brought me from Barcelona. 

	-What... what is it? A bottle of whiskey? But it's empty! -I exclaimed, confused. 

	-You'll understand soon enough, love. Keep it in the cabinet where you keep the spirits. I think it will be decorative. And it will be an interesting souvenir, every time you make yourself a drink to relax. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	wmraim: 

	"Congratulations on a successful business transaction. On the downside, you lost your panties - did you take the train without panties?" 

	  

	I hope I haven't lost more than my panties. Maybe I've lost my self-respect. Maybe I've lost a husband too. Oh, my God! What have I done? I'm crazy! 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, no panties on the train. But this morning at work, I put them back on, because Gerardo doesn't like me to go without them." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Gemma! -exclaimed Gerardo with joy when he saw me, "Excellent work! I've already told the whole office, you saved us! 

	You told him what, exactly? When I entered the office the next morning, my colleagues had greeted me with appreciative glances. Some had made a show of clapping their hands, others pantomimed clapping their hands. I was the hero of the office - or is it heroine? Members? However, Tiburcio's harpy secretary had looked at me with increased disdain. 

	-Thank you, boss. It wasn't... that bad. 

	-Oh, yes it was, Gema. Yes, it has. To partly compensate you for what you've done, you're going to receive a commission on next month's pay.  

	[Of course, whores get paid]. Gerardo's effusiveness in his office and that of his colleagues in the hallway made me feel proud to have contributed to the success of the company. [And so professionally, too]. I knew it was very important to everyone. I had saved several of my colleagues from being fired. And Gerardo from being humiliated by Tiburcio. {And you from being fired and becoming financially dependent on Daniel again.} 

	-Come, close the door. I also have something personal for you. It's a small, unimportant detail. But I'd like you to wear it all the time. 

	Gerardo opened a small box and in it appeared a beautiful choker. He took it out and showed it to me. It shone as brightly as my boss's eyes. Then he stood behind me and put it around my neck. Excitedly, I touched it with my fingers. 

	-Thank you," I said, blushing, "It wasn't necessary. I... 

	-Yes, it is necessary, Gema. Always wear it, please. It would mean a lot to me. Promise? 

	I nodded, without thinking too much about it. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema had posted two new comments. She had left them scheduled or had the images already chosen beforehand. She had posted them during office hours, at nine and ten o'clock in the morning, respectively. She doubted she would have time to browse and select images to post while she was in the office. According to her, she was always very busy. Sure, it's hard to suck it and manage the Tumblr account at the same time. 

	The first image showed a sexy secretary in her underwear lying provocatively on a table. Gema had written: "I got the contract, boss! Are you proud of me?" Apparently, it was important to her that Gerardo was proud of her. What the hell! He pays her and she does her job. She was doing a lot of things to please him. 

	The second publication was addressed to me, can I be sure of that? There was a couple in bed, giving each other affection. He was kissing her and she had her eyes closed and a happy face. Gema had commented, "Thank you for taking care of me, I needed your hug. I love you." The message touched my heart. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Do you know what I'm in the mood for now? -asked Gerardo. He had sat down in his chair. 

	Evidently, I knew. I bolted the latch and crouched down. I crawled on all fours toward him, under the table. 

	-So, everything went well? 

	I looked up. Gerardo was talking on the phone, while I was sucking him. I had gotten used to the taste of it, even the initial taste. It was much better than the taste of latex on Mr. Ripoll's asshole cock. 

	-I'm glad. I knew you would not be disappointed. 

	I could only hear my boss, not the voice on the other end of the line. 

	-Yes, that's what we agreed. We have to carry your papers with great care and dedication. We are professionals, don't worry.  

	I was beginning to sense that I was talking to Dídac. Actually, he could have been talking to anyone. I had no indication that I was talking to Dídac, except that they were speaking in Catalan and about some recent contract. In any case, I couldn't stop that feeling starting to invade my body. 

	-Yes, we will assign a person to supervise everything. What we talked about. 

	Gerardo listened carefully. 

	-Effectively. A couple of days, once a month. 

	My boss burst out laughing. 

	-No, she doesn't know yet. But don't worry; she'll be happy to do it. 

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXII - A DEMO (almost) FREE OF CHARGE 

	  

	"I love my freedom and the sensuality I discovered thanks to my husband proposing me to become a hotwife. There is only one thing I love more than that..." - Gemma V. Avril  

	  

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"Sometimes I have the feeling that I'm peering into the abyss." 

	  

	The image I had just posted showed a woman in a topless on the ledge of a building, looking down with a frightened face. I didn't want to scare my husband, but the image was nailed to how I felt. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"There is an abysmal leap from your blog to this last stage. I am assailed by multiple doubts as a submissive/dominant... (Yes, I am one of those who live both sides of the coin). 

	If you were to value your relationship with Gerardo, you would say that you are with him? 

	(A) For self-improvement? 

	(B) For Daniel's humiliation? 

	(C) For Money? 

	(D) Because, deep down, you are fond of that man who consents to everything (like Daniel) and you will end up humiliating him too? 

	Sorry if you were bothered by my words or my tone." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"No, it didn't bother me at all. Well, of the options that you propose to me, surely there is a little bit of everything. But, if I have to choose one, it would be "Self-improvement". It's a new experience, something different, something forbidden that goes against the rules and that, in fact, makes me very uncomfortable and that I want to test if I'm able to deal with it." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"Thank you to those of you who comment on my posts and to those of you who send me questions. I am very interested in your feedback and reading your comments helps me to better manage my situation." 

	  

	Yes, especially at times like these, when I don't know what to do or how to explain it to my husband. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	- Yes, I will send you the new contract soon. In fact, I already had it prepared. I knew you would want to extend it, after the demonstration. 

	Gerardo kept talking on the phone with someone who could only be Mr. fucking Ripoll. And I continued to suck him off, under the table. 

	-What? Ah, that you want her to carry it for you. Well, we have to talk about that. The contract foresees one night a month and you just ... 

	The intense taste of my boss's presemen was beginning to flood my mouth. 

	-Ja, ja, it wouldn't have to be one night. That you could take the contract and come back the same day. I understand. Well, we have to negotiate that, eh? 

	I was trying to hear what the voice on the other end of the line was saying, but I was unable to understand the words. As for my boss's words in Catalan, I had understood enough to make my hair stand on end. 

	-Yes, and thank you for sending the report so quickly. Yes, it is absolutely necessary that you continue to do so. 

	Gerardo put his free hand on my head and caressed me. 

	-Yes, yes, I knew it would be fun to do it. D'acord, ja anem parlant. Have a nice day. 

	My boss looked at me for several long seconds, his cock in my mouth. 

	-Did you understand? -I'm going to read you the report," he went on, without waiting for my answer. 

	"Dear Gerardo. Miss Avril has turned out to be as professional as you had assured me," read my boss from the monitor screen. I could tell he was translating on the fly from Catalan. "I am sure I will be in good hands, to name one of her exquisite body parts." 

	A report? What is this? A report from me? Ripoll has made a report on what he and I...? 

	My boss stopped for a moment. He looked away from the monitor and looked down at me. 

	"Her tits are a little saggy, though," Gerard continued, reading from the computer screen. "But she's got them better than my wife." 

	He must be an asshole! Damn bastard! Did he look at himself in the mirror? Am I complaining about his belly or his... his... his...? Furious, I pulled Gerardo's cock out of my mouth, ready to airily protest, but my boss stopped me with his gaze. My eyes were sparkling, but his stare made them go out. I took his cock back into my mouth. 

	"In return, she has an excellent ass. But I was disappointed that she said her ass is not part of the services she would provide. That's what we have to talk about sometime, eh?". 

	Gerardo stopped and looked at me again. His expression was stern but understanding, like that of a father. 

	-Why did you say that to our most important client? -he asked in a neutral tone. 

	I took his cock out of my mouth to answer. But what could I say to him, and why are we having this conversation? 

	-I... it's just that..." I stammered, trying to buy time to find the answer. My ass is only for my lovers," I finally said. It's for you," I added, "It's not for... clients. It's not even for my husband," I assured her. 

	Gerardo grimaced at my husband's words. 

	-I thought I would have taught you better, Gemma. Or would you prefer I call you Miss Avril? -She arched her eyebrows. If you don't want to give her your ass, that's fine with me. But don't put it that way. Everything is negotiable. Think of it as a negotiation. If you don't want to give it to her, just set a price she's not willing to pay. And if one day you change your mind, you can always lower it. Everything is negotiable in this life, Gema.  

	My boss's words, in that calm tone, left me speechless. And with my mouth open, I went back to gobbling his cock. 

	-In any case, you got the contract and you've got an ace up your sleeve. Bravo! -my boss congratulated me. 

	"I also didn't like that she was so stubborn about the condom issue. At least blowjobs should be without the rubber band. I'm the first one interested in protection, but I don't think I can get anything stuck to me through a blowjob. We need to talk about this too, huh?". 

	-Gemma..." my boss began. 

	-I... it's just that..." I interrupted him. 

	-No. Listen," Gerardo interrupted me. I'm looking for smart people," he said. That's why, among other things, of course, I chose you," he assured me. I trust you," he reassured me. I could have left this issue tied up from the beginning, but I didn't do it on purpose. First, because knowing this PAYASO, it wasn't the right time. He's been bugging me about the contract for an eternity and uses any excuse to wriggle out of it, even though he claims he needs us and that we have the best offer. I wasn't going to serve him one more excuse on a platter. I trust you. I knew you would deal with the issue and that you would have the advantage of doing so in a moment of his weakness," my boss said calmly. However, there had been a tone of vehemence to his utterance of the word clown. Apparently, he had really had it up to here with that client. And second, I left this in your hands because I wanted to test you. And you've done very well. Again, I have to congratulate you. 

	His words filled me with pride in an almost childlike way. Thank you, Daddy! I was aware of it, but I couldn't help but feel that way. Gerardo knew so much about managing crises and negotiating difficult contracts that receiving such compliments from the master was an honor for me. I had learned so much at his side over the past few months. He had involved me in almost everything and had allowed me to observe from the front line. [Boss... daddy... sensei... What a mental mess you've got! Have you thought about going to a psychologist? I think it's due to some trauma you had in childhood]. 

	-Continue as I read the report to you. 

	"Otherwise, she has been very industrious and hardworking. That's the way all women should be, and not only those who are paid." Gerardo stopped for a moment. He arched his eyebrows, then cleared his throat and continued reading, "The little game you imposed on me of calling her Mrs. Avril has turned out to be great fun in the end." 

	Yes, Gerardo is capable of making you look for a needle in a haystack for him, pay for it and find it amusing. PAYASO. But I'm a madam, not a lady. 

	"And even writing this report has been stimulating for me. I'll send you the next one without fail, the next time she comes. But tell her to wear panties. I plan to keep them, by the way." 

	-A little slower, Gema. -Or do you prefer Miss Avril? I don't want to cum yet. 

	Why is he calling me Miss too? {You must be imitating the PAYASO that one}. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"Don't be angry love. We talked about the company car and... I've done it again..." 

	  

	Yes, he came in my mouth. He left my lips like those of the girl you see in the picture. But it was worth it. I'll tell you right now... 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-Well, you heard it, Gema. You will go to Barcelona once a month, except for the vacation month. You will spend two days in their offices. You will have a position there, maybe in their office or possibly in a meeting room. You will have to meet with more people there. -Gerardo paused so he could digest his words. 

	What do you mean, a meeting room and meeting more people there? What do you mean? You don't want me to...? You don't expect me to...? How am I going to tell Daniel that? 

	-You will spend the night there and you will be at his beck and call, day and night, as long as you are there," my boss continued in an assertive tone that allowed no reply. Make no mistake. I need you to do an excellent job with that account. And I warn you, it's not an easy account. You know the saying "like father, like son". When the boss is a real CLOWN, you can't expect much from his employees. No, I don't expect it to be easy. I expect you to take this bull by the horns and show your worth. -Again, he paused dramatically. 

	But, but, I... I couldn't avoid the image in my head of standing on top of the conference table, waiting with my legs wide open for one of Ripoll's employees, with a long queue forming outside. {How many men work at that company?} I felt like I was free-falling into the bottom of an ever-darkening abyss. Not even Daniel could help me anymore; I had emasculated him. I felt that, in spite of everything, I would end up telling him that... Yes, boss. Gerardo had used me. While there was a part of me enraged by that indisputable fact, there was another part of me that wanted it all and a worse part that excused it, even though he had sold me out. 

	-You will have to control that the services you have contracted are performed as they should be, without excesses but without defects. We must strictly comply with our service level agreements. I think you've already noticed: Dídac is not the type to spare a penny or a minute of work. No matter how much sex you offer him, he will demand that everything else is done correctly. And he's right; we want and we will do a good job. He'll be a good reference client. -Again, he took one of his dramatic pauses. 

	How can you concentrate and talk like that, when I'm having a hard time keeping my concentration while I'm sucking you off? And what did you say about that referral client thing? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema had told me how she had obtained the contract from that client. I had asked her who it was, to investigate it, but she had refused to give me more information. Of course, I had not told her that I wanted to know in order to investigate him. There was little I could do to investigate the person himself. I was not a private detective, nor was I paranoid enough to hire one. I needed to know who he was hanging out with, to make sure he would be okay. But hiring a detective seemed excessive. I could be detected and all hell would break loose. The client might back out, Gema's boss would be angry and she might even get fired. And isn't that what I want? I didn't want to cause any trouble for my wife. {Effectively. Good boy. You're not here to give her problems, but to solve them and support her}. Gemma was happy, in spite of everything. She had changed, in everything. Gerardo had transformed her. My wife had become a much more assertive woman and she was wiser. And I liked that. What I don't like so much is that illusion I see in her eyes when she talks about him. No, I wasn't going to do anything that might cause him trouble. I had insisted, however. And, in the end, Gema had given in and given me the company's details and the client's name. I still had the subscription to the financial database. I could investigate there, see if I saw anything unusual on their balance sheets. That wouldn't interfere with anything. Gema had reminded me that about Gerardo I would find out almost exclusively from the blog. She was liking the experience. She had me looking out for her and her blog. But she had admitted, for the second time, that the client was not Gerardo and that she would tell me everything. And so she had. She had told me about her night with him. And she had given me his details. 

	"That's what you're stuck with?", Gema had blurted out to me in a mocking tone. I had asked her if she had kissed him. "Of course I kissed him," she had admitted to me, frowning. "How else would I have sex with him, or can you imagine having sex without kissing?". No, I really couldn't imagine it. For me, kissing was very important. Maybe I suffered from basoexia. One more philia to the cart. "We kissed many times," I had confessed. "But don't worry, it wasn't affectionate kissing. We kissed in a very lewd way, with a lot of saliva," he had assured me to reassure me. Well, I don't know if that reassures me, exactly. "He also put his fingers in my mouth, does that count too?" I had groaned at those words. Yes, it does count. It's not the same as kissing, but damn does it count! 

	"And that's what's bothering you?" my wife had snapped at me, again mocking me. I had asked her if she had spent the night with him, if they had slept in the same bed. Gema had shrugged her shoulders, at first, in an ambiguous gesture. But then she had clarified that she hadn't. The client had gone home, satisfied, after getting laid. "I only plan to sleep in the same bed with two men, love: with you and Gerardo." At least he had put me first. "You can rest easy," he had added. Yeah, very calm. Now I'm really calm. 

	He had also told me about the little bottle of whiskey in the minibar that he had brought me as a souvenir. Empty. Empty and used, in her pussy. I had sniffed it. It smelled like... clam. And I had followed my wife's instructions and put it in the cupboard, where she kept the alcohol. I think I'm going to go teetotal. I couldn't believe I had allowed him to let her do that. I would have expected it from Luis Alberto. From him, anything. What a conceited brute. From Gerardo, I also expected anything. You're more manipulative than I am. Gema hates that in me, but she loves it in you. But that she would have allowed it to the client... Or are you kidding me with that story about the little bottle? 

	We had made love. I had claimed her. I had made her mine again. And I had allowed myself to cum inside her. It was time. I had unloaded my full balls into her. How long had it been since the previous time? Too long. {Too little}. We had made love for a long time, unhurriedly. And, after she had cum several times, she had started the countdown for me to cum. It was a count of ten. Once started, I had ten seconds to cum. If I didn't... bad luck and see you next time! I had stretched to the last second and had cum in her just in time. It had been a hearty cum. And then it was my turn to clean her up, as usual. 

	After the orgasm everything was more difficult. "Would you sleep with him again?", I had asked her, nevertheless. "Mmm. I don't think so," my wife had replied. "I would only do it if there were only two men left in the world, him and you. You'd still be my plan B," she had assured me. At the time, after I had cum, I hadn't found what she had said all that funny. Still, I had half-smiled. 

	And with those memories, there I was, telecommuting from home. I hadn't felt like going to the office. Although it was convenient for me to drop by to make an appearance and flatter the boss (I was terrible at it), I could take advantage of the freedom I had to work from home. Except that I can't concentrate. I don't do much work. Gema's blog continued to be updated several times a day, mostly with things I had left scheduled. On other occasions, some news about her would appear in real time.  

	Gema had hung a picture of a man in a cage. With a chastity device, I mean. He had the same cage as me. He was also wearing a harness and attached to the harness was a huge plastic cock. Ah, no, mate! If you want me to fuck you, you'll have to take my cage off. No fucking you in a cage with a plastic cock. You can forget about that. {Ha ha! That's some bravado of yours! I don't think you're in a position to negotiate. Wait a little while for your libido to come back up and we'll talk about this again}. 

	He had also posted another one with a woman masturbating and had written the following text: "Thinking of..." Yes, Gema, who do you think about when you masturbate? Who and what? I don't recognize you, but I can't say that, in part, I don't love it.   

	Then, he had published another one with a woman in a bathtub and a man next to her, sitting on a stool, reading her a book. He had written: "Share your imagination with me! Make me the center of your fantasies. That's what excites me the most. A mind capable of the most torrid fantasies is better than the best cock in the world." Yes, there was only one thing Gema liked more than sex and that was reading a good story. In my case, it was hearing it. The question is to whom this message is addressed. That of a mind capable of the most torrid fantasies... 

	And, on top of that, she had just posted one of those real-time news stories, saying that she had blown her boss again, in the office. Evidently, she had swallowed his sperm!  

	And, finally, she had posted a photo that looked like it might be of her. It showed her (or a woman who looked very much like her) leaning over a table that appeared to be that of an office. The photo was in black and white, but the table appeared to be black. The photo was taken from below, from the floor. Long legs were visible (in that perspective), sheathed in stockings with the seam in the back, ending in a garter belt. Looking at the legs carefully, there was a mole on one of them, showing through the stocking. Gemma had such a spot, though I wasn't sure of the exact position. I'll have to check it out. However she is... 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-I foresee that it demands too much of you, in all aspects, Gema. But I know you are prepared to handle the situation... in all aspects. You must stop him when you feel it is appropriate and you must be generous when you feel it is beneficial. I leave it entirely up to you. I have full confidence in you. 

	Again, I was overcome with that sense of pride. His words had that effect on me. But what are you really proposing, me making decisions? But I'm just a secretary! 

	-I'll send you the new contract right away. The one you got me to sign is no longer valid. I recommend that you study it well. As to whether you want to take it in hand, even though you have just come from there and have already paid your monthly fee, I leave that up to you. As I told you, he will always demand more. It's up to you. 

	Go to see him again? And Daniel, what would he say? Go to see him again to... [Damn it! Will you focus? That's the least of it. The important thing is to know what's in the new contract. Can't you see there's trickery and trickery here?] 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Does Gerardo know Daniel's condition?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Yes, he knows my husband is a spoiled cuckold. A former lover who also knew about Daniel's condition put us in touch. I told him from day one. Gerardo knows and accepts it, but he has no interest in interacting with my husband." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-What do you mean the contract I got is not valid? -I finally said, taking Gerardo's cock out of my mouth. I was partly furious that my efforts had been for nothing, after what it had cost me. 

	-Keep sucking it, Gema. You do it very well. You'll understand soon enough," my boss replied. 

	Yes, boss. 

	-Of course the contract you got is valid," Gerardo reassured me, "I've already told you that you'll get a hefty commission for it. I'm not a cheapskate like that Mr. Ripoll. -I didn't tell you that, because I wanted you to act as uninfluenced as possible. What you did was a demonstration of our capabilities. But you know our policy on demos: we never do free proofs of concept. What's that? He who wants fish, let him get wet. I wasn't going to give that clown anything for free. I know what he's like. I've made that mistake with him before and I wasn't going to make it with you in this game. No." He shook his head firmly, "If he wanted a... proof of concept, he'd have to pay for it first, by signing the contract. It's not the first time he's slipped out at the last minute and through a small crack or loophole. 

	I stopped sucking him for a moment. I froze for a few moments, remembering that I had slept with him without having the signed contract in my hand. What if it got away from me? 

	-But I knew that the probability was high that I would want to repeat. That's why I had already prepared this second contract. It is an extension of the first one. In exchange for your monthly visits, we increase the services and billing. I knew that, once he tasted you, he wouldn't be able to resist and would want to repeat at all costs. Good job, Gema! 

	I blushed. But I didn't do it because of having my boss's cock in my mouth, but because of how he had just praised me. {Smile all you want, but for God's sake, don't bite your lip now}. 

	-Gemma, you will continue to be my personal assistant. But you're also going to keep this account. It's not a gift. First, you've earned it. And second, it's more work. Besides, it's a pain in the ass account. I'd rather you handle that clown. Consider it a test, if you want. I think you have a lot of potential beyond being a secretary. 

	Again, for the umpteenth time in a short space of time, his words produced a warm feeling inside me. 

	-The decision, of course, is yours. But if you accept, I'm going to give you something I think you deserve. Besides, it makes me sick to see you driving around in that piece of junk you call a car. Look! 

	I followed his gaze to the monitor screen. To do that, I had to stop sucking his cock and stick my head over the table, between his legs. On my boss's computer monitor was a beautiful red car - a Mercedes! It's my favorite brand. It was my favorite make, even though I had never owned one and never aspired to own one. 

	-This is in addition to the commission I promised you. It is a company car, a lease. Taxes are also taken care of by the company. You'll get it for as long as you're here.  

	Here? What does here mean? Here, between your legs? 

	-It is a Class A. What do you think? Of course, if you want you can choose another equivalent model or another color. But I think it would suit you very well. 

	The car was a beautiful red color - I love it! I was starting to feel like a little girl in new shoes, thanks daddy! 

	-I need to think about it over the weekend," I warned him. 

	I need to discuss this with Daniel.  

	{Why is that?}  

	Well... because it's not about Gerardo. It's about another man.  

	{Ya, so?}  

	Besides, Daniel understands cars more than I do. Maybe he'd like another one. Maybe he knows a better one.  

	{But who is going to drive it, you or him?}  

	Me. Although, I suppose he can drive it on occasion, too.  

	{He has his own company car. I ask you another way: Who is going to fuck Mr. Ripoll, you or him?}  

	I, I guess...  

	{You guess? Well, when he gets his ass in gear, he can decide the car. But until then, you decide, that's why you're a woman}. 

	-Of course, Gema. And now, go back to what you were doing before. I'm going to cum in your mouth. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"I'm already on page 97 of the second book! It's been a productive weekend. For some reason, I felt especially motivated to write my story. Maybe I needed to remember my own evolution." 

	  

	[You should also reveal what you wrote at the end of page 97 of the second book. But since you're not going to do it, I will]: 

	"He was the cause of the breakup of my marriage." 

	 

	


Chapter XXIII – The CUCKOLD Lover 

	  

	"Partager sa moitié, est-c' que cela comporte. 

	That we also share the chère and the boisson? 

	Je suis presque obligé de les mettre à la porte 

	Et bien content s'ils n'emportent pas mes poissons 

	  

	Bien content qu'en partant ces mufles ne s'égarent 

	Pas à mettre le comble à leur ignominie 

	En sifflotant "Il est cocu, le chef de gare..." 

	Parc' que, le chef de gar', c'est mon meilleur ami".  

	- song Le Cocu by George Brassens 

	  

	  

	-I have to admit that I am surprised," commented Manolo. 

	Gerardo arched an eyebrow. He knew very well what his friend was referring to, but he preferred to hear him ask. 

	-I didn't think you were the type to share your wife with other men," Manolo clarified. 

	Gerardo frowned. That was not what he had expected. He had thought his friend was referring to Gema deciding to sleep with the client for the good of the company or, more specifically, for the good of himself. 

	-I only give him what he needs," Gerardo replied dryly. 

	-Like her husband, then," Manolo continued to provoke him. 

	Gerardo wheezed. 

	-We've already had that conversation. Don't make that comparison again," he said, restraining himself. 

	-So, in the end it's true that it's nothing more than a financial investment. It's already returning you more money than it's costing you," Manolo continued. They were at his house, in his domain, and he felt like teasing his friend a little so that he wouldn't get too excited. This time, instead of playing classical music, he had put through his Spotify a compilation of songs by French singer-songwriter George Brassens. At the time, Le Cocu was playing, which translated to The Cuckold. He was sure his friend, always on the lookout for any detail, would take the hint. At the very least, it would catch his attention and, perhaps, he would investigate further. After all, George Brassens was not at all the musical style that Manolo used to show off. And what about the reports? What is it, a kind of voyeurism? -he insisted, returning to the previous topic. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"Tonight, while Daniel caresses me, I'm going to masturbate thinking about a fantasy about me that a follower has shared with me. I will only say that the fantasy is related to Gerardo and the client from Barcelona. It's a pretty doable fantasy, except that I don't like Dídac Ripoll too much and, right now, I don't see the chemistry to do it. But maybe later. 

	I'm thinking about whether to share the fantasy with my husband or leave him wondering what it is. If it were purely fiction and unrealistic, I would tell him, but, considering that it has real possibilities, I don't think I'm going to give away the mystery. 

	Wet dreams!" 

	  

	*** 

	  

	A company car was fine, but Gema's car is not junk! She could use a new car. The one she was driving was the one I had bought myself twenty years ago. It's not junk! It was the car I had driven to see her in her village. And the car in which we had spent many late-night hours together, twisting our bodies against each other, instead of doing it with friends on the dance floor of the discotheque. Who prefers to dance if you can make love? Those were other times, the times of an intensive and effervescent infatuation, the times of a mutual addiction. No, my car was not junk. That expression was inadmissible. But it was true that Gema needed a new car. To drive around Alcobendas, my first car was enough for her. But to go to work, now that it was further away than I had to drive on the M-40, she needed a new car. But we had nothing saved. The construction of the new house, the home of our dreams had taken away all our reserves and more. Financing the purchase of a car was an option, but in times of that economic crisis that was dragging on and had no intention of ending, it was not a smart alternative. 

	Gerardo was right about the car, but I won't tolerate him calling it junk! What he wasn't right about was what he was asking for in return. No car was worth that degrading sacrifice, if the client didn't even like it! Where was the morbid curiosity in all that, if Gema physically didn't like her boss or the client to whom she had rented it? With a handsome Silvestre... For God's sake, even with a brutish but well-muscled Luis Alberto it made sense! But with two old men? For God's sake! {It's her decision. When will you understand? Let her make the decisions}. But they're not made by Gema; they're made by her boss. {But only because she wants it that way}. She was doing it to punish me, and I couldn't say she had no reason to do it. I still hadn't forgiven myself for Silvestre. At least she's going to tell me all the details of her encounters with that client. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"Step by step the second book progresses. Page 113: "I was angry with myself. And with Silvestre. And also with Daniel - he had gotten me into this." 

	  

	And step by step this fourth book is progressing. I have a special motivation to write it and that makes me go more smoothly than usual. What is this special motivation? A... 

	  

	*** 

	  

	negromante-black (user with whom I used to chat a lot, apart from answering his questions in the blog comments): 

	"Hello Gema. From what I see, the (first) book on paper is recently published. Are you going to present it in society? Will you sign books to your followers? Or do you think that this society anchored in its taboos, hypocritical and traditional is not yet ready to accept this kind of real experiences?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	 "Yes, the paper edition is a couple of weeks old. I was my first customer and I just got it a few days ago. Actually, my biggest illusion of the paper book was to have a copy myself, something I could touch and hold in my hands. Digital is all very well, but things that have a high sentimental value I prefer tangible. 

	I don't plan to present it in society, do you think I could open a stand on the book day? Seriously, that requires a publisher to promote you and that's not my case, since I don't have a publisher. I only depend on the word of mouth of my readers and the comments -hopefully positive- that they leave me on Amazon, for which I am very grateful. By the way, those of you who have bought the book (digital or printed), please leave your comments on Amazon. It makes me very excited and helps me a lot. And it also stimulates me to continue writing the next books. 

	Nor would I dare at this time to show my face and present it in public in person. As you rightly say, this society is still full of taboos. It seems that we have advanced, but it is nothing more than a mirage. Nowadays, being homosexual is starting to be accepted, even sometimes it seems that it is something cool (gay it is, of course), when it is neither better nor worse than other sexual options. You can't say anything against homosexuality (and, of course, I don't pretend to), because society will soon be all over you. Fine for the defense of each one's liberties, but what about the other sexual options? Are the other paraphilias and fetishes less acceptable? Why? Because a woman should not be a slut and a husband should be a macho man? Meaning slutty and macho according to the current canons of society. Touching on issues adjacent to the hot wife lifestyle, what about polyamory? I give an example: two people of the same sex can get married (which is fine with me), but three people who want to live together cannot and it is even punishable. 

	I say that it is a mirage, because the new generations seem to me sometimes even more closed-minded than ours. They are liberal for some things, but for others I see them as very backward. See, for example, the issue of male violence and how many young men are still unhealthily jealous of their partners. 

	Well, I guess I'm digressing. Mine is actually very simple: I'm a mother and my daughter wouldn't be ready for that yet. 

	To promote other fetishes publicly and openly, we will always have Fifty Shades of Grey and the life of Olvido Hormigos, true unwitting pioneer in our country." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update of my blog: 

	"Gerardo has invited me to lunch. We're going to take the afternoon off and then go to his house. 

	Honey, don't wait for me until tomorrow afternoon. I think I'm going to spend the night with him. I love you." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema, you're pushing me to the limit. I don't know if I can take it anymore. Spending the night with him again? If you want to fuck him, can't you just do it and go home after the job is done? Why do you have to sleep in his bed, cuddled up to him? Why do you have to kiss him? On top of that, he wouldn't tell me anything. I would have to wait to find out through his blog and I wouldn't be able to ask him to know all the details. {You can ask him... but through the blog. Why don't you?} 

	On top of that, my suspicion was growing that Gerardo knew about her blog. It was possible that he was even influencing her. Gema had posted a picture of a mature woman. She was gorgeous for her age. Just like her. She had reblogged it from the blog casadoconunamilf. And she had written: "I'm taking a risk by posting this picture, because if Gerardo sees it, he might leave me for her". I wasn't sure if she was saying it to spite me or if it was true that her boss was reading her blog. I'm going to freak out! She thought it was very funny, but it got on my nerves. 

	He had also continued to post images in which he indulged his submission fantasies. Are they for Gerardo? Is that what you do with him, really? Is that what you want him to do with you? Among them, there were also lesbian images, of submission between women. What's the point? As for images taken from movies - something that always catches my attention - there was one of a naked woman tied crosswise, in ecstasy, with an older man caressing her with a whip. I knew the scene. It was from the Vikings series. {Confess you got a hard-on watching that episode}. What Gemma didn't know was that the man hadn't just been satisfied with stroking her with the whip, he had whipped her hard. Nor did she know that the young and beautiful submissive would end up betraying her master. It had all been a plot hatched by the apparent submissive to find a weak point in Count Odo and displace him in the court in favor of his brother and mistress (yes, the same person, brother and mistress). She puts that image, but if I try to watch that series with her, she sends me to fry asparagus. And maybe even literally. 

	I had posted an image that I thought was cute, but that I didn't really like. I had written: "Honey, where do they do this kind of operation? Sometimes I wish you didn't have a penis and only put it on for the few times I need it." The picture showed a man screwing - or unscrewing - his penis, as if it were one of those old-fashioned, incandescent light bulbs. Granted, I was caged, and I was using my penis less and less to pleasure him. But did that mean he had to hurt me like that? On its own, the image would have even been funny. But I had posted a picture of a woman licking a brain. The picture explained the meaning of the word sapiosexual: "Meaning a person sexually attracted to the intelligence of other people." I was smart. Yes, and I'm getting dumber all the time. My wife was attracted to that in me. But she had me in a cage and wanted me to be able to unscrew my penis. Gerardo, as she described him, was very intelligent. And with him she has sex whenever he wants, even without a condom, even spending the night with him, even.... 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"This morning, at breakfast, before I left my boss's house to go to work." 

	  

	I know you're dying to know what I did with him last night, Daniel. But it's up to you to wait and show me that you can be patient. Will you make that sacrifice for me? For now, here's a picture of what I did in the morning while he drank his coffee. He added the cream and I like his peculiar taste more and more. 

	  

	***  

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"What did you do Tuesday afternoon and evening? Did you have Geraldo new clothes for you to wear to work?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Hi. You're wmraim, right? I love that you do the dirty work for my husband, who is dying to know the details, but seems to be embarrassed to ask me here. Sorry if I've made a mistake and you're not wmraim. Of course, if you're not him, you can only be..... 

	On Tuesday we left the office for his house to leave my car parked in his garage and take his car to a restaurant. On the way, he put his hand on my knee. We parked and Gerardo gently helped me put on my coat. Then he took my hand and we walked together to the restaurant, like any other couple. It was not something new, as we had already done it in Switzerland, but it was the first time in Madrid. Before entering the restaurant, he pulled me close to him and kissed me. 

	Back at his place, we kissed again, and this time he touched my ass while he did it. Then he made himself a whiskey and sat down on the couch, leaving me standing. He asked me to slowly undress for him. I wiggled as he slowly removed my blouse and skirt. I was about to remove my panties, when Gerardo stopped me. 

	He told me that I was very pretty and that I looked perfect, just like this, in bra, garter belt, panties, stockings and heels. I blushed. He asked me if I minded if he took my picture. I remembered the warnings some of you followers have given me that the photos he took of me in Switzerland were sent to the client in Barcelona to lure him. There is a possibility that this is indeed the case, but I have confidence in him. I agreed and Gerardo asked me to go and get the camera for him. I posed for him standing up and he took a couple of pictures of me. Next, he asked me to take off my panties and I complied. He took a couple of pictures of me again, in the same poses as before with the panties on. This time I was a little more embarrassed, as my sex was already starting to have a good hairline, since Gerardo apparently liked it that way. It was how I wore it until shortly before I became a hotwife, but now I no longer felt comfortable with that look. But it's what my boss wants. He then asked me to put my coat back on and took another picture of me. He then instructed me to open it and took a couple of pictures of me again. 

	To be continued..." 

	  

	I hope this anonymous question was not from you, Daniel, passing yourself off as wmraim with the way you expressed yourself. For some reason, this Anglo-Saxon tended to call Gerardo Geraldo. On occasion, in writing this book, I have had to correct his grammatical gibberish to make his comments intelligible. If I find out that it was really you, Daniel, you're in for a good punishment. You can ask whatever you want and I will answer you here, but you must do so by identifying yourself. Or are you ashamed to be the biggest cuckold in Spain? 

	  

	***  

	  

	Gerardo put down the camera and asked me to go get the vibrating bullet that we had used on previous occasions. Then he asked me to sit on a stool with my legs open and masturbate with the little toy. Why do I find it sensually humiliating to masturbate while another man watches me? What's so special about it? Does it happen to other women too? 

	-Stop! -Gerardo ordered me. He had asked me to tell him when I was about to cum. 

	He waited for a while as I writhed in frustration. When he saw fit, he ordered me to continue, only to make me stop again, just as I was reaching orgasm. Once again, he let some time pass and again ordered me to continue. He waited a few moments for my arousal to build up to the level he intended and began to question me about my early sexual experiences, while I continued to masturbate. He asked me for details about how I had been deflowered by my first boyfriend, how and when I had anal sex for the first time, my first blowjob... I found it strange but exciting to tell him about my sexual experiences with other men. [And isn't it stranger that I ask you things about your first boyfriend and your first lover, but not about our husband]? Whenever I approached the brink of climax, I had to stop, without interrupting my responses, and then turn the vibrating bullet back on and approach orgasm again. Each time I had to turn the vibrating bullet off more frequently. Finally, she asked me what my greatest sexual fantasy was at that moment. 

	-I want you to cum inside me! 

	[Ah, but wasn't it to have a good story read to you?] Dear little inner voice of mine, you're always nagging as usual. {Listen to me, not to her; let me answer her: at the moment, Gemma doesn't want books; she wants something more tangible}. 

	I continued to masturbate with the vibrating bullet, while he watched me sitting on the couch. 

	-Leave the vibrator. Get up and come here," Gerardo ordered at last. 

	My thighs glistened with my secretions. Gerardo reached out and put his hand on my sex to check the state of my arousal. 

	-Get undressed! You are soiling the stockings with your fluids. 

	I put my foot on top of his chair, between his legs, and slowly pulled down my stocking. The smoke from the cigar that had been lit was beginning to flood me. I didn't like tobacco, much less did I like the smell of it. The smoke was thick, almost palpable. It barely allowed me to see the shelves full of meticulously ordered records and books. Together with the music I had played and the fire in the fireplace behind me, it gave the room a very sensual atmosphere. It was intoxicating. Gerardo was sitting in his boss's armchair and I was there to delight him, with light and stockings, although now I only had one left. I put my other foot on the chair, between his legs, and took off my second stocking. Then I put my heels back on. The garter belt straps hung uselessly, but still framed my abundant pubic hair as if it were a painting. I felt transported to another era, perhaps the 1930's. He had called a whore and this whore would do whatever he wanted and whatever he paid for. 

	-I want to see how you masturbate with your hands. 

	Helpless, in front of him, I lowered one hand to my sex and started rubbing myself. I needed to cum now, but I sensed that Gerardo would not let me, at least not for now. 

	-Drink this while you do it. 

	Gerardo offered me his glass of whiskey. It was still half full. I took it with my unoccupied hand and put it to my mouth. I grimaced as I inhaled the ethyl aroma. I hated the smell and taste of pure alcohol as much as I hated tobacco smoke. Gerardo gestured and I took a small sip. Even though it was watered down with soda, I found it hard to drink. 

	-Do it slowly and don't stop masturbating. 

	I swallowed and the spirituous liquid came down burning, burning everything in its path, esophagus and soul. Only my altered state of arousal helped me endure it.  

	Gerardo puffed contentedly on his cigar as he watched me rub myself with one hand and drink from his glass with the other. The smoke and the alcohol helped me start to feel light. It was hard to cum in that situation, but at least it gave me more time to sip on his favorite drink. My hand rubbed over my sex and my hips responded by contorting, half to the music, half to the rhythm of my arousal. Meanwhile, I tried to balance the glass in my other hand. Seconds became minutes and minutes became quarters. Gerardo's cigar was diminishing and the smoke was expanding. The whiskey in the glass was diminishing and my lividity was increasing. I was one step away from reaching the brink of orgasm, but, intoxicated by the smoke of his cigar and his whiskey, impregnated by them, standing like this, in front of him, under his attentive gaze, I could not take that final step. In any case, I knew that once I was close to climax, Gerard would make me stop again. 

	-Take off your bra and garter belt. No rush. 

	They were the only clothes I had left, apart from my shoes. I obeyed. Oddly, without them, I felt less exposed than before. However, my heels reminded me that I was naked. 

	-Come! Sit on my knee. 

	I obeyed and my boss's hands began to caress me. He did it gently, discharging small sparks on my electrified body. From time to time, his hand touched my clitoris, renewing in an instant the discharged energy. Unconsciously, I leaned back and a moan escaped my mouth. Gerard kept rubbing me with his fingers, almost imperceptibly. Only my husband knew how to touch me like this. Every time he brushed across my breasts, my nipples threatened to take off like long-range missiles. What are you doing to me, Gerardo? Why do I feel this way with you? 

	-Sit on top of me. Dance on my lap. Do a lap dance on me. 

	I sat up and sat on top of him, legs spread wide. As if I were an exotic dancer, I began to rub myself against him. However, at that moment, I wasn't doing it for money; my reward was that -maybe- I could finally cum and release all my pent-up energy in one go. Please let me cum. I'll do anything you want. 

	Gerardo leaned back and let me be the one to move. His hands remained static on my hips. He wanted me to take all the initiative. Just like when I first kissed you, you let me take the initiative. You don't just want my body. I knew he wasn't going to let me orgasm that way and so I momentarily settled for feeling his hardness under my pants. That situation brought back the memory of the first lap dance I had ever done in my life. It had been at Silvestre's request, although it had not been on top of him but on top of a stranger. Silvestre had told me to dance until I could cum. A young professional stripper had joined me. The stripper had briefly fondled my breasts, leaving them ready for the man's fetid hands. Gerardo's hands, in return, were still. And that's worse, much worse. He forces me to make everything my initiative. How I hate you, boss! Fuck me! 

	-Tell me what you want now," she whispered. 

	-Fuck me and cum inside me! -I exclaimed. 

	[Not even that it allows you to cum?] 

	-Come on, then. 

	Gerardo made me get up. He stood up, took me by the hand and carried me up to the bedroom. Even in my heels, I was small next to him. 

	-Undress me," Gerardo ordered me in the bedroom. 

	I wanted to do it fast; I needed to feel a cock - his cock - inside me. I couldn't hold on any longer. But I knew he would want me to proceed slowly. He hadn't told me, but he always left room for me to take the initiative. {That's what he likes about us, that deep down we want it and gladly take the initiative, despite everything}. In spite of the tobacco; in spite of the whiskey; in spite of his age; in spite of the fact that, to all intents and purposes, what he was doing was prostituting me... {Oh, no. It's not in spite of that. Quite the opposite}. 

	I undressed him garment by garment. First I took off his shirt and then his T-shirt. Then I knelt down in front of him. I untied one of his shoes and took it off. I took it to the corner where it belonged. I knelt down again, took off his other shoe and put it back in its place. Again, I knelt down in front of him to remove a sock. I stood up and placed it inside the shoe. I knelt down again and did the same with the other sock.  

	[Why do you do it this way, did he tell you to do it?]  

	No, but I know he likes it.  

	{Yes, that's what he likes about us, that we do everything with love and devotion}. 

	Then I unbuckled his belt buckle, unbuttoned the button on his pants and unzipped his zipper. Finally, I pulled down his pants. I am now close to my goal. I helped him out of them. I knelt down again to help him pull his feet out, pick him up and put him in place.  

	I went back to him and knelt down. Finally, his underpants fell down. In front of me was his erect cock. I had really turned him on. This time he has a hard-on. Other times it takes him longer. {What a pity! So we won't feel it growing in our mouth}. It was smaller than my husband's, but similar in thickness, maybe a little thicker. And yet, at that moment, it was the cock I wanted to feel inside me. Daniel, you are only my plan C. Really. Gerardo is my plan A. And Dídac is my plan B. É or whoever my boss says. For some strange reason, maybe something twisted in my psyche, that was the cock I dreamed about more often than I wanted to admit to myself. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update of my blog: 

	"Gerardo and I have tried something new. I said a couple of weeks ago that I felt he had little sexual experience despite his age and despite having been married twice. But it seems it's never too late to learn. 

	Honey, look at the last images in this frame and you'll know what we've made new!" 

	  

	The images showed a woman lying down, with her head tilted back and a cock cumming abundantly in her mouth. 

	  

	Do you like it when I tell you in installments what I've done with Gerardo, my love? But you know I'll never tell you everything, right? 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gerard instructed me to lie face up wide on the bed. Normally, he preferred me to ride on top of him, but lately he had also taken to the classic missionary position. It allows him to unload his seed deep inside me. Gerard, however, remained standing, on the side where he was on my head. 

	-Give me a hard-on again," he ordered in a hoarse voice. 

	Possibly it was an old people thing. It needed constant stimulation to keep it from going soft. It was still hard, but it was no longer hard, pointing upwards. But that wasn't a problem, more of an opportunity. From behind, Gerard brought his semi-flaccid cock within reach of my lips. I tilted my head back so I could reach it and allowed it to slide into my mouth. My nose bumped against his hairy balls. I liked having them inside my mouth, while they were still black and blue, and feeling them grow inside me, inch by inch, thanks to my attentions. 

	In that position, I could barely move. The most I could do was squeeze affectionately with my lips and move my tongue. Gerardo was static, letting me do all the work. Despite this, his cock, though not very big, gradually grew, until it no longer fit inside my mouth. I gagged and was forced to pull it out of my mouth. Like a spring, it pointed upwards as soon as it came out. He had his balls on my forehead. 

	-This is what you really want," said my boss. Open your mouth. Trust me. 

	Yes, boss. I obeyed. 

	Gerardo pointed his cock towards my mouth and inserted the glans. I threw my head back and engulfed it as best I could. His balls were back on top of my nose. This time, my boss began to move his hips back and forth. He was fucking my mouth in small movements. The tobacco and whiskey taste of his presemen flooded my palate. I brought one hand to my sex to masturbate. 

	-Don't come! -Gerardo warned me. The afternoon is long and I've only just started with you. 

	I felt the edge of climax and immediately, much to my dismay, released my hand from my sex. He was paying; he was the boss. If he didn't want his whore to cum, that was his right. 

	Gerard continued to thrust his cock in and out of my mouth. Each time he put it in, I viciously licked his glans. I had to pull my hand away from my sex several times. I need to cum, boss. I'll do anything you want. I'm your whore, but let me cum. I thought fleetingly of Daniel. I wished he was there with me. He would be proud of me. I have evolved so much. I'm almost the woman he wants to have... or worse. Soon my husband would be joining me, but I sensed that none of the three of us were ready for that yet. Soon... 

	Suddenly, without warning, Gerardo came. His spasms catapulted his semen to the last corner of my mouth. It tasted like always: rancid and bitter, like alcohol and tobacco. With my left hand, I had to forcefully pull my right hand away from my sex. I had said not to cum. If you allow me to cum, I will be yours forever. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"I like men who read - I think it's so sexy!" 

	  

	With a picture of a clothed man, lying on a sofa, with a book in his hands, reading, and a naked woman, reading the book with him. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"End of story? Did Geraldo have new clothes for you to wear to work? You have me confused with Daniel!" 

	  

	Gem Hot Wife (responding to wmraim or my husband?): 

	"No, no. I know you're not Daniel. He wouldn't dare try to cheat on me :-) I wish it was him and he would write on my blog, but he's too embarrassed to admit in public that he's a cuckold. It's something I have to change... 

	Since you insist, I will tell you some more details: 

	After cumming in my mouth, Gerardo got post-orgasmic drowsiness and lay down on the bed for a little nap. He asked me to lie down with him. I had not yet cum and doubted whether I could fall asleep or lie still and let him fall asleep. But Gerard had a fantasy he wanted to fulfill with me: he wanted me to fall asleep with my face in his lap, or, to be more precise, with my face on his cock. I did as he told me. Gerard soon began to snore, face up, and his cock quickly deflated after cumming, leaking the semen that was still in his duct. My cheek was smeared with his liquid and my nose was impregnated with his scent. I couldn't fall asleep; I was too upset and excited. But I suppressed the temptation to touch myself while my boss slept. That was not what he wanted; it would not have been right. Hugging his waist, I had time to meditate to the music of his snoring. When he awoke, he stroked the back of my neck. Along with my clitoris, that's one of my sensitive spots, albeit in a different way. I hadn't moved from the spot. His semen on my cheek had already dried. 

	-I know you'll do anything I tell you to do," he said, whispering. Trust me. I know the pace we have to keep. 

	Before going to the restaurant for dinner, we had another fuck. And after dinner, the third. As I have said on other occasions, since we do it without a condom, Gerardo seems rejuvenated, if not physically, then in vitality. 

	The next day, I went to work in the same clothes. But you're right: if, as is foreseeable, I'm going to spend more nights at his house, maybe I should bring some belongings with me." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	manolito-ito: 

	"In your answer I think I understand that you want to feel the same as he does, by claiming that you are experimenting with your limits. You've gone from your lovers' slut to Gerardo's whore - and forgive me if I offend you, which is not my intention - by combining being submissive to him (chokers, authoritative tone, maybe your Lord?) with what I think is an investment (commercial-slut). Is this addictive? Have you finalized a panic button or are you in free fall? In this life, there is nothing that will hold everything." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"I am not offended, things by their name. 

	We haven't made chokers, I don't think I would be able to. I have an overdeveloped vomit reflex. I only put the tip of it in. 

	Gerardo's tone would describe him as rather calm and that in turn makes him authoritative. Gerardo does not usually raise his voice. As a boss, he gives orders, but he doesn't bark them. People feel them as instructions to do their job better. As far as I'm concerned, he pays and has the right to express his fantasies so I can help him make them come true. But I wouldn't call him Sir, unless he said that's his fantasy and asked me to. 

	Is it addictive? It is, but mostly it is on my husband's side. Gerardo doesn't like it, but he gets off on it nonetheless. When I haven't been with a lover for a while, Daniel is quick to tempt me to extend his antlers. Yes, it's an addiction for him and I'm the one who has to try to keep everything within certain margins. I don't feel like I'm addicted to this lifestyle. Nothing lasts forever and I am taking advantage of my husband's gift, to experience my sexuality. But if I had to stop, I would stop with no problem. I don't think this journey is a downfall, rather it's self-discovery." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Anonymous (apparently from wmraim?): 

	"How do you feel in the morning, waking up next to Geraldo? Do you ever brush your teeth? How is it at work, now that everyone knows?" 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"Haven't you ever been curious about what's in girls' purses? I like to brush my teeth after every meal. 

	At work, no one is suspicious (I think), although they may think I'm a bit of a whore. But getting the contract has helped me to be valued more for my work. We are very discreet and Gerardo treats me professionally, even coldly. And we don't arrive at work together either, when I sleep at his place. We leave at the same time, but one of us waits in the car (sometimes him, sometimes me) to leave a ten-minute gap. 

	In fact, there is a very cute partner, who has been flirting with me since the beginning. If he only knew I was the boss's whore, I think he'd be more cautious. But he's very cute. I don't know whether to get him in trouble or not... What do you think, my little voices?" 

	  

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXIV - Love is SHARING 

	  

	"The meeting of two personalities I like the contact of two chemical substances: if there is any reaction, both are transformed."- Carl Jung 

	  

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"Get ready, my husband, I bring you a little last minute gift from the office. I know how much you like it. I asked Gerardo for it for you. At first he didn't want to - you know how strict he is about doing his job - and I had to beg him. He has been begging, but, in the end, he has agreed to give me a kiki. Of course, I had to do my best, because you know Gerardo is not a quick trigger and I had to make him come quickly, so as not to interrupt the work too much. I did it for you. I'm on my way back. I love you. 

	When I get home, I want to see you caged. Leave the key on my nightstand. And put on the black panties I bought you, the ones with the pink bow." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	-In the office, Gerardo? I think you're risking too much. 

	-Carpe diem," he answered Manolo. Life goes by," he added, although he didn't think it was necessary. Gerardo was sure that his friend Manolo knew that Latin locution of Horace that had become famous thanks to his Odes. Besides, you can't imagine how he begged me. 

	-Can you imagine what would happen if you were caught? It's one thing to suspect and another to know. 

	-I'm the boss," Gerardo replied, trying to sound confident. 

	-And Tiburcio? -Manolo insisted. Gerardo was the boss, but he was not the only boss in the company. 

	-Fuck him! -Gerardo exclaimed. The company is healthy, thanks to me. 

	-You mean thanks to Gema," said Manolo. 

	-That's what I said," Gerardo answered. Besides, I've got her looking to see if she can find some kind of garbage about Tiburcio. Sooner or later she will end up finding out something. I don't think that guy is as clean as he wants to pretend. 

	-Like you? -Manolo provoked him. He had perfectly realized that Gerardo had played a song called Poema de mi soledad (Poem of my solitude) and that he had done it to take revenge for Le Cocu by Brassens. Lately, they had been raving about music, playing songs of atypical musical styles for them. 

	-Me?" Gerardo exploded, "You mean because of what I pay Gema? It's worth its price in gold, for me and for the company. It's more than profitable for the company. My conscience is clear. 

	-And you? Are you also making a profit? -asked Manolo with a conciliatory smile. 

	-I believe so. -Gerardo smiled back. He sighed. His gaze turned back, remembering very recent events. I'm afraid I'm too soft on her. When she begs like that, I can't deny her anything. -He smiled again, this time mischievously. It was almost the end of the working day," he clarified. He saw his friend's excited expression, eager to hear more. For once, he granted his wish. I have to tell you, sometimes it surprises even me. Look at me! -he said to his friend, "Look at her! I tell you she doesn't do it because I pay her. She's as plastic as I had imagined and more. Since we've been doing it without a condom... 

	-Are you going to get her pregnant? -Manolo interrupted him. He immediately regretted doing so. 

	Gerardo made a thoughtful face. 

	-Accidents happen," he said ominously. I don't want a child anyway. I want her. 

	-That sounds like you've fallen in love," Manolo reproved. He didn't think it was wrong, except that the woman was married. But he knew Gerardo would not like to admit it. 

	-Do you want to hear what happened in the office or not? -Gema closed the door and slyly bolted the latch, but I heard the click. She asked me to fuck her, but I refused. I told her there was too much work to do. But she kept on insisting, questioning me! But I kept refusing. 

	-Yes, I can imagine. For you, work always comes first," Manolo remarked in a tone that did not let us know whether he had said it ironically or seriously. 

	Gerardo frowned, but continued with his narration: "He undressed right there, Manolo! In the office. She took off her blouse and skirt. You know how sensual she is. She wore that bra, that half-cup bra, the one that lifts her breasts, but doesn't cover them. 

	-And you hadn't noticed that before," Manolo interrupted him. This time, the irony was misleading. 

	-Bullshit! -Gerardo exclaimed. He was getting excited by his own story. Are you going to keep interrupting me? -Normally, he didn't mind if his friend did it, because it showed his great interest and Gerardo liked that, especially if it allowed him to tease him a little. But on this occasion, he felt aroused and wanted to continue, remembering what happened- You know she's always dressed to specification, with stockings and garter belt. And panties. She pulled down her panties, but didn't take them off completely. She pulled them down to mid-thigh, in any case, enough to show me her burning forest. It's a fantastic sight, Manolo. She's not a natural redhead, but this is so much better; I know she's doing it for me. And then she bit her lip. You know how she does it! This time she did it consciously. I don't know if that turned me on more or less, but it doesn't matter. I don't know, fuck! He told me in that honeyed voice that he'd do anything for me. 

	-And you believed it! -Manolo interrupted him again. He was playing with fire. At any moment Gerardo could send him to hell and stop telling that fascinating story. But Manolo felt like a fisherman for once and knew that he had his friend Gerardo hanging on his own hook. Manolo was having double the fun. 

	-I am sure of it! -Gerardo exclaimed. I know he will," he added, almost whispering. In time. I have a lot of things in my head that I want to do with her. But let's not rush anything. I'm going to take her further, step by step," Gerardo assured, speaking almost more to himself than to his friend. 

	-From your husband? -Manolo interrupted him again. 

	Gerardo looked at him fiercely, but decided to ignore the comment. 

	-She knelt down on her knees and crawled toward me. Tits hanging down, panties down my thighs, ass exposed and perfectly framed. The damn table covered most of it! Then, she emerged between my legs. You can imagine what he did. 

	Manolo nodded, excited, imagining that scene. He had seen some pictures of that woman and could imagine how erotic it must be. 

	-And then he stopped. She stopped sucking me. I told her to continue, but she only gave one more suck. I ordered her to continue, but I only got one more suck. 

	Manolo laughed and said, "You'd think she was the dominant one and not you! 

	Surprisingly, Gerardo laughed too. 

	-Between blowjobs, she begged me to fuck her. She told me she wanted my cum inside her, not in her mouth, but in her uterus. Her uterus, Manolo!  

	-Of course, now I understand why you gave in," commented Manolo. 

	Gerardo made a mischievous face. 

	-And what else could I do? -But I should have negotiated something in return! -he added immediately. Next time I will! -he assured. 

	-Ya," remarked Manolo, without much conviction. That woman was really incredible. Her husband... her husband was something else. But who could be surprised, seeing what she was like? Even his experienced friend was eating out of his hand, even if he thought it was the other way around. That woman was definitely dangerous. It was better not to fall into her net.  

	-I told him it would have to be quick. 

	-Playing hard to get, huh? 

	-And it was quick. I'm an asshole, right? 

	Manolo arched his eyebrows and cocked his head to one side. He nodded. 

	-And how did you do it? -he asked, fascinated. 

	-He got up and gave me a peck. Not a kiss, but a peck. She had just had her lips on my cock. She went to the window and closed the blind. You know from my angle you can see the office... and the other way around. I think I'm going to have to put up a mirrored glass. I don't know how she managed to keep her panties from falling down when she walked. Her ass, Manolo... you've seen her ass," Gerardo enthused.  

	-Too bad you don't go behind, huh? 

	Gerardo wrinkled his nose. He had done it once from behind with Gema. He had liked the experience at the time, but not so much that he wanted to repeat. Her pussy was definitely much more delicious and inviting. And it was also less dirty. He, as a boss, knew how to take it up the ass, but in bed he preferred the traditional, clean, juicy and potentially fertile entry. 

	-Then she came back, pulled up her panties, pulled them aside and sat on top of me. I look like a teenager, Manolo. It didn't take me long to come. You can't see how she moves! And how she kisses!  

	-You're in a bad way, Gerardo," remarked Manolo. 

	Gerard wheezed. It hadn't been long since he had cum inside her, but he was already looking forward to doing it again. "I have to get her when I call her to come instantly," he thought, "even when she's with her... husband," he frowned, "at home. But we're not there yet. One step at a time." Her libido was very high, like a teenager, and although she tried to hide it, she had to admit that she even found it hard to concentrate at work. Fortunately, Gema was competent as a secretary and that made her life easier. Besides, she had done an excellent job with that client and that took the pressure off. 

	-And then? -insisted Manolo, "What happened then? 

	-Then? -Gerardo repeated, coming out of his reverie. Then he dismounted, put on his panties, got dressed and told me he had to go home early. 

	-And you let him? -asked Manolo in an exaggerated way. He could well imagine what he would have done in his friend's place. He understood, but that didn't mean he had to keep it to himself.  

	Gerardo nodded dumbfounded, similar to how he had been a few hours earlier. 

	-You know she did it for her husband," Manolo warned her with a mischievous smile. 

	-I beg your pardon? 

	-For her husband. That's why she wanted you to fuck her at the last minute and that's why she left early. 

	Gerardo's face darkened as he realized that his friend was right. She hadn't done it for him, she had done it for her husband, no matter how difficult it was to understand! He made a face of disgust. 

	She's a little high, after the success of getting that mega-contract, isn't she? -Manolo observed. His tone was ambiguous: was he sympathizing or sympathizing with his friend, or was he stinging him again, putting his finger in a sore spot? 

	-Dídac's clown, as much as I hate him, will get them off," Gerardo assured, unimpressed by his friend's tone. You know I love double standards. Two flies with one stone is better than one. -He managed to wink at his friend, though not as convincingly as he would have liked. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"Honey, if you complain, pout and say you don't like eating Gerardo's cum from my pussy, why then do you masturbate while doing it?" 

	  

	The message to my husband was accompanied by a bed scene, with a woman sitting on a man's face while he touched his cock. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	cornudodegemaesposposacaliente (finally answering a follower's question!): 

	"It excites me to clean it afterwards, but, sometimes, when the excitement wears off, I disgust myself. I'm not gay! But there I am cleaning another man's sperm. Gema has made it a kind of ritual and now it's more. I do it because it's a token of my love for her. In this way I tell her that I love her unconditionally and that I support her in her hotwife adventures. It makes me feel submissive and warm. It fills me with love. And that can outweigh the disgust. Most of the time." 

	  

	Gema Esposa Caliente (responding to my husband): 

	"And I thank you from the bottom of my heart for that proof of love. I know you are having a hard time with Gerardo. You have to redouble your efforts and show me how much you love me. If I can have his semen inside me, you can too. It's not only a demonstration of love, it's also a way to share something special between us, to strengthen our bond. You're on the right track, keep it up! I love you." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	Gema had come home early from work. She had warned me through her blog. She had made it clear to me why she was coming and why she had left early. So recently, I hadn't done it yet. I was uncomfortable with the situation. I used to clean my wife after I had cum in her or on her. When she lets me cum. That was part of our ritual. But it's my cum. And I had brought her to ecstasy with my mouth, after being with Gerardo. But never in such a short space of time. {It must be cool!} On the previous occasions, it had been hours since her boss had cum in her. There had been enough time for her body to reabsorb his semen. Psychologically, that didn't really make it much easier, but it was a difference. Fuck, I'm not gay! Besides, it was from his boss's old man. {Would being Luis Alberto's or Silvestre's make it any less gay or any easier? Don't answer. I'll ask the redhead if it was easy for you with Silvestre}. I wanted to see her with a strong, handsome guy, who fucked well, with energy and not with a stale mummy. {I think you care more about yourself than her}. That's not how I had imagined being the cuckolded husband of a hot wife. {This is apparently not how you imagined being the submissive of a dominatrix either}. He does it to punish me. He wants to break my patterns on purpose. 

	I obeyed. I took the chastity device out of the hiding place where we kept it so that our daughter wouldn't accidentally come across it. What would she think of me if she knew! And I put it on. Gemma had released me and let me loose for a few days. She had done so on the condition that I would not masturbate and much less do it while watching porn. I had promised her I wouldn't. It had been a while since I had watched porn. His blog was enough for me. I had not been able to avoid touching my dick over my pants, but without getting to take it out or get to cascármela. Finally he is getting me used to get excited with what he publishes. 

	-I have something for you," my wife greeted me with a broad smile. She put one hand behind the back of my neck and kissed me. With the other, she felt my crotch, verifying that I had obeyed her. I came as fast as I could, my love. I want to share this experience with you. Soon you will go with me to her house. I need you to be ready, submissive and obedient. You may not like everything you are about to see, but it is part of my life and I want to share it with you. I want you to show me that you are ready for the experience. 

	-Gerardo wants me... me... there... this? -I stammered in disbelief and distress. 

	-No, silly! -Gemma laughed. Of course he's not. He's not into this. I'm the one who wants this. It's the most intimate way I can think of to share this part of my life with you. Besides, it turns me on," she added. 

	-And... he... he's okay with that? -I kept stammering. I didn't think of it that way. I'd rather not. 

	-Him? Not at all! But about that, he'll do what I tell him to do," my wife assured me with an unusual confidence compared to when she talked about him. 

	We looked at each other for several long seconds until I blushed. 

	-Where is Vicky? -asked my wife. 

	I told her that our daughter had gone out with some friends. 

	Suddenly, Gema pulled my jeans down and exposed the top of my panties. She pulled away and looked at me. She smiled with satisfaction. Yes, I obeyed you in everything. Next, she grabbed her cell phone and took a picture of me. 

	How so? 

	 -I'm going to post it on my blog," explained Gema, answering my question that I hadn't asked. 

	The red color in my face became more intense. I found it hard to participate in his blog. I followed it attentively, but found it hard to comment. And now he will post a picture of me. This one I know is mine. There's another one I'm not so sure about. To elaborate, I had the hot wives forum. For some reason, I found it easier to talk about those things in English. It's not quite me if I talk about it in another language. I hoped Gerardo didn't follow that forum. But I couldn't be sure. If he followed my wife's blog, it was possible that he would have found me on my forum as well. One of the people I was talking to in English on the forum and who was commenting thanks to Google Translate on Gema's blog had given the name of my forum. If he was as smart as Gema claimed he was, he would have no problem finding the right thread. If he's aware of Gema's blog, damn it, this is maddening! I didn't want to antagonize him. I didn't want to cause any trouble for my wife. But I wasn't going to lie and hide the fact that he disgusted me either. But the worst thing is that he knows how I really feel. 

	-Come on," said Gema, taking my hand. I'm pinging. Good thing I'm wearing panties. 

	We went upstairs to the bedroom. Gema locked the door behind her. She took off her suit jacket. 

	-Did you go to work like that? -I asked in a hoarse voice. Her blouse was see-through. Her bra hid nothing. She was laying it all out on a platter. 

	-Of course. I made it for you. How else do you think I got this? -he asked, patting his lower belly. 

	I swallowed my breath, what a lucky bastard Gerardo is! But I had more. She was my wife. 

	-I want you to want to do it," he said. 

	I frowned. After a while, I understood. 

	-It's easier if you make me," I explained. 

	-I know. That's why I want it to come out of you. I want you to take the initiative. Or don't you want me? 

	-I love you! -I exclaimed. Thank you for making it a little easier for me. At least, by questioning my love for you, you allow me to argue that I do it to prove my love to you. In the forums it was easier than in reality. Or was it all a lie? 

	-What do you want me to do? -he asked. 

	I did not answer. It's not easy for me. 

	-Do you want me to show you how I undressed for him, in his office? 

	I nodded, unable to produce any words. 

	-Do you want me to fuck you like I fucked him? 

	I sighed. I nodded again. 

	-And then, once you cum inside me, will you clean me? Will you clean yours and mine? 

	Yes, good idea! That will be easier for me. Then it will be diluted. thanks! 

	I slowly shook my head. After I cum I won't be able to do it. 

	-I thought so," Gema commented. She began to move and undress sensually, just as she had done less than an hour ago for Gerardo. 

	Gema had a great figure, much better than other women her age and better than many younger women. The clothes and lingerie she used to wear since she was with Gerardo enhanced her natural beauty. And that bra she wore was perfect. It combined the best of wearing a bra and wearing none at all. But it's very daring. {She's daring}. And she framed them, too. How many pictures would her boss's old man have taken of her by now? He photographed her with his eyes and with his camera. It's risky, Gema. I pushed those thoughts out of my mind. I was there to help her, not to put her down, especially at that moment. 

	-Get undressed," I heard my wife say, dumbfounded. Today you can leave your clothes on the floor. But leave your panties on.  

	I obeyed. Yes, obeying is easier for me. 

	-You don't want me? Show me how much you want me! -my wife encouraged me. 

	Instinctively, I looked down at my caged chick. 

	-With your mouth," Gema said. Show me with your mouth. No one does that for me. Only you. You're not only my plan A, you're my only plan. Make love to me with your mouth, as only you know how to do," my wife spurred me on. Look how wet I am," she indicated, pointing to her crotch. There was a dark stain on her panties. Not everything is Gerardo's. 

	I gathered all my courage and all my desire and approached her. It is inevitable. A cuckold is the right thing to do. It's a way of showing her my love. She's right; it's a way of sharing. It's something intimate, between husband and wife, between horny wife and cuckold. Others fuck her, but no one else does this for her or ever will. {Yes! This is what you do well}. I kissed her. Despite the excitement, the chastity device no longer hurt. My cock, balls and scrotum had gotten used to it. It was not a cage. It was a protective sheath. Yes, I find it easier to do it that way. 

	I moved my lips down her neck to her breasts. I kissed them. Her nipples became hard. I continued down to her navel. I knelt down. I hugged her legs, how small I feel next to her, how good it feels to feel small next to her! I put my cheek on her belly. I'd rather be inside you. Completely inside her. Protected. Like an embryo. I turned my head and put the tip of my nose on her lower belly. I didn't dare breathe in. Yet. With one hand, I felt her crotch. Her panties were completely wet. Gemma wiggled her hips, excited. {Do it!} I kissed her panties on the outside. I breathed in. She didn't smell funny at all. Why does she say she smells and tastes like tobacco and whiskey? I kissed her again, on her clit, on the outside of her panties. Gem moaned. Her fingers dug into my curls. Encouraged, I moved down to her vulva and kissed her there, where the panties were wettest. Gema moaned again. Her fingers massaged my scalp. I breathed in again. She smelled neither tobacco nor whiskey. I finally gave her vulva a furtive lick, outside her panties. I continued to do so, alternating kisses and licks to her vulva and clitoris, outside her panties. Her panties, already soaked from before, became even wetter. What a mess! Gema's fluids, her lover's semen and my saliva. No, better in another order: my saliva, Gema's fluids and her lover's semen. Better with her in the middle, separating. 

	Timidly, almost trembling, I pulled down her panties. I couldn't help but look at it out of the corner of my eye. The inside was filled with something sticky and white. I looked away from the panties and up at my red-haired Goddess. No, not that redhead. Not the redhead. Gem was a different shade of red. Gem was another way. Gem was much more complex than the redhead. Her pubic hair was abundant and red as fire. And it didn't make it easy to eat her. He doesn't care about that. I'm the only one who does. Gerardo had modified her in appearance and character. But she is still my wife. And she still loves me. In the amount of pubic hair had not been for the better. In the color of her hair... I preferred brunettes, the blacker the better, but I had to admit that red didn't look bad on her. I'm referring to the color of her hair, the hair on top. In terms of character - more confident and resolute - and in terms of the way she dressed, she had improved. 

	{Stop getting distracted and attack him already!} The pubic hair around her vulva was just as stained as the inside of her panties. I love you. I do it for you. For us. I gathered my resolve and plunged my face between her hairs. I stuck out my tongue and... Gema moaned and jerked. 

	Have you cum? 

	-I've cum," said Gema, as if she had heard my thought. But go on. Don't stop. 

	Somehow, we ended up in bed. I was turned on by Gema being turned on. Somehow, that made it easier for me. 

	-Wait," said my wife. She moved a little away from me. She pulled the necklace with the key over her head. Sometimes she wore the little chain with the key hanging around her neck. The choker Gerardo had given her, however, was omnipresent. So was her wedding ring. At other times she wore the key on a chain around her ankle. And, at other times, she didn't wear the key anywhere visible. She pulled my panties down below my little balls. And unlocked my padlock. Next, he removed my chastity device. 

	-Masturbate. You can cum if you want to. What's more, I want you to cum. And I want you to make me come again. It won't be hard for you. 

	And with that, he sat on top of my face. It was the sixty-eight position. I eat it for you and you owe me one. She planted her wet vulva on my face, wet with her fluids and her lover's cum. Wet and with her hair soaked. Gema showed no mercy. She rode my face, while I did my best with my tongue. In that position, it was hard to reach her clit. The best I could do was to plunge my tongue into her vagina. What she wanted. She showed no mercy. She rode my face, crushing it. She rode it, suffocating me. But her cruelest act wasn't being that. Her cruelest act had been to free me from my chastity cage, from my protective sheath. It was my shield, my perfect excuse. I do it because you make me. But without it, masturbating... {I do it because it turns me on}. I'm not gay! {Of course you're not}. Let alone a gay gerontophiliac! {Of course you're not}. 

	Gema was wild. She was getting as excited with my hand on my cock as she was with my tongue in her pussy. No, I don't want to come, not like that! {I'm coming!} I exploded. I felt my ejaculation sending out cannon shots of cum, salvo after salvo. Oh! No! Yes! What's wrong with me? I don't know how to define this. Gemma didn't hear my moans, because her vulva covered my mouth. But she convulsed with me. She rolled off me. I breathed. Once. Twice. Gema covered my mouth again. This time she did it with hers. She kissed me deeply. She shared her lover's semen in my mouth. She had cum twice-perhaps a third time with Gerardo-but she continued to kiss me lasciviously. And I continued to be aroused, even though I had cum. Gema left my mouth and pounced on my hairy chest. She licked it. Once. Twice. Three. She collected with her tongue the semen I had ejaculated. And she kissed me, deeply. We shared everything: mine, hers and his. Yes, that order is right, with her in the middle. Gema put me back in the cage, in my protective sheath. 

	  

	*** 

	  

	New update on my blog: 

	"Yes, I know. You didn't expect me to put you back in the cage. Don't take it as a punishment please, because it's not. You've been very good to me. Honestly, I don't deserve you. Take it as a gift, because from the bottom of my heart, I'm doing it for you. I know you appreciate it so much more when we are together and you live it more intensely. Thank you for showing your support for me and Gerardo. I know that, although you don't recognize it, you have enjoyed savoring his essence inside me. Once you get used to it, it's not so bad, is it? Yes, I know, it tastes like tobacco and whiskey, but you'll see how eventually you'll want to taste him. 

	I love you." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	negromante-black: 

	"Hello again Gema, I appreciate your availability and passion in talking about these topics, because they help us to clarify our situation as stag, cuckold or cuckold. Following your last two answers, I want to talk about caging through a cb6000 or similar. Well, in one of the roles I want to experiment with, there is caging. maximum time you consider he should or can be caged? what benefits do you get? what benefits does he get? Thanks again." 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife: 

	"First of all, buy a smaller size than you think is appropriate, as you always overestimate yourself. Then, it's important that it's tight and doesn't move. Otherwise, there will be chafing and you'll end up with chafing. But it's a matter of getting used to it, as with everything. 

	The first time, it will depend on whether you are more or less comfortable, if you get chafing, etc. For it to start having a psychological effect, I would recommend three to four weeks. That's when the submissive cuckold's mind starts to change. Below that time, it can be an interesting game, occasionally humiliating, but it will not produce a profound psychological effect. 

	Whether the duration is longer or shorter, be prepared to suffer with morning erections... Although I think Daniel is a bit of a whiner and tends to overdo it. 

	Those who are wicked, can uncage their husband punctually to stimulate him, for example, by making him a straw, but without allowing him to cum, and then cage him again. That way he will have egg pain despite not being able to masturbate. I don't consider myself evil, which is why I wrote the sentence in third person plural, not first person. 

	Precisely the fact that he can't masturbate - my husband is a compulsive masturbator - is one of the advantages. Sometimes I think he would need to be caged continuously, to put an end to that disgusting and disrespectful mania of his. 

	But for the sake of the husband's prostate, it is also not advisable to prolong it too long or, at least, to leave him without orgasm. But here there are several solutions: he can be drained by prostate stimulation. We haven't done that yet. Or you can uncage him, to allow him a brief, humiliating orgasm, such as having him masturbate standing up and the moment before he cums, he removes his hands. Of course, she would then have to clean the floor with her tongue. But this is already when the prison periods are very large. 

	I, with a few exceptions, don't usually keep it caged for that long. You have to keep the game interesting and avoid routine. I tend to put it on when he least expects it and take it off anyway. But I admit that since I started with Gerardo, Daniel wears it more often and for longer periods of time. It's more docile this way and I sense that he, despite his feigned protests, also finds it easier to accept that I'm with my boss. 

	The benefit for both is the same, although, logically, from different perspectives. Basically, it is about him forgetting about his penis as the center of his pleasure and opening his body and mind to other ways. Thus, he will discover erogenous zones of his that he never imagined existed. And also, with his libido high (after a week) because he has not been able to masturbate, he will be much sweeter and more attentive. In Daniel's case, you notice that he tends to do more housework than usual. Or he focuses on giving me more massages and caresses, rather than getting straight to the point. The benefit is mutual, because, despite his frustration, the feeling of humility, belonging and love he generates in Daniel more than makes up for it. He has acknowledged this to me when I get him to talk. Of course, he leaves the cage open and, like a wild animal, he will take the opportunity to escape. But aren't kittens better cared for indoors? 

	One thing to consider is what to do on the way back from a date with a lover. During the date, I would of course recommend that he be caged, if we don't want him to kill himself with handjobs. Also, although it may seem humiliating, actually being caged will instill a sense of belonging, which will make it easier for him to accept his cuckolded status. Upon return, the husband will be eager to claim us and that's where we have to consider the convenience. Except in more advanced situations, I would recommend letting him claim us; that is, let him make love to us and cum inside. But that does not mean that we have to uncage him immediately: possibly, keeping him caged while we tell him what happened and while he kisses, caresses, licks, etc., is the best thing to do. Then we'll let him make love to us with his penis...it's probably not going to last long, anyway." 

	  

	*** 

	  

	The experience had left me mentally exhausted. Most of all, I was afraid of some strange look from my wife - what would she think of me? But Gema didn't make any strange comments, fortunately. {You know you're going to repeat that experience many times, right? It's going to become a ritual}. Freshly cumming, the thought gave me a shiver. Unconsciously, I felt my crotch. Yes, it was still there. No, not my penis. That wasn't what was important. My cage. I was safe. 

	Gema had started a conversation on her blog with a certain negromante-black, who kept asking her questions. Not only did he do it through the comments she posted, but he also talked to her a lot through the chat. Gema was encouraged by the experience of her blog. At times, she was also overwhelmed. Her audience had grown drastically and she was inundated with questions and comments. And she wanted to respond to everything. Gema always aiming for excellence in everything. The black-black-black-black-black had asked her:  

	"Hello, again, Gema. According to the canons, a cuckold should do all the housework so that his hotwife can fully devote herself to her body and her lovers.Is that your case?" 

	And she had answered him: 

	"Well, the truth is that I take care of most of the housework. Since we started the hotwife lifestyle, my husband has gotten much better and more cooperative, but I still do most of it. But I agree with what you say; that's the way it should be. We're not at this level yet, but we'll get there..." 

	She had accompanied her answer with the image of a cuckold like me, naked, in a pink chastity device, cleaning an oven in the kitchen. I had cleaned Silvestre and Luis Alberto's apartment like this... It was true that she was still doing a lot of housework. I couldn't do the shopping any better than she could. Nor could I do lunch or dinner. But I had drastically improved my level of collaboration since she caged me. That was a good thing. It wasn't that I was a chauvinist, before. It was just that we had divided up the chores that way, considering that my job was full-time, with multiple hours of unpaid overtime and frequent travel. In the previous job, Gema had been part-time. Then she had gone on the dole. But now, she was the one who had a full-time job with overtime and travel. Yes, but her overtime was paid... I still had a lot of room for improvement. But I had improved a lot. I had to admit that the chastity device was more of a positive than a negative in my life. 

	Following our sharing experience... well, you know what I mean... Gema had posted a publication that touched my heart. It showed two books open, two halves, to be exact. And two hands intertwined. That of a woman and that of a man. Gema's and mine. The hands were holding the books crosswise, while the owners of the hands were reading them. Perhaps they were different books, but it was a touching way of sharing the story. I had no doubt that she was referring to me. At least, I didn't at that moment. 

	 

	
Volume II: Stumbling Twice 

	  

	  

	This part of the story is over, but the narrative is far from finished. Due to the length of the story, I have been forced to divide it into several parts. Gema's story with Gerardo continues in the second volume of this book.  

	  

	How and why did my story with Gerardo end? How did my husband, the biggest cuckold in Spain, feel? Will Daniel finally surrender completely to the pleasures of submission and stop scheming, once and for all? What will happen with Gerardo, his friend Manolo and the client, Mr. Ripoll? What is my limit? 

	  

	And, above all, how did I get to know the person who has driven me to write this fourth book? 

	  

	Find out all about it in the second part...  
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