
        
            
                
            
        

    
Table of Contents

	About the author

	Chapter XXV - To love is to know how to suffer

	Chapter XXVI - The Sculpting Demon

	Chapter XXVII - Time for Reflection

	Chapter XXVIII - A furry friend

	Chapter XXIX - Showing one's face

	Chapter XXX - Happy Birthday

	Chapter XXXI - What does a notary do? 

	Chapter XXXII - Vacation in Paradise

	Chapter XXXIII - He who stumbles twice. . . 

	Tome III:  Dismissal

	
Gema Hotwife Vol 5 

	- 

	The Contract II:  

	Stumbling Twice

	  

	Gemma V.  Avril 

	 

	
 

	  

	 

	 

	To the person who drives me to write this book as a tribute to Gerardo.  I hope we can "see" each other soon, when this pandemic passes.  
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About the AUTHOR 

	  

	"I don't recall ever questioning his interest in me.  The man was bold.  He overlooked my heart. . . and wooed my soul. " - Alpha 

	  

	  

	Less than half a year has passed since the conclusion of the third book.  That third book, in a way, closes a cycle.  Everything I relate that happened to me in it prepared me for Gerardo.  The experience with Luis Alberto was as exciting as it was traumatic.  I hate to admit it, butthe beast left his mark on me, forever.  He awakened in me a dark desire and an undeniable need to explore him.  I left Luis Alberto, because he was a dangerous little boy.  Gerardo's pause and the very darkness I sensed in him attracted me, but, in the end, it would turn out that the old Gerardo was more dangerous than the young and crazy Luis Alberto. He, at least, had not tried to modify my body. 

	 

	I finished a few months ago the first volume of my story with Gerardo.  I must confess that I am hooked on writing and narrating that episode of my life.  And so, I have just finished this second volume, knowing that, immediately, I will start the third one.  The third volume may be the end or I may have to write a fourth.  When I start writing, I never know.  I know there won't be a fifth volume with Gerardo, since my story with him has a traumatic ending.  But I still have the doubt if I can finish telling everything I want to tell in three or four volumes. We will see. 

	 

	As I write about Gerardo, I feel my wounds, after that traumatic ending, healing.  The wounds will close, but the scar will remain.  It is a tribute I am making to him.  As I write, I review my old Tumblr account, in which I was narrating in real time my story with him and I try to synthesize in this book the most important things.  I try to combine my husband's point of view, with the most enlightening questions from my followers and my answers to them.  These incises - the conversations with my followers and some key publications - allow me to go deeper into some aspects with a different narrative, while also serving to transition between the different sections within the same chapter.  I also try to reflect Gerardo's and Manolo's point of view, as I interpret it. Obviously, I was not part of their conversations with each other, but it seems to me that what I write has a high probability of having happened that way, in reality. 

	 

	However, what prompted me to write this story was not the deserved and necessary tribute I owed to my former boss.  That impulse -not to say commission or order- came from someone else.  As I said at the time in the introduction to the first volume, this person appears in this story.  So he is not a person fallen from the sky, at least not entirely.  Rather, he may be someone come from hell, for I must confess that I am making a real devil's bargain with him, selling not my body, but my soul.  Yes, so deep are my dark desires and he knows it, for he knows me.  And he also knows - or rather senses - my husband's deepest, most hidden dark desires

	 

	I continue to write our story about Gerard, I realize how much we, my husband and I, need this. 

	  

	Gema

	 

	


Chapter XXV - To love is to know how to SUFFER 

	  

	So I love you, because the whole universe conspired to help me find you. . . " - Paulo Coelho  

	  

	  

	New post on my blog

	"How is it possible that I am having one of the best sexual experiences of my life with a sexagenarian man, who is not even physically attractive? 

	Gerardo is not as vigorous as Silvestre, nor as handsome, nor. . .  But he has something that attracts me strongly. I think he understands me better than I do

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Hello Gema, in your book you said that you fucked little with your husband before becoming a hotwife.  When you became a hotwife, you said that you fucked more, although you preferred to be fucked by Silvestre. Many hot wives, once they have a relationship with another more powerful and gifted male, usually have less sex with their husband, using this also as another form of humiliation to the cuckold.  What do you think about this?  Can you say what happens in your case, since you started being a hotwife? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Well, as I said in my book, after many years of marriage, my husband and I were fuckingless than a married man.  The hotwife lifestyle revitalized us and now we have sex much more frequently. In this sense, I believe that being a hotwife improves the sexuality between husband and wife, not worsens it. 

	It also makes the concept of having sex expand.  Having sex is not just him penetrating her, it is not just fucking.  Sex has multiple forms.  Daniel and I, for example, still have sex during periods when I have him caged. Logically, sex is not in those cases with his penis, but as I said, there are multiple forms. 

	To sum it up:  we have more sex now than before, both penetrative and alternative

	  

	***

	  

	negromante-black:  

	"Let's see Gema, explain to me how life gives you to be so active, or is that all you do, work and write your second book (which I'm looking forward to).  Or come on, you're a volcano.  Don't you think Daniel can, at times, be overwhelmed, overwhelmed or extremely humbled? You tell me. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Well, I guess I concentrate a lot and when I get into something, I don't let myself get distracted.  For example, when I start writing, I string together one paragraph after another. The problem is getting myself, that, in between everything, sometimes I just want to relax and watch TV. 

	The same thing happens to me when I give a blowjob. When I start, I don't stop. . .  hahaha. 

	Or maybe it's just that this hotwife thing gives you a special energy and you feel more vital

	  

	***

	  

	Gema had just posted a message to me on her blog:  "I'll be a little late from work.  I love you".  She had posted a moving image, with a naked girl - too young for my taste - riding a silver-haired clothed man, sitting on a couch.  She wasn't just riding him.  She was hugging and kissing him.  The movement seemed like slow motion.  But it was possible that they were doing it slowly, that they were making love, instead of fucking. At least that mature guy didn't look as old as Gerardo.  Again, Gema would stop by her boss's house to fuck - or make love - to him.  Or maybe they would do it in the office, once the rest of the employees had left.  Apparently, they don't even wait for that anymore.  

	Gema had told me ad nauseam that when it came to sex I was only her plan B. And with Dídac in the middle, not even that.  I had always taken it as something typical that she said to provoke me and excite my horny mind.  But it was really happening.  Not only was I having more sex with him.  I was seeing him more often than me.  I sensed that, when they were together, they didn't just fuck.  They also talked a lot.  And that made me more jealous than the fact that I was having sex with him.  Fortunately, my jealousy didn't usually lead me to get angry.  There are people who, when they get drunk, become very cheerful.  Others, on the other hand, become aggressive.  I had no choice but to assume that jealousy was something similar.  It made me uncomfortable.  I felt something strange in my stomach. But it made me try to please my wife more, instead of getting angry with her. 

	As for what I was doing with Gerardo, Gema kept referring me mostly to her blog if I wanted to know what was going on.  And that was driving me crazy, because her blog opened more questions than it gave answers.  There were those lesbian images again, lesbian submission, to be more precise.  What's going on here, what wasn't my wife telling me?  There was a beautiful one, with a room that looked like an antique shop.  The brunette was standing in fishnet stockings, garter belt and half-cup bra - all black - holding a whip in her gloved hand.  The redhead was naked, on her knees before her {Who's who in your fantasy, Gema?  Or is it Gerard's fantasy?  {Or is it something that has already happened that you don't know about? } 

	Fortunately, my wife also posted messages of support for me.  She had posted a picture of two hands clasped together.  The text read, "Thank you for what you give me.  I love you. " She was referring to me, no doubt.  Anglo-Saxons won't understand this, and it will be difficult for me to convey the nuance when I translate this book into English:  She may have loved Gerardo, but it was me she loved. Or so I think.  

	  

	***

	  

	New post on my blog

	Loa a la libertad. 

	Yesterday was Women's Day and I want to share with you a reflection about the movie Fifty Shades of Grey that came to. 

	In the film, both Christian and Ana's boss are shown to be very possessive, in a way, I would say, even unhealthy.  Both are, no doubt, sick. Christian at least knows it and timidly tries to correct himself. 

	I don't like possessive men (nor women either).  I am free, I do not belong to any man.  The freedom I have was not given to me by my husband, my spoiled cuckold, for he cannot give me what is not his. Freedom is mine. 

	That does not mean that I would go out with other men without her consent and, what is more, without her desire for me to do so.  To do so without his consent would not be freedom; it would be treason.  My heart belongs to my husband.  I have not given it to him. . .  it is simply the way love is. And I will see to it that it remains his, just as he will see to it that his remains mine. 

	Back to the topic:  I don't like possessive men.  They strike me as immature and insecure people.  Possession is toxic. Jealousy, well handled, can be an interesting stimulus, but uncontrolled, it is pure poison. 

	Why can't Ana do what she wants with her boss?  Is she so incapable of controlling the situation?  Is Christian so insecure that he has to step in and control everything? He is the typical alpha male, who saves the already hackneyed figure of the weak damsel in distress

	Don't get me wrong, it's a nice love movie, with an erotic touch and another spicy touch by popularizing BDSM. 'm not criticizing the movie, but I'm looking at reality:  unfortunately, possessive men are many. 

	"If you love someone, let him go.  If he comes back, he's yours forever.  And if he doesn't come back, he was never yours. " 

	Possession is not about love, but about one's own weakness. attempt to cover up your own miseries. 

	Dominance can be sexy.  In certain men, I find it very attractive.  But dominance is not possession, it is the opposite.  To be dominant means to seduce another person to the point of intoxicating his being with your charisma.  To be dominant is to be strong, it is to lead. be possessive is to be weak, it is to be afraid that they will not follow you and that they will abandon you. 

	No woman should accept being treated as a possession.  And no woman should allow prejudices and false values to hold back her sexual development. This, too, is an act of society's possession of women - and we are precisely the worst at criticizing ourselves

	  

	***

	  

	negromante-black:  

	"Hi Gema, In your book there is a torrid scene in the disco with a stripper.  Very exciting indeed (read the book, it's worth it).  Have you had lesbian dalliances? If so, in front of Daniel? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I am not bisex at all, but under certain very specific conditions, I can imagine becoming heteroflexible (there are terms for everything)

	I've had a few dalliances.  I'll write about it in the second or third book. . .  At that time with the stripper, it had been the most I had done in that direction.  And no, Daniel has not been present on any occasion.  The circumstances did not arise and I consider that there are things reserved exclusively for the eyes of the goreador. Although it all depends on the circumstances. 

	And since you ask me, I'll give it back to you: And have you had any bisex or homosexual dalliances? 

	  

	Those of you who have read the previous books, especially the third one, know about Nuria, La Pelirroja, and two racy but totally harmless scenes I had with her.  In one of those scenes, my husband was present.  In the other, he was not.  We recorded that one on video, to set the trap for Luis Alberto.  Surely you are wondering if something more happened than what is shown in the video (and what I have told you).  Well, you already know that I like to keep information to myself, so [Hey!  Wait a minute!  And you're not going to tell anything about Switzerland? ] No, I prefer to leave Switzerland open, for the moment, to the reader's and my husband's imagination.  There are things that should be left between hotwife and horned man.  

	  

	***

	  

	New update on my blog

	"Did you like my present yesterday?  Gerardo wanted me to stay over, but I declined, because I thought you deserved your little present. don't know if it had anything to do with it, but Gerardo for the first time preferred not to cum inside me, but did it on me.  How does his sperm smell inside my fur?  Was it very hard for you to clean me well with so much hair? 

	  

	***

	  

	negromante-black:  

	"Hi Gema, Chastity or not chastity?  In acuckold relationship is it indispensable?  Does Danielsuffer it frequently?  What benefits does he get?  What benefits do you get?  Can't a prolonged use produce some kind of injury?  What materials do you advise? Thanks for your answer. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Chastity yes or chastity no?  I would understand if your wife asked me that question, but for a cuckold to ask it. . .  It will be what your wife says, not what you prefer! But since you ask

	In acuckold relationshipI think it is indispensable.  The question may be for how long and under what circumstances.  I may not be the best person to give my opinion, since I only know first hand our own case and second hand what I have read and interpreted.  

	As for potential problems, in the short term you may find it uncomfortable and you may experience chafing.  To a large extent, this depends on whether you have put on a tight ring with little slack.  Daniel initially wore a larger one and the slippage it allowed caused chafing.  That said, that's easy to solve and not a problem.  Then, it is likely that during nocturnal erections you will feel discomfort, pulling the ring of the scrotum and tightening your skin.  Nothing serious, it's one more sacrifice, a sign of love.  garlic and water!  In long-term chastity situations, you have to consider the health of the prostate, which should be drained to avoid problems.  It is not problematic either:  it is enough to schedule a weekly or bi-weekly orgasm under certain circumstances (either completely pleasurable, if you have been a good boy, or humiliating as, for example, that you masturbate in a guarded way).  The time periods are flexible, because every man is different and, in addition, the body adapts. In extreme cases (not ours), the man receives a prostate massage to drain and is left without a normal orgasm. 

	Benefits?  For him I would say it allows him to discover other sensitive parts of his body and not focus all his attention on his penis.  Likewise, it allows him to discover other ways of making love to his wife. can also help to better handle the situation of her enjoying herself with a lover, as I believe that wearing the chastity device will make it easier for her to feel included in some way, as it is an expression of play. 

	For her, who controls her husband's orgasms, reinforcing her position of dominance.  With a high libido, the husband also tends to be much more affectionate, more willing to listen and help and more submissive. , the husband will be more patient when it comes to massage and extended caresses instead of thinking about penetration and his own orgasm. 

	For starters, I think a cheap Chinese counterfeit of a CB-6000 is sufficient.  The original CB-6000 or 6000S is probably more resistant, but to get started and experiment, the copy is valid.  Don't worry, you won't get hurt with the copy, not even if you break a part. For prolonged use, there are the metal ones that are even made to measure, but I think that is another extreme

	In short, every self-respecting hotwife should experiment to a greater or lesser extent with her husband's chastity.  It is therefore not a question of yes or no, it is a resounding yes. The only question is how long and under what circumstances

	  

	***

	  

	New update on my blog

	"Work clothes. Next week it's time to visit the client in Barcelona

	  

	The published image showed a woman wearing a miniskirt, seamed stockings and high-heeled shoes with red soles.  

	  

	I had to organize my suitcase for the old one, if not physically, at that very moment, then mentally.  It was clear that I would go to the office dressed as I usually did.  But for the evening, I had to find something for myself.  I couldn't repeat the same dress; the client was demanding.  I went through my closet.  I couldn't buy something new every time either.  And I certainly didn't want to do it for Mr.  Ripoll.  There was the red semi-transparent dress I had worn for Gerardo the time we went to Barcelona together. No, this is for Gerardo.  Ripoll doesn't deserve it.  And then there was the mini-dress I had worn to the disco, the night I met Silvestre.  No, this one doesn't deserve it either.  And there was the red synthetic leather slutty outfit that Silvestre and Luis Alberto had bought me.  But this one is too daring.  {That's exactly the one you should wear.  Besides, now that your hair is red, it'll look great on you.  Woman in Red?  I'd say more like whore in red}.  Finally, I decided, for the moment, on the outfit I had worn to Nuria's house, the day she had given me the handcuffs.  When I left her house, I had gone to see Luis Alberto. . .  I shuddered.  Luis Alberto was an idiot, but he had fucked me with such vehemence, almost violence. . .  Gerardo, on the other hand, was fucking my mind.  Yes, I'll wear this same outfit.  The black miniskirt had a side slit in the form of a zipper that went up the leg.  And on top, I had worn on that occasion a black, see-through blouse with a top underneath.  Just as slutty, but not as garish.  {Don't forget to tell Daniel to buy condoms for Mr.  Ripoll.  You know Mr.  Ripoll prefers to save that and have you put them on.  By the way, can you pass them on as an expense note to Gerardo? } 

	  

	***

	  

	Gema, please listen to me, can we, for a moment, put aside our roles of cuckold and hot wife?  Can we be, for a moment, husband and wife? 

	-Can you take this off? he let go of me, feeling my chastity device in my crotch. 

	-No," I admitted. could do it, if I really wanted to. 

	-Then you are a cuckold.  But if you want I'll listen to you like a normal wife. Tell me, love. 

	I swallowed saliva. Gema was sweet, but for certain matters she was ornery. 

	-I don't think you should do that.  It's not right," I tried to tell him gently. You're taking too big a risk. 

	What exactly do you mean? 

	-To everything, Gema, to everything.  But especially to what you just published.  I showed it to her on my cell phone.  There was a girl walking practically naked through the snow.  She was wearing stockings, heels, a belt, gloves and in one hand a purse.  Otherwise, she was naked.  And Gema had written:  "Memories of Switzerland.  Have I already told you that Gerardo is fond of photography? " Yes, I had already told you that.  And I had seen that he had published some photos of himself that only he could have taken.  At least, I thought the photos were hers, but I wasn't sure.  Whoever had taken them had played very well with the shadows and had blurred the parts he didn't want to show clearly.  

	-That's not me, you fool! said my wife, mocking me. 

	-I know that," I said in a serious tone. But what do you mean by this publication?  Do you mean to tell me that he has taken pictures of you like this?  Have you posed outdoors for him naked? 

	Yes," Gema confirmed laconically. 

	Yes?  Yes?  You just admit it?  Can't you see?  

	-Can I see them?  -I asked.  It was not good for his face to be seen.  Those photos could be leaked.  Or he could use them to blackmail her. she agreed to let Gerardo rent her to that client in Barcelona for that reason and didn't tell me!  

	Gema shook her head. 

	No?  No?  

	I haven't seen them either," my wife confessed. 

	-What do you mean you haven't seen them? I asked incredulously. Are you kidding me!  

	-I haven't seen them, Daniel.  That's it.  There's not much more to comment.  Those photos are yours.  You can do with them what you. . .  If you don't want to show them to me, that's your decision. You'll do it when you see fit. 

	-Do you pose for him and he doesn't show you the result? Don't you realize what you're saying?  You just said he can do whatever he wants with them!  Whatever he wants, Gema!  Don't you realize? 

	Gema shrugged, downplaying the evidence. 

	-I trust him," he said.  You think he's going to put them out there.  He shook his head again, "He's not a child, Daniel.  That's precisely why I like him. good head on his shoulders. 

	-Well, I think he showed them to that Ripoll.  He showed him yourboudoir toget him interested in you. He sold you on a catalog. 

	-So what if he has?  -replied my wife, incredibly unconcerned.  Besides, Mr.  Ripoll already knew me in person. 't need to show him pictures of me. 

	You can show them to other customers," I ins. 

	And that worries you, love?  Do you think he'll rent me to other clients too?  Do you think Gerardo is mypunk or my husband, as they say in the jargon? 

	But what kind of literature have you read lately?  

	Is it? 

	He's myboss, Daniel!  That's what he is.  And I have no complaints about him.  I'm learning a lot from him. In a few months I've learned more than in several lustrums in the previous jobs I've had. 

	-Did you learn from him?  In what way, exactly? asked suspiciously. 

	Gema pursed her lips.  Unfortunately, she didn't let them tighten. Unfortunately, I opened my mouth.  

	-Look, Daniel, that's it!  Let's stop this conversation, which is going nowhere.  You have a problem with jealousy again.  But what hurts me the most is that you distrust me again, me and my judgment.  Let's drop this.  But first, I'm going to make two things clear:  First, Gerardo will continue to take as many pictures of me as he wants.  I like to pose for him.  Some he shows me and some he doesn't.  It's his decision.  I accept it and you should accept it too.  And second, I want you to go buy condoms for Mr.  Ripoll.  He's the same size as you, but, even so, he's my plan B and you're my plan C.  Keep getting silly and you'll become the omega! I leave it up to you whether you want to buy them ribbed or flavored or whatever you can think of, depending on the pleasure you want me to get. 

	  

	***

	  

	New posts on my blog

	  

	"You know what's going to happen this afternoon, don't you? 

	A picture of a woman kneeling, with her mouth open and her tongue out. Above the woman's head, the hands of a man. 

	  

	"Honey, you know what he's going to do to me shortly, don't you? 

	A moving image of a fat old man fucking a young brunette in the missionary position, kissing her. 

	  

	"Where do you prefer Gerardo to cum? 

	An artistic drawing of a nude woman, with several white brush strokes all over her body, groin, pubis, belly and breasts and face. 

	  

	"I love men who are able to look far

	A man - an old scientist - looking through a giant telescope. 

	You can interpret this one however you want!  I'm sick of you not knowing how to control your jealousy and your fears.  You convinced me to become a hotwife.  You assured me you'd know how to control your jealousy.  Prove it!  Show that you've got the right attitude.  Have we been doing badly with Gerardo so far?  Haven't we both progressed?  

	  

	***

	  

	I had just finished packing.  The visit to the client in Barcelona would be on Tuesday evening and Wednesday morning, but Gerardo wanted me to stay overnight at his house on Monday.  So, I would leave directly from there to Atocha station to take the AVE high-speed train.  I quickly chose a photo that looked sensual to me - in black and white - with a beautiful woman in lingerie like mine sitting on the bed, putting on her heels.  I wrote a note to my husband, "Bye, love, see you Wednesday night. " And I posted it.  We had argued and gotten angry.  We had barely spoken in the last few days.  Daniel was right in what he was saying, of course.  But the underlying problem was that he hadn't quite let go of control.  He wanted to keep making the decisions himself, just as he had done with Silvestre, and he was having trouble accepting that this new game had different rules.  I knew what I was playing at.  I was playing with fire, but, so far, I had not been wrong about Gerardo (I had been wrong about Luis Alberto at the time) and I was convinced that I was safe with him. He is not a childish, enfant terrible.  He knows what he wants, he is patient and with him I will be able to advance step by step, in security.  I am learning a lot from him and with him.  

	Daniel had these ups and downs.  Sometimes he was extraordinarily affectionate and submissive, at other times he would get stubborn and attack me.  But I wasn't going to back down in the face of difficulty.  Daniel had had to be very insistent to convince me to take the step of becoming a hot wife.  In the end, he had succeeded.  He hadn't flinched in the face of difficulty.  Nor would I.  I was determined to explore my fantasies.  I was determined to explore my submission fantasies, and a mature, well-placed man like Gerardo seemed to me to be suitable in all relevant respects.  Luis Alberto had awakened that in me.  Perhaps Silvestre (i. e.  my husband, indirectly) had done it even before.  Maybe Silvestre had ignited the spark, but Luis Alberto had lit the flame.  And now, I felt I needed to make that journey of self-exploration. And also that trip first to my boss's house and then to Barcelona, to meet with our client.  I was ready to do it, with or without my husband's support. 

	-Gemma!  -Daniel intercepted me at the door.  He tilted his head to one side.  His face showed a mixture of expressions, ranging from sadness to tenderness.  You're going to need this," he said and held out a small package.  It was wrapped in wrapping paper, red like my hair. Black ribbons in the shape of a cross, ending in the typical gift ribbon, held the package closed. 

	-What is this?  -I asked, surprised.  It was a gift. I found his gesture very tender - especially considering the circumstances - and my anger with him dissipated instantly. 

	Open it when you get to Barcelona," he said.  I love you. 

	  

	***

	  

	Gerardo had given me the afternoon off, if you could call it that.  After lunch, I had gone to the beauty center where my boss used to make appointments for me.  It was near the office and his house.  I had had my roots dyed, my legs and armpits waxed, and my pubic hair trimmed -not waxed-, dye included.  My boss wanted me to look perfect for the client.  The beautician had treated me with the usual professionalism, which did not mean that, given the circumstances, I felt a bit like a piece of merchandise being given the finishing touches before being put on the market.  As a novelty, on this occasion, I had been made up as the last step before being labeled "ready to sell". I had a lot of make-up applied, with plenty of eye shadow and lush red lips, all to my boss's specifications. 

	I rang the doorbell.  I had the key to his house, but Gerardo had instructed me not to use it when he was home.  Nevertheless, I almost used it.  Gerardo's tardiness had begun to worry me.  My boss's face lit up when he saw me.  He looked me up and down for a few seconds.  Although I was used to it, it made me uncomfortable. Do you like the way I've been made up?  Do I pass quality control?  I had been made up for him, not for Mr.  Ripoll.  My boss always put a lot of value on how I dressed.  Far from wearing something comfortable, I had put on the same outfit I had traveled with him to Switzerland, the button-down skirt and top.  Instead of inviting me in, he kissed me right there in the doorway. he didn't care if his neighbors could see him, quite the contrary. 

	-Have I kept you waiting?  -he asked rhetorically, as he broke away from my freshly painted lips.  I've been editing your photos," he explained, which was not the same as apologizing. Come on in. 

	-Are you going to show them to me? I asked hopefully, already in the lobby. 

	-Of course.  -Gerardo smiled.  I'm selecting the best ones.  I'm going to print them in large format and hang them in the living room.  It will be like a small exhibition in an art gallery.  Of course, you'll be invited too. I want you to meet my friends," he said, with a strange twinkle in his eye. 

	I never knew if he was completely serious or if he was joking. And, between the two extremes, there was always the possibility that I would end up making it come true.  Gerardo sometimes played these little mind games to explore my reaction.  I couldn't help blushing at the idea my boss had mentioned.  He would expose me to his friends in flesh and blood and in color and also on black and white paper.  Maybe in some images I would soften the colors until they were almost black and white, but leaving a hint of the red color of my hair -the one above and the one below- and of my lips.  Gerardo did not use to share with me the pictures he took of me.  He guarded them jealously.  But sometimes he would make an exception and briefly show me the result, after he had edited it.  He made me feel like a model.  The few images he showed me were always of a sensuality as exquisite as improbable; I didn't think I was very photogenic, but Gerardo was proving me otherwise.  Daniel, on the other hand, is not much of a photographer.  I always have to insist that he captures the moment with his cell phone and I rarely end up looking good in them.  

	-Take the suitcase and follow me," said my boss.  It's getting dark and the light is magnificent. I want to take some pictures of you in the garden. 

	Yes, boss.  

	Gerardo took the camera - an Olympus that he always kept handy - and led me out the door to the terrace.  I was followed by my small travel suitcase.  It was a red, hard-shell Samsonite that Gerardo had given me after the trip to Switzerland.  Apparently the carry-on suitcase I had brought had not been to his liking for me.  Daniel, however, was delighted with it.  Actually, the blue suitcase was his.  Since I didn't travel, I didn't have a suitcase of my own. Now, thanks to my boss, Daniel and I each had our own suitcase, easily separated by color. 

	Gerardo started taking pictures of me in different poses and expressions.  His camera was digital, so taking other pictures was not a problem.  He would just delete the ones he didn't like. Or save them.  Actually, I don't know what he does with the photos.  

	-Excellent, Gema.  I was joking before. But seeing you like this, I think I'm going to make an exhibition with your photos.  Would you like that? 

	Yes," I admitted and bit my lip. 

	Gerardo took the opportunity to take a picture of me at that moment. I blushed and Gerardo took the next picture. 

	Do you have what you are going to take for Dídac tomorrow? 

	It was a rhetorical question, just another one. Of course he had everything in his suitcase. 

	Get undressed and put it on," he told me. 

	Here?  What about the neighbors?  

	It was March and a bit cold, but it had been colder in Switzerland. 

	-Are you ashamed? he asked, at my hesitation. 

	I nodded. 

	A little," I admitted. 

	Gerardo smiled. 

	That's why I want you to do it," he explained. 

	I obeyed.  He had already taken some lightly clad photos of me in public, although I was surprised that he had the same boldness in a place where he was known.  The garden was fenced and the tall cypress trees made visibility difficult, but not impossible.  From the second floor windows, the neighbors could see part of the garden.  I got up from the suitcase to undress. Gerard had taken the opportunity to take pictures of me with and on it, using it as a prop. 

	-It would be an intimate exhibition," he commented.  He kept taking pictures of me, while I undressed first and then put on the outfit I had chosen to wear with Mr.  Ripoll in the evening.  Every time I blushed, Gerardo took the opportunity to shoot a burst of photos.  It was at the moments when he felt most embarrassed that the click-click-click of his reflex camera would accelerate. It would only be with close friends and certain trusted clients whom I have known for a long time. 

	Click-click-click. 

	-I'd have to see what to do with the more racy photos.  They're part of who you are," he said.  They're part of who we are," he corrected himself.  They show the essence of our relationship very well.  They're not the ones you'd put in a calendar, but they're part of the story I'd like to tell.  

	Click-click-click. 

	-Maybe I could put one or two screens and alternate some images.  I can't print them all.  I'd have to wallpaper the room with them.  Come to think of it, a small art gallery would be better than here at home. The sobriety of the gallery would balance that some of the pictures are for adults only.  Can you imagine? 

	Click-click-click. 

	I nodded. 

	How do you imagine it, Gema?  Tell me about it! 

	I never knew if I was serious or if I just wanted to give wings to my imagination. There's always a chance that I might end up making some of these things come true.  

	-I imagine the gallery," I said.  With little light.  Only the illumination of the photos and a candle or two in strategic places.  I see the photos in large size, one meter high.  I haven't seen most of them yet, but I know you will choose the most appropriate ones.  I see the people, your friends and your clients elegantly dressed, champagne glasses in hand.  They wear suits with frock coats, with those top hats.  The shirts are white; the hats and frock coats are black.  And they wear party dresses, sensual and colorful -I was getting excited with the fantasy.  Of course, it would be just that, a fantasy. And I see my husband, too, among the guests.  But I didn't tell him that; I wasn't ready for that yet.  {Will he ever be? } 

	Click-click-click. 

	While I shared with him what I was imagining, Gerardo continued to take pictures of me. With my mind occupied, I had already forgotten about the neighbors. 

	What about you?  What are you wearing? 

	-You also wear a tailcoat, like the other men," I answered, speaking first of him.  Unlike the others, you carry a cane, with a knob glittering like a huge diamond.  And I. . .  I-I'm naked, holding your hand?  I'm wearing stockings and a garter belt?  I'm wearing a bra and. . .  -I'm handcuffed?  I'm wearing an anal plug, glittering like its knob?  And your choker, with a pendant like a teardrop, made of diamond, matching the knob of your cane.  I don't care if it's diamond or plastic, as long as it shines like your knob.  -And Daniel watches us from a corner.  He's the only one not wearing tails, but he's the handsomest of them all.  I'm wearing high heels and a long, transparent dress. Like the one in Barcelona, but more suggestive.  Red too? 

	Gerardo nodded and continued taking pictures of me.  He had already taken several with my underwear.  Now I was taking them with the outfit I would wear for Mr.  Ripoll. to the elegance of the sensual dress I had imagined, I was dressed like a slutty whore. 

	Daniel does not know the photos.  It is the first time he sees them.  He is ecstatic.  Most of the photos are erotic.  But others are overtly sexual.  In one, you can barely see my face.  But Daniel knows it's me.  It's a very grainy black-and-white photo, of apparently low quality.  You can see my throat.  And above my throat, your hand.  You can't see the other one, because that's the one you're taking my picture with.  You can see my open mouth and what I haven't been able to swallow from your cock.  You're fucking my throat, vindicating your possession over me.  I see Daniel and our gazes fleetingly cross.  I smile at him.  Then I continue to attend to your friends and clients, chatting happily with them, with you by my side.  Daniel looks at that photo again.  And he looks at me again, while I'm chatting with your friends.  He doesn't see you, because you're behind me.  Again, our gazes meet for a few moments and again I smile briefly at him.  Daniel looks at me and looks at the photo.  And he understands that he will always be in my life, but that between you and me there is something more than a contract.  

	Let's go inside, Gema. 

	Gerardo's voice brought me out of my reverie.  My mind had begun to wander. wasn't sure which thoughts had come out of my mouth and which had remained in the secret of my heart. 

	Gerardo took me by the hand and led me inside. My suitcase stayed outside. 

	-Do you know how to put on a record?  -he asked.  It's a delicate thing.  It's not like these cold CDs.  You have to do it with love.  Here, I'll show you. Take this one. 

	I ran my index finger through the discs and randomly stopped on one.  I picked it up from the shelf and took it out of the sleeve.  Gerardo guided my hand, touching it gently, until I placed it on the turntable. then guided my hand to position the needle. 

	-From now on, this is going to be one of your tasks.  I'll tell you which disc to take.  I have them in alphabetical order.  It will be easy for you. I suggest you familiarize yourself with them when you can. 

	A warm female voice began to sound.  Lena Horne, I read on the record.  I had picked it up at random.  Gerardo hugged me from behind.  He pushed my hair aside and kissed my neck.  I shivered.  Daniel was watching me from a corner of the room, but that was only in imagination. Soon.  My boss's hands caressed my body as we both moved to the slow music. His hands ran up my thighs to my breasts and back down again. 

	-Open your mouth," she whispered, "Open it wider.  I don't want to ruin your lipstick. Not yet. 

	I obeyed and Gerardo inserted two fingers into my mouth. 

	Do not close it. 

	His two fingers went in and out of my mouth, caressing my tongue. 

	-Dance for me," he said.  He took his fingers out of my mouth and sat back in his chair.  I like what you're wearing for Dídac," he observed.  It makes you very slutty, Gema.  But take it off slowly.  You're not just that to me.  However, I want you to think, for a few moments, that that's what you are. Dance for me. 

	I began to give him a slow striptease, the same one I was planning to give to Mr.  Ripoll, if it came to that. He is my client and I am his whore. I took off everything except my heels, stockings and garter belt. 

	Come," she said, when she had removed my panties

	My boss put a hand between my legs and inserted two fingers into my vagina. 

	-You're wet," he commented, not without some fascination.  He pulled out his fingers and looked at them.  They were straw-like and glistening.  Bend down a little and open your mouth wide.  More.  -Gerardo put his fingers in my mouth, just as he had done before, and rubbed them across my tongue.  Take the vibrating bullet," he indicated, "You know where it is.  

	I kept it in a little wooden box on a sideboard.  I went for it.  I felt my boss's eyes on my ass.  It was beautifully framed by the garter belt and stockings. Oddly enough, in the clothes I would be wearing for Mr.  Ripoll I had felt more slutty than I did now. 

	Gerardo reinserted two fingers into my vagina. 

	-Turn it on," she ordered me.  Then he took it with his free hand and placed it between the palm of his hand on my pussy and my clitoris.  Dance.  But don't cum. Let me know before you cum. 

	I pressed my pelvis against his hand.  I shuddered from the vibration of the bullet on my clitoris. Gerardo's fingers massaged my pelvic floor, searching for my G-spot. 

	Tell me again about the gallery.  What do you see now? 

	Gerardo used to come back to ask me about the same subjects, at different moments of my excitement. He had the habit of spiraling into my dark fantasies. 

	-Ah! " I exclaimed. My pelvis pulled back to lessen the contact with the vibrating bullet, but my boss's fingers remained in my pussy. 

	Gerardo moved his palm slightly away from my clitoris.  

	-Get a hold of him! You will only cum when I tell you to," my boss warned me. 

	Yes, boss.  

	Gerardo moved neither his fingers nor his hand, so as not to stimulate me more.  He had his forearm resting on the armrest of the armchair and was comfortable. I, on the other hand, had my knees slightly bent, so that he could comfortably place his fingers inside me. 

	Good girl," my boss praised me, seeing how I struggled to control and avoid the impending orgasm

	Her breathing was rapid and she was sweaty. 

	-Again," said Gerardo, when he felt that he had stopped digging his nails into his forearm.  

	With both my hands I had clung to him to try to control any movement.  I had been too close to climax and had almost cum, despite my boss's warning. And what if I did, though?  

	Gerard pulled me with the two fingers in my pussy towards him. Again, the palm of his hand pressed the vibrating bullet against my clitoris. 

	-There is an auction for one of your photos, Gema.  -My boss once again began to tell me about my fantasies, returning to that fictitious gallery.  

	Or hypothetical.  

	-The auction is not really about the photo.  The photo is the excuse. The auction is for me. 

	-Yes," Gerardo commented, fascinated by the reaction of my body and mind. Tell me more. 

	-There's an ugly man I don't like very much.  He's the one who's raising the bid the most," I told him, with my eyes closed.  I think he's going to win the auction.  He's going to beat me. Butonly for one night, at the most.  The rest of the time I'm yours.  What are you going to do, boss? It's Tiburcio. 

	I opened my eyes just in time to see Gerardo's stunned expression.  His eyes were wide open, either in surprise or terror.  I giggled like a naughty girl. It took Gerardo a couple of seconds to join in my laughter. 

	-Gemma, Gemma," he scolded me, "I'm going to have to start punishing you for real.  In fact, I'm going to. But I'll do it when I want to. 

	Gerardo pulled his fingers out of my pussy and showed them to me.  They were pinging. A third finger joined the other two. 

	-This is not the punishment, Gema.  This is what I was planning to do anyway. I know you can handle all three.  Will you do it for me? 

	I nodded. Yes, boss.  

	Ask me. 

	Please, put all three fingers in me," I managed to say in a hoarse voice. 

	-Oh, not like that, Gema. I think you know how to ask for it better. 

	Yes, boss.  I nodded.  I swallowed hard and plucked up my courage.  

	Please, Gerardo, stick three fingers in this whore's pussy," I humiliated myself

	-Oh, Gemma.  I can't do that.  I've already told you that you're not a whore to me.  Just because I rent you to some client doesn't make you just a whore.  You're much more than that. re mine. 

	I felt again. The bullet continued to buzz hypnotically. 

	-How about my pet?  Maybe you're my little dog.  Or a kitty.  I'll see. Maybe a mix of both, a new animal. 

	-Please, boss, give this pet of yours three fingers up her cunt.  I need it.  I want to cum with your fingers. . 

	-All right," Gerardo agreed.  He pressed, but his fingers found it hard to advance inside my pussy.  Gerardo had a very big hand.  

	I winced in pain.  Instinctively, I tried to stand on my tiptoes, but controlled the impulse. In return, I spread my legs and bent my knees to lower myself to help him thrust inside me. 

	-But you will not cum," she ordered. The vibrating bullet pressed against my clitoris again. 

	-Oh! " I groaned.  The sensation of his two fingers rubbing my G-spot had been better than this new sensation of his hand bursting my pussy. What that sensation lacked in pleasure, it surpassed in novelty. 

	You won't wear the choker to the exhibition, Gema," Gerardo commented.  I won't even hold. 

	The vibration of the vibrating bullet was helping me dilate.  I felt like I almost had his fingers inside me. I had had one and two fingers in my pussy, but never three. 

	-I see a dog collar," said my boss.  Or, rather, a dog collar.  With a bell, like the ones cats wear to keep them under control.  I'm not holding your hand, Gema.  I hold the leash.  You're obedient and, for one night, I'm willing to give it to the highest bidder.  And if it's Tiburcio, you'll tell me all the dirty things he does to you.  You'll put up with everything he does to you, but only that one night. And you'll find out all the dirty secrets he keeps.  There must be something we can use against him! 

	-I'm coming! exclaimed. 

	-You won't do it!  -my boss shouted.  He jerked his fingers out of my pussy.  

	My hips moved desperately, trying to seek some kind of friction, but the air was not their ally. 

	-Get a hold of him! ordered Gerardo. 

	Yes, boss.   

	Gerardo understood how my mind worked.  That was something Daniel did not understand.  He didn't understand me and he didn't understand Gerardo.  Daniel couldn't lead me by the hand that way, much less could he lead me by the leash. All he could do was support me, because while I needed my boss's hand, I also needed my husband's support. 

	-Get a hold of him! repeated Gerardo. 

	I try.  

	I thought of all the unpleasant things I could think of to try to stop my orgasm.  Thinking of Tiburcio and his harpy secretary, oddly enough, did me no good.  Quickly, I moved on to a different mental image. thought about how I had felt looking for a job when I was unemployed and the garbage contracts I had been offered, I thought about the mortgage we had, I thought. . .  and that managed to stop me from cumming. 

	Did you come? 

	I controlled it," I replied exhausted but proud. 

	-Good.  Well, now comes your punishment for what happened before.  Besides, you deserve it for all the times you haven't worn panties, even though I told you to. Lie down on my lap. 

	I knew what I intended to do.  I had wanted to do it for a long time.  I had given him reason to do it long before, but he had ignored my provocations.  Gerard put his hand on my ass and caressed my ass cheek gently, with his fingertips.  I shuddered in anticipation and goose bumps rose on my buttocks.  

	So you have wet dreams about Tiburcio," he said, as he unloaded a light spanking on my ass

	Oh! " I exclaimed, exaggerating a bit. 

	-I can't allow that.  I want you to look into it, not dream about it.  We're going to have to do something about it. Gerardo unloaded another spank on my ass, this time a little harder. 

	Uh! " I groaned, this time without having to exaggerate so much. 

	-What am I going to do with you, Gema?  Maybe find you another client, so you can forget about Tiburcio? My boss spanked me again, a little harder than before. 

	-No, no more customers," I answered.  Tiburcio was a joke. You know I hate him. 

	I don't need any more clients.  I wouldn't have time for them, for you and. . .  for Daniel.  What I need is your strong hand.  

	-Au! 

	-I'll keep it in mind, Gema.  If the opportunity arises, I'll propose another client," Gerardo said, ignoring my answer.  But for now, I'd rather train you well.  However, as for Dídac, I'll keep a close eye on your performance.  As for the business, I know you will do very well. But as for your sexual performance, Dídac will continue to send me reports. 

	Oh! 

	-If you have a complaint, I hope it is for a good reason.  I trust your intelligence to handle the situation.  If you think there is something you want, but it is not within the stipulations, I hope that instead of saying no, you will be able to negotiate the contract upwards.  I have already told you that everything in life is negotiable.  Set the price you want, but don't refuse. And, of course, I will know that price. 

	-Auuu! 

	There is one thing that is non-negotiable, Gema.  You will always wear the choker I gave you, except for the obvious exceptions.  But as for Dídac, there won't be any exception or negotiation about it. It would be very strange if he commented anything about it, but if he did, you know what you have to do. 

	Ayyyy! 

	My boss kept spanking me withcrescendoing intensity.  He had stuck two or three fingers in my pussy, while with the other hand he spanked me to the sound of Mad About the Boy by Lena Horne.  As a child I had received the occasional spanking from my parents.  As an adult, it had been Silvestre first (that is, my husband), who had resurrected those old ghosts.  Luis Alberto had then joined the bandwagon, taking me to another level. Now Gerardo was picking up where Luis Alberto had left off, although his way of proceeding was very different from that little boy. 

	-Auaaa! 

	-Okay.  That's enough for now.  -Gerardo took his fingers out of my pussy and offered them to me so I could clean them with my mouth. There were three of them. 

	Without thinking, I opened my mouth and sucked them.  They filled my whole mouth. This is how Daniel feels when I spank him or use the riding crop on him.  Gerardo's spanking had been mentally intense, along with everything he had told me.  I felt like I was floating.  It was a similar sensation, though not as exaggerated, as the one I had felt with Luis Alberto, the night I had accompanied him to a wedding as his partner.  No, that night was much more.  But my boss is going in the right direction with me.  That night he had fought with my husband.  He had then fucked me in the parking lot of the restaurant.  And he had taken me back to the hotel to continue fucking and humiliating me.  No, that night I had done more than just float.  Am I addicted to this?  It's as if Luis Alberto had injected me with heroin.  My body craves it.  And at the slightest hint, my mind and body remember those sensations.  That's why I needed to slow down.  That's why I needed Gerardo.  Don't you see what you've achieved, Daniel?  I wasn't like this before.  You awakened this in me.  It's your fault.  

	Stand up and turn around. 

	Yes, boss. I obeyed. 

	-Beautiful.  You have it very nice, red. Bring me the camera,. 

	Click-click-click. 

	A souvenir of our first time.  Do you want to see it? 

	I nodded. 

	Gerardo showed me the pictures he had taken of my ass.  But on the small screen of his camera it didn't show much.  I could only see that it was red, but I didn't need a picture to know that.  I could already feel it. I could feel my hot ass. 

	-Put the things away from the table and lie on top of it, face up, Gema.  There's one thing I want to train you on.  From what I've seen from the other time, you're going to need a lot of training, but don't worry. You know it's not the goal, it's the journey that matters. 

	Yes, boss. 

	I moved the fruit bowl and decorative candlestick away from the dining room table

	-Don't worry about the tablecloth. 'llKely to have it washed. 

	I sat on top of the table.  I lifted my legs and placed them on top of the table, with my knees bent. my body back and lay on my back. 

	-Okay, relax.  Trust me.  It's important that you relax.  Come," Gerardo pulled the tablecloth and pulled me with him to the edge of the table.  Put your head back.  That's it. Relax. 

	The table was hard, not like in bed, but I obeyed.  Gerardo helped me with his hands to hold my head.  It was hanging off the edge of the table.  

	Undress me. 

	I reached my hands above my head and unbuttoned his pants.  It slid down his legs to the floor.  Next, I grabbed the elastic band of his briefs and pulled down.  They also fell to the floor.  Gerard took a small step forward.  His cock was there, right in front of my eyes.  It was soft, but trickles of pre-seminal fluid indicated that at some point he had become aroused to the point of hardness.  If he didn't get constant attention, my boss's cock would get soft quickly.  

	I opened my mouth.  I knew what she intended and what I had to do.  I stuck out my tongue and stretched my neck to reach for it, but I didn't manage to catch it.  I was barely able to give it a lick with my tongue.  I tried again, but didn't get much more.  His cock was so close but so far away at the same time.  With my hands on his hips I tried to get closer to him or him closer to me.  Finally I managed to catch it with my lips. Gerardo helped me, lifting my head a little. 

	-You can touch yourself, Gema.  But don't come.  Move your hand away before you cum," she instructed me.  No, not with your right hand. Better use your left. 

	I obeyed, although it would be more difficult for me to approach climax with my left.  Gerardo moved his hips forward to better penetrate my mouth. was still soft, but it was already starting to get hard. 

	-You are an excellent little animal, Gema.  So docile.  I think I'm going to train you as a pet. Although, there are so many things I like about you and I wouldn't like to give any of them up

	I suddenly pulled my hand away from my clitoris. I almost came.  Why do I like it so much when he talks to me like that?  I know he says it and he's going to do it, sooner or later.  

	My hand went back to my magic button.  Every time I pressed it, my mind went blurry.  I only felt that Gerardo already had it hard and that he was fucking my mouth, with small movements.  At first I had to move my lips and tongue.  I had even had to try hard to catch it. But now it was becoming little more than a hole. 

	As if I had cramped up, I abruptly pulled my hand away from my sex.  Gerardo, with one hand, had started massaging my breasts and gently pinching my nipples and I had almost cum again, even though I was masturbating with my left hand. With the other hand, he was still helping me hold my head. 

	-A little more, Gema," he said and pushed his cock a little deeper into my mouth.  Relax.  -Gerardo noticed the tension in the hand I was holding on to his hips.  You're doing fine, Gema.  Don't worry, you'll learn.  We'll do this more often. Little by little. 

	I relaxed my arm and tried to do the same with my throat, although I didn't quite succeed.  It was the second time my boss had fucked my mouth like that.  I had his hairy balls on top of my nose.  This was very different from giving a blowjob.  In giving a blowjob, I was the active party.  I decided how to do it, I set the pace and the depth, I played with my tongue and my eyes.  But this was different.  My mouth was nothing more than a hole for her pleasure.  I was the passive part.  He decided everything.  He could break my throat if he pushed hard all at once. But he wouldn't.  It was a matter of trust.  Yes, boss, I trust you.  That loss of control and being forced to trust him was what turned me on about that position.  I trust you.  Take control of my sexuality, as I will take control of my husband's.  

	I'm going to cum," Gerardo told me, "I'm going to cum inside your throat. 

	Inevitably, I tensed up and nearly had a coughing fit, but suppressed it

	-Ohhh!  Ohhh! " my boss exclaimed. He thrust his pelvis forward, but held back. 

	The hot, sticky liquid from his orgasm filled my mouth, as Gerard continued to moan in pleasure.  It tasted so disgustingly good.  I felt every spasm of his cock on my tongue. I loved being used like this by him. 

	-I told you no!  -Gerardo violently pulled my hand away from my sex. In return, he gave my clitoris a painful slap. 

	I'm sorry.  You're right.  I was about to come again.  I couldn't control it.  

	With his cock in my mouth, I couldn't say anything to him. 

	-You're not going to cum, Gema.  I want you very horny for Dídac.  You have to make an impression on him. We need him as a client who can provide references.  Do you understand? 

	I nodded as best I could, with his cock still in my mouth. 

	Gerardo withdrew from inside me and helped me sit up.  He pulled up his shorts and pants, while I sat on the edge of the table.  Unconsciously, I dug my fingernails underneath into the wood in an attempt to somehow release the sexual energy I had built up. And this is only the beginning.  Gerardo touched my arm affectionately, but I violently pushed him away.  I was breathing rapidly and felt an uncontrollable tingling all over my skin.  I doubted I could withstand any caress, in that state. I was still struggling to keep from climaxing. 

	My boss understood the state I was in - the state he had left me in.  But instead of leaving me alone, he grabbed my neck with one hand. He didn't squeeze, though. 

	-You can do it, Gema.  You will cum only when I tell you to. ll cum tomorrow, with Dídac and you'll do it because I tell you to. 

	Gradually I managed to control my breathing and somehow channel the pent-up energy from the frustrated orgasms.  I nodded slightly. Just as I did with his cock in my mouth, I couldn't move my head much more with his hand on my neck. 

	With his free hand, Gerardo caressed one of my breasts.  My nipple responded instantly, suddenly hardening painfully.  I stepped back several steps in my attempt to control the sexual energies burning inside me.  I pushed his hand away violently, as I had done when he had caressed my arm. It was not that I disliked his caresses, quite the contrary. 

	-Get up," he ordered me, "Get up! he insisted. 

	I put my feet on the floor and stood up. His hand was still on my neck, but as soon as he checked my balance, he released me. 

	You are magnificent, Gemma, just as I had imagined. 

	Icould barely concentrate on his words, but they still filled me with pride

	-You've already learned how to put the record player on today.  And you're learning to control yourself.  But today you're going to learn two other essential things.  -Gerardo turned away from me and sat down in his armchair.  First, you're going to make me a whiskey.  I want it on the rocks.  -He looked at me.  Gema, concentrate!  This is important.  The glasses are there.  In the freezer in the kitchen there's ice.  Put two ice cubes in it.  No, better three.  In the cupboard at the top right, in the kitchen, you'll find chocolate.  Bring two ounces of almond chocolate, in a little silver tray.  They're there.  And the whiskey, I'd like. . .  a Lagavulin.  Make it a double.  The bottles are there," he indicated.  "Come on. It'll do you good to distract yourself. 

	Somewhat dazed, I did as Gerardo had instructed, though perhaps not in the optimal order.  I had to go to the kitchen twice.  Gerardo didn't seem to mind.  He liked to watch me, while I wandered almost naked around his house, dressed only in his fetish clothes.  I appeared before him with the little tray with the chocolate in one hand and the glass of whiskey in the other.  Gerardo looked me up and down with greedy eyes. took an ice cube from the glass and sucked on it. 

	-Everything all right? he asked, before putting the ice on my clitoris. 

	-Ahh! " I exclaimed.  The pressure of the cube on my clitoris awakened my inner fires again.  Unconsciously, I moved my pelvis forward.  However, the cold ice had the opposite effect and once again appeased my flames.  It was a strange, contradictory sensation. The more I pressed against the ice cube, the more it excited me, but the more it did, the colder I. 

	Gerardo moved the cube away from my sex.  In return, he put it on a nipple.  It immediately responded.  My breathing quickened.  With the glass in one hand and the chocolate in the other, I couldn't push him away. Gerardo repeated the operation with my other nipple, which responded in the same way, becoming hard and erect. 

	-Beautiful!  -my boss commented appreciatively.  You are very sensitive.  You respond very well to all kinds of stimuli.  Open your mouth.  -Gerardo put the ice in my mouth.  In return, he took the glass and the little tray with the chocolate.  Take it to the kitchen and come back. have another task for you. 

	What are you doing to me, Gerardo, that turns me on so much?  Is it because of the way you treat me, with that mixture of affection and demand?  Is it because of the clothes you make me wear? As if it were a conditioning, the mere fact of putting on my stockings and garter belt turned me on. 

	-Put the disk back on.  -Gerardo showed me how. You made a good choice. 

	Did I choose the right disc, or was I right to choose you?  

	-Bring me a cigar from that box.  It's called a humidor.  It's to maintain humidity.  Maintenance of things that are appreciated is crucial.  Bring me one of the white ones.  You'll find the tools to light them right next to it, in another little box.  That little box, you'd better bring it all to me. And bring me that ashtray too. 

	I brought it to him. Her eyes followed my ass, perfectly framed by my stockings and garter belt. 

	-This is the guillotine," he showed me and guillotined the cigar.  To light it, you have to heat it first.  It's your first time, so you'd better not take the match, but use the lighter.  Look, hold it like this.  See the flame?  Don't worry, you won't get burned.  I know what I'm doing.  

	Gerardo showed me how to hold the cigar and the lighter.  I followed his instructions and turned it slowly, while heating it. On low heat.  

	-Now, to light it, you have to take a few strong puffs at first. Do it for me, will you? 

	No, I don't, actually.  

	-Yes, boss," I replied, half dumbfounded and half fascinated by his magnificent explanations. He made the difficult simple, the implausible probable. 

	-You don't have to swallow the smoke.  You'll learn that later, but not today.  Just light it.  Remember to turn it while you puff on it. That's so it lights evenly. 

	I had a hard time getting it.  It was no easy task.  Surprisingly, the taste of the cigar in my mouth was not as unpleasant as I expected it to be. I didn't like the smoke, but the taste of the tobacco leaves wasn't too bad. 

	-You're a natural," my boss complimented me.  You're a natural," my boss complimented me.  It's not easy the first time.  Look, here.  -Gerardo took a couple of puffs.  See how the smoke comes out of the side of the mouth?  -he asked, showing it to me.  That means it's lit correctly.  It's not easy the first time.  Now let's relax, Gema.  You've earned it.  Leave the box there, in case it goes out.  And take all your clothes off.  Heels too.  Leave your clothes on the floor and do it dancing.  You know how. I love this song. 

	To the rhythm ofYou Do Something to Me I danced for Gerardo, my boss, while I slowly took off the few clothes I had left. Without heels, naked as God brought me into the world (rather, my mother), I felt very small next to him, even though he was sitting down. 

	-Come here.  Cuddle up here with me. relax. 

	Gerardo's armchair was spacious.  I had no trouble curling up on his lap, half lying across, with my head resting on the soft armrest, as if it were a pillow, and with my legs tucked up, almost in a fetal position.  Gerardo stroked my head as if I were a kitten. It was a relaxing caress, not a sexual one, and little by little, the fire inside me -that tingling I felt in my parts- calmed down. 

	-Take some chocolate and drink from my glass.  You may not like it at first, but you'll get used to it.  You'll see.  Besides, it will do you good. help you relax. 

	I obeyed.  The chocolate was good, the whiskey not so much.  It just tasted like pure alcohol to me.  The third drink, mixed with the chocolate, was a bit better.  I soon felt the effect of the alcohol in my blood, even though I had hardly had anything to drink, and soon I was overcome by a drowsiness that was hard to ignore.  The smoke was thick again in the living room and blurred my vision.  Or maybe it was sleep.  Gerardo kept stroking the back of my neck. A kitten in his lap. That was the last thing I remembered thinking, before I fell asleep. 

	  

	***

	  

	 tomasb:  

	"It's not a judgment, it's simply a question. Prostitution is having sex in exchange for money, would you say your current job has some prostitution in it? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Obviously, yes.  You can call me a prostitute if you want, because according to the DRAE, I meet the requirements

	Prostitution:  Activity of a person who has sexual relations with other persons in exchange for money.  

	But they are only words; I am what I am.  Real life is neither black nor white, nor can it even be defined with scales of gray. has not been and still is not uncommon for men and women to marry to gain economic stability, i. e.  for money, albeit covertly.  Is it prostitution? 

	I do it because it is my fantasy and an important component of that fantasy is getting paid for it.  Do I do it in exchange for money? No, I don't do it in exchange for money, I do it in exchange for experiencing my fantasy.  So if it's in exchange for experiencing the fantasy and it's not in exchange for money, I don't fit the DRAE definition and therefore I'm not a prostitute? 

	Decide for yourself. 

	  

	***

	  

	New update on my blog (with a woman licking the pages of an open book)

	"Food and drink, sex, love, health. . .  and a good book. Sometimes a good book can substitute for at least one of the above

	  

	And if you put it all together. . .  I lacked love, but there was tenderness, trust and maybe something more. We hadn't read any books, but we were living a story from a book. 

	  

	***

	  

	-Gema! Gerardo's voice brought me out of my sleep

	I opened my eyes and blinked.  

	-You've fallen asleep," he said, admiringly.  Gerardo brushed my hair away from my face. I made a reservation at a restaurant. 

	Is it that late already? 

	No, but there is something I want to do first. 

	I sat up lazily.  The remains of the cigar lay in the ashtray.  I woke up.  I had slept well, curled up like a kitten.  And I had dreamed about. . .  What had I dreamed about? The memories of the dream vanished before I could grasp them. 

	-You're still wet," he said again with a tone of admiration. Gerardo's naughty finger had slipped into my vagina. 

	I smiled. 

	Well, that's something I'm not going to pass up," he said.  Get off. 

	I got up from the couch and from his lap.  Gerardo got up too.  He took the record from the turntable, put it in its sleeve and from there back on the shelf.  His index finger followed down the row of records, similar to how I had done, and stopped on one.  He pulled it out and showed me the cover.  There was a stunning black on it.  Gerardo put the disc in.  I looked at how he did it and saw that he hadn't put it in from the beginning.  He had put the needle somewhere in the middle of the record.  A female voice followed by an incredibly husky male voice began to sound.  I understood the wordtenderly. 

	Gerardo took me in his arms and began to dance with me. 

	-Louis Armstrong and Ella Fitzgerald," he instructed me.  He kissed me.  Gerardo was very tall and without heels, I had to stand on tiptoe. His hands roamed my naked body as we kissed. 

	What is it about you that I like more and more?  Is it what you propose to me?  Is it the way you treat me?  

	I'm going to make love to you," he whispered, "but remember, you're not allowed to cum.  Do you know how to enjoy it without doing it? 

	I nodded. 

	-I gave you my orgasm," I confirmed.  Even if you know I'm going to cum with Dídac. You told me to do it yourself. 

	Gerardo laughed. 

	-How mean you are, Gema!  If I didn't know better, I'd say you were looking to be punished," she commented wryly.  You will cum with him, because I want him to be impressed.  I want it to be the best woman's orgasm he's ever seen in his life.  I want him to tell his colleagues about it," she added mischievously.  You may get some additional clients sooner than you think.  But let's make one thing clear:  Even if I call him Dídac, for you he will always be Mr.  Ripoll.  Don't forget. My boss emphasized his words with a spank on my ass. 

	-Okay, Mr.  Roig," I confirmed in a mocking tone. That earned me another spanking, on the same buttock. 

	-For you I will always be Gerardo, or boss.  I like that too.  But enough chitchat, we're running out of time.  Undress me, Gema.  Leave the clothes on the floor. You'll pick them up later. 

	Gerardo kissed me again.  As he did so, I began to unbutton his shirt.  Between kisses, I undressed him.  For the shoes, I had to stop kissing him and knelt down.  

	-Stay there!  -Gerardo told me, "Put it in your mouth.  I like how you do it, how you make it grow little by little. We don't have much time, but this time will be well spent. 

	I gobbled his cock.  It wasn't hard yet, but it was still hard.  Squeezing with my lips, moving my tongue and my head a little, I managed to get an erection.  His cum soon flowed out, flooding my mouth with its taste. kept looking into his eyes while I was doing it, just as Silvestre(that is, my husband) had taught meYes, now I suck someone you don't like, but I do it the way you taught me). 

	-Enough!  -I don't want to cum in your mouth.  I've done that before. Lie down on the table. 

	My boss guided me to the table and indicated how he wanted me to position myself.  I did it face up, but, this time, with my pussy on the edge of the table, instead of my mouth. would definitely have to throw the tablecloth in the wash. 

	Gerardo greedily plunged into my juicy pussy.  I moaned from his sudden onslaught. My boss took my legs and put them over his shoulders. 

	-This is for me, not for you," he warned me.  Then he began to fuck me with an unusual vehemence for him. looked like a young and energetic lover. 

	Unconsciously, my right hand rested on my clitoris and I began to stimulate myself.  Gerardo let me do it for a few seconds.  Then he grabbed my hand by the wrist and pulled it away. I protested. 

	No orgasms for you," she reminded me.  That's for me, not for you," she repeated

	Frustrated, my hands clutched the tablecloth.  The cloth prevented me from digging my own nails in.  I needed to cum, but my boss wouldn't let me. He wants me hot with Ripoll.  He wants me to be a volcano for him.  He wants me to convince others that I'm worth it. My thoughts didn't help me quell my flames. 

	-I'm going to cum," Gerardo exclaimed.  To my surprise, he pulled his cock out of my pussy and started wagging it frantically.  

	My energetic lover had only lasted me a few seconds. Gerard had not held up to the unusually high pace for him and was about to cum. 

	Yes, do it.  Come on top of me! 

	Gerardo grunted and shot his cum all over my body.  Most of his cum landed on top of my belly, but a few shots hit my tits. You're definitely going to have to get the tablecloth washed.  His cum burned on my skin like lava spit out of a volcano.  I need to cum!  repressed the temptation to masturbate. 

	When he finished shooting, Gerard wiped his cock with my doormat.  It was big enough to find an area where his semen had not yet dropped.  

	How do you feel, Gema? 

	-Horny.  Frustrated.  Agitated.  I'm tingling all over. Boss, let me cum, please. 

	-No.  You have to learn to control it.  You will come only when I tell you to.  Internalize what you feel now.  Remember it.  That's how I want you to feel all the time, aroused, ready to cum.  It's a good base to work from. You will feel it more often, Gema. 

	Gerardo stuck one or two fingers in my pussy.  He rubbed my pelvic floor, looking for my G-spot. I moaned, my boss was a sadist! 

	-Rub my cum all over your body.  Rub it in, until it's all over your skin.  I'm going to mark you.  You will always take me inside you, in your mouth, in your pussy and under your skin. Rub it all over your body," she ordered me, while she fingered me. 

	Mesmerized by his words and unable to think clearly because of multiple frustrated orgasms, I obeyed.  I massaged myself with his cum, spreading it all over my belly and breasts, while Gerard continued to finger me.  His stimulation was enough to keep my flames from subsiding, but not enough to make me cum.  With just my vagina alone, without stimulating my little magic button, it was very difficult for me to climax. Not that I was going to let myself, anyway.  Gerard watched intently as I massaged myself with his cum, smearing it on me like a body lotion.  My brain wasn't working very well.  I wasn't fully aware of what I was doing, although, had I known. . .  {You would have done it anyway}.  

	Get dressed, Gema," my boss said, "We don't want to be late for the restaurant. 

	I'm showering in five minutes, boss," I said. 

	-No," he replied.  I don't want you to take a shower.  I want you to go like this, exactly like this.  

	For a moment, I thought he wanted me to go naked, but that didn't make sense, since he had just told me to get dressed. [Well, it's true that you lack irrigation in your brain. ] {No, no.  You mean put on your shoes.  Just the shoes.  Well, maybe she also wants the stockings with the garter belt.  Maybe the panties too.  But nothing else}. I couldn't go out to dinner like that

	Put on what you will wear for Dídac," Gerardo clarified. 

	I got dressed, but not before helping him get dressed.  We went down the stairs to the basement and from there we went to the garage, where he kept his Mercedes.  Gerardo pressed the remote control and the garage door opened obediently.  He pulled the car up the ramp and pressed the other button on the remote to close the door. then drove to the restaurant. 

	-Did you have a good time? he was interested in me. 

	Yes," I admitted, "What do you want me to do to make you let me cum? 

	-Hm.  I can think of a lot of things.  But, I really don't want you to cum. However, everything is negotiable in this life, right? 

	-I don't want to cum with Dí. . .  with Mr.  Ripoll -I corrected myself-.  At least, not like this. This orgasm belongs to you, boss, not Ripoll. 

	-It's true that orgasm belongs to me.  And I know you don't want to come like that with Dídac.  -He laughed.  -I thought so.  I understand perfectly.  But that's why you will.  

	-Why?  Why with him?  Why can't it be with you? I insisted. 

	{And then you complain that Daniel is pushy}.  

	Gerardo smiled. 

	-Simply because it is difficult for you to do so.  I will transform you, Gemma.  Everything you find difficult, everything you're ashamed of, you'll keep doing.  That is my challenge, to maintain that.  But you will do it, nonetheless, with hardly any hesitation, and you will do it with love and devotion.  That's going to be the easy part," he explained his grand plan to me.  Anyway, if it's any consolation, Dídac will write a report and I'll know what happened. It's almost as if I were there. 

	Gerardo managed to park nearby and together, holding hands, we walked to the restaurant.  It was a nice place, but not very crowded. Even without a reservation we would have been given a table.  But it was early. It was still nine o'clock at night, which in Spain was considered an early dinner hour. 

	The waiter gave us each a letter, but I was unable to read it.  Gerardo's words kept echoing in my mind.  I couldn't stop thinking about what he had said, this transformation he was proposing.  Yes, I didn't want to stop being who I was.  But I wanted to experience certain things. Whatever I am ashamed of, I will continue to do, but I will do it with devotion.  And love.  With devotion and love.  

	-Have they already decided? asked the waiter. 

	The question brought me out of my reverie. 

	-I. . .  uh. . . " I shook my head, undecided.  The waiter's predictable question had surprised me.  What was it that I wanted? I. . .  I'll have what he had. 

	Very good.  And the gentleman will take? 

	Gerardo's semen had already dried on my skin, but I felt sticky.  His whole being permeated me.  I could smell the strong odor of his semen in my nose and I was sure the waiter must have noticed it too.  However, he didn't make any gesture about it.  Maybe it was just my imagination.  Maybe I smelled it more in my mind than in my nose. Mr.  Ripoll, Gerardo is going to be very present.  His scent will pass from my skin to these clothes I am wearing and that I will wear with you at night.  

	  

	***

	  

	New update on my blog

	"Letters, words, dreams. 

	Atoms, molecules, life. 

	Stars, stardust, us

	  

	With a picture of a woman's ass and legs, filled with small letters, as if they were a garter belt and stockings. 

	  

	***

	  

	On the way back from the restaurant, Gerardo was horny again.  I was still horny.  My boss felt like cumming again inside me or on me or wherever he wanted to.  I noticed it right away, as soon as I got out of the car and walked with him, holding his hand, up the stairs from the basement, where he had the garage, to the first floor and from there to the bedroom.  The way he grabbed my hand and pulled me, I could tell he wanted to fuck me again before going to sleep.  Also, in the car, he hadn't stopped stroking my leg and occasionally pulsing my clitoris.  With my mini-skirt and the zippered slit I had - it was the same skirt I would wear with Mr.  Ripoll - it wasn't hard for him to reach it. Is it a coincidence or is it deliberate that the slit is on the left leg?  Has the designer assumed that this skirt would only be worn by a slut and that the slut would be sitting in the passenger seat instead of behind the wheel?  {Hey, come on, don't you start the witch hunt against the underlying machismo! } 

	During dinner, Gerardo had managed to keep me interested and excited at the same time.  He had told me battle stories of his business, from which I always learned a lot.  He had created the company -together with his partner-, and had managed multiple crises.  He was a survivor and an entrepreneur. [Isn't that the same thing? ] He had interwoven personal questions to get to know me better.  [And he had spun references about what he intended to do with me 

	We had dined on fish - a delicious baked sea bream -, drank white wine - a relatively rich Viña Esmeralda, acceptably sweet for my palate - and had black ice cream for dessert.  I had tasted the strange black ice cream for the first time in Switzerland.  I had been surprised that this restaurant in Las Rozas also had it. Gerardo had insisted on an ice cream for each of us, but I was full and unable to eat a whole dessert, so, finally, we had shared it. 

	We had also talked about work.  We had agreed on the action plan with Mr.  Ripoll (he always called him Dídac and I did too at the beginning, but he had forbidden me to do so), a purely business action plan, the normal business, the one the company lived onI'm getting confused.  Every word I say has a double interpretation.  He wanted me to do a good account development and to prove my worth.  Double interpretations again. . .  And he had informed me that I would soon receive the company car he had promised me. 

	Get completely undressed and pack for tomorrow," my boss had ordered me. 

	And so she had.  Normally, she was very fetishistic and preferred me to sleep with some kind of lingerie, usually stockings, garter belt and sometimes even high heels.  But, even though I didn't have to get up early to catch the train to Barcelona, it was better to leave things ready at night than to have to do it in a hurry in the morning. Gerardo was right. 

	Undress me," she said, as I appeared naked at the bedroom door, having packed my suitcase and prepared the clothes I would wear on

	I would go from Sants station directly to the client's office.  There I would meet him and his team to prepare for the next day's meeting.  Gerardo had insisted that I go dressed in my usual secretary's clothes and the half-cup bra I had already worn the previous time. As horny as I am, my nipples will show a lot.  {That's what this is all about!  Why do you think you're meeting with Mr.  Ripoll and his team?  What exactly do you think it means to do an account development? } 

	As usual, I undressed Gerardo garment by garment.  Each time I took off a garment, I placed it individually in the corner, on the cockerel.  It was a routine, which we rarely broke.  This afternoon, it had been an exception.  The routine predisposed me to get into a state of mind of absolute calm, despite the tingling I felt in my body from the frustrated orgasms. made me feel - and I know this sounds ridiculous - useful and devoted. 

	After undressing him completely, I fell to my knees in front of him and engulfed his still flaccid member.  I licked and sucked him until I got him to stand upright.  Gerard was not a machine gun.  Nor did he have the stamina or resilience of Silvestre.  However, given enough time, he could apparently cum several times a day.  Daniel was different in that respect.  He hadn't been, in our younger days as boyfriend and girlfriend.  But in the last few years, he was content to get laid once a day, which by no means meant that we got laid every day.  What it meant was that once he had cum, he didn't feel the need to do it again until at least the next day. [You don't know if it's always going to be like that with Gerardo either.  Right now you're the novelty, but when he gets tired of you, which he will. . . ] 

	Gerardo lay down on the bed and instructed me to sit on top of him.  It was his favorite position.  He liked to watch me ride him.  Watching me is literal, because he never turned off the light when he had sex with me.  In that position, he loved to grab me by the waist to set the rhythm.  He also liked to touch my tits and gently pinch my nipples.  Except when he wanted me to kiss him, he would not let me lie on top of him, but insisted that I ride him while sitting on top of him.  Lying on him could increase the friction with my clitoris.  So, I had this tendency to lean forward. , he's not going to let me cum.  

	I leaned forward to kiss him.  From his half-open mouth escaped the smell of the whiskey he had drunk in the restaurant as a digestive, after dinner.  Inside me, nausea fought with a deep, mournful desire that I still haven't managed to understand.  Finally, my dark side won out:  I put my lips on hers and inserted my tongue into her mouth.  After a long, wet kiss, I sat up again, looking for the perfect angle.  My clit rubbed easily against his bulging belly.  I pressed my hips against him and rode energetically.  Gerard must have sensed that I was getting out of control and was about to cum.  With one hand he whipped me, with the other he pinched my nipple - this time harder - and pushed me up.  At that angle, almost fully erect, my clitoris lost friction and my impending orgasm fizzled for the umpteenth time that night.  Gerard, however, did cum.  Maybe he did it because of how vigorously I had ridden him.  Maybe he did it because he saw me on the verge of orgasm and felt the power to deny me one more time.  Or, perhaps, it gave him special satisfaction to spank me and pinch my nipple.  Gerard pushed from under me and cum inside me, spilling his seed into my still fertile womb.  What if one day my pill failed me?  With that thought, I collapsed on top of him, exhausted not from the orgasm, but from the frustration of not being allowed to cum.  

	-Don't take a shower, Gema. Stay like this," whispered Gerardo, before falling asleep and starting to snore happily. 

	The tingling in my body took a while to subside, but I remained motionless on his belly, with my face on his chest.  When he did, I finally fell asleep in his arms, with his cock still inside me. It had gone soft and the cum was starting to ping out of my pussy. 

	What makes me so excited about Gerardo?  In the end, I managed to abstract myself from the physical.  I had my doubts, at first, if I would make it.  But I tried and I succeeded.  A cock is a cock and there is much more to a man than his physique.  Only you can take me safely by the hand down that dark path.  

	  

	***

	  

	negromante-black:  

	"Hello again Gema.  From what I read in your book, you and Daniel, before all this, had anormal relationship.  That is, you had less sex than a married man.  Apart from the yearnings, thoughts, machinations of a cuckold, you as a hotwife, what advantages did you get, apart from having more sex with Daniel -which it is obvious you did- and with your lovers?  And please, I beg you to go deeper than the merely erotic-sexual, what has being a hotwife brought you? As always, a pleasure to read you. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Yes, that's right.  We were a normal couple, with little sexual experience prior to our marriage, both on his part and mine. And the passion for sex, little by little, had died down, as it tends to do in many marriages. 

	Being a hotwife has allowed me to rediscover myself and also to value myself more.  You see, I have never been short of suitors who try to flirt with me, but now I enjoy flirting much more than before, even if most of the time I have no intention of it going any further.  And, as a result, I find myself more cheerful.  I know I have my husband's approval to flirt (for that and more) I know I'm not doing anything wrong if I do. Plus, there's the tingle of knowing that, at any time, if I want to, I can take it a step further. 

	I have evolved over time and I feel more self-confident.  To give you an example, in Madrid I didn't like to drive.  I drove as little as possible to do my business in the neighborhood, but I was afraid to go out on the M-40 or M-30.  It seemed like chaos to me.  Now I still don't like it, but I have no problem in doing it and going out of my city or into Madrid. The advantage for Daniel is that this has freed him from taking me to the corneador's house. . .  although I don't know if that has been more of a reward or a punishment for him. 

	Regarding my relationship with my husband, we now feel much more complicit and have more trust than before.  It's funny that the horns, unlike other couples where it would mean a breakup, has brought us together. I think our relationship was bulletproof before, but I feel it's now bombproof

	  

	And with respect to the erotic-sexual, I can add that it allows me to explore things that I simply would never do with my husband.  What Silvestre did of exposing me in different situations, my husband would never have done.  {Well, actually he did it, albeit indirectly}.  And what Luis Alberto did with me was dangerous and degrading, but no less exciting.  [And I won't forgive him for it, but he got what he deserved].  None of this would have been possible with my husband, with Daniel alone.  And what I was doing and would do with Gerardo. . .  There are things I want to do but I'd rather Daniel didn't know, at least for now.  

	  

	***

	  

	The next morning, I woke up next to Gerardo.  It was becoming a habit to wake up next to him, hugging him or him hugging me. How strange it seems to me that I don't think it's strange.  How quickly I have become accustomed to this.  It seems so natural it's amazing.  I got up and showered.  I had slept all night with his semen on my skin and in my vagina, maybe even in my uterus.  Except for my anus, he had deposited his sperm in me in every possible way.  We had breakfast together, practically like a normal couple. Gerardo kissed me goodbye and I got into the cab that had called me, heading for the Atocha station. 

	  

	***

	  

	manolito-ito:  

	"Hello Gema.  I understand that you are in your mid-forties.  From your experience in the hotwife life, what is the most abundant age range?  My impression, from what I read and see on the net, is that it is more common in the forties and fifties.  Do you start in your fifties when responsibilities go down and monotony goes up?  And, on the other hand, are buglers more demanding on physique or attitude? Thank you

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"You got my age right, plus or minus a few years. 

	I don't know if I am the best person to talk about the typical ages of other hotwives, after all, we are not a guild where we know each other and I, basically, can only speak for myself

	That said, and from what I've read and interpret, I think it is a typical age to start.  I think it is essential to have a solid relationship with a partner beforehand and that comes with the years.  And also that, at this point, this can be an incentive, a welcome novelty and in some cases even necessary, which is not usually the case with a recent couple in their twenties.  It also influences that you may have a more flexible and less conservative view of life and traditional values or customs. And another factor that I think has influenced my case is that I know that if I don't do it now, I will never do it again and that I may regret more what I have not done than. 

	As for the demands of the horny men. . .  well, it depends on each man; I think you can't generalize.  Some men just want to get laid and that's all.  I prefer the game of having alover, getting to know him, letting him push me gradually.  There are those who are very focused on the physique, like many men.  And there are those you can seduce with your attitude:  your smile, how you flirt, your courage to try new unconventional things and not reject them outright. What I can tell you is that finding the ideal horndog is not easy

	  

	Tick-tock, tick-tock.  I'm running out of time for so many things.  I'm running out of beauty, among others.  If I want to try new things, it's now or never.  {So let it be now! } 

	  

	***

	  

	I had been able to take a nap on the AVE.  I had not slept very well the night before.  The tingling in my body had partly subsided, but it hadn't stopped completely.  In fact, I still had it.  Fortunately, this time I had booked the train tickets myself and had taken a regular seat, instead of the shared table of the previous time.  Possibly, I would have been able to travel first class.  Surely Gerardo would have approved the expense. But I wasn't into unnecessary luxuries.  On the high-speed train to Barcelona there was not that much difference between first and second class.  Besides, the two and a half hours were short, especially if you could take advantage of it to take a nap.  At least, that had been the plan.  Although I had been able to doze off a bit, I hadn't been able to do so for more than twenty or twenty-five minutes.  My thoughts and the tingling in my body wouldn't let me.  But that little nap had revitalized me.  Since I didn't like to be idle and, besides, my mind was asking for it, I had taken out the laptop and had taken the opportunity to continue writing my second book.  Writing helped me to digest everything and to understand myself and my husband better.  Although it might not seem like it, the doubts about what I was doing assailed me continuously, sometimes with more strength and sometimes with less.  

	[Indeed.  You're going too far with Gerardo.  First he pays you.  Then he rents you to a client.  Then you spend the nights with him as if you were his partner, instead of a hired whore.  Where are you going with all this?  Can't you see that Daniel is suffering].   

	{Tempus fugit, my little sister.  There is so much to experience and so little time to do it in.  We are doing better than ever in life.  Daniel, although he sometimes struggles to take on his new role, is sweeter with us than ever and is generally happier, even if he suffers at times.  And professionally, we are learning a lot and earning more money than in any other position we have been offered.  Plus, we've wised up and are now taking the car to go almost anywhere.  What exactly is your problem? } 

	  

	***

	  

	New post on my blog

	Progress on the second book: 

	This past week I've been unproductive, but I've gotten back into writing. Little by little the second book is progressing

	  

	The comment was accompanied by a screenshot of the text I had just written which read: 

	"He wouldn't forget it, that was for sure.  He would either reproach me forever or jerk off for the rest of his life on account of this episode. " 

	It was the provisional one hundred and thirty-third page of my second book and certain parts of the story seemed to be repeating themselves. What I was doing was totally different, but the impact I thought it would have on my husband was the same. 

	  

	***

	  

	I had taken a cab from Sants station to go directly to Mr.  Ripoll's offices.  Mr.  Ripoll had received me in his office with a meaningful smile and then left me in the hands of his team -all men- in the meeting room.  There he had met with me to prepare the proceedings for the following day.  There was a lot to organize and a lot of paperwork to move and analyze.  My job was to make sure that everything went as smoothly as the venue.  I was not in charge of analyzing the papers.  For that, I lacked the knowledge and we had specialists in the company. But it was my responsibility to ask them for what we needed to fulfill the services we had been contracted for, to make sure that it was delivered in a timely manner and that nothing was missing. 

	I had worn the half-cup bra Gerardo had insisted I wear.  Mr.  Ripoll's collaborators hadn't stopped staring at my breasts, but no one had complained. {Oh, they didn't gang-bang you all together in the meeting room?  And you dreaming about it. . . } I couldn't understand why Gerardo wanted me to be so brazen.  That could only lead to trouble.  Besides, I felt it detracted from my authority as a professional.  After all, we had a real job to do for Mr.  Ripoll's company that was not easy.  But where there's a captain, there's no sailor.  Normally, I would have felt a lot of shame because of this impudence - mine for showing my nipples through my blouse in this way, and the men's for looking at my breasts, some more and some less discreetly.  But I had blushed only slightly.  That tingling in my body wouldn't go away.  {And at the meeting you couldn't stop thinking about being fucked right there and then by everyone, like in those pictures you see sometimes, when you're looking for things to post on your blog} That's a lie!  I've never posted anything like that.  {You haven't posted it, but you've seen it.  And Gerardo knows it.  He always gets you to confess your dirtiest fantasies}.  

	After the meeting, I had met again briefly with Mr.  Ripoll in his office.  I had given him a summary of the meeting, we had discussed the remaining steps to be taken - strictly in a professional sense - and we had said goodbye to see each other again in a few hours.  I had taken a cab back to the hotel. This time, I had taken a different one from the previous time -although this one also had an indoor pool and a sauna- and I had taken advantage of the time I had left to relax a bit in the spa and update my blog. 

	  

	***

	  

	negromante-black:  

	"Hi Gema, While waiting impatiently for your second book, in more than one blog you can see that many hotwives wear tattoos, piercing and specific jewelry such as, for example, the tattoo of the queen of spades or a piercing in the navel or a vertical one in the genital area.  Or they wear bracelets or anklets with specific symbols, even, optionally, the key to their cuckold's padlock.  Is that your case? Thanks for being there. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I think it's a cliché. The vast majority of hotwives would go totally unnoticed, with no visible telltale signs. 

	The Queen of Spades is fine. . .  in the United States, where there are many blacks and where, in addition, because of the issue of racial discrimination not so many years ago, it is an extra morbidity. But in Spain

	The anklet. . .  yes, I wear it on occasion.  But it's not a continuous thing. And piercing in the genital area I don't have

	  

	And when I wear the anklet, I don't always wear my husband's key.  On this occasion, I wear the anklet without the key.  I don't want Mr.  Ripoll to ask stupid questions.  

	  

	***

	  

	-Hello, Miss Avril," Mr.  Ripoll greeted me.  

	We had arranged to meet at a downtown restaurant, different from the previous time.  I had arrived on time, but he had kept me waiting for more than thirty minutes.  However, he did not apologize or make any mention of his delay. What he is mentally retarded.  Fortunately, the restaurant was luxurious and had an excellent bar. So I had taken the opportunity to study the cocktail menu and have a cocktail while I was at it. 

	His two kisses landed near the corner of my lips and his two hands on my buttocks, as if I were a vulgar whore. [It's just that, except for vulgar, that's what you are.  It's what you've chosen to be, much to my regret.  Now don't complain].  Nor did he say anything to me, let alone think to compliment me on the sexy outfit I had put on for him.  He takes it for granted.  After all, he pays me for it.  [Oh no, he doesn't pay you.  He pays your pimp, Gerardo, and Gerardo pays you part of it.  Come on, like a real whore. ] 

	-It's not Miss, it's Mrs. ," I said, trying to contain my anger.  Now that we had the contract, I could dare to make some things clear and contradict him. {Oh no, not so soon.  He still has to sign the contract extension, remember?  It's all set with Gerardo, after the successful pre-signing you did last time, but he still has to sign the extension.  He told you in his office that he would sign it tomorrow.  Guess why he didn't want to sign it this afternoon? } 

	I beg your pardon? 

	-Mr.  Ripoll, I tell you I'm married.  Can't you see my ring? showed him my hand. 

	-I hadn't noticed the ring, to tell you the truth," admitted Mr.  Ripoll.  

	He had taken my hand in his to study the ring.  Next, he had kissed my hand like a gentleman to a lady, but he had not done so gallantly, but rather had given me a lick on the knuckles, instead of feigning a kiss.  Mr.  Ripoll was definitely not a gentleman. [Nor were you a lady, at least for him, and he was right]. 

	Don't worry,miss; I don't mind," he assured me, pronouncing the code word strangelyhad not sounded like mockery, but rather premeditation. 

	But what is going on?  I knew that Gerardo had suggested that he should address me as "you" and that I should, of necessity, do the same with him, after our first meeting, the one in December, when we had been on a first-name basis. 

	  

	***

	  

	suzanne-richard:  

	"Aren't you curious about the sexual potency of the black race? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Since a trip to Cuba I took with my husband, a little bit yes.  But in Madrid there are not many opportunities to find a suitable black horn player.  Beyond race, the first thing is that the chemistry and mutual expectations are right.  And sexual potency, beyond the purely physical, is in the mind.  For me, the mind is the most important sexual organ.  I value very much the imagination of the goreador, his ability to surprise me, get me out of my wits and push me around, without losing me, at the same time, respect. But if there were a black goreador that met all those requirements. . .  I might have to ask Balthazar for it, for the next Reyes

	  

	Mmm.  This would make for an interesting story. . .  but it would be totally fictional.  Too bad I don't live in the US, although, for many reasons, I prefer Spain.  And yes, I could go back to Cuba and fuck a black guy, but I'm not into short-term relationships.  From a hypothetical black lover, what would attract me would not be his cock but the contrast.  And contrast is only really experienced in a medium to long term relationship.  

	  

	***

	  

	From the restaurant we went directly to the hotel, to my hotel, but not before I had to have another cocktail at the restaurant's bar after dinner.  Mr.  Ripoll apparently liked to grope his whores in public.  He had kissed me and groped me right there.  Silvestre had been more depraved, in that respect.  But Silvestre had been my lover, and he had been my lover with my husband's consent (and choice).  But Mr.  Ripoll was nothing more than my whoremonger client.  There was no doubt in my mind that he was one of those who used to go whoring.  Everything in his behavior indicated that he did.  Maybe he wasn't one of those who went to a brothel merely to fuck.  But he was one of those who fucked whores regularly, whether he got them in a brothel or in an advertisement page.  Possibly he also invited them to dinner and to have a drink with him.  He was into that kind of thing, to be seen with a stunning woman, dressed in a very sexy way for his delight and pride.  Maybe he would even give them a gift or two and try to make them feel special, to give him not only what was strictly contracted, but something more, something that only happens when there are feelings involved. [Or a lot of vice. ] Mr.  Ripoll was one of those.  How else had he and Gerardo come to talk about me in that context?  [Well, if you believe that, you should also think that Gerardo is another whoremonger and that he lied to you when he told you his sad story of failed marriages.  You shouldn't be so gullible.  You saw what happened to you with Daniel and Silvestre.  But you always prefer to look the other way, as long as they don't spoil your beautiful story.  And then, on top of that, you get angry afterwards.  And, on top of that, you do it with our blessed husband].  Yes, Ripoll was one of those.  He would give his wife any excuse to be late. And the next morning he would kiss his daughters on the forehead, as if nothing had happened, and take them to school. 

	In the hotel elevator, Mr.  Ripoll had groped me in the most absolutely shameless way possible.  He had kissed me and put his hand under my skirt.  He had pulled aside her panties and stuck two fingers in me, directly, without first caressing my vulva or rubbing my clitoris.  And I had gasped like the whore I was, but for real, without pretending. At least I'm going to get to cum and get rid of this tingling I've had since yesterday.  

	Do alap dance for me," he said as Ispanked my ass and without taking any interest in my reaction went to the minibar to prepare himself a drink. 

	Mr.  Ripoll had invited me to the restaurant, but I had to pay the bill.  At least he had paid for the drinks at the bar.  The minibar bill, of course, I would pay. {Don't complain:  it's on the company's tab, actually}.  I'm not complaining.  It's just the fact.  Also, for a change, he could have taken care of the dinner and could have passed it on to his company without any problems.  He's a cheapskate.  Even the condoms were on me.  [No, maja, not you.  Our husband provided them.  Poor Daniel].  The little box that Daniel had given me and that he had asked me to open in Barcelona was nothing more than a box of condoms.  I jokingly told him to buy them himself and he did. He had bought the normal ones, not the ribbed ones I had suggested, and had written a handwritten note: 

	"My love

	Even though I don't always understand you, you know that I love you.  Even though I don't support you at each and every moment, you know that, in the end, I always end up doing it.  You have this fantasy of feeling like a whore at specific moments.  I confess that I have had it for you too, at some point.  But you already know that.  

	It honestly makes me uncomfortable.  I have analyzed it.  You're right:  He does it because I'm not in control.  Maybe it's because I want to protect you and I can't.  But possibly it's because it's so hard for me to give up control.  

	You are right, as usual.  I'm working on it.  I'm trying.  The funny thing is that in the moments when I do get it, when I do get it, I feel really good and happy.  You make me very happy.  Although that doesn't take away from the fact that sometimes it hurts.  But I guess that's how it is.  After all, I have wanted to be a submissive cuckold.  Don't listen to me and do what you see fit.  I trust you.  And I'm proud to see how you've evolved.  

	As for your client, I have bought you the condoms, as you ordered.  I didn't buy you the ribbed ones.  Whores are not supposed to enjoy their clients.  Enjoy, however, not his cock, but the feeling of doing it for money.  I love you. forward to seeing you on Wednesday

	Mr.  Ripoll made himself a whiskey and cola, just like last time.  He sat down in the armchair and menacingly put the bottles on the table. Shit!  He should have taken everything out of the minibar!  

	I straddled him.  The wide slit of my miniskirt allowed me to spread my legs without any problems.  I felt the bulge between Mr.  Ripoll's legs.  Maybe it was the orgasms Gerardo had not allowed me to have the day before.  The fact is that feeling his bulge under my pants, it didn't take me long to warm up.  I rubbed myself against his body.  With one hand, Mr.  Ripoll held his cup.  From time to time he took a sip. With the other hand, he was touching my ass. 

	Take off your clothes, but keep dancing for me. 

	I did as my client asked.  The blouse was the first thing I took off, without getting up from him.  It was see-through anyway.  To take off my skirt, I stood up, but then I sat back down on top of him.  Mr.  Ripoll's face showed excitement but also satisfaction because of the power he had over me.  He was used to whores obeying him.  He paid them and they were his for a few hours.  They were not his property, but they were his usufruct.  The property remained in the hands of their real owners, their pimps, pimps orhusbands.  [And you?  Are you on your own or are you also owned by someone?  Who is your "husband", our husband or Gerardo? ] 

	Mr.  Ripoll would write a report to Gerardo, so I'd better do my best. Besides, I still had to sign the contract extension. 

	-Wait! Mr.  Ripoll exclaimed, as I stood up to take off my panties.  Come on!  Turn around! 

	I turned around and put my ass in front of his face.  Ripoll, the fetishist collector, took it upon himself to pull down my panties.  With a spank on my ass he gave me a hint to get my feet out of them.  He even bent down to pick them up off the floor.  Before he could give me another spanking, I turned around, just in time to see him sniffing my panties.  Caughtred-handed, he blushed.  Next, he stuffed my panties into his jacket pocket.  I put the dinner, I put the drinks from the minibar, I put the condoms, my body. . .  and even my panties!  Fortunately, they were cheap, from the flea market. After the previous time, I had already sensed that something like this would happen. 

	-Oh! " exclaimed Mr.  Ripoll, admiring my flaming pubic hair. had already caught his attention the previous time. 

	Ripoll, this time, did caress my sex.  His fingers ran through the hairs of my pubic hair as if they were a comb.  They also ran over my vulva and clitoris.  I gasped.  After the previous day of frustrated orgasms with Gerard, it was very easy to ignite my flame, if it wasn't already lit.  Unconsciously, I wiggled my hips, seeking that brush of his fingers.  Every time I got him to touch my clitoris this way, I moaned.  I closed my eyes. I see my husband watching in the corner.  And, curiously, I see Gerardo watching from the other.  

	Suddenly, I opened them again.  Mr.  Ripoll had just put one of the little bottles in my vagina. It was the whiskey one. 

	No! " I exclaimed and tried to push his hand away. 

	-Quiet!  -said Mr.  Ripoll, "Freeze!  -he repeated.  

	His tone said, "I have paid you.  You belong to me during this time.  This dance is danced as I say. " He began to masturbate me with the little bottle as if it were a dildo, faster and faster.  The physical sensation wasn't bad - let alone being in need of an orgasm as I was - but it wasn't right what he was doing to me.  That was a bottle - albeit a small one, from the mini-bar - and not a dildo! I can't allow that!  

	I knelt down and lunged at his crotch.  I unzipped his fly and pulled out his cock.  It was hard and fully erect.  I had already forgotten what it was like to pull a cock like that out of my pants.  With Gerardo, I used to have to get it hard after pulling it out of his pants. And Daniel used to be caged. 

	Ripoll, fortunately, forgot about the little bottle.  My fervor in throwing myself at his crotch and opening his fly had shown him that there were better pleasures for him. The little bottle was ejected from my pussy. 

	But I had been hasty.  I wasn't going to blow him without a condom.  Whores didn't do that.  I had to look after my husband's health. And Gerardo's.  [Ah!  And mine you forget?  Of course, since I'm just an insignificant little voice. . . ] I gave him a furtive lick on the frenulum, so as not to disappoint him.  He's going to do a report and he still has to sign the contract. I got up to get a condom, but Mr.  Ripoll grabbed my arm. 

	-Not in such a hurry," he said.  Get on top. Dance some more. 

	And so I did, to the sound of imaginary music. What was the record Gerardo put on?  My naked sex rubbed against his naked cock.  I gasped.  Ripoll kissed me, drowning my gasps.  [Hey, real whores don't kiss.  Why do you do it?  What do you know about real whores?  There are those that kiss and those that don't kiss.  The luxurious ones, generally they usually kiss}.  [And you?  What would you know about that?  Just because you've read a book about prostitution you think that. . . ] Shut up!  Ripoll pulled down the cup of my top and pulled out my breast.  I moaned when she took the nipple in her mouth.  I was horny after all.  Sometimes whores get really horny, too.  Any objections?  

	I felt his cock thrusting inside me.  Quickly, I grabbed it with my hand. No, that can't be!  Without a condom, no way!  But it wasn't his cock.  It was still rubbing against my clit.  It was wet with presemen or maybe my vaginal fluids.  Mr.  Ripoll is going to have to explain to his beloved wife why his pants are dirty, right where his crotch is.  The bastard had put a little bottle in me again!  This time it was the Coke bottle.  {Of course!  Ha, ha.  He put his cola in you.  His Coke}.  He was pumping the little bottle in and out of my pussy at high speed.  Now I could clearly feel his wrist slapping against my ass as he did it.  Don't do that!  But what do you think I am?  As I said before, the physical sensation wasn't bad at all, but the mental one. 

	-Stop!  -I ordered him.  That's not part of the deal," I explained, trying to soften my outburst. he was a customer. 

	-Then make it so," he said dryly. I await your proposal for improvement. 

	What had Gerardo told me?  He had taught me that everything was negotiable in life and that, rather than giving a no, it was preferable to put an excessively high price. And what price do I put on this, if I really don't want him to do it?  Once again, I felt reduced to a business transaction.  I was not Gemma to him.  I wasn't even Mrs.  or Miss Avril.  That she was responsible for the success or failure of the services we would perform for his company had no meaning, much less value to him.  To him she was just another whore.  If anything, she was a novelty.  She was a new girl. And she was a whore secretary, something new and unheard of, something that had truly caught his attention and whetted his appetite, despite being saturated with so many whores. 

	-Let's go to bed.  Fuck me.  I need your cock inside me," I encouraged him in a fake husky voice. I was eager to end this charade. 

	The morbidity was suddenly gone.  The previous time everything had been new and strange to me.  I had had other thoughts in my mind.  I had done it for Gerardo, to save him, to save the company and to save my colleagues.  [And to save yourself].  I had done it without expecting any reward or compensation in return. [Bah!  You knew very well that your boss is generous and usually rewards efforts].  No, really, that's where you're wrong, my little voice.  Look inside me again.  I did it for him and because I was morbid about the experience.  The latter I confess.  But I didn't do it thinking that he would give me something in return.  But this time, it was part of the agreement.  I was part of the terms of the contract (not the written ones, but the ones Gerardo had agreed with the client).  And in return, as compensation, as pay, I would receive a company car.  That amounted to around four or five hundred euros a month, taking into account the cost of the leasing and the payment to the Treasury for the taxes for payment in kind that the company would assume for me.  And here I am, doing my part, in the same bed I will sleep in later.  

	[Four hundred euros for one night a month is not exactly a luxury whore.  You're a rather cheap whore.  Whores in brothels charge fifty euros per half hour.  Do the math and multiply the number of half hours you will be with this client].  

	{You're always so negative.  That's the equivalent of four hours of service.  Unless you include dinner, I doubt it's going to come to that much.  She's not that cheap, this whore of ours.  Besides, she's not in it for the money}.   

	[No, he's doing it for a car, no shit! ]  

	{He does it for the love of art}.  

	I do it because I want to!  And leave me the hell alone!  

	It felt strange.  It was only a hotel room, but it was my room and it was my bed.  I was putting everything on my side:  the dinner, the minibar drink, the condoms, my body, my panties and even my bed!  And what was I getting in return? [Guapa, that book you read about the abominable exploitation of prostitutes in brothels, where do you think they perform the services with the clients?  If you remember, they do it like you, in the same bed where they sleep afterwards.  Ah, doesn't this seem so glamorous to you anymore]?  In a way, it felt like an assault on my privacy.  Possibly, I would have felt better if we had done it somewhere else. partly why I had chosen a different hotel to stay at this time. 

	  

	***

	  

	negromante-black:  

	"Hello Gema.  Today I received through Amazon your book, although I had read it before through the Kindle.  In the physical one we received there are a series of black and white photos.  My question is if they are yours.  Apart from this, comment that my wife and promising hotwife is reading the book very carefully, to get ideas for her next actions.  I would also like to thank younormalizing this attitude that is proliferating more and more thanks to people like you

	  

	Gema Hot Wife (no, I had not been able to fall asleep easily after the experience with Mr.  Ripoll's clown, so I had set about updating my blog)

	"Thank you for buying it. Please leave me a review on Amazon, if that's okay with you. 

	Yes, those photos are mine; I hope you like them.  I'm very shy about posting photos of myself on the Internet, but with the print edition, I've dared.  All but a few of the photos are from encounters with a lover, where Daniel was lucky enough to be present. In one of them you can see how he's groping me

	As scheming as you are, I don't think you need many ideas for your wife. . .  ha, ha, ha, ha. 

	When I started writing, I had three goals

	First of all, I wanted to help other women develop their sexuality.  It's funny that we are the ones who benefit the most from this lifestyle and are also the most reluctant to embark on it. wanted to write something that would help other women. 

	Secondly, I wanted to tell it in an entertaining and exciting way, but from my perspective as a female.  I am very bad at English.  My husband says that in the Anglo-Saxon language there are many more stories that are quite well written, but in Cervantes' language, he only finds the usualpick-up-and-go stories.  When he was trying to convince me to become a hotwife, he was looking for stories to read to me, but it was not easy for him to find stories that were suitable for women. decided to write, based on my own story, trying to contribute something that I think is scarce in our language. 

	Thirdly, I've always wanted to write, but I never got around to it.  I lacked the motivation and the subject matter.  Well, I think I got it right with this, because, although it takes me quite some time, I'm also enjoying it. What satisfies me most is reading your comments and seeing that you like it

	  

	(It should be clarified that these photos were only available in my first edition of the printed book.  In successive editions I had eliminated them. Although I had dared to include some of my photos in my blog -I had my reasons for doing so. . . -, I was and still am shy about showing myself publicly). 

	  

	Okay, this was not exactly the comment I had written at that moment in the hotel room.  I wasn't in the mood for long comments.  But the thoughts had been that.  I was writing and keeping the blog as a way to express myself and to help other couples, but mostly to help other women. And you think you are helping them, writing so blithely about prostitution? ] 

	  

	***

	  

	I was not expecting this.  I had gone to Mr.  Ripoll's office the next morning. Of the clown.  I had gone to review the papers with him and his work team.  After all, apart from fornicating with him, I was also coordinating the exchange of information so that we could better manage his accounts.  So far, everything had been going normally. I had had several meetings in the morning with those involved in each task, from the financial director to Mr.  Ripoll's secretary. 

	Then, he had called me to his office to finalize a few things before I left,and to get him to sign the contract extension at once!  [It's better that he doesn't sign it.  You give up the company car and get rid of having to do the monthly service with this idiot].  We were discussing some details, when he told me to blow him, right there in his office!  The door was closed, but not locked.  Maybe he has his secretary well trained and knows to prevent any interruptions while he's in a meeting.  [Yes, of course.  As well trained as you.  What you do, Gema, other women don't do.  Don't try to normalize what you do].  Fortunately, I had left my travel suitcase in his office and inside it I had the condoms.  Next time, Daniel, you buy flavored ones.  Yuck!  Latex sucks!  

	  

	***

	  

	Back on the AVE to Madrid, I took out my laptop and took the opportunity to continue working on my second book and update my blog

	"Honey, are you going to continue to allow other men to demand blow jobs from your wife in their offices? 

	I gave my husband a summary of what had happened last night with Mr.  Ripoll, albeit eliminating most of the reflections.  The lurid details I would tell Daniel live, but about how I had felt, I had yet to decide if I wanted to share that with my husband. He had enough on his plate without worrying me unnecessarily.  I can handle this on my own. I finished the brief narrative by writing

	"There was no doubt that I had become a prostitute.  Do you still love me like that, darling? 

	I looked at the calendar and decided when I wanted my husband to read it and scheduled the publication.  Next, I wrote the text for another publication that I would also schedule.  I knew that it drove my husband crazy - in a good way - to keep receiving successive additions to the information.  This way I always had the doubt of whether I had told him everything and left room for his imagination.  At first, with Silvestre, one of the rules had been that I would tell him everything.  But after my first withholding of information, Daniel had agreed to modify that rule, allowing me to withhold parts to tell him later and others to keep for myself, as a space of intimacy.  Of course, I didn't know at the time that Silvestre was informing my husband of everything from behind and that nothing - or few things - had really been a surprise for my husband.  In a way, he had played a trick on me, making me feel bad for not having told him everything, when he played with marked cards.  If from time to time, because of what I was writing now, he had a heart attack (not literally! ), it served him right. I left the next publication scheduled

	"Didac used me twice.  And then he went home to sleep, leaving me alone with the two condoms filled with his semen. Gerardo asked me to take a selfie, with the two condoms on my body

	  

	***

	  

	New update on my blog

	"Little by little, we keep moving forward. . .  I sense that I'll be about halfway through, approximately

	  

	I attached the screenshot of the last sentences I had just written from my second book. It was provisional page one hundred and sixty-two

	"But who do you think you are?  A little respect, you're in my house.  Just because I invited you to enjoy my wife, doesn't mean you can insult me to my face like that.  And I won't allow you to treat her like a whore either.  This has gone out of control and I'm going to put an end to it! My husband pounced on my lover, ready to force him out of the house

	  

	***

	  

	I think I've mentioned it before:  I didn't like driving in Madrid.  I have never had any problems driving, but I found the traffic in Madrid too stressful.  Until a few years ago, I wouldn't have dared to make the commute from my home in Alcobendas to work in Las Rozas, but being a hotwife was helping me to wake up in that aspect too. [More than being a hotwife, the whore secretary of an unscrupulous businessman].  Even so, I avoided, as much as possible, the most chaotic roads of Madrid. 

	The original idea had been to leave the car parked in some street in Las Rozas, between Gerardo's house and the office.  I would have taken the cab back from Atocha to where I would have parked the car.  However, in the end I had ended up parking in Gerardo's garage.  He could be very convincing.  On the way back from the trip, I should therefore stop by his house.  It had become late, as the meeting at the client's office had dragged on and I had had to delay the ticket.  Fortunately, my Renfe round-trip ticket allowed this without any problems.  I had taken a late return ticket, with the anticipation of being able to bring it forward, which was no problem as long as there was room.  But, in the end, I had not been able to bring it forward and had to return on the train indicated on the ticket.  It was not the last one, but it was one of the last. It had gotten dark and Gerardo had convinced me with good arguments and with ease that it was better for me to spend the night with him, instead of driving at night. 

	Actually, I had not said anything.  When we arrived at his house, Gerardo had put his index finger over my lips, preventing me from speaking, and had begun to undress me slowly.  That was all he had done.  I had already warned my husband from the train. And Daniel had not been surprised. 

	  

	***

	  

	Gema had warned me that I would be late.  First, she had called me, telling me that she would not be able to take the train she had scheduled.  Then, she had sent me a message from the train, apologizing.  Of course, I had told him that nothing was wrong, that it was not his fault. Travel is like that.  We had chatted briefly.  She had told me that everything had gone great with the client and that she felt strange but great.  And finally, she had told me that she would be staying over at Gerardo's house.  She had claimed that she was very tired and that she didn't think she was capable of driving at night in that state.  Of course, that was something I had expected.  I already knew my wife.  

	He was right, about driving at night.  I did it in every way and on the same road.  In winter, the days are short and it was irremediable that, either in the morning to go to work or in the afternoon to return, I would catch hours without sun.  But I understood perfectly well that I did not want to do it after a tiring journey.  The train was comfortable.  I often took it myself.  But it was still a three-hour trip, depending on the train.  The crux was not there, and I understood that.  The crux was in what I had done with the client and how he had felt.  As much as I said everything had gone phenomenally, I knew I would have to pay an emotional toll for it. Those things leave their mark.  That's why I had prepared a romantic dinner for him.  I had set about cooking it myself.  It was nothing spectacular.  It was better to keep it simple than to screw it up.  I still didn't have much experience in the kitchen, despite everything, despite my new role as submissive husband.  Cuckold, submissive, asshole, and beaten.  {Come on, don't say that!  You have to understand her}.  I had prepared dinner for her, candles included, to show my support.  And hopefully, claim her later in bed and make her mine again.  I was uncomfortable with what I was doing.  But I couldn't deny that there was also something exciting about it.  She's grown up.  She makes her own decisions.  She loves me.  And he always comes back to me.  

	But that night, my wife would not come back to me.  And that really pissed me off.  That night, it would be her lover, the old fox, who would claim her, not me, her husband.  He would claim her after herinfidelity, instead of me.  But who the fuck was he?  Who the fuck did he think he was?  It was up to me to claim her!  It was up to me to make love to her, before and after an infidelity, not to him, not to the corneador!  Gerardo was not playing fair, that was clear.  The problem was that Gema didn't see it or didn't want to see it.  She was blind or closed her eyes.  Or looked the other way, for certain things.  And I couldn't tell her anything.  New relationship energy?  That should have happened by now.  There was something else.  There was what a submissive feels for his mistress.  Or a submissive for her master.  Yes, her boss, right. . .  Her master.  She wanted her boss to be her master.  And what did he want?  Did he want to be a dominant goreador?  A master goreador?  Gerardo didn't play by those rules. There was something else. 

	And what could I do? {You can trust that he loves you and only you.  In the end, she always comes back, if she ever leaves}.  If I got into an argument with her, it was worse.  If I threw it in her face that she despised the reclamation dinner I had prepared for her, I would only get to argue with her.  But it's not fair for him to reclaim it!  That's for me to do!  I didn't want her to feel bad.  That would bring me no benefit.  And my wife deserved better.  After all, I had started it all, with that stupid (but oh so good! ) story about Silvana.  I wanted to support her.  But everything had its limits.  Cuckold, submissive, asshole, beaten and despised.  I could only accept it and wait.  Accept it, wait and support her.  [Advise her, too, but gently].  I was her better half, not him. The universe had conspired for me to find her and for her to find me.  Me! 

	Gema had slept with him. And I had slept with the enormous emptiness. 

	  

	***

	  

	Gerardo undressed me slowly, garment by garment.  Normally, he recreated himself by seeing me in heels and garter belt, but this time he simply undressed me completely, while he remained clothed. He did it very slowly, with a strange mixture of delicacy and firmness, while his fingers took the opportunity to graze my skin. 

	My boss led me to the couch and sat down.  I curled up next to him, with my head on his lap, letting him caress my head.  My complete nakedness contrasted with his attire, always so formal, always in a suit, though, at home, without the tie and jacket.  We were silent like that for a while.  Then he broke the silence and asked how things had gone:  if I was doing well. . .  if the papers were going well. . .  and. . .  if the client was satisfied.  I answered yes to all three questions.  I had organized the work and got him to sign the contract extension. Mr.  Ripoll now "legally" had the usufruct over me for a few hours, once a month.  And Gerardo was counting on a handsome income and profits in his department.  Are you satisfied with me?  His fingertips ran down my back.  All I needed to do was purr like a cat.  Gerardo interrupted the caresses momentarily to light up a cigar, apparently satisfied with everything, with his life, with the results and with me. His characteristic smell began to flood the room. 

	I sat up slightly and unzipped his fly to pull out his cock.  It was still soft.  I kissed it on the outside and then took it into my mouth, sucking gently, letting it grow inside me.  My gaze was lost in infinity, sailing in that sea of strange emotions.  The tobacco from his cigar intoxicated me, as did the peculiar character of my boss.  The taste of the presemen mixed with the aroma of his cigar and his scent penetrated me through my mouth and nose. . .  and soon it would do so through another part of my body as well.  Was I still his special assistant with special duties?  Why was I still disgusted by that smell while it excited me at the same time? I resisted letting it enter my pores, but, once it saturated them, I felt it filled a strange emptiness and my doubts turned to calm. 

	I tried to get off the couch to remove his pants so I could reach his balls, but my boss prevented me from doing so.  Instead, he got up and instructed me to lie down on the couch, with my head on the edge.  Gerard removed his pants and boxers and positioned himself behind my head.  From behind, he placed his already erect cock over my lips. I opened my mouth and he needed no further invitation to enter. 

	Gerardo took my hand and brought it to my sex.  I interpreted that he wanted me to masturbate, while he penetrated my mouth from behind.  Would he also allow me to cum?  On Monday he hadn't allowed me to, because he wanted me willing for the client.  And Tuesday night with Mr.  Ripoll's whoremonger, I hadn't been able to cum either, despite my initial excitement. That vanished from one moment to the next.  I needed relief.  Gerardo was slowly taking his cock in and out of my mouth.  His member wasn't very big, but it didn't even come close to fitting all the way in my mouth.  Gerard didn't force the situation; he pushed only a little and let me do most of the stroking with my head and lips.  His balls bumped against my nose and, like the rest of his body, exhaled that characteristic smell of his.  

	-You can cum," he authorized me, "but let me know.  I want to unload in your mouth at the same time.  

	Gerardo's proposal catapulted me and I began to masturbate frantically.  I needed to cum.  I ran my other hand behind my head, towards my boss's buttocks, trying to set the pace that way.  I already felt myself approaching climax and pulled him to me, encouraging him to penetrate my mouth further.  At the same time, I redoubled my tongue efforts.  I wanted him to cum at the same time.  Gerard felt my agitation and that spurred his excitement.  

	-I'm cumming! he exclaimed, even though he had said he wanted to wait until I did it first, so we could both cum at

	His scream brought me to climax and a train of orgasms coursed through my nether regions.  Gerard pushed his cock all the way into my mouth, causing me to choke, and unloaded his cum down my throat.  Had it not been for the fact that I was also cumming at the same time, the crash of his glans against my uvula would have caused me to vomit, but under the influence of a multiple orgasm, everything was different.  The world seemed different.  Even Mr.  Ripoll and his rights over me seemed different. Are you satisfied with your kitten?  

	  

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXVI – The SCULPTING Demon 

	  

	"My cat Willy.  Sometimes I wish I was a cat.  

	Mon chat Willy.  Des fois j'aimerais être un chat. " - negromante-black 

	"Et moi, je suis déjà une chatte :  douce dehors, mais chasseuse dedans. " - Gemma V.  Avril 

	  

	  

	New update on Gema's blog

	"Did you find it easier this way, my love? Caged, me sitting on your face

	  

	My wife had written that, after returning home on Thursday, finally.  She had left on a Monday and returned on Thursday.  Gerard had cum in her on Monday, the client had cum in her on Tuesday night and Wednesday morning (with a condom; the condoms I had bought) and, finally, Gerard had cum in her again on Wednesday night and Thursday morning, before they left for work together. Gema had returned home Thursday afternoon, with her little present. 

	We had kissed.  And we had embraced.  I had clung to her like to a ledge to avoid falling into the abyss.  Finally, I had her in my arms again.  I didn't know what was going on between her and her boss, beyond what she posted on her blog and some additional little tidbit she told me.  But I didn't care.  She was home, back home, in my arms.  The emptiness I had felt was suddenly filled with a strong feeling of love.  She could have any man.  She was no longer dependent on me for anything.  But she was with me. What did it matter what I did or didn't do in intimacy with him? 

	It didn't take us long to go up to the bedroom.  I wanted so badly to feel her again, skin to skin, sex to sex, heart to heart.  But it was she who took my hand and pulled me up the stairs to the bedroom floor. I followed her sil. 

	"Do you want me to tell you what I did in Barcelona? " she had asked me. 

	And I had answered no. had answered that, at that moment, the only thing I wanted was to feel her. 

	She had ordered me to undress. I had placed, as usual, my clothes on the chair, neatly folded, even though I was dying of impatience to be with her. 

	"Did you wear the pink ones? " she had noted contentedly.  "You know they're the ones I like best. " She was obviously referring to my panties.  The black ones were the least apparent. The pink and fuchsia ones were the most feminine. 

	Gema had pulled up her secretary skirt and taken off her panties.  And she had shown them to me.  Hers were black. But they were dirty, with something white and sticky. 

	"Gerardo has cum inside me, this morning," he had explained to me, as if it were the most normal thing in the world. "Lie down on the bed. "

	And I had done it, face up.  Gema had then pulled my panties down below mylittle balls.  She had fondled them.  And she had played a little with my chastity device.  My cock had quivered in anticipation.  

	Then Gemma had produced from somewhere the key to my chastity device.  I had not seen her take it from anywhere.  She didn't wear it around her neck.  That space was now occupied by the choker her boss had given her.  She didn't wear it on her anklet either.  Maybe she had taken it to Barcelona in her purse.  Possibly, before entering the house, she had tucked it in her bra or in the waistband of her skirt.  In any case, she had produced the key from somewhere and put it demonstratively on the bedside table.  Of course, we had a key at home, for emergency situations.  I myself had fabricated a device so that my wife could tell if I had used it.  To do this, I had kept the key in an SD memory card sleeve.  I had punctured the sleeve to pass through the hole the numbered flange that the chastity device came with when we bought it.  To open the holster, it was necessary to break the flange and, because it was numbered, Gemma would know that she had used it.  It was for emergencies.  Of course, the hard way, she could also twist the padlock and the plastic hitch on the chastity device would surely break.  It was even possible that she could pull herlittle balls through the ring.  It would be painful but doable.  Another thing would be to put the device back on.  Or I could use some pins to open the lock, like a thief would do.  But there was no question of cheating.  I was happy being caged.  I didn't find it humiliating.  I found it protected me and gave a special meaning to when we had penetrative sex.  Not being able to use the key without my wife noticing was enough.  Because if I have the key just out of my reach, for example, in my nightstand drawer, the temptation would be too great to use it inadvertently.  I know that I would use any excuse to deceive myself and deceive her.  I would use it with the excuse of washing myself better, for example.  And from there to doing other things I shouldn't, it would be a small step too tempting for me.  

	Gemma had pulled her skirt up to her hips and straddled my mouth. hadn't even undressed. 

	"Do this for me," he had told me. "It's important to me. "

	And with those words, she hadforced meto give her a cunnilingus.  She had forced me to clean the cum that Gerardo's old fox had deposited inside her.  It had made me sick to my stomach to do it.  Of course, come to think of it, where would her cum be by now, eight or ten hours later?  In purely physical terms, little or nothing would be left.  But in psychological terms, there was still almost all of it.  My wife's abundant pubic hair didn't help make it any easier or more pleasant to clean her down there.  Gerardo didn't mind, because he never ate her pussy.  That's only done by me.  It was something special that I did with her.  It was an intimate experience.  It was something exclusive, one of the few exclusive things I still have left.  

	The way Gemma had asked me to do it had turned me on.  She hadn't asked me to do it.  She had demanded it.  She had left me no choice.  That assertive way, I liked it on her.  And it made it easier for me.  Just like the chastity device made it easier.  The actual act of cleaning her was disgusting, even more so considering whose cum it was.  But my wife's ways had made me horny.  I had licked her to orgasm.  I had not found it difficult.  Gema was very horny.  It turned her on when I did it.  And it turned me on.  And I had stuck my tongue in her vagina.  I hadn't done it because the taste turned me on.  I had done it to show her my devotion to her. And my support, Gema, even if there are times when I find it very difficult.  In those moments when I saw her so sure of herself, at least with me, so demanding of me, everything was much easier.  I wasn't doing it because the act of doing it turned me on.  I was doing it because it turned me on that it turned her on. My chastity device and my inability to masturbate and pleasure myself while doing it attested to that. 

	Then, after cumming on my tongue, Gema had kissed me deeply.  We had shared her lover's fluids in her mouth and mine, and hers!  If I had been in her place, after cumming, I would have had a hard time doing what she had done.  Everything was always more difficult for me after cumming.  But maybe women are different in that respect.  Or, maybe my wife was just really out of control and insatiable.  It had been a lascivious kiss.  But it had also been full of meaning.  Gemma and I were one.  

	Afterwards, Gema had released me.  She had undressed, although she had left her garter belt, stockings and heels on.  I liked those clothes too.  Gerardo was not the only one. And thanks to him I see her more often like that.  And we had made love.  It had been sublime to feel her like that again.  There are many ways to make love.  But feeling her vagina with my penis, penetrating her, that was unsurpassed.  Especially after having been in chastity for so long.  It was becoming a special event. It was a well-deserved reward. 

	I had tried to hold on and stretch it out as long as possible to enjoy myself with her.  But I had not been able to avoid getting overexcited.  I had cum relatively early.  Gema had not shown to be disappointed.  But I would have preferred to prolong those magnificent sensations.  However, it had not been possible.  I had become overexcited and lost control.  And Gema, seeing that I was about to cum, had exclaimed:  "Come! ".  It had been an unnecessary order, because at that point, I could do nothing but cum.  But it had been an order nonetheless.  Gemma had gotten the hang of telling me when to cum.  Usually it was a count to ten.  But on this occasion, there hadn't been time for that many numbers.  Gema had ordered it and I had cum.  Yes, I would have in any case. But the point was that she had ordered it and I had done it. 

	In the same way, Gema had given me the next order.  She had ordered me to clean up my own cum for her.  And I had done it.  But it had turned out to be more difficult than cleaning her boss's cum.  The chastity device made many things easier.  Showering wasn't among them.  Exercising wasn't either.  But obeying was.  Doing anything after cumming was always harder. Even obeying.  Especially obeying.  

	Why do I love you so much?  Why do you always end up being so much more than I imagine?  

	  

	***

	  

	New update on my blog

	"I have uncaged my husband during this long weekend (Monday is a holiday in Madrid) and told him he has an open bar

	Take advantage while you can, love! 

	  

	***

	  

	negromante-black:  

	"Hello Gema.  Again, I hope you have recovered from your wanderings in Barcelona.  Today's question is about your duality.  Let me explain:  On the one hand, you are a dominant hotwife and under that role you submit Daniel to your desires, feeding his desires in your way and not as he would like.  On the other hand, under the role of submissive hotwife with your boss, you even accept to sleep with clients for unwritten additional clauses.  In which of the two facets do you feel more comfortable?  In which one do you feel more identified? Thanks as always. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Well that's one of the things I like about being a hotwife, that I can play both roles.  Now that I know both sides (I was clueless in the beginning and was rather submissive in the everyday relationship side and vanilla in the sex side), I wouldn't give up either of them.  What's more, I don't think they are two separable things. 's a single bichromatic facet. 

	And I don't take this 100 percent seriously either, in the sense that I'm not a fundamentalist.  I'm not a feminazi who dominates her husband cruelly.  We've simply found that it's a turn-on for both of us, and that it helps him have a better character and makes him feel better that way.  Likewise, I don't see myself as a devoted submissive who will do anything for her master either. see it more as a game that is exciting and allows us to discover new things

	  

	***

	  

	New posts on my blog

	  

	"I've been a good wife this weekend - now is it time to go back to being bad? 

	With a photo of an artistic image of an angel and a demon facing each other, tattooed on a woman's neck. 

	And that was how I felt, like an angel when I behaved submissively and like a demon when, with my husband, I acted domineering. 

	  

	"Together, always. 

	With a picture of two hands - a man's and a woman's - intertwined. 

	  

	"Back to work. 

	With a picture of a secretary or businesswoman spreading her legs and showing her panties. 

	  

	"Love, don't be surprised if tomorrow Gerardo wants me to spend the night with him.  Today I noticed him very horny and I think he really wants to fuck me.  I hope that won't be a problem for you.  Just in case, I'm going to pack a small suitcase and take it with me, because this spending the night at his place, it's starting to become a habit and I need some spare clothes. I love you. 

	With a photo of a man in a suit (more like just his arm), possessively grabbing the breast of a naked woman. 

	  

	***

	  

	Clarification of my answer to a previous question on my blog

	I have been reminded that in a previous negromancer-black question I did not answer about what he was asking about how I think my husband feels

	One thing you should keep in mind is that here I don't relate everything that goes on between my husband and I, which is largely the same as in any other loving couple.  There arelove affairs, discussions about mundane matters, kissing, etc. Much of my life is normal, like that of any married woman. 

	Daniel's psyche is not easy to understand.  He has many twisted fantasies; I've been discovering that little by little.  But what exactly they are and to what extent they are just fantasies or whether he wants to make them come true and with what intensity. . .  that remains a mystery to me.  I can only explore and grope.  It could be as easy as asking him, but my husband is not like that.  He doesn't like to open up that way; he prefers me to explore him.  One thing I've learned is that he likes me to surprise him and push him to the limit.  Am I pushing Gerardo's boundaries?  It's possible - my husband certainly isn't very comfortable with the situation - but maybe that's precisely what he's attracted to.  It attracts him and repulses him at the same time, it excites him and torments him, he feels proud to give me that freedom and at the same time he feels humiliated. It is the storm of contradictory emotions that pampering cuckolds experience. 

	But there comes a point where it's no longer just about their fantasies, but mine as well.  Whoever thinks I'm doing this for money is wrong.  I do it because I have that fantasy and I want to see if I'm capable of doing it.  It's a challenge to prove my sexual freedom to myself.  And money is part of that fantasy.  In a way, thanks to this experience, I'm understanding better what my little horned sweetie feels; I'm understanding how he can like that mix of mixed emotions. And that makes us feel closer. 

	  

	***

	  

	I had packed a small suitcase to have spare clothes at Gerardo's house.  It was something I should have done a long time ago.  It was clear that my boss wasn't satisfied with just a fuck or two.  He wanted me to spend the night with him, in his house, in his bed, cuddled up to him.  That was not something we had stipulated in the contract beforehand.  But, to tell the truth, I felt comfortable spending the night with him from time to time.  Waking up next to him still felt strange.  But I felt an enormous calmness when I was with him.  There was something he offered me that my husband did not do and that neither Silvestre nor Luis Alberto had done.  Neither my first boyfriend had been able to fill that hole in me, which until recently I didn't know I had.  It was strange, but Gerardo was a father and a lover at the same time, besides being my boss.  I was beginning to understand that I saw in him the father figure I had always lacked. It was doubly strange, because a father figure is not usually associated with sex. 

	Because I lived alone, Gerardo had plenty of space in his house and had offered me an entire closet for myself.  I didn't need nearly that much. But in the end I had taken the guest room as a huge private dressing room. 

	Of course, the first thing I did as soon as I arrived at his house was not to worry about the closet.  In the foyer, before letting him speak, even before kissing him, I had knelt down, pulled his cock out of his fly without consulting him, and given him a blowjob.  I had done it to show him how much I wanted him and because I really felt like doing it.  While I was sucking him, I had taken off my clothes.  Silvestre had taught me that. Yes, Daniel, it was you through Silvestre.  Well, you should know that now I'm applying it with Gerardo, whether you like it or not.  So far, I hadn't done it that way with Gerardo, because he hadn't demanded it of me.  But I had come back refreshed and full of energy after the weekend.  Daniel had behaved phenomenally, even though he had spent the weekend uncaged.  That had motivated me enormously and I was determined to deepen my submissive relationship with my boss.  Silvestre (i. e.  my husband), had taught me that if the man's cock was exposed, so should be the woman's sexual attributes, specifically her pussy and tits.  Silvestre demanded that I expose them.  And so I had done it with Gerardo, although with some variations.  I had taken off my clothes (which with Silvestre was not necessary; he only demanded that I show my sexual attributes), except for my underwear.  My boss liked to take off my panties himself or watch me take them off slowly.  I was not going to take that pleasure away from him.  If he wanted me to undress completely, he would have time to tell me.  If he preferred me to continue in my underwear, that was fine with me. any case, the contrast of my boss dressed and me naked or semi-naked would be there, just as it should be. 

	With Gerard freshly cumming in my mouth, the rest of the afternoon had been spent in my underwear.  I had put my things in the closet and in the bathroom.  And I had listened to music with him, sitting on his lap, in his big armchair.  Of course, I had made him a whiskey and we had shared it - me just a few sips.  And I had also made him a cigar, just as he had taught me.  But that one, except for the initial puffs to light it, I had not shared with him. Yuck!  It hadn't helped that Gerardo had given me to sniff the different types of cigars and that I liked the smell of the tobacco leaves. The problem was that I hated the smell of burning tobacco leaves. 

	Next, he had taken me to a nice restaurant.  I had put on a nice dress, the same as the one for Christmas dinner.  That one would stay in my new dressing room, at home.  I was more likely to wear it with my boss than with my husband.  Gerardo had smiled happily. all accounts, he liked to show off hiswife, but who could blame him? 

	The restaurant was the same as the other time.  The waiter had brought the menu and I had taken it, ready to study it carefully this time.  But Gerardo had taken it out of my hands without a word.  He had only winked at me.  Then he had ordered for himself and for me. For dessert, I had ordered that strange black ice cream again. 

	  

	***

	  

	Message to my husband, previously scheduled on my blog, before leaving home

	"He's going to fuck me today. Several times.  Are you going to let him, love? "

	  

	Of course you will allow it.  And as a good husband, you will then show me your support and clean me up.  

	  

	***

	  

	When I came back from dinner at the restaurant, Gerardo blindfolded me and asked me to undress.  He asked me to take off everything - even my panties - except my stockings and heels. . .  and the choker he had given me on a previous occasion.  Then, he instructed me to take the vibrating bullet.  I knew it was in a box in the living room, but, blindfolded, I couldn't see.  Gerardo kept instructing me to reach for it, guiding my blinded steps.  Blindfolded, I felt totally helpless and dependent on him.  I had confidence in him, but try it once with your partner!  You don't even need to be blindfolded, try closing your eyes and let your partner guide you.  You will see that it is not easy and you will understand what I felt at that moment.  Slowly I achieved my goal and Gerardo guided me back to my initial position. then asked me to masturbate with the vibrator, but warned me not to cum. 

	The vibrating bullet had a powerful vibration and it didn't usually take long to reach orgasm.  That time was no exception either.  When I was about to, Gerardo told me to stop.  

	Put down the toy and hand me a cigar," he ordered

	With my boss's directions, I managed to reach the cigar box.  But Gerardo not only wanted me to bring it to him, he wanted me to prepare and light it.  He gave me detailed instructions for my hands to find the cigar cutter and guillotine the cigar.  The instructions were meticulous, down to the millimeter, and I had to correct them several times.  

	He then asked me to hold it to my nose and sniff it.  The tobacco had a pleasant aroma.  As I said before, I like the dry smell of it; what I didn't like was the smoke.  Next, I had to find the giant match he used to first heat and then light the cigar.  The previous time I had done it with the gas lighter, but I had seen Gerardo do it with the match on other occasions.  It was very difficult and I messed up more than one match, but Gerardo was patient with me. [That's because they are only matches.  If it's a cigar that you spoil. . . ].  Cigars don't light with the same ease as a cigar, they require the flame to be applied for a longer time.  

	Then came the hardest part:  Gerardo asked me to take a few puffs to check that it was lit. Yuck!  Despite my reluctance, I obeyed.  What else could I do? coughed and choked. 

	As a reward, Gerardo allowed me to take the vibrating bullet again.  He asked me to reach down, unzip his fly and - well, you know what - . . .  while I applied the vibrator with one hand.  The taste of his cock was joined by the aroma of his cigar. [A cigar in Gerardo's mouth, a cigar in your mouth.  Which one tastes better? ] 

	On the verge of cumming, Gerardo made me stop again.  Now he wanted a glass of his favorite drink.  I got up, but I didn't know what to do with the vibrator.  My boss told me to turn it off and hold it in my mouth.  Then he walked me through it step by step.  I took the glass, went to the kitchen for ice, returned to the living room, found the bottle he wanted and poured the precise amount of whiskey into the glass.  Gerardo had meticulously supervised every step, without leaving my side. had given me detailed instructions and made me correct every millimeter that I didn't get right. 

	I went back to his chair and he took the glass from my hand.  I was still holding the vibrating bullet in my mouth and saliva was starting to leak out of me.  I felt my chin full of drool.  Gerardo took two ices from his glass of whiskey and applied them to my nipples.  Surprised, I shuddered and my nipples immediately became hard.  

	Drop the vibrator.  Now! 

	I opened my mouth.  I didn't hear it fall to the floor, so I sensed that I would have caught it with my hand.  My theory was soon confirmed when I heard its buzzing and felt its vibration on my clitoris.  On the verge of orgasm again, Gerard put the vibrator away and ordered me to open my mouth.  He then inserted an ethyl-flavored ice cube into my mouth. Then, he stuck one or two fingers into my vagina and began to fuck me with them, while I held the ice cube on my tongue. 

	Bend down and suck me again," he ordered, when the ice in my mouth had almost completely melted

	He had almost no feeling in his tongue, but even so I could tell he shivered under the temperature contrast in my mouth.  I sucked him, while he savored the cigar and whiskey I had prepared for him.  Blindfolded, I couldn't see him.  But that didn't stop me fromseeing his face of happiness and satisfaction. 

	But Gerardo didn't want to cum in my mouth; he had other plans.  

	-Sit on top of me.  I don't want to cum in your mouth. want to do it inside you, deep inside you. 

	I straddled him.  His cock immediately plunged into my pussy, his glans ready to kiss the mouth of my uterus.  

	With one hand, Gerardo grabbed my hair and pulled it back, making me expose my throat.  Like a lion, he jumped on my neck and kissed me.  I feared he wanted to give me a hickey.  That recklessness, that mark so common among teenagers was not typical of him.  But he broke away from my neck.  His lips advanced to mine.  I took his head in my hands, pulled his face to me and kissed him. If he was a lion, I was a lioness in heat, after the experience of blindfolding myself. 

	Gerardo pulled away from my mouth.  He tugged again on my hair and pulled me away from him. then took the glass of whiskey and put it in my hand. 

	-Drink!  -he urged me.  

	I had already shared his whiskey with him on other occasions, but I had always done it with timid sips that always burned down my esophagus and that, despite the small amount of alcohol, did not take long to cloud my mind.  In heat as I was, I picked up the glass and took several gulps which, although short, were more than the sips I had managed to take of the whiskey up to that moment. Gerardo whipped my ass with one hand, spurring me like a mare to ride faster. 

	A cloud of smoke passed through my head.  Fortunately, I still had my eyes protected by the blindfold.  I sensed that Gerardo was still smoking the cigar I had prepared for him, while I fucked him vigorously and drank from his glass.  

	The contrasts overwhelmed me and I felt helpless:  He was clothed and I was naked except for the garter belt, stockings and heels.  My skimpy underwear only enhanced my nakedness.  I was blinded, while he could watch me with impunity in every detail.  He was smoking the cigar I had prepared for him, while I drank from his whiskey.  His cock was stuck in my conjugal pussy, while I, the unfaithful wife and whore of my boss, was dripping.  He had cum previously, while I rode in the hope that he would allow me to cum, this time, on his cock.  My husband had taken a big step over the weekend, showing me his support, despite being uncaged.  And I had taken another big step, letting myself be sold by my boss and allowing him to lead me, trusting him blindly. I feel vulnerable, exposed at his mercy.  And I like it.  

	Gerardo asked me to get up and led me to the bedroom. Holding his hand, blindly, I could only trust him. 

	-I want you to be completely naked.  Take everything off," my boss asked me.  Very good. And now, undress me," he then said. 

	As usual, I put each garment -both his and mine- one by one in its place. I was still blindfolded, so Gerardo guided me step by step. 

	-Go to the bathroom to pee. But don't take off your blindfold. 

	Once again, my boss guided me.  With his help and that of my sense of touch, I managed to sit on the toilet bowl.  I struggled to urinate, thinking that he might be at the door, watching me.  Some things are intimate.  I finished, cleaned myself up and groped my way back to the bed; this time, my boss left me alone, without instructions.  

	Lie down on the bed, face up. 

	I obeyed.  I felt my boss's hands spreading my legs. Gerardo got on top of me, in the missionary position. 

	-I'm going to cum deep inside you. I want you to carry my cum inside you all night long," explained my boss, "That's why I made you go to the bathroom first. 

	Gerardo fucked me slowly.  His words continued to echo in my head as he made love to me.  

	-I'm coming. going to fill you up," she warned me of her impending orgasm. 

	His words spurred me on and I came soon after he did. With his cock in my vagina, my uterus twitched spasmodically, gripped by orgasm. 

	  

	***

	  

	New update on my blog

	"Would you like a little present today?  I can get it for you, although Gerardo will possibly put a price on it. But I'd be willing to pay for it, if you want it

	  

	I want you to try it as fresh as possible.  I don't want to take it to you eight hours after Gerardo has fucked me in the morning.  But if I ask him, I know he'll want to negotiate something in return.  It already happened the last time I asked him.  And, in return, he demanded that I spend a night with him, when he asked me to.  That's why I couldn't go straight home when I returned from my trip to Barcelona.  

	  

	***

	  

	New update on my wife's blog

	"When I get home, I want to see you like this. I'll bring you a little present

	  

	Gema had posted the message along with an image of a man in chastity, with garter belt and stockings. To tell you the truth, the image is fine.  It looks good on him.  He has a good type:  athletic, not effeminate.  He's shaved.  It was a good picture.  But it doesn't look like that on me.  I'm not fat, but I'm not that athletic.  And I have a lot of hair.  When I dress like that I look more like an aberration. It looked good on the man. 

	It was March twenty-fourth, two thousand seventeen.  It was Friday.  On Fridays Gema left work at three o'clock in the afternoon.  She had posted the previous message with her question around one o'clock in the afternoon.  This one she had posted at three o'clock, without waiting for my reply to her previous message.  As always, he did whatever he wanted. But that's what I like, even though it makes me uncomfortable.  The message meant that he would stop by Gerardo's house earlier, to fuck.  Or that they would do it in the office.  Or in the car.  He cums more times in and with her than I do.  

	I had already picked up the kitchen, in anticipation that, being Friday, I would be home early from work.  I had been teleworking at home.  Fridays were not a good day to go to the office.  People didn't concentrate.  And you could only get stuck in traffic on the way there and back.  I looked at my watch. How much time do I have left?  {Enough.  Come on, put on a garter belt and some Gem's stockings.  Maybe you two can go back to playing G.  and D. } Yeah, you'd like that, sure.  But it makes me uncomfortable.  

	I preferred the game we had played last weekend.  Gema had uncaged me for the whole weekend.  Monday had been a holiday - they had moved St.  Joseph's Day from Sunday to Monday - so it had been a long weekend.  And I had let off steam with her.  Gemma had allowed me to make love to her without restraint, whenever I felt like it.  She hadn't even applied the countdown (or count to ten; sometimes she counted forward, sometimes backward).  He had allowed me to cum whenever I wanted.  She had even taken off during the weekend the damn choker that Gerardo had given her and that she wore as if it were a wedding ring.  Of coursealways had toclean it afterwards.  At the beginning, I had been very fiery.  We had done it like rabbits.  But then, I had to admit that my ardour had been dissipating and that I had even had to make an effort to have sex with my wife.  Yes, my libido takes time to recharge.  When I was in my twenties, that didn't happen to me.  I hadn't wanted to disappoint her and have her think weird things like I didn't like sleeping with her, that I didn't need it that badly, and that I was better off caged.  On Monday, the last day of my freedom, I had tried to be just as fiery as I had been on Friday, my first day of freedom.  Gema hadn't said anything, but I couldn't help but sense that she thought even Gerardo's old man was more fiery than I was.  In any case, Monday night, after my last fuck with her, we were back to my new -new so to speak- normal.  Gemma had caged me again and I hadn't protested.  {Tell the truth:  you even thanked her}.  And now it was my turn to do my new conjugal duties.  I had to make love to him with my tongue and forget about my Wily.  It was my turn to show my support and devotion to her by cleaning her lover's cum.  I felt a knot in my stomach, for what it meant.  It wasn't just another man's semen.  That's silly.  Semen is semen.  What difference does it make whose semen it is?  There's no chemical difference.  {Besides, if she can swallow it, so can you}.  It was the semen of a lover we hadn't chosen together and who, moreover, I didn't like for her.  I neither like him nor trust him.  {We agree on that.  But I have to remind you of two things:  First, it's her decision.  And second, that if you want to feel the same way she does - and I do - you have to do it}.  

	A wasap notification brought me out of my thoughts.  It was from my wife and it said, "It was quick this time.  I'm on my way.  Put the plug in and get your little ass ready. It's my turn to fuck you. 

	  

	***

	  

	negromante-black:  

	"Hello again Gema.  Now that you are starting to prepare and book your vacation, if Gerardo proposed you to go a couple of weeks of your vacation with him to some paradisiacal and luxurious destination, would you sacrifice part of your vacation with Daniel to be with Gerardo? Thank you for your answer. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Two weeks with Gerardo?  In a paradisiacal place in luxury?  I would ask him for an extra week of vacation -need to negotiate-. That way alone I'd be a week less with my husband:  half and half

	  

	The really interesting question is what Gerardo would do with me, if he had me at his exclusive disposal fourteen days in a row, twenty-four hours a day.  What would the Gem that would return home to Daniel's arms be like?  

	  

	***

	  

	New update on my blog

	"Love, I hope you liked yesterday's little present.  It wasn't easy for me to get it, because Gerardo in those situations is a bit of a pain in the ass. He asked me for something in return. . .  I'll tell you about it. 

	  

	With the picture of a woman, standing, holding her husband's head between her legs, pressing his face against her sex, and the husband pulling her towards him, with his hands on her buttocks. 

	  

	The deeper I sink into submission to Gerardo, the more "demanding" I am becoming of my husband.  If I keep this up, where am I going to take Daniel?  Gerardo has already given me to understand that, for his part, he sets virtually no limits.  

	  

	***

	  

	bellezaunica05:  

	"What is it that makes you get super hot? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I would like to meet again a boy I met on a trip to France, when I was about 16 years old.  Nothing happened between us, we just kissed. I was so innocent. 

	  

	With the sweet image of a young white girl kissing a young black boy. 

	  

	If only I could meet him again. . .  if only someone could make that happen. . .  But I only have his first name.  I don't even have his last name.  

	  

	***

	  

	Daniel had behaved phenomenally.  He had obeyed my instructions, albeit to the letter.  Although I had not explicitly told him, the picture I had sent him showed a man wearing a garter belt and no panties.  Daniel, however, had put on his panties (or rather, had not taken them off), but had not put on one of my garter belts.  Maybe it was because he was already used to panties, but the garter belt seemed too feminine.  I made a note to change this in the future.  For now, however, it was my turn to congratulate him on his good behavior. I drafted a message for my blog and posted it along with a moving picture of a man performing cunnilingus, bringing the woman to ecstasy

	  

	"Love, thank you for receiving my gift so willingly.  I loved how you obeyed and followed my instructions, waiting for me in your chastity cage and stockings and panties.  Do you think next time we could add a garter belt and heels? I want you to feel how I feel; I want to share this experience with you. 

	I hope you liked my bunny.  Gerardo knew I wanted him to cum inside me to bring you that gift, so he asked me for something in return and. . .  I accepted.  

	Did you feel feminine, tasting his fluids, while wearing stockings and panties, with your penis overridden?  Do you understand me a little better? I would like to do this more times with you, but Gerardo is a businessman and he doesn't let any opportunity pass him by:  I know he would keep asking me for things in return

	For being such a good boy on Friday, I let you enjoy me all weekend. Say thank you, honey. 

	I love you. 

	  

	The last sentence was only partially directed at my husband.  Regarding Daniel, I wanted him to feel rewarded for his good behavior.  Pavlov's dog experiments showed that such conditioning was effective. They even are in humans, even in a person as intelligent as Daniel.  It wasn't that my husband didn't realize it; it wasn't that it didn't matter that he did.  Learning by conditioning was really a wonderful concept. The other audience for the last sentence was my followers; I wanted to let them know what we were doing. 

	Of course there was a price I had to pay for the little gift Gerardo had deposited in me for my husband.  I drafted the following blog post and launched it. The image that accompanied my commentary showed a naked woman -except for her boots- walking decisively through the snow, crossing paths with a man who, unbelievably, was more attentive to the snow than to the woman

	  

	"The recent snow has brought back memories of Switzerland.  That and the favor I have to do Gerardo, in exchange for the little gift I brought home to my husband. Gerardo wants to take new photos of me, as soon as the weather improves

	  

	We were at the end of March and a late snow had fallen in Madrid. I like to pose for him, but in a public place it's risky and embarrassing.  I bit my lip, thinking about the possible scenes my boss might have in mind and the eventual consequences if someone caught us.  We could be reported.  Someone could videotape and photograph us.  We could even end up on the news or on YouTube.  I'm crazy to let him do that.  I'm a married woman and a mother to boot.  The photos Gerardo took were always artistic and those took a while to prepare. 

	  

	***

	  

	Alberto (responding to a previous proposal of mine)

	"Hi Gema, I'm Alberto:  You said in one of your posts that, if you published a picture with a girl with her panties under the garter belt and we caught you, you would publish one of yours : -) Well, I caught you:  two days ago, the photo accompanying the post that says "He's going to fuck me today. Several times.  are you going to let him do it, love? ".  a kiss ! ! ! ! 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I'm afraid you're right, you got me! I'll keep my word, let me have a little time that I'll prepare a photo

	  

	My problems with photos were increasing, all at the same time.  I had snuck a photo of myself onto my blog before, but I had done it furtively, neither confirming nor denying whether the photo was really mine or not. But now, I felt that my eagle-eyed follower deserved better than a photo that may or may not have been copied from another site. 

	  

	***

	  

	New post on my blog (with several moving images of a beautiful woman fucking in bed in the missionary position with a gray-haired man)

	"Love, I'm warning you in advance:  tomorrow Gerardo is going to want me to spend the night with him. I hope you don't mind. 

	  

	It was Monday and Gerardo had just told me in the office.  He hadn't asked me, he hadn't even proposed it to me.  Nor had it been an order. had simply told me, like any other business matter of no special importance. 

	I notified my husband immediately.  Fortunately, I kept a good assortment of draft images on my blog, which I could use efficiently to accompany my messages. I could go to the bathroom for a few minutes of privacy and launch the message from my cell phone. 

	  

	***

	  

	Alberto (commenting on the photo (mine) that I had just posted)

	"Good morning Gema, I'm Alberto.  Thanks for the photo; very nice legs and very timely subliminal advertising : -) Truth be told I remembered about your promise when you posted the photo of the guy with stockings and garter belt. . .  and I went back a few photos : -P By the way. . .  does it turn you on to feminize Daniel?  In your blog/book stories, and so far on Tumblr, I think this is the first time you've mentioned it. Is it something new or were you already doing it?  Are you going to more?  What do you get out of it?  Kiss! 

	  

	I had posted a photo that was unmistakably me, showing my legs sheathed in pretty stockings and my first book on my lap. It would not be the only one I would publish

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Thanks for the compliment; I'm glad you liked it. As you can see, it's true what I tell in the book that I always keep my promises. 

	Yes, I like to feminize it to a certain extent.  But I don't mean so much the clothes, but the psychological.  I think all men should discover more of their feminine side.  The feminine side is an essential part of a man.  Discovering it is not gay. say that because some people confuse the terms. 

	Transvestifying him a bit is merely a tool to help him discover or develop his feminine side.  And I also don't like to do it in an exaggerated way and have him turn into a transvestite.  It's a one-off, discreet thing.  I like my man to be a man, but I also like him to have a certain feminine sensibility. That brings us closer together and helps him to accept his cuckold status. 

	As to whether it will go further, I have consulted with my lawyers and they have advised me not to answer that question

	  

	***

	  

	"I think he didn't cum.  He didn't even try to disguise it.  Not that I mind, normally. But I remember you promised me she was very fiery

	Gerardo raised his eyes from the sheet of paper he was holding in his hands and looked up meaningfully. 

	From what I've seen and from what you tell me, he must be a real asshole not to get him to cum," Manolo commented

	Gerardo burst out laughing. 

	-You don't say. He's a clown," he told his friend. 

	"Miss Avril has a lot of problems.  First it was the condom thing for oral sex - she couldn't even hit me, that way!  And now she refuses to let me fuck her pussy with a harmless little bottle - you know, the kind from the minibar.  If I have to, I'll put a condom on it!  There are things we need to clarify about the services he offers.  This is not exactly how I had imagined it.  I'm not denying that you are not generally well disposed and competent, but there are things that I feel are not in keeping with how a premium customer should be treated, now that I have signed the contract extension. hope these issues improve

	Gerardo looked up from the paper again. 

	-Do you think you should do something about it?  -Manolo asked worriedly.  He still hadn't quite gotten used to the unbelievable situation.  That woman was doing everything for her friend, and from what he said, she was doing it with true devotion.  She wasn't just doing it for the money.  She was even getting him substantial contracts that way.  She was very good looking and, from what he had understood, she was very passionate about sex.  And yet, that client complained! And he did so by sending a report to his friend. 

	Gerardo made a dismissive gesture with his hand. 

	-Let him look for something better, if he can find it!  -He said and laughed, "I don't give any importance to his complaints.  He's a clown.  He thinks that by treating suppliers like that he can somehow get more," Gerardo explained to Manolo.  It may have worked for him in the past, but it won't work for me.  It's very unpleasant.  He would do exactly the same thing if instead of special services it was normal services.  You know what I mean. a whiner and a neighborhood bully in the same person. 

	Yes, but. . . " Manolo began to rejoin the conversation, worried. 

	-Bah!  You don't understand!  I told you that Dídac would put her in her place so she wouldn't get too worked up. If she doesn't get to cum with him, even though I've denied her orgasm over and over again the day before, so much the better! 

	-Ah!  I see. Good cop and bad cop

	-Hmm. I guess you can put it that way," Gerardo admitted. 

	What if it gets out of hand?  Aren't you worried that thisclown, as you call him, might go too far with her? 

	-She won't dare to overdo it, at least not too much.  Let's see if you think I'll leave her with anyone!  And if she overdoes it a little, all the better.  Besides, I trust that she knows how to handle the situation.  She's not as weak as you might imagine.  She's strong and I'm giving her all the tools so she can use that strength inside her. s been very self-conscious for many years, but she's coming into her own. 

	-Cohibida? I thought that

	-Bah," Gerardo interrupted him, "I don't mean sex.  I mean professionally.  She's capable of much more than what she's done so far.  She has it in her. We just need to reinforce certain aspects and give her the opportunity to show what she's worth. 

	-What about that clown Dídac?  -asked Manolo skeptically. was more of a criticism than a question. 

	-You're thick today, Manolo.  Did the report hit you that hard?  -He laughed and shook his head, "Don't you understand?  Of course I'm not referring to sex.  It's a difficult account.  It's a challenge. You have a chance to sink your teeth into it and prove. 

	-I hope he doesn't really sink his teeth into it," Manolo replied seriously. still not happy with what his friend was doing. 

	-No, dammit!  -Gerardo laughed and added:  "Although it wouldn't be a bad thing if he did.  I'd even be willing to lose the contract, look at that!  -He laughed again, imagining Dídac's clown complaining about a bite in his noble parts.  It's a professional challenge. That he has mixed sex in the matter. . . " He shrugged and left the sentence in suspense. 

	-And what is your next step? asked Manolo, leaving the subject of the client. 

	-The next step? Finish getting him to like whiskey and start with cigars. 

	Manolo looked at him surprised and surprised. 

	No, really," he said. 

	-He meant it," Gerardo said.  You underestimate how important it is.  He didn't like whiskey at all, but now he tolerates it.  Soon he'll start to get a taste for it.  And tobacco she hates.  If I can change her on that. . .  It's a symbol, Manolo, but a person like you should know how powerful symbols are.  Besides, it's more than a symbol.  It's not that I don't like smoking and drinking with you, but I prefer female company.  I want my partner to like these things. Look, the music, I've already gotten him to like them. 

	Manolo continued to look at him in surprise.  But was it because he didn't see the importance of the woman smoking and drinking, or because Gerardo had used the word"couple" when referring to her? 

	-I'm going to do a photo shoot," he said.  I'm preparing the attic.  I've already set up a big mirror and a stereo to play the right music for each photo.  That and other things. But if the weather is good, I'm going to take it to Segovia. 

	To Segovia or La Granja de San Ildefonso? 

	-Maybe to both places, but in principle to La Granja.  Segovia is interesting, but it's usually crowded with tourists. I need some privacy for what I have in mind.  Why do you ask?  Do you want to go too? 

	-Do you take me for a voyeur? Manolo was indignant. 

	  

	***

	  

	Gema had commented on a nice outdoor photo

	"If the weather forecast holds, this Friday or Saturday I will be posing for Gerardo. Some of you have alerted me that he might be using these photos to attract new clients, but I trust him

	And then, in another publication of his, he had stressed

	"Amor, tomorrow I'll sleep over with Gerardo.  I'll be back on Saturday. . .  or Sunday. I love you. 

	Again, she would spend the night with her boss!  She was spending too many nights with him; he couldn't even enjoy her on the weekend, when she took off her choker!  Not content with that, she had packed her suitcase full of stuff again and taken it with her.  It looked like she was moving, bit by bit.  She assured me again and again that she loved me, and I believed her.  And I believed her -I love you too! But the intensity of her relationship with her boss worried me.  She was seeing the old man more often than the handsome Silvestre! 

	On top of that, they didn't just have sex.  They went out to dinner.  They spent the night together.  They kissed.  They hugged.  They talked.  And he took pictures of her!  She posed for him, oblivious to the risks involved.  To top it off, the old man didn't share his photos. I hope he is like that with everyone and that he keeps them in a trunk with seven keys.  According to Gema, he didn't even share them with her, except for a few exceptions.  Every time I took a picture of her and jealously kept it for him, I felt that I was keeping something else of my wife for him.  Even if the photo showed only the surface, it also captured the depths of the soul.  If Gerardo was as good a photographer as Gema claimed he was, he would know how to do it.  And I had a hard time convincing her to include a photo of him in the first edition of the printed book.  And he takes erotic photos of her in public places and God knows what he does with them!  I wasn't much of a believer, but I couldn't stop swearing.  And I still don't know if he knows about her blog.  Why has he passed on some of the photos he has taken of her?  Why has Gema published some of them?  Is he the one who orders her to do it?  He's so smart!  If she publishes them, he can never be accused of having circulated images of her.  So he can distribute them to potential clients and. . .  {And you're paranoid!  She's done well with him so far, hasn't she? } 

	Gema had finally published what she had done with Gerardo last Tuesday.  Except for some caveats (again, redundancy), she only informed me through the blog about the details of her antics with her boss. Gema had just told me about last Tuesday

	  

	"I hadn't told yet about last Tuesday at my boss's house

	We went, as usual, from the office in our respective cars and I parked in his garage. By the way, let's see if I get my company car soon. . .  When we got to the living room, the first thing I did was to kiss him. Yes, again I was the one who took the initiative.  Isn't that what a good boss wants, employees with initiative? 

	  

	Is that why you kiss him?  Is it so that he will be satisfied with you?  Are you doing it out of professional obligation or responsibility?  Or are you doing it because you really like kissing him?  But how can you like it? I felt a knot in my stomach, but I kept reading

	  

	  

	"My heart was pounding, expectant to experience what he would come up with this time.  Gerardo asked me to fetch a small box, wrapped in wrapping paper, and told me to open it, and I impatiently removed the wrapping.  Impatiently, I took off the wrapping paper. What gift would he have bought me?  Maybe the keys to the company car?  Or some jewelry?  Maybe some underwear he wanted me to wear for him?  I opened the box and found a mask, with no opening for the eyes.  It was clear that Gerard intended to repeat the blindfold session more often. He had liked it and, to tell the truth, so did I

	  

	And you trust him blindly, Gema?  I don't!  Next time I want to be present.  I need to know what's going on.  {You can know.  Just ask him on his blog}.  No, thanks!  I don't want to lose what little dignity I have left.  This is my last line of resistance.  I couldn't give my wife the satisfaction.  I had already created my account and commented a couple of things with my username, but everything had its limits.  But I need to know what's going on.  I need to be present.  I'm serious.  I confess that it makes me sick to think about it.  But I'll get over it.  It's important for me to be present.  I think I'm ready.  Besides, it is necessary.  I continued reading your publication

	  

	"I thanked him for his gift by slipping my arms behind his neck and kissed him.  Next, I put on the mask.  The world went dark and my other senses began to sharpen. [What if you are not alone?  There could be any voyeur present and you would find it hard to hear his breathing, no matter how much you sharpen your hearing].  

	Gerardo directed me to one of the corners of his living room.  Or at least, that's what it looked like to me.  In heels and blind, it was not easy for me to orient myself.  More than my own instinct, I had to trust him.  Blindly.  My hands felt a thin, square cardboard sleeve and then very delicately pulled out a vinyl record.  With fear - almost panic - of breaking it, I placed it in the precise spot indicated by my boss.  I pressed a button and the speakers clicked.  Instantly, strange music began to play.  It wasn't jazz, not my boss's usual style. "I had a dream that you were mine," sang the vocalist. 

	Listen to her," he said. 

	With my rudimentary English, I understood just enough

	  

	My hair stood on end. Is this true, Gema?  Or are you making it up to provoke me?  I just. . .  I just. . .  I can't believe it!  What you're saying is Dantesque.  And even if it was just a literary device of yours, it wouldn't make it any less Dantesque.  It was clear that I needed to be present to be able to judge firsthand. Dismayed, I continued reading what my wife had written

	  

	"When the song ended, Gerardo turned off the volume and immersed me in silence for the lyrics to take effect. could only hear his breathing and the almost imperceptible hiss of the record spinning. 

	Change the disc, Gema," my boss asked me. 

	I took the record off the turntable and put it back in its case.  When I finished, Gerardo put a new record in my hand.  I put it on.  This one was more Gerardo's style of music.  Before I went to my boss's house, I had never listened to jazz.  I might have listened to the odd popular song, but I wasn't aware of it.  It had been at his house that I had begun to know and appreciate that style of music, as sophisticated as it was sensual.  Gerardo let me listen to the new song for a few minutes, just enough time for the rhythm to get into my body and I began to move my hips to the music.  It was a quiet but sinuous jazz, which made me move sensually.  

	-All of you. Billie Holiday," Gerardo whispered. 

	It didn't take my boss to ask me, I knew he would want me to strip while dancing blindly and so I did, down to my underwear

	Gerardo said nothing.  I imagined he would be watching silently.  And, once again, I was overcome with the certainty of what he would want me to do next. [Why else has he put the mask on you so that you can't see? ] It was as if he was giving me instructions telepathically. My hand slipped into my panties and I began to masturbate in front of him, while he continued to dance. 

	-Come! said Gerardo after a long while, after watching me without saying anything as I wiggled to the music and masturbated for him

	His velvety voice almost made me startle, so deep in my dark world I was.  I moved toward the spot from which I had sensed his voice.  I was startled when from behind me hands rested on my legs and ran up my legs to my hips. One hand slipped out of my panties to my sex, cupping it from below, while my thumb pressed on my little magic button

	  

	No, Gema!  Don't tell me now that he's bringing friends!  Oh, God!  Surely it's another old man.  No, it can't be true!  Gema's just playing with me.  But. . .  What if. . . ?  You see how next time I have to be there?  I'm ready, Gema!  I swear.  Mesmerized and excited by my wife's story, I kept reading

	  

	"I brought my hands to my head and ran my fingers through my hair.  I found the rhythm of the music again and moved my body, while that hand, like a skilled pianist, played my key, the tonic of my melody.  That hand did not know my secrets as well as mine, but it was much better to feel a man's hand down there than my own.  My excitement wasin crescendo.  The hand then changed pace and instrument.  He reached for my panties and pulled them down. His fingers found their way into my wet interior. 

	You're wet," whispered a voice from somewhere. 

	With the music, it was hard to tell where exactly it was coming from. trumpet of the songAlone, not alone was playing. 

	Then the voice asked me to bend down.  His fingers came out of me, but only for a moment, because they found a different opening in return, and soon after, my lips checked that I was indeed very wet.  Soon after, my lips verified that I was indeed very wet.  How was it possible, if Gerard physically did not turn me on? What man has he become, taking advantage of my blindness? 

	  

	Next, Gema had posted another publication, which showed, in a GIF, a blindfolded woman sucking an anonymous cock.  I say anonymous, because it was the only thing you could see of the guy. My wife had written: 

	"What kind of pervert would blindfold a woman and not allow her to see what she's sucking on? 

	Then, a certainmanolito-ito had questioned in my wife's blog and with good judgment, if she was spending too much time outside, with Gerardo

	"Hi Gema. seems that every time, between work and your relationship, you spend more time with Gerardo than with Daniel.  Has it always been like this with your lovers?  Aren't you afraid it will affect your family life? 

	And my wife had responded

	"The truth is that with Gerardo it is being rather the exception.  I used to see my other lovers much less, but if you analyze it, most of the time I see Gerardo is at work.  At work, Gerardo is tremendously professional and sexual issues are relegated to some occasional dalliances.  The only thing that could really affect me is that almost every week I spend a night out, but, to a certain extent, I think that is also quite normal in many jobs.  For example, many sales people have to travel to visit clients.  And many other professions have night shifts. One night out a week doesn't seem like it to me. 

	My wife's response, as rational as it seemed, was also a poisoned dart at me.  I had spent quite a few nights out, visiting clients outside Madrid or attending international meetings,but I had never gone golfing!  {Ah, no?  Well, she has a different impression} {Having been to two strip clubs, one of them in Las Vegas, is not golfing!  {And isn't lap dancing in the booths of that girl in the Las Vegas club golfing either?  She was completely naked!  Completely naked! } And even doing it, I always think of her.  How else do you think it was to give Silvestre ideas?  

	  

	***

	  

	Parkedparking lot, I updated my blog and left a few scheduled messages for my husband.  I loved the possibilities the blog offered me to express myself and to interact with my husband.  With a little forethought about what I was going to do with Gerardo, by scheduling posts accordingly, I could keep my husband aware of me and my blog, without having to update it in real time. The first message he would encounter as I drove to Gerardo's house contained two instructions for him

	 "Love, I want you to open the bottom drawer of your dresser.  You will find in it a pink and a fuchsia panty.  I hope you like the fine lingerie I have bought for you, because I want you to wear one of those new panties.  I trust you will find them especially delicate and feminine.  They will fit you very well.  Along with the panties you will also find two pairs of stockings and two garter belts, all matching the panties.  You can choose whichever set you prefer to wear, but send me a photo.  I think you already know how to submit collaborations to my blog.  Whichever one you choose will look great on you, with your caged little birdie underneath.  I want you to wear them while I'm tomorrow and the next day with Gerardo.  And I also want you to wear the anal plug. I know it makes you uncomfortable, but wear it as long as possible

	I smiled as I drove to my boss's house, remembering the message and thinking about my husband's reaction. Surely what annoys him the most is having to send me the photo to the blog.  He doesn't know if I will publish it or not.  I had given him a choice between two sets, because then he would be an active part of it, instead of completely passively obeying my orders. That would have a certain psychological impact on him, even if he knew why I had done it. 

	The next message I would see posted was more succinct and read, "You know what I'm going to do today, right? " The moving image of a blowjob was more explicit than the text.  And to reinforce it, some time later I would see the following post, "Don't forget about the balls. " I don't think I need to describe the moving image I attached. Yes, love, I want you to know that I do it all with and for him.  I had left another message scheduled for sometime later, with the image of a juicy cock in the woman's mouth.  From her mouth pinged presemen or drool or both:  "His cock in my mouth, not yours. "And then I would see another posting, with a corresponding image, "His cum in my mouth, not yours

	I arrived at my boss's house.  I pushed the button and walked down the ramp to the garage.  Gerardo had given me the garage door opener.  There was room for two cars in his garage.  Being careful not to dent his car, I parked next to his.  I undressed right there in the garage and stayed in my usual underwear:  stockings with garter belt, bra and her choker.  However, instead of shoes or sandals with heels, I had put on boots for a change.  They came to just below my knee.  I left the clothes in the car, along with the suitcase of extra clothes I had brought with me, and went upstairs to the first floor. I wanted to surprise him and thank him for trusting me with his garage door. 

	My boss's eyes widened when he saw me appear like that in the living room.  I turned around so he could admire the new lingerie set I had bought for him.  It was a classic black color that never failed and the fabric of the panties was practically see-through, leaving my red pubic hair transparent.  The garter belt, except for the edge, was of the same sheer fabric.  The stockings, although he preferred them with the seam in the back, were plain for a change.  I approached him with a confident stride, grabbed him provocatively by the lapel and kissed him.  Maybe it was because I imagined my husband following my instructions at that very moment. The fact was that I felt a bit dominant at that moment, even though it was my boss in front of me. 

	-I have plans," he said ominously.  But let's sit down first and have something to eat. I've ordered these canapés. 

	On the dining table, still wrapped in albal paper, were several plates. 

	-I've always wanted to say this," my boss confessed.  I have a dessert for you. With his index finger, he pointed demonstratively to his crotch. 

	Well, that's what I told my husband I'd be doing, right?  

	I crawled under the table to his chair, pulled his cock out through his fly and gobbled it down greedily. What a tasty dessert!  [Bullshit!  Or sarcasm.  Yuck!  On top of that, after eating].  {Well, the situation turns me on. } It took Gerardo a while to cum, but when he finally did, he filled my mouth with his smoked milk dessert.  I made sure to clean his cock well.  Still, despite the humiliation, I was still feeling somewhat bold and dominant.  Maybe instead of my husband, it was the boots that were having that effect on me.  I stood up and kissed him.  I had no semen left in my mouth - I wasn't going to do that to my boss - but it was the situation that was important.  Gerard responded shyly to my kiss. With exaggeratedly sinuous movements I turned the music on low and made him a whiskey. 

	-I'm going to take you somewhere," he warned me.  You just trust me and follow my instructions.  

	We were lying on top of the couch, me on top of him, cuddled up to him, resting our food and dessert. I had fallen asleep on him for a few minutes. 

	-Okay, boss," I confirmed a little lazily. was still sleepy. 

	Gerardo caressed my head. 

	Good girl," he said. 

	We stayed like that for a while longer, me on his belly and him caressing the back of my neck, my second button or rather magic zone.  After a while like that, we woke up and got up.  We went down the stairs to the basement, where the garage was.  Gerardo went behind me, admiring my ass wrapped in that gift fabric -almost transparent- that was the new lingerie I had bought for him. I went in front, with the confident stride that my boots imprinted on me. 

	-Wait," said Gerardo.  He remained thoughtful for a few seconds.  Then his face lit up with mischief, as if he had just had an idea, and he added, "We don't have time for that. Put this on. 

	I looked at him quizzically. 

	Come on," he insisted.  What did I tell you to do before? 

	I closed my car door and grabbed the raincoat Gerardo had taken from the back seats of his Mercedes.  My boss had not let me put on the clothes I had left in my car. With only the trench coat on and the black lingerie underneath, I sat in the passenger. 

	Gerardo stopped in front of the beauty salon.  It was the same one where he used to ask me for an appointment, the same one I had gone to recently, before mymeeting with Mr.  Ripoll. 

	-Come in.  It's all agreed and the girls will know what to do as soon as you tell them your name.  You know how this works. In the meantime, I'm going to run some errands. 

	-Gemma Avril," I announced to the receptionist. She was a new girl. 

	-One moment. . .  -Ah, yes!  By six o'clock.  You're on time.  Thank you! If you want, you can leave your coat there. 

	No better not.  

	-I had a haircut and dye, right? asked Mari Carme, my usual esthetician, once I was already sitting in the hairdresser'. 

	From the tone of voice, I sensed that it had been more of a rhetorical question, pure courtesy, since everything had already been arranged.  Ijust dyed it red!  I was about to stop everything for a moment and ask him about the color, but I shrugged my shoulders and let myself go.  If I don't like it, I can always dye it again.  But first I'd give Daniel a nice surprise.  I had nothing to lose, really. Nervously I let myself do it, waiting impatiently for the results. 

	Mari Carme did her job and I ended up with a much lighter shade of red - more like orange - than the one I used to wear, which was more auburn.  It wasn't a drastic change, but it was a change.  Mari Carme cleaned up the remains of the dye and we moved on to the make-up session, matching the new hair color. Yes, we women cheat.  It's amazing what good makeup can do for you.  I looked like someone else.  [That's what Gerardo wants.  Don't you see?  He wants you to be someone else.  He wants Daniel not to recognize you! ] 

	I thought that was the end of it, but then Mari Carme invited me into a private room.  I knew what she was up to. , I didn't feel so confident in my boots. What will she think when she sees that under my trench coat I'm wearing nothing but my lingerie?  

	-You know what to do.  You'd better take that off," Mari Carme told me a little nervously. She was very professional, but she was always nervous with me, especially when it came to waxing or dyeing my pubic hair. 

	I looked at her quizzically. have no idea what I'm touching. Dyeing so that the shade of my bottom hair is the same as the top?  Or waxing?  Or both?  I remembered Gerardo's words to follow the instructions to the letter.  However, I couldn't help but blush as I took off my trench coat and showed Mari Carme that I was a pervert wearing nothing underneath.  Mari Carme smiled nervously and looked away, biting a fingernail.  Finally, she turned around.  Normally, out of politeness, she avoided looking while I undressed.  But she hadn't expected me to be in my underwear under the trench coat.  Of course she had already seen my pussy.  That was all right; she was a professional.  But that wasn't the same as watching someone undress, even if the end result is the same.  And it's also not the same as her seeing me in a garter belt and such scandalously transparent panties.  

	I undressed myself - braces, garter belt and stockings included - and lay down on a stretcher.  At once, the girl came back and looked carefully at my sex.  She took a pair of scissors and trimmed a little bit here and a little bit there.  Then she applied depilatory cream to define the edges.  Normally, he did this with wax, but that was when the area to be touched up was larger, which was not the case, as I had only recently gotten ready for Mr.  Ripoll. Finally, he applied an ointment on a comb and dyed my pubic hair with the new, lighter shade. 

	Wait until the dye dries," Mari Carme said a little nervously, but in her characteristic Andalusian accent, and left, leaving me alone in the room

	Gerardo does with me what he wants.  He modifies my appearance and doesn't even ask me.  He dresses me the way he likes.  He has had my hair dyed, top and bottom.  He wasn't convinced by the first color and has now opted for a lighter one.  I wear his choker.  He is the owner of my photos.  He looks for my clients.  And even that whiskey is starting to grow on me.  I'm fully aware of all this.  But I like what he's doing.  Everything is within reasonable limits.  I like that he handles me like this, that he decides for me.  

	After a while, the door opened.  I thought it would be her again, telling me that I could get dressed, but instead, Gerardo's face appeared with a grin from ear to ear.  Apparently, the errands he had gone to do included going home to change his clothes.  He had put on a black tuxedo with a white shirt. Although it was not a tailcoat, it reminded me of the art gallery fantasy we had discussed on another occasion. 

	-Beautiful," was all she said, looking at me between her legs.  In one hand he carried a suitcase, in the other a box. He placed both things on a chair and left, without saying anything else. 

	Curious, I got up from the gurney to inspect it.  I could never resist unraveling the mysteries of any hidden gift.  I opened the box first.  It was shaped like a shoe box and sure enough, inside were black high heels.  For extra support, they had an ankle strap that fastened with a buckle. It reminded me of shackles.  I tried them on.  Gerardo had got the size right; they seemed quite comfortable to wear.  The heel was about ten centimeters, similar to the heels I used to wear, at the express indication of my boss.  Work clothes.  Impatiently, I opened the garment bag.  Inside, there was a long, tight-fitting dress.  It was silver in color and had black and gold sequins that formed vertical patterns that would accentuate the figure.  It had real and fake transparencies (with a flesh-colored fabric underneath).  It had no sleeves.  Nor did it have a front neckline, as the fabric went up to the neck, where it was fastened around the neck with two buttons at the back.  The back, on the other hand, left it completely exposed, making it impossible to wear a bra.  My boss hadn't said anything, but I sensed that he intended for me to put it on right there.  The dress was really suggestive.  I bit my lip.  It was a nice dress, sensual but not vulgar.  I took off my bra and put it on.  I didn't have a mirror to look in, but it seemed to fit me well.  I hesitated with the garter belt.  Right there the dress was see-through and the garter belt was transparent.  But Gerardo loved the garter belt, so I kept it on.  I plucked up my courage and went out like this, with my raincoat and empty garment bag (except for my bra, which I had tucked in there) folded over one arm and my boots in my hand.  Mari Carme's face lit up at the sight of me and, either because she couldn't suppress it or because she already had a certain level of trust with me, she whistled appreciatively. I blushed. 

	-You look very pretty, ma'am.  Have a good time with the señorito," she wished me with herAndalusian accent. 

	Thank you, Mari Carmen," I replied. 

	-Wait. I'll help you carry this," he offered. 

	Gerardo was waiting, sitting on a chair. When he saw me, he stood up smiling. 

	You look spectacular," he commented, "Don't you want to look in a mirror first? 

	Yes, come this way, ma'am. 

	Mari Carme led me to a mirror in the salon.  An older client looked sideways with annoyance.  I looked at myself in the mirror, somewhat embarrassed.  But Gerardo and Mari Carme had insisted. It's wrong for me to say so, but the truth is that I look divine.  Even the new, lighter shade of red in my hair seemed to suit me very well.  It is also true that make-up does a lot.  

	-Where do we go now? asked my boss. 

	-Dinner. It's early, but I still want to do things with you tonight -she expressed calmly, in the middle of the beauty center, in front of Mari Carme and the client with the wrinkled nose- and tomorrow it's time to get up early

	Mari Carme carried my things to the car and waved goodbye to me and Gerardo as we left the parking lot

	Gerardo took me to the same restaurant as before.  The waiter, upon seeing me, was taken with me, which made me blush.  My boss, however, didn't seem to mind. [Daniel wouldn't mind either].  I had a feeling Gerardo was the kind of guy who liked to show off women, namely me. Again, it was useless for me to read the letter, as my boss, again, took it upon himself to ask for me. 

	Maybe it was just my imagination playing tricks on me, which is very typical of me, but I could have sworn that the other diners -still few, since it was early- were looking at us thinking I was a prostitute.  The apparent age difference was too great. But, deep down, they were right:  I was his whore, because I had wanted to be, and because that was partly the fantasy I wanted to live. 

	-What is this dessert?  -I asked. He had asked again for the same kind of black ice cream as the previous times. 

	-Do you like it?  They do it in a few places. supposed to help cleanse the body," he explained in a slightly ominous tone. 

	On the way home, Gerardo put the mask back on me.  Unable to see, once again, I had no choice but to trust him and let myself be led by him.  Holding on to his hand, I went up to the bedroom floor and from there one more floor to the attic.  I had never been in it and didn't know what it was like.  Deprived of the view, I wouldn't know this time either.  Judging by the sound of my feet and the way my shoes slid on it, the floor looked like wood.  As soon as I arrived, Gerardo put on some music. was something that reminded me partly of the jazz he used to play, but had the rhythms of a tango. 

	The group is called Pablo ZieglerTrio," he informed me, putting emphasis on the last word.  And this song is called Muchacha de Boedo. Dance for me, like you know how to do," he urged me and turned up the volume of the music, immersing me in its sensual rhythms. 

	I began to move my hips in front of him, though not daring to move much.  I could not see nor did I know the garret.  I turned around, moved, touched my chest and ass. . .  The only thing that existed for me was the music and the attentive gaze of my boss, which I could only imagine.  I slowly took off my dress.  The music was loud, but I thought I could hear the occasional shot from his SLR, although I couldn't be sure.  I didn't care either.  I kicked the dress aside, so as not to accidentally step on it, and continued to move sinuously.  Demonstratively, I stuck my index finger in my mouth and brought it to my sex, underneath my panties.  I began to masturbate for him.  I imagined all the dirty things he would make me do.  I imagined that art gallery where he would expose me to his friends and clients.  In a way, I had exposed myself first to Mari Carme and then to the waiter and the diners. I am yours.  You can do with me whatever you want.  I was turned on by the thought.  I pulled down my panties and exposed my new pubic hair, orange like the hair on my head. continued to move and masturbate for him. 

	Gerardo appeared out of nowhere.  Evidently (okay, that's a really bad pun), I didn't see him coming.  Nor did I hear him.  Gerardo touched my arms and indicated with his rubbing to raise them up and overhead.  I moved them as if they were snakes in a wedding dance.  Fingertips ran up and down my body, from my raised forearms to my breasts to my thighs.  They barely grazed me, but my nipples responded by getting hard. I shuddered, imagining that, in reality, those fingers could be anyone's and I would never know. 

	Now Gerardo's hand - strong and big - grabbed mine and pulled it down.  His other hand rested on my back and he began to tango with me.  I didn't know much about tango, but my boss, it seemed, did.  I simply let myself go. There was something hugely erotic about dancing with him naked and blindfolded, while he was still fully clothed. 

	-That's how I imagine the art gallery," he whispered to me, "with people looking at you, people you can't see. You'd like that, wouldn't you? 

	I nodded, unable to produce any words. only felt a tingling in my body. 

	-Look for me.  Crawl to me," Gerardo said and let go of me, ending the dance.  

	I obeyed.  I knelt down and started crawling, trying to find it.  The floor was definitely made of wood.  The touch did not fail.  I tried to guide myself by the noise I made when I stepped on the floor, but the music was still playing.  At times, I thought I heard the floor creaking from one direction and the click-click of his camera coming from another direction, but that was impossible.  At other times, I had the sensation of hearing creaking coming from two opposite directions, but that made even less sense. My fantasy is playing tricks on me.  Finally, I caught up with him.  I touched his pants and Gerardo led me that way to a sofa.  Too bad I'm not about to take pictures or videos for the purpose of my husband being able to see me.  Gerardo sat down.  I pulled his cock out of his fly and sucked it.  Unlike other times, it was already hard. The first few licks had the unpleasant taste I was used to, but I didn't care anymore. 

	-Let's go downstairs," proposed my boss, after several minutes of fellatio. Two songs had elapsed. 

	We got up and Gerardo led me down the stairs.  I had a feeling we were going to the bedroom, but I was wrong.  We continued down the stairs to the first floor. I recognized the living room by its tobacco smell. 

	-Play music," Gerardo suggested. Choose the record you want. 

	Groping, I managed to locate the shelf with the records.  I ran my index finger along the edge of the records, as if I could make them out.  Evidently, I could not.  I stopped and picked one at random.  I put it on the turntable without needing my boss's help. I set the volume low, but Gerardo told me to turn it up. 

	-Lie down on the table, with your head over the edge. You know how," he ordered. 

	I checked to make sure there was nothing on the table.  There was only the tablecloth. Another tablecloth that will have to be washed.  I lay down on it, as I had done once before.  The table was hard and the edge was sharp.  I preferred the sofa, but in my excited state I didn't care much either. Gerard took my forearms and put my hand on one breast and the other, the left, on my sex. 

	Don't cum," he warned me, "I need you aroused tomorrow

	I rubbed my clitoris, knowing I would never climax.  That frustration made it more exciting, if possible.  With my other hand, I stroked my breast.  Soon, I began to pinch my nipple, like he used to do to me.  I never masturbated like that; I had learned that from him.  Neither my husband nor Silvestre nor even Luis Alberto had ever pinched them.  It was a mixture of pain and pleasure.  It all depended on how much I caressed it and how much I pinched it. And it also depended on my state of arousal. 

	I felt the tip of a cock in my mouth.  I tried to engulf it, but I couldn't.  I tried again, but failed again.  I tried again, but failed again.  Every time I lifted my head to take it, the cock withdrew.  I tried to coax it with my tongue and managed to lick its frenulum.  It had that initial bad taste again, even though I had just sucked it and cleaned it. I tried to catch her again, but all I could do was touch the frenulum with the tip of my tongue. 

	Suddenly, the cock disappeared.  Several long seconds later, I heard the front door slam shut.  This time, there was no doubt about the nature of the noise. Who had come?  {Or who's gone? } 

	Just as suddenly, a cock entered my mouth.  Gerardo began to fuck my mouth.  I tried to relax and suppress my gag reflex.  Even though I didn't have it all the way in, I had the feeling that he had managed to get it in me more than the previous times.  He was fucking me with the desire to cum. But is it Gerardo?  Alarmed, I put my tit aside and grabbed my cock.  Yes, it's Gerardo's.  No doubt about it.  Relieved, I let him cum in my mouth and flood me with his semen.  Yes, it's him.  Now I'm absolutely sure.  

	  

	***

	  

	negromante-black:  

	"Good afternoon, Gema.  In your book you say that Daniel didn't do a series of things to you that he did with Silvestre.  Is that still the case?  And if not, what are you depriving Daniel of right now? Thank you, as always for your answers

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Daniel had previously shown hardly any interest in oral sex.  Of course he had tried to get me to suck him off, but as far as cunnilingus goes, he hadn't done that.  This has changed and now cunnilingus is an indispensable preliminary if he wants to have sex with me. has also become a kind of ritual toclaim me and show me his support when I come from being with a horny guy. 

	He had also shown no interest in anal sex, but now he is crazy about penetrating me from behind.  However, this is something I have reserved for my horn players. By contrast, I'm the one who knocks down my husband's back door from. 

	I don't deprive Daniel of enjoying fellatio, although I keep it very restricted for him, just enough for him to remember how good I am at it and how much my horn players enjoy it with me, who, in this respect, have a free bar, while my husband has to make do with the crumbs

	  

	***

	  

	-Have you ever been to La Granja de San Ildefonso? my boss asked me. 

	We had gotten up relatively early -considering it was Saturday- to have breakfast at leisure and arrive without any stress

	No, never," I admitted. 

	 Daniel was too much of a homebody and didn't usually go out on weekends.  He claimed that he had enough business trips to make.  I was also a homebody, although perhaps not as much. Maybe it was also because I never had to go on business trips, although that had changed since Gerardo had hired me. 

	My boss paid the entrance fee and we entered the luxurious Royal Palace.  As we visited, Gerardo told me the historical background of the site.  He pointed out that the royal wedding between Charles IV and Maria Luigi of Parma had taken place there.  He held my hand as he told me about it.  And he informed me that there, Ferdinand VII, on his deathbed, had repealed the Salic Law.  The law of French origin had come to Spain through the Bourbon dynasty and prevented the successor to the throne from being a woman.  That was something -he had explained to me- atypical for the people of Castile and León, who still remembered the magnificent Isabella I.  That derogationin extremis had led to the First Carlist War, as Carlos, the brother of the late Ferdinand VII, did not recognize the right to the throne of Isabella II, the daughter of the late king and, therefore, his niece.  Around both of them, conglomerates of political, social and economic interests had gathered.  It is incredible what Gerardo knows.  

	 -Stand there, and I'll take a picture of you," he told me.  First with the hat on. Then take it off. 

	I immediately covered up, hearing other visitors approaching. 

	Cover yourself when I tell you to, not before," my boss reproved me. 

	Yes, boss.  

	We left the Royal Palace and headed to the Gardens of San Ildefonso, inspired by the gardens of Versailles.  

	Bring the raincoat," my boss ordered me. 

	It was her trench coat, the same one I had worn the day before.  Underneath, she wore only stockings, garter belt and bra.  She wasn't even wearing panties.  It was funny, because Gerardo had a fetish for panties and insisted that I practically always wore them.  I think he especially liked to take them off or watch me take them off. And Ripoll likes to keep them.  My husband and Silvestre, on the other hand, got horny knowing that I wasn't wearing panties.  And Luis Alberto didn't care.  If I wore them, he would rip them off to fuck me.  The sun was shining and made my pubic hair look like a fire. Now I understood why the day before he had taken me to the beauty salon to have it dyed. 

	-Here? asked uncertainly. What if someone comes?  

	-Yes, here, in front of the Fountain of Diana's Baths.  Look," Gerardo pointed to the fountain, "that's Diana coming out of the bath, with her nymphs around her.  And that's Acteon over there, the one playing the flute.  According to mythology, Acteon was a hunter and caught Artemis bathing naked. And she took revenge for the intrusion into her virginal intimacy and transformed him into a deer. 

	My boss always fascinated me with his vast knowledge of almost any subject.  In that, he and my husband were alike. about the deer, I couldn't help but picture my husband's antlers. 

	-Artemis and Diana represent the same deity," my boss continued.  It was Artemis for the Greeks and Diana for the Romans. any case, it ended badly for poor Actaeon; transformed into a deer, his own hunting dogs killed him. 

	-A bit cruel, isn't it?  -I said.  Gerardo was being cruel to me, telling me fascinating stories, while keeping me naked, instead of taking advantage of the time to take pictures of me. Imagine if he did the same to you, for looking at me too much," I joked. 

	-Well, don't think you're talking nonsense," Gerardo said calmly, despite my uneasiness.  You see, in the workBeing and Nothingness Jean Paul Sartre defines the Actaeon complex -he laughed-.  The lascivious look becomes a form of hunting.  Predators are naturally curious, driven by their instinct to feed or reproduce.  Curiosity leads to knowledge. could say that to know is to eat with your eyes," my boss disserted, keeping me naked all that time unnecessarily.  Don't you think it's an appropriate place? 

	-Yes, boss.  But what if someone comes? Hurry up, please. 

	Are you embarrassed? 

	I nodded. 

	-Good! Because it wouldn't be funny if I didn't. 

	Gerardo took out his camera and started taking pictures of me in different poses and angles.  The gardens were large and there weren't many tourists at that hour, but someone could always show up at any time. If we were caught and stopped, there would be quite a fuss.  I liked to pose for him, as if I were a model. was nowhere near as pretty as a real model, but Gerardo made me feel that way. 

	-Take the jacket and gloves from the backpack and put them on.  And the bag too.  I think this is going to look great.  Walk around like it's nothing.  Don't look at the camera. Pretend I'm not there and pretend it's the most normal thing in the world. 

	I tried to make it normal, but it was impossible.  It was not at all normal for a woman to walk around fully clothed except for her skirt and panties.  That was worse than being completely naked.  The black top hat contrasted with my red, almost orange hair.  The long, black gloves and the black handbag, also black, wanted to give an air of everyday life to something that was not normal.  The little gray jacket reached just to my waist and left my abundant reddish pubic hair completely visible.  It would be impossible not to notice my pubis, which was also framed by the garter belt and black stockings. a topless I guess this would be called abottomles.  I was trying to improve my English in the few spare moments I had. Nervously, I paced back and forth around the fountain while Gerardo shot pictures of me from different angles. 

	Gerardo reached over to put my hat on. Gently, he brushed a strand of hair away from my face. 

	-You're wet," he said.  While pulling my hair away from my face, he had checked the state of my vagina with his other hand.  

	The vibrating bullet in his palm buzzed, pressing against my clit.  He had already done this a few times so far this morning.  I caught my breath through my nose.  His fingers in my pussy were turning me on. Last night Gerard hadn't allowed me to cum and it showed in my current state. 

	-When are you going to send me the pictures? asked in a hoarse voice. 

	-Send them to you?  -Gerardo looked at me perplexed.  And why would I do that?  They are mine.  But I might send you some from last night, if you're good and follow my instructions.  You might be surprised," he commented enigmatically.  Pack up.  Let's go to the Sea. There are still things in the backpack I want you to wear. 

	I put on my raincoat just in time.  Still far away, but visitors were approaching. They'll want to see Diana taking a bath, not Gema's whore getting her picture taken.  I grabbed my backpack and set off.  In the backpack I carried spare clothes, although the term clothes was saying too much, as my only clothing that really covered me was the trench coat.  I hitched myself to Gerardo's arm. Walking in heels on the dirt road was not easy. 

	-You will like El Mar," Gerardo assured me.  It is far away, uphill.  It is a reservoir built to provide pressurized water to the fountains and irrigate the Gardens.  The dam wall is not inconsiderable twelve meters high.  There we will have more privacy.  The light is great today.  You're going to look like a goddess, although Aphrodite would suit you better than Artemis.  -Gerardo stopped suddenly.  He put his hand through my trench coat and caressed my leg.  Then his hand reached my sex and the vibrating bullet vibrated again.  Better put on your slippers," he suggested after about a minute. It's a long way to the sea. 

	We arrived at the sea.  It was certainly a beautiful spot, with the large pond and all the lushness surrounding it.  In the background there was a building.  Gerardo explained to me that this was where the hydraulic mechanisms were located. The water was so calm that it looked like a mirror and the trees and the building were reflected on the surface. 

	Let's take some pictures over there," he said, pointing to a spot a little off the path.  His hand disappeared back into my raincoat and the vibrating slime came back to life

	-You're going to drive me crazy," I warned him and bit my lip. I clenched my fists, trying to control the pleasure and frustration because I still wasn't allowed to cum. 

	-We're just getting started, Gema.  You can't even imagine the things you're going to do for me.  -Gerardo cocked his head to one side, "Although, knowing you, maybe you can imagine them.  Is that what you're doing now, imagining things worse than innocuous pictures? he asked as he kept the bullet vibrating on my clit. 

	-Stop it! I gasped, "Please! 

	-All right," said Gerardo and put the vibrator away.  He put it back in his pants pocket.  In return, he reached into the inside pocket of his jacket and pulled something out.  Put this on," he said.  It goes around the neck and waist. Just this," he specified.  And the heels, of course. 

	It was a set of six interconnected golden chains.  On the neck it was a long necklace that reached up to the sternum.  There it connected with a perpendicular chain that went down almost to the navel.  And from there, two chains of different lengths came out on each side, which went around the waist. Being of different lengths, they produced two different arches on each side, above the hips. 

	-Mmm," said Gerardo.  But you'd better, put your hair back.  Yes, like that, much better.  Hands up.  That's it, raise your chest.  And now, put them behind your back.  Yes, but arch it.  That's it.  Stick out your ass and your chest.  That's it.  Perfect!  And now with the hat. Yes, very good. 

	I posed for him in the different positions that my boss was showing me. I would like to see those pictures and for Daniel to see them.  He would be proud of me.  

	-Come on.  Let's get those nipples out.  Next time we'll bring a cooler bag with ice. But for today, we'll have to get it another way.  You like it like that? 

	I moaned.  Gerard had grabbed my nipples with both hands and was squeezing them.  I moaned again. It hurt, but in my excited state I found it pleasurable at. 

	-See?  They responded perfectly.  Let's take a few more pictures.  I love it. You're very photogenic," my boss praised me. 

	That was not true.  I used to look terrible in photos, either with my eyes closed or with a strange face.  But Gerardo was a good photographer. When he showed me the pictures he took of me on the small screen of his digital camera, I looked surprisingly beautiful. 

	-Let's go there, to the building," he proposed.  No, don't worry, I'll carry the stuff.  You walk ahead.  

	It's far away, I objected - more worried that someone might see me naked than about walking there in heels. 

	-We would see them coming from far away.  Maybe someone would even be willing to take a picture of us together. , the hard way, if we were caught and expelled, we're done. 

	-What if they confiscate your camera? I replied. 

	-I already have the photos uploaded to the cloud. Gerardo winked at me and patted the cell phone in his pocket. 

	I didn't quite know what it meant, although from the gesture he had made, I could vaguely imagine it.  Naked, with heels and the little chain, I walked down the dirt road in front of Gerardo.  The air was cold, but the sun was warm. I felt excited, walking like that in front of him, excited and embarrassed. 

	-You look very pretty like this.  The hair up definitely suits you, at least in this setting.  And the ass with those heels. . .  it's a shame you can't see yourself, Gema. The camera loves you. 

	You could give me a picture," I replied. 

	-No, not as a gift. But we could negotiate it. 

	After the photos in the Jardines, Gerardo had gotten horny and on the way to Segovia he pulled off the road and stopped at a secluded spot.  My boss threw his power seat back and instructed me to sit on top of him.  Fortunately his car was very roomy.  I thought the trench coat would protect me from the view of possible onlookers - from some Acteon - although if anyone saw us, it was clear what we were doing.  Gerardo, however, had a different idea and took off my raincoat. Underneath I was completely naked. 

	My boss kissed me like he was going to devour me. hadn't kissed me since I'd had my make-up done at his place, so as not to ruin my make-up and damage the photos. 

	You can cum," he whispered. 

	And I did.  It seemed as if the waters of the sea had run amok, sweeping away the dam that held them back; such was the sexual energy I had accumulated. Gerardo came with me. 

	After recovering from the dust in his arms, I got out of the car to pee behind the car.  To my surprise, Gerardo got out behind me, but not to pee, but to watch me while I did it.  I was uncomfortable with how he was looking at me, but the pressure on my bladder was stronger than my shyness.  With my husband I had, of course, that level of intimacy.  I would pee in front of him without any problem, although he would always turn away so he wouldn't look.  Unlike Gerardo, my husband had never expressed the slightest interest in watching me pee.  In fact, he seemed to prefer not to. But that was the normal thing to do, wasn't it? 

	After the dust, we continued to Segovia, making the obligatory monumental visit.  I was still completely naked under the raincoat, except for the chain and the necklace.  It was a strange sensation, going like that among the tourists.  No one could know that I was not wearing anything under my raincoat, but I knew it and my imagination was running wild.  We visited the narrow streets and the magnificent cathedral. The Lady of the Cathedrals was austere but elegant with its high arches.  Although I am from Castilla y León, I had never seen the inside. Most impressive, however, was the Roman aqueduct, so excellently preserved, even though - or perhaps because - the Romans had built it stone on stone, without mortar. 

	-Do you see that statue?  -Gerardo asked me.  It is the Virgin of Our Lady of the Head.  Legend has it that a little girl had to go up the mountain every day to fetch water.  One day, the girl was so tired of the tedious task that she asked the devil to help her.  The demon listened to her and in the evening he appeared before her.  He told her that he would build her an aqueduct to free her forever from the tedious task.  In exchange, if she managed to build it before dawn, the girl would have to give him her soul. You see," said my boss, "everything is negotiable. 

	-And you are my devil and you will take my soul?  -I asked him. In many ways, Gerardo was an old devil and he was slowly taking if not my soul, something else. 

	Gerardo smiled. 

	-Even devils fail when the subject doesn't want them to," he said.  The girl repented before the devil finished building the aqueduct. Miraculously, the rooster announced the rising of the sun just when the devil had only one stone left to lay.  That's why the statue of the Virgin is there, right there.  And you?  Are you going to repent? 

	I shook my head, distressed. 

	Are you going to make me regret it? 

	-You'll only know that when I lay the last stone, won't you?  Although I see myself as a sculptor rather than a builder. You'll have to wait until I've carved and polished you. 

	But then it will be too late, won't it? 

	Gerardo pulled me to him and kissed me in the middle of the square, in front of hundreds of tourists. 

	-There is not so much to sculpt in you.  I like the way you are.  Just a little bit here and a little bit there.  The rest is just polishing. And yes, I'm a demon and it's your soul I want.  He kissed me again. 

	You may have my soul, but my heart belongs to Daniel.  Which doesn't mean I can't come to love you.  Only that I won't be able to love you.  

	We walked through the square holding hands. 

	-Do you like Lebanese food? my boss asked me. 

	-I don't know. 've never eaten it.  What does it consist of? 

	-Oh, you'll like it.  I know a little Syrian restaurant, right here by the aqueduct.  Typical in Segovia would be to eat a suckling pig, right?  But I sense that you prefer something different from the typical.  You'll see how you'll like it.  Syrian and Lebanese is the same food.  The owner is from Syria, but here in Segovia he prefers to say it's a Lebanese restaurant.  -He laughed.  Can you believe that people around here, at first, confused Syria with Soria?  They thought it was food from the province of Soria and it didn't fit, of course.  Now, with the war, they know where it is. It's a shame, but that's how it is. 

	We entered the restaurant. Indeed, it was next to the aqueduct, in a corner of some stairs. 

	-Shall I help you with your raincoat? asked the attentive waiter, pointing to the coat rack. 

	I looked at him in horror, while my demon laughed. 

	  

	***

	  

	New update on my blog

	"What is it like to wake up next to a man you don't love and don't even find physically attractive, but who nevertheless fascinates you deeply and in such a strange way? 

	  

	***

	  

	Back at his house, I took off my raincoat and left it in his car.  Already naked from the garage, I went upstairs with him.  In the living room, Gerardo put the mask on me, ready to deprive me again of my sense of sight.  However, he didn't pull it down over my eyes.  Instead, he took out his cell phone, tapped a few times on the screen and then showed it to me.  He let me look at it for only a few seconds. Then he put the phone away. 

	-How. . . ?  -I was about to ask him, but Gerardo interrupted me, pulling down my mask and depriving me, now, of my sense of sight. In my retina, however, remained the image of the photo he had shown me in a fleeting. 

	That's me?  That's me and him!  Dancing.  It could only have been in the attic.  Neither of us could see each other's faces.  But my clothes matched and so did the shade of my hair.  But how? 

	-While you're thinking about it, why don't you put on some music, fix us a drink and a cigar? I'll guide you," said my boss, interrupting my thoughts. 

	I had already learned to play the music on my own, even blind.  But the whiskey was more complicated.  Just like last time, he guided me with his precise instructions to the kitchen to get ice and then back to the living room to pour his favorite drink into the glass.  I felt lost without him.  Then it was time to prepare his cigar.  Again, Gerardo guided me with precision. This time I managed to light it with the first match. 

	-Here," he said and placed the vibrating bullet in my open hand.  Dance for me.  

	He liked to watch me as I masturbated and approached my climax, knowing that, without his permission, I would not dare to reach it.  I had to stop twice.  In all that time, I couldn't get the picture he had shown me out of my mind.  Was it really him and I?  And if so, how had he taken it from that perspective?  I could hardly be in two places at once.  Only a demon could do that. [He's a demon without a doubt.  Now, as for taking the picture from that perspective, you know that there are cameras that can be programmed to take pictures by themselves, with a programmed cadence].  {That or you weren't alone.  What's more plausible? } 

	-If you feel exposed, it's because you are," my boss assured me.  I like your body, but most of all, I like your soul. I will expose you more often than you think. 

	[Why don't you ask him?  Why don't you ask him to clarify?  This is potentially serious! ] I'd rather not.  [You're always so eager to unpack the gifts and unveil the mysteries, but then there are things you'd rather not investigate!  I don't understand!  It was the same with Daniel and Silvestre.  You had your suspicions, but you preferred not to ask.  You preferred not to know].  

	Satisfied, my boss asked me to come over and kneel before him.  I knew what he wanted, but, nevertheless, I waited for his command.  I unzipped his fly and pulled his cock out of his pants.  I waited again for his indication to put it in my mouth and give him a blowjob.  The initial taste was bad, until my saliva cleaned his glans. Is it the same taste as last night or is it different?  Figuring he would like that, I tried to engulf her as deep as I could. I wasn't a deep-throater; my gag reflex was overdeveloped, but I tried my best. 

	When I got him hard, Gerardo asked me to sit on top of him.  His cock easily found the opening of my vulva.  It was much better without the cumbersome condoms.  I began to ride him eagerly.  I had cum only once in these two days with him and that was not much for a woman.  However, my boss instructed me to slow down, that we had all the time in the world. [No, we didn't!  You have to go back to Daniel.  Don't let the demon get hold of your soul or you might lose Daniel's angel].  

	My breasts were exposed, within reach of his mouth and Gerardo kissed them.  It always turned me on when a man kissed my tits.  It was proof that he liked them.  My breasts were natural and had suffered the logical consequences of age, gravity and motherhood.  They were not the part of my body I was most proud of, but it was probably more due to my feminine insecurity than anything else, because so far no man had really complained.  Only Daniel, at times, had made a comment about it, although he had done it as a joke and to provoke me. And since he has been submissive and in chastity, he has never joked about it again.  He'd better not!  On the contrary, everyone had enjoyed touching and kissing my breasts.  Well, Luis Alberto didn't really care about my breasts.  What interested him was my ass and the possibility of fucking me in the vagina.  

	Gerardo offered me his glass of whiskey and I took a sip.  I wanted to give it back to him, but he insisted that I had to finish it.  He assured me that there was no hurry and that I could do it slowly.  I was getting used to the high alcohol content and it no longer burned so much as it went down my esophagus.  

	Not satisfied with that, he then offered me his cigar.  I tried to inhale the smoke without coughing.  Curiously, the taste no longer seemed as unpleasant as before.  I wanted to give him back the cigar, but Gerardo asked me to hold it between my fingers.  Naked, sitting on top of him, with his sex inside mine, moving my hips just enough to keep his erection from going down, we took turns smoking the cigar. [And Daniel, poor Daniel, waiting. ] Sometimes I took a puff and other times I put the cigar to his lips so that he could do the same. While my hands were busy with the glass of whiskey, which I was drinking little by little, and the cigar, his hands were busy with my breasts and my ass. 

	The disc came to an end and I had to get up, still blinded, to turn it over and then return to the same position as before. could only remember having such intoxicatingly slow sex with my husband. 

	-Strip this demon naked, Gema. It's time for me to take the chisel and carve you a little. 

	I obeyed.  Gerardo then guided me to the couch and instructed me to lie down with my head partially over the edge.  I knew what was coming next; my boss had taken a liking to this position and so, to tell the truth, had I.  I felt so devoted in this position. And was the cock I barely managed to suck last night Gerardo's or was it someone else's?  

	Encouraged by my previous attempts to suck him deeply, this time he took the initiative to drill my mouth with his cock, trying to put it a millimeter deeper each time.  My vomit reflex was slow to make an appearance, perhaps because I was overwhelmed by the mixture of the whiskey and the half cigar he had made me smoke.  I tried to suppress it, but a normal girl can only go so far.  

	I'm going to send you that picture," he said, referring to the one he had briefly shown me on his cell phone.  You deserved it. 

	My limits. . .  Gerardo did not hesitate to explore them, although he was careful not to overstep them. Yet.  At least, he had no certainty that he had exceeded them.  {If that's a limit for you}.  He spilled his seeds down my throat.  Soon after, with his taste in my mouth, I cum. My boss had given me permission to do so. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Hello Gema.  I am very struck by your lifestyle, especially how a person, in this case your husband, can reach such high levels of love for you.  I can't understand it.  There are even times when I get emotional when I read his reactions to you.  All of us who have read you know that he loves you, but do you think he loves himself as much as he loves you?  Have you ever thought that he lacks self-love?  Is a hug from your husband comparable to a hug from your lover? Thank you. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"No, I don't think he lacks love for himself.  What's wrong with him is that he has a very restless and perverse mind, which I have to keep entertained with new things so he doesn't get bored.  Much of what I do is for him. And if he lacks a little love for himself, believe me I more than make up for it with the love I give him. 

	A lover's cock is better than my husband's, but I wouldn't give up either one.  My husband's means love, loyalty and commitment (especially when caged). lover's means perversion and lust

	  

	***

	  

	Back home on Saturday evening, Daniel was waiting for me just as I had asked:  in stockings, chastity device and pink panties, with my ass and genital area perfectly shaved.  I knew that my husband was burning with desire to know what had happened these two days, but in that respect, for the moment, things remained basically the same and I only let him know about my relationship with Gerardo through what I wrote in my blog. Why change it, if it has worked reasonably well for me, so far?  Before I left my boss's house, though, I had quickly posted the photo Gerardo had shared with me. My husband knew my determination about it, so he didn't ask for details and was content to ask me general questions. 

	Did you enjoy it, love? 

	-Perfectly! replied with a smile, "I'm getting better and better

	I took off my raincoat.  At the last moment, it had occurred to me to borrow it from Gerardo. wasn't wearing anything underneath, except for the little chain my boss had given me and the choker. 

	"Is it for your husband to see you like this? ", Gerardo had asked me.  Had there been jealousy in his tone of voice?  It was the first time Gerardo had asked me about my husband.  Until that moment, he had avoided asking me about him and I had avoided mentioning him, knowing it made him uncomfortable.  

	"Yes.  I want him to know what I've done with you. It's important," he had explained. 

	"Is that why you want me to send you the pictures? " my boss had questioned.  I had shaken my head.  "I understand.  But I'm not going to give them to you, much less share them with him.  They're mine. " He had missed saying that I was his.  "I'll pass some on to you from time to time, if you make merit," he had softened.  He had once again shown me the picture of the dance in his garret and sent it to my cell phone. "Don't you want to know how that picture was taken? " he had asked mischievously. 

	"Mmm.  Of course I want to know.  What I don't want to do is ask. I know you'll ask me for something in return, if I do

	"And that's serious? 

	"Oh, my devil.  You ask for my soul and more," he had replied, teasing her.  "Seriously now. " I had bitten my lower lip.  "I want Daniel to come here, with me.  He'll be quiet and out of the way. I assure you. 

	Gerard had made a sour face, but had assured that he was aware of it.  "I know.  It's what we agreed at the beginning.  If you know how to take me, as you have done so far, I will do everything you tell me," I had assured him.  "But I need you to be present. , this isn't. . .  sustainable. "

	I went like this through Segovia," I indicated to my husband, "You'll read it later

	My husband's eyes. 

	-And I danced a tango with him, naked.  You'll see that in. . .  -I looked at the alarm clock- fifteen minutes, approximately.  -I had left the publication scheduled.  So, it's up to you to decide if you'd rather see the picture or see me and touch me.  

	Daniel seemed to hesitate. looked at the alarm clock. 

	-My boss, who is an old man, as you know, is clear about what he prefers.  He has not only enjoyed my body with his hands, his mouth and his cock.  He has also done it with his mind.  -He has photographed me from almost every possible angle and in the open air.  But you'll read about that later. The amount of detail depends on how you behave. 

	Daniel still seemed to be hesitating. It was unbelievable that he would rather see me in a picture with another man than enjoy it with me. 

	He also left me a little present for you," I lied. 

	Gerardo had cum in my mouth, not in my pussy, but my husband didn't know that and didn't need to know that. {I think Gerardo didn't cum in your conjugal pussy, because he knows you would bring Daniel the gift later}.  

	Daniel was well acquainted with our ritual of claiming me after a date with a horned man.  Rituals are important and for us this is an important ritual.  After being with another man, my husband shows me his acceptance and support in this way, as he claims my body again with his mouth. usually let him make love to me afterwards, although sometimes, when he has misbehaved, I don't let him. 

	At that time, Daniel still had a hard time accepting that he should show his support for myhotwife dalliancesby eating my pussy and that he should do so especially when I had another man's cum inside me.  He was still reluctant.  The fact that it was Gerardo had not helped to make it easy for him.  It was a hypocritical resistance, because, deep down, I knew she was turned on by it and probably would have touched her dick, if it weren't for the fact that she was caged.  It all still depended on her level of arousal.  Possibly it would be easier if she uncaged him first and aroused him with her hand and mouth, to increase his libido.  But I preferred not to make it dependent on his level of arousal.  After all, this was not just about a sexual act; it was something deeper.  It was about demonstrating his commitment to me and to our lifestyle, and that included accepting that the choice of gore was mine and mine alone.  

	Despite his initial resistance, my husband did his best and got me to cum with his tongue.  Although there was no little gift from Gerardo for him, my husband didn't know that, unless after plunging his tongue into my vagina - and only afterwards - he noticed any difference. any case, it was something important to me. Could there be any greater demonstration of love on his part?  

	-Come on. Now let's make love. 

	Daniel's face lit up, I would finally get the cage off and he could cum inside me, like Gerard had done before!  The wait had been worth it. I'm sorry, love:  big mistake.  You're wrong if you think that.  I got up, trying to hide a mischievous smile, and disappeared into the bathroom.  When I reappeared in the bedroom, I was wearing a harness and holding a bottle of lubricant in my hand.  It had been a long time since I had given my husband my ass, too long.  Daniel understood that he would not penetrate me this time, but that I would penetrate him instead, and he resigned himself.  Without protesting, he lay down on his stomach and offered me his little ass, so that I could lubricate it first and then take it as I pleased.  Good boy! 

	I used the smaller dildo and it slipped smoothly through his anus. made love to my husband, gently, tenderly. See, there are things I only do with you.  

	-Who are you? whispered in his ear. 

	Daniel didn't answer and I had to insist, grabbing him by the curls. 

	Who are you? 

	Gema's slut," he finally answered. 

	It had been hard for him to utter that sentence.  It had been a while since he had done so, but he still remembered. Yes, I think you're almost ready to accompany me to his house.  

	  

	***

	  

	New posts on my blog

	  

	"Can you taste it inside me?  I know deep down you like it; you don't need to be embarrassed about it

	With sensual photo of a man licking a woman's pussy, she standing in stockings and a half-cup bra, with one leg hugging the man's neck. 

	Even if only in your imagination, savor it, savor the man I have chosen!  

	  

	"You miss this, don't you? 

	The photo showed a couple having sex. The photographer had also photographed his own cock, ejaculating at the sight of the couple having wild sex. 

	The sex isn't exactly going to be wild, Daniel.  But you're not going to be able to cum either, not in his house.  

	  

	***

	  

	Gema had taken me and fucked me.  She had done it slowly.  She had made love to me, from behind.  I hadn't cum and neither had she, but I had made her cum first with my tongue.  The sensation, physically, had been moderately pleasurable.  My little ass had already adapted quite well to the rubbing.  And it didn't bother me as it had at first.  But it wasn't a sensation to shoot rockets at either.  At least, physically it wasn't.  But psychologically, yes. But psychologically, yes.  Whenever Gema penetrated me, it had a profound psychological impact on me.  I was aware of it.  And I liked it.  It was really what I liked best.  Just like I had liked her grabbing me by the curls and forcing me to answer her question.  I would have asked him to fuck me harder.  I wouldn't have done it for the physical sensations, but for the mental ones.  But I couldn't tell him that, what would he think?  

	My ass had relatively adapted to being penetrated.  But it still stung a little.  It always felt weird, afterwards. Gema had never told me that she had those feelings with Luis Alberto.  But stranger were the sensations that the photo she had posted had left me with.  Was it her?  It seemed so.  Once again, I couldn't say for sure.  Fortunately.  That means, if I can't do it, no one will.  She was seen dancing with a man.  Naked, in lingerie.  No panties or a thong.  But who had taken that picture?  Who had Gerardo invited?  Were they already having threesomes?  Was it happening like with Silvestre and Luis Alberto?  But now it's two men, not one, out of my control.  I need to be present!  

	It was useless to ask Gema.  Besides, I wasn't going to lower myself to do it.  She had told me that I had to limit myself to her blog and so I would. Damn my wife's enigmas!  Damn my imagination!  But what had my wife posted?  So far, not much.  She was always behind schedule.  In return, she had posted useless things.  She had posted a picture of a hand making the cuckold symbol.  On the fingers I had written "I love you".  In return, he had posted another one commenting that Gerardo was not very attractive physically, but that he had a lot to offer.  And in the photo, the guy who appeared showed a jar with a strip of paper inside, on which was written, in capital letters "Emotions".  You bastard, Gema!  You tell me you love me, but anyone would say you love him.  And I had posted another one that looked like it was hers.  But maybe I was wrong.  Only a pair of legs were visible, sheathed in stockings.  And on the edge of the stockings was a wad of bills.  They're euros!  They didn't look right, even when I enlarged the image.  I could make out one fifty and three tens.  There were two more that looked bad.  Judging by the color, they were twenties.  Naturally, he had investigated his wallet.  And sure enough, he had those bills.  Is that you, Gema?  Another picture of Gerardo?  What did you give him in return, so that he would give you that money?  

	I had always loved mind games.  It was one of the things I loved about my wife, who had quickly learned to play them with me. To play them on me.  But I couldn't take it anymore.  I can't take it anymore, Gema.  I need to know what you're really doing with him.  I can't stand to see a part of your life only through the screen.  

	 

	


Chapter XXVII - Time for REFLECTION 

	  

	"Trust is a different kind of intimacy.  It is something that is required to help a woman discover her secret desires" - message to Gerardo (English classes).  

	  

	  

	New posts on my blog

	  

	"I don't know what you're complaining so much about. I've never done that with you.  Or maybe you're misbehaving on purpose, to force me to get tougher on you? 

	With the moving image of a dominatrix whipping the submissive's erect cock. 

	I can never do that, Daniel.  I hope you don't expect that from me.  But you're starting to give me reason to.  Maybe I should take you back to that dominatrix?  

	  

	He had also uploaded an image of a woman spanking a man. I do that, Daniel.  And it hurts (my hand) more than it hurts you.  I had commented on the image, "One of the best ways for a marriage to go well. " It's true that it works.  Of course it also works when Gerardo whips me.  

	  

	Daniel was starting to worry me.  Despite being caged, he kept giving me reasons to be angry with him, as if he was looking for me to punish him.  I didn't know what to think anymore. didn't know if that was what he was looking for, just as I sometimes looked for punishment from Gerard,forgetting to wear panties.  Or if, in turn, he was having real problems with digesting the situation.  He had plenty of reasons, in that case.  I understood him perfectly.  But if you're going to be present, at Gerardo's house, things won't get any easier, quite the contrary.  Until I am convinced that you are fully, one hundred percent ready, I cannot take you with me.  Gerardo is not a regular goreador.  What my husband would see at Gerardo's house would not go down, but up.  My sculpting demon still had to give me a few chiseled beads before moving on to the polishing phase.  

	But who was more of a demon, him or me?  Sometimes I felt like an angel, sometimes a demon.  I had found a photo that showed that duality in me very well and posted it.  It showed two girls holding hands.  One was dressed as an angel; she was wearing her wings and a little skirt.  The other was wearing the devil's horns and was completely naked.  That one, the demon, was the one with red hair and a necklace around her neck.  I had also found and published another one with the same theme.  But in it, the demon was the woman and the angel was undoubtedly the man. Daniel, you are my angel; I am your demon.  

	  

	  

	"Some see a naked woman.  Others see a pile of books.  Only a few see the woman inside the books and the books inside the woman.  My husband is one of them. And Gerardo. . .  maybe too. 

	With a photo of a naked woman, wearing only stockings, sitting on a chair in a corner, in front of two bookcases full of books

	  

	***

	  

	I needed to do something with my husband. {Take him to that dominatrix over there!  You'll see how he wakes up. } [Poor Daniel.  How are you going to do that to him?  You're going to break him irreparably if you do that].  Fortunately, the Easter vacations had arrived.  I had already been with the company for five months, so I was entitled to a few days off and could devote them to my husband, reading and writing.  I uploaded two images to my blog.  In one there was a loving couple kissing.  Mostly, it was her kissing him.  I wrote, "This Easter is for us. " In the other, a woman wearing a garter belt and stockings but no panties over a man's erect cock was pictured.  I commented on the image:  "Take advantage of this Easter, you have a free bar! But don't forget:  my ass is only for our horny men

	Yes, I would let my husband have free rein again.  Maybe he had gotten too used to the chastity device and it was wearing off because of that.  I needed to get him out of the habit so that when he went back to work, I could put it back on.  Daniel, you are very complicated, really. You want to be submissive and you often succeed.  But then you still have that dominance in you, that need to control everything, and you're back to your old ways.  I was much simpler in that respect than my husband.  I wanted to explore my submissive side, mostly.  I also had fun practicing my dominant side with my husband.  It wasn't easy for me to switch from one mode to another, but I was getting the hang of it.  In fact, sometimes it seemed to feed back on each other.  The more submissive I was with Gerardo, the easier it was for me to be dominant with my husband.  Sometimes it scared me.  I seemed to take out on my husband what Gerardo was doing to me.  But other than that, it didn't create any conflict for me; I didn't feel distressed by it. husband, on the other hand, I saw him suffer at times with his duality. 

	But this Easter I had the feeling it would go very well.  It was time to relax.  I had seen a ladybug in the garden.  It was popularly said that they brought good luck.  Then it had somehow gotten into the house and I had had to rescue it from our cat's claws. wasn't superstitious, but I wanted to believe - I needed to - that the fact that it had snuck into our house was a sign of good luck. 

	I sighed.  I continued a bit more with my second book and took a screenshot.  My blog had me hooked and almost absorbed.  I uploaded a nice image I had found, with a girl on the side of a river (maybe Paris? ) typing on one of these old typewriters.  I commented on the image, "Taking advantage of any time to continue with the second book. " I then uploaded the screenshot of the last thing I had just written from my second book.  It was page one hundred and eighty-six:  "I wasn't wearing theanal plug.  After hesitating, at last, Daniel got on top of me and pointed his cock toward the entrance of. . . " [It's Easter!  Do you want to stop this stuff now and disconnect a little? ] There were things I couldn't disconnect from.  How could I, if it was my life?  

	My relationship with Gerardo was going well, although we had reached a critical point, or at least we were close to it.  I had to get my husband to be present at our meetings.  I could no longer relegate him to the blog; that was not feasible.  The problem was not that Gerardo objected.  I had made it clear to him from the beginning that it would happen.  I had asked him for time to get used to it and Gerardo had granted it.  And he, in return, had asked me for time to get used to the idea of my husband being a voyeur. [It wasn't to get used to the idea, it was to sculpt you first. ] Gerardo had been warned and had accepted.  Obviously, the idea did not excite him.  He didn't like that there was a third party present.  But who was the one who was at his house that night?  {You don't know that if anyone was there! }.  Above all, she wasn't thrilled that my husband was present.  But I was the most reluctant.  If Daniel doesn't like Gerardo, how is he going to accept to see what Gerardo is going to teach me to do for him?  Because it's not just sex pure and simple.  The funny thing was that anal sex didn't seem to be among those things Gerardo would make me do for him.  We had done it once in the back -on my initiative-, but Gerardo hadn't shown any interest in repeating it.  Actually, I missed that.  I uploaded a moving picture with a woman rubbing her anus:  "I miss. . . " I missed it, but Gerard had made up for it in another way.  The emotional sensations I got from anal sex with a lover were analogous to being penetrated by mouth in that position my boss liked so much.  It made me feel surrendered.  I made a mental note that this would be one thing that, like anal sex, I would not do with my husband either.  It was important to me that there were things only for lovers and things only with my husband.  It helped me separate things. feel slutty in one case and wifey in the other. 

	I programmed the publication of a message to my husband on my blog:  "Love, this Easter I'm all yours, except my little ass that, as you know, is reserved for my horned ones, although Gerardo has abandoned it.  Otherwise, do with me whatever you want. love you. 

	Next, I left another scheduled post, with a picture of a blindfolded woman and wrote:  "Why have you never blindfolded me? "That, Daniel, I will never allow you to do either.  But I will blindfold you.  

	  

	***

	  

	negromante-black:  

	"Hello again, Gema.  After reading your book and anxiously awaiting your second book, don't you have in mind or yearn to write novels, art or essays for the general public?  You don't lack gifts. Thank you. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Thank you for the compliment. I'm so glad you liked it. 

	Well, since my youth, I have had the thought of writing a book, but until now I had not gotten around to it.  Perhaps I lacked the necessary motivation and, above all, the right subject matter, something I was passionate about.  Yes, I would like to, but I would have to find an interesting topic. And I would also have to make it compatible with my work and my family. 

	In any case, after the second book, there would still be a third, to reach the situation that I mentioned at the beginning of my blog and that would allow me to understand my complete transformation to date. to say, I still have many words to put together under this theme not suitable for all audiences

	  

	Anonymous:  

	And now what? " I explain, cuckolds are addicts; every day they want more and more.  From what she says, the relationship with Gerardo is at its peak; she can't seem to advance any further economically or sexually, at best maintain herself.  Rather than accepting, your cuckold is resigned and except for thefemdom he offers you, your sex life is a bit stagnant.  Don't you think it's time to move on and offer your husband a top level cuckold?  With a cuckold of a higher level than Silvestre with a big member.  a bull! 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I understand that, as the man you are, you think that a cuckold is better the more physically attractive he is, but, at least in my case, that's not the most important thing.  Gerardo has a special personality; there is something about him that attracts me a lot and I think I still have a lot to explore sexually with him.  For the moment, Gerardo and my husband are enough for me, I don't need another man in my life (I consider the client in Barcelona as an extension of Gerardo).  And I can assure you that, as far as my husband is concerned, he gets on Gerardo's nerves more than any other horn player we've had. still a long way to go down this road

	  

	Apropos of the question, I uploaded an image and posted it with the following comment, "We could be Gerardo and I, except he's much older.  But is physique really that important? "The image showed a young and very attractive man drinking a glass of whiskey, while a spectacular woman sucked him off, looking into his eyes. Is that what would change things?  Would everything be different if Gerardo were young?  If everything was the same, if that young man was my boss, if he did the same to me as Gerardo, would the situation be totally different just because he was young?  

	  

	Alberto:  

	"Hello Gema.  I'm Alberto. . .  I know it's hard for you to write here, because you've already commented on it once, but I at least miss Daniel's first hand comments.  And as I also know that you don't like him not commenting, let's see if you canmotivate him in any way you see fit. I think I'm not the only one who would like to read what Daniel has to say about your relationship.  kiss! 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"You're right. think I'm being too soft on him

	  

	And how do I know that the previous anonymous comment was not really from Daniel?  I was playing the game of informing him only through the blog, but maybe he was playing the game of misdirection, asking me questions as anonymous, instead of asking them with the user that had been created.  The easy thing to do was to ask him directly, but, for one thing, I didn't like to be a spoilsport.  If that was my husband's game - if it was - I wasn't going to spoil it for him.  And, on the other hand, I had to leave him room for freedom.  I would not and could not and should not be a draconian dominatrix. If Daniel did not want to participate, at least if he did not want to do so by identifying himself, I had to respect him and leave him that space. 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"You have thought that maybe what you are doing might break up your marriage.  Let me explain:  Daniel seems to have participated as a cuckold in your games.  The main problem in your new relationship is that he cannot participate as a cuckold as such.  That is, the time you spend in your relationship with your current lover is subtracted from your relationship with your husband.  He probably feels bad because he cannot allow the relationship with him to be cut off. Obviously, he's seeing it that way

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"This game has its risks.  But I assure you that Daniel fucks more now than he did about ten years ago, for example, back then he fuckedless than a married man.  But you're right, I must find some way to involve him more. Just Gerardo's semen in my pussy is not enough

	  

	Next, I uploaded the moving image of a woman riding a man's face while he was touching his erect cock and commented, "Daniel, shall I tell you again what happened the other day with Gerardo? 

	I can tell you some more details, if you ask me.  Of course, you'll have to get under it, while I tell you.  And I want to see you touch your dick while I do it.  

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Day in and day out, you fight 8457374 times to have a good time.  Your husband works the same way.  Can't he havenormal sex, where he can enjoy all the time he needs with you, where he won't be sleepless one night in case you leave him for one of your lovers, where you don't have absolute control over him?  Sure he can, but he needs professional help.  Don't misunderstand what I'm saying:  he's not sick. But it is possible for him to experience love without suffering. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"At this point it's hard to turn back.  I like the freedom I have and I like having my husband submissive at home. And, actually, taking away the infatuation stage during courtship, we're better than ever. 

	From time to time I let him enjoy as much as he wants with me, almost without restraint.  But do you think he is able to take advantage of it as you would imagine?  His sexual energy is not that high.  If it were some lover I've had, he would be several times a day, but my husband is not like that.  For some reason, he enjoys watching or imagining me and even reading me more.  His sexuality is like that. not that he likes to suffer, as you say, but his sexuality is much morecoconut than dick. And I'm giving him what he needs, both coconut and

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"It's obvious why it's so easy for you.  You don't suffer with the relationship.  For you it's all advantages.  You have your husband when you want him and the other men when you want them.  However, your husband has a hard time accepting a situation where in order to getpleasure he has to suffer continuously and where he is losing control of his lifewill give you an example that is not like the one you have:  A toxic relationship where to experience affection for a little while you are fighting all day. 

	Aside from what I said above, have you ever considered that your husband may have a solution?  By solution I mean that, in order to get sexual pleasure, he doesn't have to suffer as he is currently suffering. can getclean pleasure.  The problem is that as you are now, where you have everything from the relationship and he has nothing, I don't know if you can go back and allow your husband to experience pleasure without that suffering. Finally, you say your husband doesn't accept the current situation, whereas you do. 

	  

	manolito-ito:  

	"You said that Daniel did not willingly accept this relationship and yet you want to involve him fully in it.  Has Daniel changed his mind?  Is this just one more twist in your libidinous mind for the humiliation of your husband?  Or maybe you want or need Gerardo to step into the role of dominant male in front of Daniel in an irrefutable way?  On the other hand, Gerardo takes a toll on everything. seems more of a whore than you. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I don't intend to humiliate him. think that, if he were more involved, his acceptance would be greater; it would be easier for him to carry it. 

	Gerardo is generous, but when it comes to negotiating, he doesn't leave a penny on the table.  And he has a nose for when he can negotiate. businessman and so far he's been successful that way

	  

	negromante-black:  

	Good morning, Gema, do you as aswitch personidentify yourself more as dominant or submissive?  And following on from that question, could you switch the roles in your relationships, i. e.  your lover being submissive and your cuckold stag? Thanks as always for being there. 

	  

	Withnegromante-black, apart from answering his questions, I used to chat also through the blog system.  His situation was curious.  He and his wife had been close to divorce, because they had lost their passion for each other.  She, to compensate, had taken a lover. Curiously, my blog had helped the couple to process it from a different perspective and they had found in her infidelity and in her freedom to be unfaithful again - in case she wanted to - a spur to rediscover their passion. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Well, I wouldn't know; I've never tried it the other way around.  But I find it much more exciting and gratifying the way it is now:  submissive husband and dominant lovers. From a selfish point of view, I think it's better for the woman. 

	Besides, I don't believe in what you callstag.  If you are a consenting cuckold and you don't have the right to sleep with other women, you are submissive, even if you want to make it up in some way.  And if you have the right to sleep with others, then you are not a cuckold, you are swingers or a liberal couple.  I, in my case, don't allow it to my husband; I'm too jealous. may seem that this asymmetry is unfair, but you have to remember that it was my husband who wanted this. 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Hi Gema, Do you still allow your husband to penetrate you or are you reserved for Gerardo and his important clients?  Do you enjoy fucking the clients? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I have sex regularly with my husband.  I wouldn't give it up.  But I control when I allow him to penetrate me and when he can cum inside me.  I also give him blowjobs, although only occasionally and certainly much less frequently than Gerardo. It's mostly so he knows how my lovers enjoy it. 

	What is forbidden is my little ass. That's only for the horned ones. 

	I have only had sex with one client and it was only on two occasions.  I can't say that I particularly enjoyed it.  In fact, the last time I didn't even cum. I'm more turned on by the fact that I'm doing it and why, rather than actually doing it

	  

	***

	  

	Easter was passing quickly.  It had been a great few days to reflect on how to move forward. The questions on my blog, both from real anonymous people and those that my husband might have snuck in as anonymous, along with those from identified followers, always helped the reflection, as they gave me the opportunity to discuss indirectly with my husband things that he was uncomfortable discussing directly with me

	Daniel and I had had sex, freely, but the open bar had not translated into my husband claiming me as a rabbit.  Instead, I had caught him touching his dick while he was browsing my blog.  My husband had tried to hide it, covering himself with the laptop, but his hard cock had not been able to deny the facts.  He was like that and he had to not only accept it, but he had to act accordingly.  

	No, I was not going to give up with Gerardo just because the situation was not ideal and my husband did not feel completely comfortable.  We would have to find a solution, but, just as I had done my part with Silvestre, he now had to do his part with Gerardo. If he were young, he wouldn't be so reticent.  But for me, at this point, I don't care whether he is young or not.  In fact, I prefer him older.  There are many things I'm learning from and with him.  No, Daniel will have to adapt and I will have to take the step to take him to my boss's house.  

	  

	***

	  

	New posts on my blog

	  

	"Guess who or what I'm thinking about. 

	With the moving image of a masturbating woman

	  

	"I have been yours, yours alone for this past week. Now it's your turn

	  

	***

	  

	Gema had uncaged me during Holy Week.  And she had given me free access to her body.  Of course, there were things I was not allowed to do.  Her delicious ass, for example, was forbidden territory for me. Except for my tongue.  It was even now that I was an orphan.  Gema had written that Gerard wasn't interested in anal sex.  My wife missed it.  But, even under those circumstances, I was not allowed to give it to him.  I understood that.  Gema had said that it was important for her to draw a line between what she did with a lover and what she did with me.  It was important to me, too.  But it is even more so in a reverse sense.  Or I would like nothing for a lover to clean her after he or I cum in her.  

	Being able to have vaginal sex with her whenever I wanted had been wonderful.  It had helped me regain my manhood, so to speak.  After all, what we were doing was nothing more than a game. {Really?  It sounds to me like you've got it backwards and that the game is what you did at Easter}.  But it had also added enormous pressure on me.  What level of sexual energy did Gemma expect from me, from her husband?  I. . .  felt that I had failed to fully satisfy her, not because my wife was insatiable, but because I had the feeling that I hadn't been up to the task and had missed opportunities to have sex with her.  Surely she thinks someone else wouldn't have gotten out of bed all week.  I was even grateful to put the chastity device back on. That, in a way, took the pressure off me. 

	I am only her plan C.  I am not the one who has to satisfy her sexually.  I just have to do my part.  What didn't quite fit, no matter how hard I tried, was that Gerardo's old man was the one to satisfy her.  Gema had written that it didn't matter if he was young or not.  I didn't understand how she couldn't care less.  I didn't care.  Maybe it lacked any logic, but I had the feeling that I was failing her as a cuckold, for not being able to provide her with a proper lover. Not even his plan B was looking good, as she had said. 

	As the vacation was winding down, Gemma had posted things that indicated she was glad to be back atwork.  She had posted a moving picture of a woman masturbating with her eyes closed and had written, "Guess who or what I think about. " Evidently, you think of him.  Another post showed a woman in the foreground and in the background, out of focus, a man lying on the floor and Gemma had commented, "This week I've been yours.  Soon it's your turn. . . ".  In another post, she had simply written:  "Soon. . . ".  The ellipses were the least of it.  What I didn't like was that the photo showed a naked woman with a wolf showing his fangs.  Now you see Gerardo like that, like an alpha wolf?  But he doesn't have half a wolf!  

	But the crucial question she had asked me on her blog was this:  "Is this the hotwife you've always wanted to have? " Of course, Gemma had exceeded all my expectations.  What I wasn't convinced was that she was going in the direction I wanted, not with respect to me, but with respect to her choice of mistresses. {Ah!  But that's exactly how it should be, that it's not going in the direction you want it to go}.  

	It was time to return to normality, which in my case was the cage and submission and in my wife's case it was her boss. 

	  

	  

	  

	  

	 

	 

	 

	

Chapter XXVIII – A FURRY friend 

	  

	"If given the chance to make three wishes, I would ask you three times. " - Between ink and paper 

	  

	  

	New posts on my blog

	  

	 "Honey, you've had me last week at your whim or almost. This week you'll be my little slut, are you ready? 

	With a naked man, sleeping face down on the bed, with a nice ass. 

	  

	"This week I have been yours.  Now it's your turn to be 100% mine.  For starters, I want you to lock yourself up; you've had enough freedom.  And then I want you to put on the pink panties. I love you. 

	With a woman penetrating her man. 

	  

	"I'm going to Gerardo's house. still don't know if I'll spend the night with him

	  

	***

	  

	When I was reading these things on the blog, I already knew what was going to happen.  Of course, my wife would end up spending the night at her boss's house.  They would kiss, they would fuck, he would do all kinds of dirty things to her, they would sleep together, holding each other and wake up together.  If there was a choice, Gema always spent the night with him. had done it on previous occasions, in worse circumstances, and how could she not do it this time, when she hadn't seen him for a week (a whole week! )? 

	But, for once, I was wrong.  My wife had not spent the night with him, at his house.  She had even declined to do so.  InsteadGerardo had spent the night at my house. But that's better if she tells you. 

	  

	***

	  

	Gerardo had left the office before me.  I had stayed behind so as not to arouse suspicion because we were going out together at the same time and because I had some work to do.  Gerardo was being very demanding with me and was giving me all kinds of tasks that were not proper for a secretary (and I don't mean sexual ones).  He was demanding a lot from me.  But I was grateful for it.  The stress, with all that was on my mind, was great, but so was the opportunity to grow professionally. [Of course:  you can go from having one client to having several.  Quite a professional achievement. . . ] 

	I pressed Gerardo's garage door opener to pull my car in next to his, like I used to do.  But when the up-and-over door opened, I foundanother car parked inmy spot.  What the hell is this?  Whose bitch's car is that next to my boss's?  {And, above all, why didn't Gerardo warn you? }That car could only belong to a woman. 

	Jealous and intrigued, I parked in the street.  I took out the key to open the door of Gerardo's house, ready to surprise them and catch them in the act, but I restrained myself.  Gerardo had given me the keys in confidence and had made it clear that, if he was home, he expected me to ring the doorbell, rather than use it.  I made an effort to restrain myself and finally rang the doorbell.  It took Gerardo quite a while to open the door. What is he doing?  

	Hello, Gema," he said, surprised, even though we had arranged to meet. 

	Have you forgotten or what?  What had happened during Holy Week?  Had he taken a mistress?  [Eh, excuse me. . .  the mistress is you].  Gerardo was separated, but not divorced, from his second wife.  Had she come to visit him? 

	-Are you alone? shouted, forgetting that he was my boss. 

	-Oh!  What do we have now?  Come here!  

	Gerardo did not wait, but pulled me to him and kissed me.  He stuck his tongue in my mouth, while with his two big hands he fondled my ass, pressing me against him.  I felt in my belly that he had a hard-on,you bastard!  That was unusual for him.  Only if stimulated directly and continuously did it stay erect.  Where is the slut?  It was clear he wasn't alone and what kind of visitor was it.  Shit, he's already forgotten about me.  I focused on my husband and he forgot about me.  I told him at the worst possible time that I wanted to enforce our agreement to bring my husband with me to our meetings.  I told him so and have left a week in between, without contacting him.  

	You're not alone," I bitterly remarked, when he stopped kissing me

	-I don't owe you any explanation, Gema," my boss told me calmly.  Your asking me is bordering on subordination," he explained seriously. But since you're asking, I'll tell you:  You're right, I'm not alone. 

	His words were like a sledgehammer.  It was possible that, being considerably younger than him, I had believed that I would be more than enough for him.  With Silvestre I had always been afraid that one day he would leave me for a younger woman (as it turned out).  Even with the unpleasant Luis Alberto I had had that fear.  For that reason, I had always made a special effort with my lovers.  I had even done so with Gerardo, even though, theoretically, I should have been in a safer zone, due to the age difference.  But, apparently, it had not been enough. What now?  Will he leave me?  Will he fire me?  

	Get down on your knees. 

	How? 

	-Get down on your knees," my boss repeated in the same tone, totally serious and calm.  I don't like that attitude of yours.  I'm going to teach you a lesson.  

	But

	-This is the last time I tell you, Gema," Gerardo interrupted the beginning of my buts.  You deserve to be reprimanded. The alternative is for you to walk out that door right now and leave. 

	I'm sorry," I said submissively and knelt there in the foyer. 

	Stay there! 

	Gerardo disappeared into the living room, leaving me alone on the hard floor of the hall.  My mind was in chaos. It didn't take him long to return. 

	-Put this on," she ordered me. In his hand he held the mask. 

	What do you intend?  Are you going to say goodbye to your visitor and don't want me to see her?  Or do you have something worse in mind?  

	But

	Go away! 

	Quickly, I put on the mask. 

	-Well, that wasn't so hard, was it? he laughed. 

	I wasn't sure if I expected an answer to her question. case, I didn't say anything. 

	to tell you what's going to happen, Gema. 

	I felt Gerardo put his tie on me, while he was talking to me. 

	-You're going to crawl into the living room behind me.  I'm going to introduce you as my little bitch.  Then, I'm going to spank you as punishment for questioning me.  And finally, and this is the most important thing, Gema, you are going to fuck my visitor.  You may not have done this before, but you will do it today.  I don't care if it's weird for you, you will!  -My boss informed me, leaving no room for doubt and a sea of doubts at the same time.  You can still leave, if you want to.  Then you'll never know who I have visiting.  But if you enter the room, there will be no turning back.  -Gerardo paused. Seeing that she didn't say anything, he said, "Come on! 

	My boss used his tie as a leash and led me half a step behind him crawling into the living room.  I was dying of embarrassment, thinking that his visitor would be watching me.  On top of that, surely it was a woman, a mistress he had taken or his second wife with whom he had reconciled.  My face was burning.  It was as red as a tomato.  Gerardo gave me an extra tour of the living room, guiding me behind the dining room table.  Finally, we arrived at his armchair.  Gerardo sat down. I stayed on all fours on the floor. 

	-What a cute little animal you are!  -You're going to make good friends," my boss praised me.  Although I'm afraid you still need a lot of training.  But that's just the fun of it, isn't it? Come on, doggy, open your mouth and stick out your tongue like the little doggy you are!  Come on! 

	Totally humiliated, I obeyed. I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue a little. 

	Whoever is watching me is laughing at me.  On top of that, she's pretending to make me have sex with. . .  her?  {Evidently.  What else do you think she's got you sticking out your tongue for? } 

	Gerardo caught my tongue with his fingers and pulled on it, trying to pull it out a little more.  He didn't succeed, because I instinctively resisted. If she's his ex-wife, she'll be as old as he is.  

	-Get on the couch. You know the position. 

	Yes, I already knew her. Gerardo had spanked me on several occasions.  (In this book, for the sake of brevity and so as not to be repetitive, I do not recount each and every encounter). 

	Pull up your skirt and pull your panties down to mid-thigh. 

	I hesitated.  Ye had warned me, but this was becoming more and more humiliating. In front of a stranger!  A woman on top of that. Yes, it was worse for me that it was a woman than a man, and I didn't just mean that I had to have sex with that person afterwards. 

	With that attitude, you are only making your punishment greater. 

	On top of that, I have to pull up my skirt and pull down my panties.  It's as if I were asking him to spank me.  Reluctantly, I obeyed. 

	I heard a buzzing sound I knew well, it was the vibrating bullet!  Gerardo shoved it unceremoniously into my vagina, I had never done that before!  Gerardo began to whip me, alternating between buttocks.  He was hitting me harder than usual, but I didn't complain. don't want that bitch to think I'm a wimp!  , he stopped. 

	-Don't come," he warned me. Then he continued with the spanking. 

	I felt completely humiliated.  What would that woman think of me? She'd think I was a very horny weirdo, a masochist who cums in pain.  I didn't like pain.  I was generally turned on by submission and humiliation-that much I acknowledged-but not pain in particular.  The vibrating bullet in my pussy was pleasurable, but not as pleasurable as on my clitoris.  He must be laughing at me.  

	-Are you going to obey? Gerardo stopped whipping me, finally. 

	I nodded. 

	I can't hear you. 

	Yes, boss. 

	-Okay.  I don't want any questions. Pull up your panties. 

	The bullet

	I felt fear at the thought that the little vibrator would stay in my pussy and then I wouldn't be able to take it out

	What did I tell you? 

	I obeyed and pulled up my panties. The vibrating bullet was still buzzing inside me. 

	-Get down on all fours, open your mouth and stick out your tongue.  Don't stick it back in. Let's go for a walk. 

	A walk?  What do you mean, a walk?  A walk around the house to humiliate me even more? 

	Gerardo grabbed the tie and tugged on it, pulling me behind him like a dog.  We walked out of the living room.  A cold air hit my face.  It could only be because he had opened the stairwell door to the basement.  I followed him down the stairs. My socks must be ruined by now from all the walking on my knees.  We reached the garage.  The floor was dirty.  I felt it on my hands.  They're black, I'm sure.  

	-Get up and undress. Let's go for a. 

	I stood up quickly and unbuttoned a button on my blouse.  But I stopped. A ride?  Where to?  To that bitch's house?  But why?  

	-There is no turning back, Gema.  I gave you the option before, in the foyer.  And you agreed to go ahead.  Now you can't back out.  You say you trust me.  Now it's time to prove it.  Strip!  

	I obeyed. The damn vibrating bullet was still buzzing inside me. 

	-No.  Not the stockings, garter belt and shoes.  I like my bitches to look nice," Gerardo stopped me as I was about to continue undressing.  

	I remained standing, waiting for further orders.  I felt my boss still holding my tie in one hand as a leash.  With the other hand, he caressed my breast.  I shuddered. The bullet was still vibrating inside my pussy; miraculously, it had not fallen out, even though I had removed my panties. 

	-On all fours, doggy. Let's go for the ride I promised you. 

	I knelt down.  Gerardo pulled me and I followed him.  I felt like we were circling around the cars.  Suddenly he stopped.  I heard the sound of a car door opening.  It was a very distinctive noise, typical of Mercedes. I knew well what his car sounded like. 

	Get in," he ordered me. 

	I panicked. 

	Where are we going? 

	-Wherever I take you," she replied dryly.  To fuck," she added, "You're a little bitch in heat and you need to cum. I want to see you do it. 

	Do what?  My heart was racing and I was having trouble swallowing saliva. I was distressed. 

	-You're a bitch. This is what bitches want, isn't it? 

	Does the other woman do this too?  And where is she?  I didn't hear her.  I would have heard her heels. [Unless she's barefoot].  {Maybe she's not at home.  Maybe he's taken her there, where he wants to take you and left her there}.  

	Gerardo. . .  boss. . .  I

	-What about you, Gema?  -You'll do what I tell you to do.  That's what I pay you for.  We should have done this a few weeks ago, but it's been delayed. Now that it's here, there's no turning back. 

	Arrived what?  Oh!  It's not what I'm thinking. . .  

	-Come in, little dog," he said in a benevolent voice.  I'm sure you'll like it. It's a little hairy, but you'll like it, you'll see. 

	No, please don't!  Gerardo had misunderstood me.  I had posted on my blog some images of naked women next to a dog, with its master.  But it had been to provoke him, not as my fantasy.  No!  Really!  What I had wanted to convey to him was that I liked the obedience game.  I didn't mean to. . .  No!  I was completely confused.  {Great!  And so confused you are, you just admitted that Gerard knows your blog.  Finally, in book four, you just admitted it to Daniel.  So much keeping it a secret and you couldn't even wait until the end of the book}.  No, I. . .  

	-Happy birthday, Gema!  This is because you have earned it.  And this is for your birthday and for you to fulfill what we have agreed. You can take off your mask now. 

	Trembling, I removed the mask from my head.  I was inside the car, in the back seats. didn't even know how I had ended up there. 

	-Do you like it? asked my boss. 

	That was not his car.  This car had beige leather upholstery. That bitch. . .  

	-It's your company car.  It's late.  I'm sorry about that.  But the important thing is that it's here. Beige upholstery, just like you ordered. 

	I looked at my boss, still confused. So. . .  so there's no one else?  

	And here is your furry gift," Gerardo indicated, as if he had read my mind. 

	I looked to the side - in the other back seat was a giant teddy! 

	-I'm proud of you," my boss said, stroking my face.  You deserve this," he said, pointing to the car or the teddy bear or both. Happy birthday, Gema," he repeated. 

	My birthday had been the week before. Gerardo had already congratulated me by WhatsApp. 

	A couple of weeks ago you asked me to fill your pussy with cum. . .  for yourhusband.  Do you remember? She wrinkled her nose at the word husband. 

	I nodded slowly, what did that have to do with anything? 

	And you remember what I asked for in return, don't you? 

	Of course I remembered.  Gerardo had taken the opportunity to negotiate something in return, seeing why he wanted me to do it.  He had asked me to masturbate every Sunday thinking of him.  And I had done it. even posted it on the blog, albeit ambiguously, for my husband! 

	-The car is because you deserved it.  And the bear is your birthday present, because I appreciate you as much as the bear is big and more.  But it is also for you to remember me and to fulfill what we have agreed," explained my boss, at my confused look.  His name is Gerardo, like mine. I want you to masturbate with him every Sunday. 

	I laughed nervously, more because I was still confused and needed to release tension than because it was funny

	-I'm serious.  If you want me to give you agift for your husbandagain,

	I looked at him scandalized, I'm not going to fuck a bear!  But Gerardo gave me a stern look back.  

	-I want you to cum. I want to see you do it. 

	I hesitated, even though the vibrating bullet was still vibrating inside me

	-If you prefer, we can take a walk. I know

	He left the word hanging. Quickly, I moved to the other seat and sat on top of the giant teddy bear, legs spread wide, hugged him and

	-His name is Gerardo," he reminded me, "and I want you to cum with him. Do it. 

	I rubbed my sex with the bear as best I could, over the back seat.  I had the feeling that I was raping him. rubbed myself like a bitch in heat against him. 

	-I'm going to record you," my boss informed me. That way it will be easier for me to imagine what you do on Sundays when you think of me. 

	I didn't care.  I was too horny for it.  Gerard had given me permission to cum.  The damn vibrating bullet was still stimulating me from the inside, but it was insufficient to cause me to orgasm. My clit is outside, not inside.  

	-When you do it at home, I want you to do it in private.  This is between Gerardo and me. I don't want. . .  your husband. . .  present. 

	Wow, I'm sorry, honey.  I made a mental note to tell you somehow through the blog. 

	I had been rubbing my body against the teddy bear for a while, but I could not manage to cum like that.  Gerardo had asked me not to stop until I did, but it was impossible.  It wasn't because I felt like an inexperienced but outgoing teenager, playing with the recent gift from his uncle or godfather; it was just that the kind of rubbing wasn't right. But what kind of gifts have you received? } 

	Stop! 

	Sweaty, I turned to my boss, thanking him for seeing the futility of the situation.  I can't cum like this. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw him put his cell phone in his pocket. 

	-Get out of the car. 

	I obeyed. 

	Gerardo leaned in and felt the teddy bear.  

	-It's wet," he said with a satisfied smile.  Look, see for yourself!  

	Gerardo got out of the car and left room for me to lean in to check it out. my ass. 

	-What does it smell like?  -he asked. It was a rhetorical question, I knew that for a fact. 

	-A pussy," I answered. I didn't need to sniff it. 

	And do you like it? 

	I replied with a shrug, not really answering his question concisely. 

	-Do you like it? he insisted. 

	I made the same gesture again, but added mumbling-:  I guess. 

	Show it! 

	I looked at him puzzled.  Gerardo let out a sigh.  

	-Lean in again.  But, this time, put your nose in his lap and smell him.  Sniff it like a good little dog.  Be good; obey!  Sniff him! I want to hear you. 

	It was true that it smelled like pussy. 

	-Touch yourself!  Masturbate! I want you to cum with that smell. 

	Leaning in from outside the car, I leaned with one hand on the seat.  The other hand, I brought it to my clit.  My head was buried in the bear's hairy lap.  My upturned ass was pointing towards Gerard, who was watching me from behind.  The smell of my own sex filled my nostrils.  

	Gerardo came up from behind and stuck two fingers into my pinging sex, helping me masturbate

	-Do you like it? he asked me uselessly. 

	I didn't know if he was referring to my own smell on the teddy bear or what he was doing with his fingers.  

	Yes," I answered in a hoarse voice. 

	-Do you like it? he repeated. 

	Perhaps he had not heard me before, for the bear's soft body had muffled my voice.  

	YES," I answered this time with force. 

	-Show it! he exhorted me, pulling my waist back, telling me to get out of the car. 

	I turned to him.  Gerard stuck two fingers in my pussy again and began to fuck me frantically with them. had never done it to me like that before. 

	-YES!  YES!  -I exclaimed, although I hadn't asked any questions. Vibrating bullet and my boss's fingers were doing weird things together inside me- YES! 

	Gerardo suddenly pulled his fingers out of my pussy and stuck them in my mouth for me to suck.  As if they were his cock, I began to suck them.  Gerardo put them in and took them out at the same speed he had done it before with my pussy.  The taste did not match.  My fluids tasted sweet as honey to me at that instant, but his cock tasted sour with traces of coffee, whiskey and tobacco.  I preferred his cock to his fingers smeared in my fluids.  It had been many days without being able to delight myself with his particular aroma.  This Easter, it had been exclusive to my husband and I had had to settle for the pathetic taste of his semen in my mouth. Your inert semen is C-grade, Daniel.  Even this old man's is better.  Gerardo pulled his fingers out of my mouth and, to my surprise, kissed me.  That was something new. He always avoided kissing me immediately after I had tasted him, myself or a mixture of the. 

	Gerardo pressed down on my shoulders, signaling me to squat down.  I squatted down.  Trembling with excitement, I tried to pull down his fly.  I still had the aftertaste of my husband's cock and needed to replace it with Gerard's.  I finally managed to get it out of him. Finally, I managed to get it out of his pants, but when I went to put it in my mouth, Gerard took a step back. 

	Not squatting, kneeling," he said. 

	Without stopping to think why, I obeyed.  The cement floor of his garage was dirty and hard, but I didn't care.  Gerard smiled appreciatively and moved closer again, so I could take him in my mouth.  His taste flooded every corner of my mouth. At first it tasted stale, perhaps because he hadn't washed it before, but the pre-seminal liquid soon flowed out and brought back the memory of that coffee, whiskey and tobacco mixture that was so characteristic of him. 

	Gerardo turned away from me and got into the car.  He sat down next to the bear and motioned for me to come over.  I got up.  My knees were dirty with soot and my socks torn I climbed inside and sat with my legs spread wide over Gerardo, my boss.  It would soil the light upholstery of the car, but I hoped that, being leather, I could clean it easily.  Gerardo's cock found its way and stuck its tip into my pussy.  I sat on him and impaled myself.  His cock pushed the vibrating bullet in, but I was too aroused to care at the time.  

	Gerardo's cock was actually a little smaller than my husband's, but I found it divine as it penetrated me. It's not a question of cock, Daniel, don't you understand?  Look what he did to me!  He fucked my mind, and he didn't need his cock for that.  When are you going to understand what I see in him?  I'd had enough of my husband's the week before.  Fortunately, I was back in a cage and could enjoy Gerardo's.  My boss made me feel so dirty.  My boss made me feel as dirty as my knees were, at that moment.  And such a slut.  {And such a bitch}.  I rode his cock fiercely.  Gerardo grabbed my breasts and pinched my nipples. howled in a mixture of pain and pleasure. 

	Do you prefer it in your mouth or in your pussy? 

	His question snapped me out of my thoughts.  I hadn't expected it.  What had I asked?  The answer was a dilemma.  On the one hand, I preferred him to cum in my mouth, to erase my husband's taste for good.  On the other hand, I wanted his cum in my pussy.  It was the natural place. Maybe, with a little luck, some sperm would find their way into my uterus.  I was on the pill and there was no chance of them meeting an egg, but the thought of his sperm swimming inside me excited me.  Still, I needed to taste it in my mouth; it had been too many days since I had last tasted my boss's cum.  There was something about that taste that turned me on and it wasn't exactly because the taste was good.  On the contrary, I sensed it was because it was not.  But having it inside my vagina gave me the chance to take a present home to my husband and share this moment with him.  

	-In my pussy - I finally decided. 

	-Fine, as you wish. But then, you have to sleep with me tonight. 

	Her answer surprised me.  I wasn't prepared for that; I hadn't planned for it. I could let my husband know I was staying over, but he wouldn't be okay with it.  I liked spending the night with Gerardo, but I felt these were not the right circumstances.  Besides, if I stay over today, what crazy things might he come up with?  I love it, but he's being too creative.  It's best not to play with fire.  Piano, piano.  

	I can't, not today," I answered. 

	Gerardo did not get angry, but smiled. 

	-Okay.  But if you want him in your bunny, you'll have to do something in return. I know very well why you want it there and it comes at a price. 

	Gerardo was a businessman and when he smelled an opportunity to negotiate and make a profit, he didn't let it pass

	-But I've already promised you that I'll masturbate thinking about you every Sunday," I objected.  I really didn't care. What I wanted at that moment was to cum. 

	-I know.  But that was for that time.  This is a different time. s not my fault you negotiate so badly. 

	  

	***

	  

	Daniel here again.  Now you know how Gerardo ended up in my house.  On top of that, I couldn't see my wife with that version of Gerardo either, not even in my own house!  It was clear that Gerardo didn't play by the sacred rules of the cuckold-hotwife-cornet triangle.  On top of that, I had to accept that my wife not only obeyed him, but also posted with two images that made reference to the damn intruder bear.  In one of them, the umpteenth with a girl and an old man, my wife said, "My other teddy bear. . . . " I'm pretty hairy and her teddy bear had always been me!  

	The other image was incredibly erotic, I had to give her that.  It was erotic and creepy at the same time.  Where did my wife get it?  In the background of the black and white image was a snowy landscape.  In the foreground was a real bear, a grizzly or something.  The bear was hugging a beautiful half-naked woman from behind.  The woman rested her cheek against the bear's head.  With one arm she covered her chest.  With the other hand she was caressing the bear's paw.  Both, in unison, were looking down in a sweet, reflective gaze.  The bear's gaze was difficult to interpret.  There was something protective about it, but also of determination.  The woman's expression was what made that photograph incredible (coupled with the fact that this was a wild and dangerous animal).  She was somewhere between knowing that what she was doing bordered on perversion (she was looking down, embarrassed, and covering her breasts with her arm), feeling dominated (the much larger and stronger bear was holding her, without her really being able to do anything), feeling protected (she had her face pressed against the bear's), and being coyly eager to continue this unnatural relationship (she was caressing the bear's paw and pressing it against her, thus expressing her consent).  

	I was fascinated with that photograph.  I couldn't stop looking at it. Someday I have to take the best photos from my wife's blog and summarize them in a blog of my own, but without her knowing it.  

	 

	


Chapter XXIX - Showing one's FACE 

	  

	"None of it is worth it without someone to make you incoherent.  No flowers, no candles, no moonlight.  That's the real romance.  Someone who comes along, pushes you to do things you never thought you were capable of and sweeps away your principles, your values, your never me, your me who goes" - Risto Mejide 

	  

	  

	"Why do some things turn me on so much? " my wife had written on her blog, commenting on a photo of a woman in stockings and a garter belt masturbating in front of a mirror.  Well, I didn't know either.  My horns really turned me on.  I couldn't deny that.  The horned fantasy - although not with Gerardo - had been initiated by me.  I was also turned on by my wife being dominant with me.  There was no point in denying that.  But that much?  Gema was living it much more intensely than I was.  Sure, she sees it every day, at work.  In fact, it's part of her job.  She had even forgotten about our daughter.  Not that our daughter didn't appreciate it.  As a teenager, the less her parents were on top of her, the better.  Surely Vicky saw it that way.  The point was that it was atypical for my wife.  Gema had always been a mature woman.  She had behaved like a broody hen.  She wouldn't accept that her daughter had long since hatched.  Typical of mothers.  That had led to several typical teenage conflicts, normal between a worried mother and an unconcerned daughter.  Vicky had come out to me.  She was stubborn like me, even more so.  She did not have an easy temper.  {Pray that she hadn't come out to her mother too. . . } The thing was, Gema had suddenly stopped worrying so excessively about our daughter. That wasn't bad, but it was surprising and significant. 

	Gerardo, the giant bear, had ended up, of course, in our bedroom.  He was sitting, leaning his back against the wall opposite our bed, facing the bed.  The English word fuck is said to be an acronym for Fornicating Under Consent of King, coming from the medieval Black Death era when, supposedly, you needed the king's approval to fuck.  It's an urban legend, of course.  But that's how I felt:  Gerard presided over our bed and authorized me to have sex with my wife, the few times Gema uncaged me.  As long as I didn't interrupt those moments of intimacy, I had even turned off the light, when I usually preferred to see my wife. Gema is very beautiful and it was a shame to do it in the dark. 

	Gema had noticed, of course.  And we had talked about it. had admitted to him that I was afraid to do it in front ofhim.  But Gema had laughed and called me a fool.  "It's just a dummy! " she had exclaimed.  But that wasn't true.  It wasn't just that.  For her, it was much more than that.  On Sunday afternoons, at siesta time, she never missed her appointment with Gerardo, just as he had prescribed.  It was a private appointment to which I was not invited.  When our daughter was not at home, Gema would give free rein to her moans.  I could hear her through the door.  I could hear her, but I couldn't see her.  For that, in my own house, I didn't have permission.  When Vicky was at home, there was no point in my posting myself at the door, because Gemma was restrained and nothing could be heard.  But when our daughter left the house, I would sit close to the door to hear her moaning with Gerardo. 

	Gema had caught me spying on her.  Maybe I had inadvertently knocked on the door, while I was listening to her.  Maybe she had sensed it.  Maybe it was just a coincidence that she had opened the bedroom door to go to the bathroom after cumming.  I still remember her happy face and her cheeks flushed from her orgasm.  It has always seemed to me that, after cumming, Gema's face gets a very youthful expression, with her skin glowing and slightly red.  She had caught me and smiled.  Actually, the smile was already on her face before she opened the door.  It was the smile of happiness after the orgasm. And that was joined by the smile of triumph, knowing that her cuckold of a husband got off on that little game after all.  "Are you having fun? " she had asked when she saw me.  And, without waiting for my answer, he had walked past me in the direction of the bathroom.  From my position on the floor, Gemma had looked so tall to me with her long legs and her feet sheathed in heeled shoes.  Why is she wearing high heels to masturbate with the bear?  She had come out of the bedroom made up, albeit sweaty.  She had even put on sparkling long earrings.  What was all that for?  Apart from the high heels, she was wearing Gerard's choker and a garter belt, albeit without stockings.  Why a garter belt without stockings?  She looked spectacular, so big and I was so small, sitting on the floor.  She had gone into the bathroom, but hadn't closed the door.  From the dressing room where she was lying down, I had seen her looking at herself in the mirror.  Fuck, she looked spectacular!  Then she had sat on the toilet bowl and peed noisily.  Like Niagara Falls.  And I had slipped away to give him privacy.  I preferred that, for those things (and for the older ones), the bathroom door was closed. I had gone down to the garden to digest what I had first heard and then seen. 

	The scene repeated itself every time Vicky wasn't home on Sunday afternoons.  Gema had no longer caught me with my hands in the dough, properly speaking. No dough at all.  With the cage on, there are few things I can do with my hands.  She had no longer been surprised, if she had been the first time.  He already knew I was there, waiting, sitting on the floor of the walk-in closet that was the antechamber to our bedroom, my ear against the door.  But, still, she came out of the bedroom, splendid as she was, from her intimate session with Gerardo, and repeated the same question. And I, likewise, did not answer her. 

	, the photo of that woman with the grizzly bear that Gema had posted was still in my mind. Is that how she perceives Gerardo?  And what am I?  

	From the first time she caught me peeping at her through the door, she'd been bent on a new game with me. At least it's with me and not just the damn bear.  She had agreed to let me turn off the light when we had penetrative sex.  But he wouldn't let me turn it off when he brought me a gift from the office to eat.  That was my turn to do it under Gerardo's watchful eye.  "It's to get you used to it," he had explained, giving me no option to refuse.  

	The depressing thing was that often her private sessions withGerardo lasted longer than our sex It didn't always happen, of course.  It all depended on her me getting the full pack, which could include spanking and whipping with her riding crop, cunnilingus, modern penetrative sex (her to me) and traditional penetrative sex (me to her).  In her modern variant, Gema would not usually allow me to turn off the light either. had to accept her butt-fucking me in full view of her boss's avatar. 

	Seeing my wife come out of the bedroom made up, tall, in heels and garter belt, blushing and, above all, happy, however, made everything else worthwhile.  There were certain - shall we say - frames that wouldn't leave my mind.  Seeing my wife come out of the bedroom like that, was one.  The photo of the bear I had posted was another.  The memory of my wife in her topless at the bar of that private party where she had performed a paid striptease that Silvestre and Luis Alberto had organized was another.  A photo she had posted of her lovingly kissing an old man was not going out of my mind either.  It wasn't physically her, of course, but a random young woman (it wasn't him either, but a random ugly old man), but the meaning was the same.  So was the memory of how I had found her in the hotel room, devastated, after that brute Luis Alberto had abused her. She had consented, but he had taken advantage of her drunken sexual state and had made a pass at her. 

	Speaking of stills that wouldn't leave my mind, there was a GIF that Gema had commented on writing, "The similarity is astounding. . . ".  It was taken from an old Italian porn movie.  The woman was giving a blowjob.  But she was referring to the old man.  In my opinion, he had the face and shape of Jabba the Hutt. With so many pictures Gema had posted of old men, my memory of Gerardo had faded almost completely.  Is he really that ugly?  

	Okay, it was porn and in porn anything was possible.  But, from somewhere, Gema had taken some photos of a real couple, if that could be called real. What worries me is that she had been researching the subject.  How did she come across those photos?  They were of pot-bellied Formula 1 tycoon Flavio Briatore and his beautiful girlfriend Elisabetta Gregoraci.  The woman was not a young girl, she was a real woman, over thirty-five years old.  He was thirty years older than her.  In comparison, Gerardo was slightly younger than my wife.  This Elisabetta was, without a doubt, a mature sugar girl, just like my wife.  Why had Gema posted those photos and where did she get them from? 

	There was another one I had posted, in this case of a famous actor, in which he appeared smoking a cigarillo, with a glass of whiskey in one hand, sitting in an armchair and dressed in a padded black robe, with shirt and tie underneath. Okay, Bill Murray is not as ugly as Jabba the Hutt, but I'm still not convinced.  Mostly, I just don't see the humor in it.  

	What wasn't funny was the accident my wife had had with the car.  It hadn't been at high speed, fortunately, but she'd crushed it, not her new company car, but my old car that I had so many memories of.  On top of that, she had broken not her new company car, but my old car that brought back so many memories.  She had wrecked it in the parking lot of the gym I was going to! How could someone wreck a car in a parking lot?  One of the poles had been carried off.  We had no choice but to junk my old but faithful car.  I couldn't explain such carelessness.  Anyone could have an accident, but wrecking a car in a parking lot?  That was incomprehensible to me. The only explanation for his absent-mindedness was that he was thinking of Gerardo. 

	As a result of that, he had stopped telling his story in his blog.  Fortunately, he had made an exception and had told me something or other, but not much, to be honest.  But I had not stopped seeing him.  Obviously, I saw him every day at work.  But she still slept over with him about once every two weeks.  Yes, Gerardo was still depositing hislittle gift for me with her every week, for which, in order to bring it to me fresh, Gema used to arrive late, either because she stayed at the office to work overtime, until everyone else had left, so she could do it with him in the office, or because she went home with him after her schedule.  In a photo in which the man was taking the woman from behind, she bent over a table, Gema had commented on this:  "The other day, doing overtime in the office, Gerardo took me like this.  And it wasn't gentle. " It didn't add up, because from what she had told me, Gerardo wasn't exactly energetic about sex.  Is something changing?  

	And he kept taking pictures of her.  "Photos. . .  somewhere," Gema had commented on an outdoor nude of a model, but she hadn't wanted to tell me where or when.  In return, she had posted interior images of her, with him! were all in black and white or with very faded color. 

	There was one where she was sitting, reading a book.  That one was not with him, but he had done it.  Only the book and her legs were visible, but it was her, or so he thought. Why with a book?  What does Gerardo know about the book he has published and the one he is writing?  In another, he and she were seen holding hands tenderly.  Of her, only her hand, arm and the sleeve of her blouse were visible.  He thought he remembered that she had a similar blouse, crocheted, with holes.  I had looked for it in her closet, but it had disappeared.  Maybe I was wrong.  But the man in the photo had to be him.  The hands were those of a man, not old but very mature.  And he was thick.  You couldn't see much more than his hands and silhouette, which was very dark and blended into the background of the picture.  It had to be him.  From everything you've posted so far, it matches him.  How had he made it so that you could see them from that perspective? 

	In another, he could be seen sucking his cock.  That one he could have done from his perspective.  It was somewhat out of focus and my wife's face was covered with her hair.  Only her mouth could be seen around his fat cock.  The thickness of the cock was what didn't add up for me.  But the rest matched.  There was that mole on her tit that I thought was so flirtatious.  The picture was out of focus, but the mole was definitely there.  And so were the two small earrings in her ear.  Gema had two piercings in that ear.  Only one of the woman's fingernails was visible, but it also matched:  it wasn't painted and she wasn't wearing it long.  Still, the fat cock didn't fit, it looked bigger than mine!  To make sure, I had even taken a sneaky picture of my wife with my cell phone and converted it to black and white to see if the clarity of the hair matched the picture. And it does.  

	In another photo he had posted, only one eye (closed and made up) and part of his nose were visible.  The rest was either not in the picture or was covered by the fat glans of the cock pressed against her face.  It may or may not have been her, but even with her makeup on and her eye closed, I was sure I recognized that quadrant of my wife's face. Since I had started posting dubious photographs, I had learned to look more closely at her features in order to be able to identify her. 

	So, I had been able to identify her in another photo I had posted. Only her neck was visible, but her polka dots gave her away.  Gerardo had put a dog collar on my wife to take the picture! 

	In another photo she had posted, she was seen from behind, sitting on a man's legs.  Gerardo, apparently, was sitting on a chair.  She could not be seen, as both bodies were completely covering her.  In addition, the background was very dark and there was little contrast.  Gema was completely naked.  And Gerardo was holding her buttocks tightly, even pulling them apart a little.  He was doing it possessively.  The photo, of course, was in black and white.  The clarity of the hair didn't quite match.  At least, it didn't match the one in the other photo.  I had checked that.  But it all depended on how the contrasts were adjusted.  And it was also possible that Gerardo had taken it before my wife had lightened the red of her hair to a more orange color. Damn bastard!  How he grabs my wife's buttocks, in such a way!  Was it my wife or not?  I could never be one hundred percent sure, unless I asked him.  But I already knew he'd answer me with some ambiguous evasion or summon me to ask it on his blog, and to that I refused.  But the real question about that photo, like one of the previous ones I've commented on, was how it was taken from that perspective.  Who took it?  Who else is out there that I don't know?  

	The last straw for the photos she had posted, however, was not that, it was a picture I had taken of her!  I didn't know what annoyed me more, that she used it for her blog with Gerardo or her audacity.  It was a photo on the beach that I had taken a few years before.  There weren't many people there and I had convinced her to take some pictures of her in the dunes (yes, we had stepped on a little bit of a protected area, now I regret it).  I had taken them with my cell phone.  I did not have a camera like Gerardo's.  First, I had taken them in a bikini.  Then, I had convinced her to take off her top.  And finally, after much pleading and insisting and pleading and insisting again, I had convinced her to take off her bottom as well.  For once, she had listened to me.  I had taken a picture of her completely naked, kneeling on the sand, her face turned to one side, her eyes closed and her short hair (at that time her hair was shorter than now) blowing in the wind.  It was a normal image, nothing artistic like the pictures Gerardo took, but it meant a lot to me.  And it turned me on a lot.  It was a picture that I had lovingly taken of her and that she had posted on her blog that was about Gerardo. I felt violated.  It had cost me an awful lot to get her to include a picture of him -without his face- in the first edition of the printed version of the book.  Gema had refused, but I had gotten my way, thanks to my acclaimed stubbornness.  And now, Gema had published that photo, including the face!  I can't believe it!  What was the point?  Anyone who saw it would know it was her.  I mean, they would know that she was Gerardo's Gema.  And by extension, they would know that I was her cuckold.  They would read her blog.  And her book.  She would know t. . .  {Stop the cart!  First, it has to be someone who knows her.  Second, you have to look at that image.  By now, there must be hundreds of pictures.  And, third, that image may have been stolen from somewhere else and just happened to end up on that blog, like all the others}.  Still, it was an incredible daring and so very exceptional of her that, no matter how hard I looked at the image, I couldn't believe it.  Plus, she had published it in black and white.  The original we had was in color.  Of course, Gema knew how to retouch the photos she took with her cell phone in a basic way.  There was an app for that.  It was very easy.  But this photo wasn't on her phone.  And converting it to black and white on the computer was not trivial.  I knew how to do it, of course.  But I doubted she knew.  Who had helped her?  Had he helped her?  Had he prompted her to post a nude of herself, showing her face?  This was madness running amok.  {And why would Gerardo do that?  If he will get hurt too, if they link the blog to him through her}.  

	-Gema, don't you think you should take that picture down? ask her, as I write this part of the book and check her blog on Tumblr, which is still available. 

	I should, but I won't," my wife replies. 

	-But why?  -I insist.  You look very pretty in the photo, but is it necessary to keep it?  At least, let me obfuscate the face.  I think it's too risky like this.  I keep insisting. Risky and devilishly exciting, I admit.  

	-I can't. I have promised to keep it," my wife answers me, all serious. 

	-But if he. . . " I bite my tongue at the last moment.  That's over now," I say in return.  You don't have to keep the promise anymore. Ilike being cuckolded, but I'm really worried about people around us knowing.  

	-It's not because of Gerardo," my wife assures me ominously.  It's for the same reason I'm writing this book. I have promised it to someone. 

	  

	***

	  

	Alberto:  

	"Hello, Gema. I'm Alberto. . . .  that abandonaitos you have us : P A kiss! 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"You're right, and I'm sorry.  I had a little car accident. . .  nothing serious; it was in the parking lot.  I'm just clumsy.  Between the upset and the pain in my neck, I unhooked from Tumblr and it's been hard to get back (there's a lot of mundane stuff that also requires my attention, even if it's less fun). But I think I'm starting to be back. 

	  

	the-dark-side-of-sex:   

	"Congratulations on the blog Gema!  How envious of your husband for having a wife like you! A kiss! 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Thank you! A kiss to you too, but as in your avatar

	  

	the-dark-side-of-sex: 

	"A few days ago I finished reading your book and I wanted to tell you that I found it extremely exciting, both the story itself and the way you tell it, especially because I feel deeply identified with Daniel.  My girlfriend and I are a younger couple than you and Daniel and, little by little, I have been convincing her to start as a hotwife.  At the moment, I have managed to get her to start having sex with an old flirt from adolescence, which makes her very horny and although at first it was more of a game between the two of us, in which she was into fucking him (at first not even that) and that it was just a game between her and me (her lover is not liberal and would not accept that I knew about their relationship), she enjoys the situation more and more and has more confidence with him, even going to sleep some weekends at his house.  I always liked to push her around and even paid her money to agree to do more lurid things.  That turned her on in a big way.  That's why -and sorry for the rant, since it won't let me send you messages-, I wanted you to give me some good advice on how to push her around more and get her to take the reins, just like you did with Daniel, until she becomes a very submissive husband as well as a cuckold.  Once again, I am sorry for the boring part. send you a very strong and affectionate kiss, as in my avatar

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Thank you for your kind comments.  : -) I would recommend that you encourage her to have more than one lover.  I may not be the best person to give this advice, as I don't exactly lead by example, but still, that's what I would recommend.  It will help to empower her and keep her from being overly fixated on that one man, while at the same time she will be able to focus more on her sexual freedom.  With these same arguments, hopefully you can convince her of this.  That said, and since she only has this one lover, do you think she would be willing to have and give him aboudoir?  I mean an erotic photo session, done by a professional. On one of the photos I could write a message for him on her body with lipstick, for example

	  

	***

	  

	New posts on my blog

	  

	"I shouldn't let you masturbate while I tell you the details of my adventures with Gerardo

	With a picture of a man and a woman masturbating separately. 

	And you still don't know everything about the bear Gerardo gave me.  We'll see when I tell you everything and how you'll react then.  But remember, just because I uncage you to hear my story doesn't mean you have permission to cum.  

	  

	"You want to stick it in me, why should I let you? I already have Gerardo's for that

	With a picture of a woman rubbing her clitoris on the outside with her boyfriend's cock. 

	***

	  

	"Shall I tell you what Gerardo did this week with me?  I haven't told you everything yet! 

	With a picture of a woman watching her boyfriend masturbate. 

	  

	***

	  

	Since the gift of the giant bear, two months had passed.  I had been in a small car accident.  It was nothing serious. had clumsily crashedparking lot of the gym.  I'd had a bad neck injury for a while, but I'd gotten over it.  Mind you, the car had had to go to the junkyard, which had brought out the worst in my husband.  It had been my twenty-plus year old vehicle - that is, his first car - not the company's new one.  It had been a minor, unimportant bump, but as the car was very old, it simply wasn't worth fixing, as the cost of the repair would have exceeded the value of the vehicle.  Thank goodness that thanks to Gerardo I now had a company car!  I promise to be more careful with it.  

	There was also some tension, because my husband's job was not going too well.  There were again rumors of downsizing, and that was after Daniel had had to take a pay cut more than a year ago.  That had also affected his libido. didn't blame him for that; on the contrary, I was grateful that he accepted his limitations and wanted to continue ourhotwife and cuckold lifestyle.  But to lessen his stress, I had stopped limiting him information about my adventures with Gerard to what I wrote on Tumblr.  I had started telling him all the details directly.  Well, maybe not telling him all the details.  Of course, even so, there were things I was saving to surprise him later and there were others that I considered intimate and had no intention of telling him.  Maybe I will tell him someday, when we are both old.  There is no doubt in my mind that Daniel is the man I want to grow old with. That had also put less pressure on me to update my blog, so I was behind on some things. 

	I was, of course, still working as Gerardo's personal assistant.  Everything was going very well and I was learning a lot.  My boss was a great teacher and trusted me more and more, for which I was grateful. can imagine how. . .  Gerardo had started paying for me to take a course to learn English and that was also stealing my time.  English would help me in my job (I mean the office job. . .  the normal secretarial job! ) and would improve my chances of finding a job in the future, when someday this with him would be over.  In return, I had agreed to a little game with him.  The game was that I would send him through my blog some erotic image with English text, which I should translate to show him my progress.  He, in return, would send me another image and I would reply with the translation of the text.  The first image I had sent him showed a woman on all fours, writing in ink in a journal.  On her back it said "Screw me like a dog", which I had translated to "Fuck me like a bitch".  On my blog I had announced the game, although I hadn't disclosed that Gerardo and I would be exchanging the images through the blog.  I had commented it in such a way that my husband would be left in doubt and might think that the exchange would be by email or WhatsApp.  On the other part of being his personal assistant. . .  we had more and more trust.  I used to spend, on average, one night a week at his house.  

	On my blog I received from time to time unpleasant messages, questioning that I was sleeping for money with a dirty old man.  It used to happen when I posted pictures of young girls with mature men.  It seemed that when I didn't post them, the haters forgot what was behind it, really.  I wasn't ashamed to admit it and so, from time to time, I still posted those kinds of images.  But those who thought I was only doing it for the money were wrong.  Can't an attractive woman take pleasure in sleeping with an older man?  Gerardo's physique was not the important thing; he had other things that seduced me:  he knew how to discover certain dark spots in my soul.  It was possible that I might be tempted to do it without financial compensation in return, but the truth was that I liked the arrangement we had.  It turned me on to have that kind of contract with him and to be paid for it.  I liked it not only for the money, but mostly for what it meant.  

	I also continued to see Mr.  Ripoll, the client from Barcelona, about once a month.  Sex with him would have been insipid, if it wasn't because I was doing it for Gerardo. And because by paying me, I have to do everything agreed upon.  

	For some reason, both the contract I had with Gerardo as my boss, and the agreement with Mr.  Ripoll as my client, turned me on.  It turned me on to think that I had to comply and that I had no choice but to do it.  It wasn't very feminist to think that way, but it made me horny to feel like a sexual object, on certain occasions.  I looked up some moving images on Tumblr of a woman being groped and posted them with the following comment, "If you pay for it, does that mean this is yours and you can touch it wherever and whenever you want? " There was something that turned me on about not being able to decide myself. It excites me and makes it easier for me to think that I can't do anything about it and that I have to do it.  It makes my conscience more at ease.  

	And then there were the special favors Gerardo used to negotiate with me every time I asked him for something.  I had asked him to send me some pictures, with the intention of exciting my husband.  Of course, I hadn't told him about the latter, but Gerardo sensed it.  Gerardo had agreed to share with me some photos he had taken of me, on the condition that I would publish them on my blog.  Yes, it has escaped me before that Gerardo knew about the existence of my blog.  My husband suspected it, but he didn't know about it.  In fact, I kept it from him until the moment of writing this book.  I have not done so for any particular reason.  It's just that I know that this kind of surprises and that unknown of whether he knows everything or not excites him.  Plus, it's a way for me to exercise my authority as a dominant hotwife.  

	  

	***

	  

	New update to my blog (with moving image of a hairy, bald old man making out in bed with a woman)

	"Ah, if you only knew what kissing you means to me. . .  You think I only do it for money or maybe for some strange and misguided fun, but you're wrong.  You mean so much to me.  I knew it when I kissed you for the first time in Barcelona. took me a while to take the step, but once I did, I knew there was no turning back. 

	It's not just that you make me horny in a strange way, a way that few understand and that I myself would not know how to explain.  Do you know the darkest corners of my soul?  But it's not that.  It's the way you treat me, aSometimes so stern and professional, sometimes so loving and close, but always serene and with passion.  You make me feel so young and small, but at the same time so free. often have the impression of not being able to give you back everything you give me. 

	I like it when you cum inside me.  That way I know I'll have a piece of you inside me.  I still remember the first time we did it without a condom.  I wore white lingerie for you, because I knew it was going to be something important. Too bad that, on that occasion, you didn't take pictures of me to remember the moment. 

	My husband will be jealous when he reads this.  But Daniel is a very special man; he is unique.  He is my better half and I would never leave him, not even for you.  But my Daniel is extraordinary.  Where other men would fly into a rage, prey to their jealousy and low self-esteem, which they try to hide behind a possessive machismo, my Daniel is all love and support.  He opened Pandora's Box in his day and knows that the winds have been unleashed and that they will never be locked up again.  But he enjoys seeing me free; he enjoys in his own way my feelings for you.  It is torture and pleasure for him at the same time. He doesn't understand how I can like you, so I try to explain it to him this. 

	Too bad you don't want to meet him!  It would be very important to me that you have some kind of contact with him.  He is my life and you are part of my life.  But I am not ungrateful.  On the contrary, I am grateful that from time to time you let me bring him a little present from you at home. That way we can both better share this overwhelming experience that is you

	  

	Hi, love, do you suspect that Gerardo is aware of my blog?  And now that I've posted this, what are you going to think?  I'm going to upset you, hee, hee.  

	  

	***

	  

	Gerardo had promised to retouch and crop those photos that he would give me to publish, so that I could not be identified in them.  He had done so well, even my husband had his doubts and I loved that. But - and I know this is contradictory - he had also asked me to post a photo of me on my blog

	"There is one more thing, Gema," Gerardo had instructed me. "I want you to publish this photo of yourself as well. "

	Gerardo had shown me the photo in question on my cell phone.  I had left it for him to take a look at my photo album and had given him access to the private folder, where my husband kept the few erotic photos we had.  For my boss, it was an open book, which he loved to read to discover new things about me. used to take advantage of the moments when he had me really turned on to start a new chapter. 

	"Yes, boss," he had submissively replied, despite the risk involved. Once a photo is out on the Internet, it's no longer yours.  It was a photo showing me in my topless, on the beach.  Actually, I was completely naked.  I had taken off my bikini bottoms for that photo. But you couldn't see anything of my bottom, except that I wasn't wearing my bikini bott. 

	"Are you worried that they might identify you and link you to the blog? " he had asked me.  "You know that photo might just happen to be there.  You yourself have reblogged amateur photos of women that who knows how they ended up on the Internet. Don't worry about that. 

	"I know, but. . . ," I had managed to begin to object, finally. 

	"Are you worried about your breasts showing?  It's not because it's a topless on the beach, is it?  That's very normal, nowadays.  Even in the news there are women with tits, when they do a report on the beach.  Especially the ones on Telecinco seem to focus on them on purpose".  She laughed. "You're worried about your breasts, is that it? 

	had not answered him; I had only bitten my lip. 

	"That's exactly why I want you to post exactly that picture, because it makes you blush with embarrassment, even though you look great in it

	"It's just that I have to

	"Talk it over with your husband? " my boss had interrupted my feeble resistance.  "Now you have to talk those things over with him? Think about how he'll be excited when he sees it - don't you say he likes surprises and you making decisions? 

	"Yes, but

	"Then do it," he had sentenced. "Pro make no mistake:  the decision is mine, not yours

	And so I had published that photo, with my face uncovered, although, of course, without saying that it was me.  Daniel had been greatly surprised.  But he had not questioned me. I think Gerardo is right and that it has excited him.  Which does not detract from the fact that he was also concerned.  

	  

	***

	  

	New update on my blog

	"Love, can you imagine what would happen if I got pregnant?  Not on purpose, of course, but you know that contraceptives sometimes fail. Your family knows you've had a vasectomy.  How would you explain it to them?  Would you tell them that you married a slut and that the baby belongs to your wife's boss, twenty years older than her?  Would you excuse me by saying that, actually, it was your fault, for not cleaning me properly after he cum inside me? 

	  

	With a picture of a pregnant woman with her vagina dripping with semen. 

	  

	Oh, love, how I love to provoke you!  What would life be without these moments?  

	  

	***

	  

	-Gemma. We need to talk -I announced seriously to my wife. 

	Of course, love.  What's up? 

	-This last thing you posted," I showed him the screen on my cell phone, "are you serious? asked, suspicious and shocked. 

	That her relationship with Gerardo was deep was no secret.  You could see it a mile away.  As much as she couldn't understand it, it was like that. time went by, the deeper it got. Who said that the energy of a new relationship just dissipates?  Gema had been with him for more than seven months now. 

	-I'm taking the pill," my wife replied dryly. Likewise, I could have added, "What more do you want? 

	-Gema, don't you think you're taking it too far?  Sometimes I feel more like your lover, instead of your husband. feels like he's your husband. 

	-I thought you would be stronger.  You wanted this," he reminded me.  I love you, love.  I only love you.  But can you blame me for loving him a little too?  Isn't that what you wanted me to feel with Silvestre?  Isn't that why you were helping Silvestre behind the scenes? You were making him say everything you knew I liked and fell in love with. 

	Silvestre again.  He has not forgiven me.  

	Would you like another child?  Would you like him? 

	-Don't be silly.  I'm hardly old enough for it. Gemma shrugged her shoulders. 

	-Almost," I remarked.  So, have you thought about it?  -I ached, because I'd had a vasectomy to spare us both condoms and to spare her the pill. I had, however, had my paternal instincts satisfied with our only daughter. 

	-Think about it?  Sure.  Aren't you the first one to say you've thought about a lot of things?  Of course I've thought about what it would be like if we had a second child.  We stop at one, Daniel.  We stopped at the minimum. But I haven't thought about it now or with him. 

	-With Silvestre? I stammered in disbelief. 

	-You fool, Daniel!  -Neither with Gerardo nor with Silvestre. 'm only provoking you," she assured me. 

	-As with the photo. . .  You know which one," I replied, somewhat resentfully.  He had published that photo without consulting me. {He doesn't have to consult you anymore.  Your relationship is not like that anymore.  It was before.  You wanted it that way}.  For some reason, somehow, I had posted it for him.  How and why, I didn't know.  I felt jealous. And I felt defeated. 

	-What does the photo have to do with this?  -Gema answered coldly. Besides, if you don't want me to get pregnant, you'll have to do more to clean me," she mocked. 

	Or does he only inseminate you at the last minute, in the office? 

	Do you want to come to his house?  Are you ready? 

	-I don't know, Gema.  I only know that I don't want to lose you.  I want to be with you.  I will do my best. Don't worry. 

	I'll keep that in mind," my wife assured me, with a twinkle in her eye.  But as for the pregnancy, I still want you to answer me.  What would you do if I got pregnant? 

	-What would you do? answered with a question. 

	-Probably an abortion," my wife replied with aplomb.  They are no longer of age. Vicky and the baby would get along

	-Almost as many years as you and Gerardo -I finished the sentence for her-.  I would accept whatever you decide, Gema.  I would.  I would.  I got you into this.  You're right.  And I'm willing to take the consequences.  As for explaining how. . .  I have no idea," I said calmly.  Do we have to discuss this now?  You're just baiting me, aren't you?  Or are you serious?  Did he bring it up? I asked, getting more and more upset. 

	-No, he didn't ask me, silly.  I haven't even thought about it.  It's just to provoke you.  Don't you know me?  But. . .  you know it could happen.  If it happened by accident, I'd stay with you, Daniel, as long as you agreed to be a cuckold daddy. winked at me. 

	  

	***

	  

	  

	Gerardo had invited me back to his house.  He was in the habit of having me spend about one night a week with him. At work I was his personal assistant who moved all the papers for him (and occasionally sucked him off under the table), but at home I was. . .  I'd better not say anything ahead of time so you can judge for yourselves what I am. 

	I left work on time and headed to his house.  I had his keys, so I opened the garage door and parked inside.  Gerardo would come later.  I would leave the office later so no one would be the least bit suspicious.  The relationship with his partner was still strained and it was in both our interests to keep up appearances.  I went up the basement stairs and reached the distributor.  At that moment, I got a message from my boss.  He liked these kinds of little games. Expectantly, I read what it said. 

	-On the table in the living room there is a small gift for you. Open it and follow the instructions. 

	There was a small box wrapped in wrapping paper.  I opened it.  Inside was something that I struggled to identify as a small tripod for my cell phone. There was also a business card from Gerardo with some scribbles on the back

	-Put the cell phone on the tripod and leave it on the table, pointing it at the stool. Make a video call to me when you're ready and start undressing, but don't take off your stockings and garter belt. 

	That posed a problem, because with the arrival of the June heat, I no longer always wore stockings and a garter belt to work.  Despite this, I continued to post images of women in stockings and garter belts on my blog.  Somehow, I identified with that type of clothing.  I loved that kind of outfit.  It made me feel very sexy.  I could never have imagined how much.  I owed that to my boss.  Gerardo was very fetishistic about it, but he tolerated that in the heat I didn't always wear stockings.  After all, I still made an effort to look sexy. And also because he bargained me something in return.  

	That I wasn't wearing stockings and garter belt would normally have been an easy problem to solve, as he had a closet at his house reserved for my things.  Before each session, Gerardo would have me put on stockings and garter belt, if I wasn't already wearing them beforehand.  But, coincidentally, this time I didn't have any stockings in the closet, as I had taken them home to wash, along with other things.  I didn't like to let Gerardo down.  He was generous and treated me well.  He gave me something I hadn't found in other younger men and I liked being with him.  But, besides, with my husband's precarious job situation, we couldn't do without this extra income.  It had been a year since his salary had been reduced with the promise that he would not be put on the downsizing list in return.  I was now earning more than he was, even taking into account payments in kind.  My husband had had a company car for years.  I now had one too. But things had turned sour again and my husband was on the wire. 

	I positioned the cell phone and verified that the camera was pointing correctly towards the stool that Gerardo had indicated.  I started the video call and stepped back.  Gerardo took a while to pick up the phone.  When he did, I flashed him my best smile and began to give him thestriptease he had requested.  What will he say when he sees I'm not wearing stockings or a garter belt?  I was a little nervous.  But Gerardo said nothing and just watched.  

	-Open the bottom drawer of the bookcase behind you," she ordered, when all I had left were my high heels. You know how to bend down, don't you? 

	Yes, I knew.  Gerardo had insisted to me the last few weeks about how I should bend down to pick something up.  Contrary to his usual caution, he wanted me to do it even in the office.  Fortunately, I hadn't dropped anything yet, with my colleagues present.  Without bending my knees, I bent down to open the drawer of the bookcase, exposing my precious backside to my benefactor.  There was an elongated box, also wrapped in wrapping paper. Nervously, I picked it up and turned around to show it to him and await his instructions. 

	Open it and follow the directions! 

	I removed the wrapper.  I didn't know what to do with it.  The normal thing to do was to throw it in the wastebasket, but I was sure Gerardo didn't want it to disappear from the camera.  I would have put it in a pocket, but I was naked.  So I had no choice but to throw it on the floor.  I opened the box and, to my surprise, found a dildo in the shape of a cock, with a suction cup at its base. could see what today's game was all about.  Underneath the vibrator was a large, padded envelope.  Gerardo had labeled it "Instructions".  I took the envelope.  It was heavy for an envelope and bulky.  Also, something metallic clicked inside when I moved it.  When I opened it, I found a card and handcuffs.  I was paralyzed with surprise and distressed. With trembling hands, I read what was on the card

	"1st:  Read aloud the front of the card

	Why did he want me to read the data on his business card?  But I soon realized my mistake.  Seeing the company logo, I had assumed that it was Gerardo's business card, just like the previous one, on which he had written his first instructions.  But this card was mine, or at least it had my name on it.  I didn't have a business card. Or I hadn't had them until now.  I looked at the camera and swallowed.  My eyes read faster than my voice and when I began to pronounce, I did so shakily.  I read my name.  Next, I read my title:  "Coima de Dirección".  I looked up at the camera.  From the screen, my boss's satisfied face smiled at me.  I knew the word; it was synonymous with concubine.  It could just as well have been "Boss's Whore".  Gerardo let out a low chuckle.  I didn't feel insulted; I knew what it was.  He paid me a hefty bonus for extraordinary services.  In a way, for all intents and purposes, I was a prostitute; I was paid to do it.  I, however, saw myself more as a sugar girl.  Gerardo and I had a friendly relationship, which included the right to friction in exchange for financial support.  I didn't sleep with just anyone, only with him.  [And the client from Barcelona? ] That one for me is an extension of Gerardo.  I put on a forced smile and continued reading.  

	The mailing address was the company's address and the email address was also correct.  But the cell phone number I didn't recognize; it wasn't mine.  It must have been a mistake, but I read it out loud anyway, without questioning it. must have been a bad joke. You don't expect me to work with that business card?  {Girl, you're the one with the bad taste, or how else do you explain the tingling in your privates when you read your position in the company? } My inner voice was always ready to make my day. 

	"2nd:  Put the dildo on top of the stool, with the suction cup

	I had decided to turn the page and ignore the phone number and the charge I had, according to the card.  There was no point in my blushing, when deep down it was true. And besides, he's the boss.  He was paying. The dildo was strapped to the seat, pointing up. 

	"3rd:  Remove the double-sided tape protection and stick the card on the edge of the stoolTake the next card. 

	And I thought I'd forgotten about the business card!  I hadn't noticed before, but the business card had something stuck to the back of it.  It was a piece of double-sided tape.  I removed the protection and taped the card to the edge of the stool, following the instructions.  Then, I looked in the envelope and found a second card.  It was also mine, just like the one before. On the back were new instructions. 

	"4th:  Read the following three instructions and follow them

	I frowned.  The fifth instruction instructed me to put the handcuffs on, with my hands behind my back.  I took the handcuffs out of the envelope and looked at them hesitantly.  Should I do it?  It was nothing more than a game, but maybe this was already going too far.  I was hissugar girl, not his whore or slave 

	It wasn't the first time he tied me upI'm sorry I didn't tell you sooner, honey!  But you said yourself that I can keep things to myself.  It had been one of the things Gerardo had bargained for me on one occasion.  Whenever I wanted something, Gerardo would get all business-like and demand something in return.  On that occasion I had asked him to film me with my cell phone while I was sucking him off.  I wanted to show it to my husband and Gerardo, who is not the least bit stupid, sensed it.  His intelligence was one of the things I liked most about him.  He was not an intellectual; more than intelligence it was cunning and knowing how to get people to his side.  That made him a good boss, generally appreciated by all his employees, but it especially made him an extraordinary lover.  Other lovers I had had knew how to fuck his cock very well, but Gerardo knew how to fuck my mind.  

	What I didn't like about him was his unwillingness to involve my husband.  That was something I missed.  Gerardo accepted my hot wife status because it benefited him, but he had no intention of including my cuckolded husband.  The thing was, I had asked him for that video and Gerardo knew what it was for.  He had agreed to do it from my cell phone, but, in return, he had asked me to let him tie me up for him.  Initially I had been scared, because I wasn't into ropes.  I had had a bad experience with Luis Alberto.  The experience had been overwhelming in every way, good and bad.  But Gerardo was not going to give in so easily.  After a hard negotiation, Gerardo had finally offered that it would be only with the tie and I had accepted.  That day nothing more happened in that respect, but the next time, Gerardo had tied my hands with his tie, as well as blindfolded me, as he used to do.  And from then on, it had become a regular practice of his.  But the handcuffs were something stronger. The next level.  

	I hesitated, but ended up putting them on.  It was just a game.  It wasn't anything substantially different; he'd tied me up before. What difference did it make whether they were hard metal contraptions or a soft cloth tie?  He's the boss.  He was paying; it was his right.  And we needed the money.  It wasn't the time to let him down.  It would be fun.  It was something new.  I was curious what he was up to.  Daniel would be proud of me.  Those were the words I said to myself to soothe my conscience and to steel my courage.  [Well, you haven't soothed me at all. ] 

	"6th:  Sit on top of the dildo and fuck yourself with it until it comes

	That instruction had not surprised me.  The moment I had placed the dildo with the suction cup on the stool, I knew it was going to happen.  What I didn't know was that it would happen with my hands pinned behind my back.  Carefully, I sat on top of it.  It wasn't easy, as I couldn't support myself with my hands.  I tried to support my weight with my quads to avoid impaling myself with the dildo.  I half succeeded.  The last length suddenly plunged into my vagina, causing me to exhale a moan. For some reason - fortunately - I was wet and the dildo slipped in with little resistance. 

	"7th:  Recite synonyms for coima until it arrives

	Concubine. . .  manceba. . .  whore. . .  prostitute. . .  barragana. . .  floozy. . .  slut. . .  whore. . .  whore. . .  courtesan. . .  pelandusca. . .  sugar girl. . .  buscona. . .  hetaira. . .  pingo. . .  puta. . .  slut. . .  zorra. . .  

	Fucking myself with the dildo, I could see on the cell phone screen how Gerardo was leaving his office and heading to the garage.  It was funny how many words there were to describe certain women; I had never thought about it before.  Some of them were quite bad sounding.  I realized I was lucky that my boss decided to use an unusual, neutral-sounding word to describe my position. Gerardo was late in arriving and I was starting to run out of synonyms, so I had no choice but to repeat them over and over again as I watched him drive on my cell phone screen. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Hello, Gema.  I think like you that fucking well is good, but fucking the mind is almost an art and your boss with his toys, fetishes and imagination knows how to feed your libido.  I wanted to ask you about the video with your card, which includes charge and new phone:  It may seem like a marketing strategy with you as the protagonist.  Aren't you afraid of something? Although with your husband's job situation, it may be helpful. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I know very well the strategy that Gerardo has. It is quite transparent, but no less effective for that. 

	The new phone number on the card is because I have been assigned a business phone.  Previously, I did not have a business card and only used my private phone.  A few years ago, having a business cell phone that could also be used for private use would have been an economic advantage.  I think that's what Gerardo is aiming for with this gift. But that's where he's wrong, because with the operators' plans and their flat rates, I don't care if I call from my private cell phone and, of course, I'm not giving up my private number. 

	But with the car he has been right and even more so since I had to send mine to the scrapyard because of the accident.  Having a company car does save me a lot of money.  Even the bonus for my special services has a greater purpose than simply compensating for those services.  I think Gerardo's aim is to create a certain economic dependence on me, to keep me more tied down.  And he partly succeeds, because right now I could not do without my company car.  

	And regarding the bonus, I try not to get used to it and not to increase my usual spending, but try to save it.  There are looming storm clouds in my husband's work and we need reserves. But this, in turn, only increases our dependence on him, whether I save for the bad times ahead or get used to luxury and increase my level of spending. 

	As I said at the beginning, I think their strategy is clear and, although I try to minimize its effectiveness, it seems that there is no way out.  But, honestly, at the moment, I don't want to have it either, because I'm having fun and I like the way things are going. But I have to find a way that in the end I don't depend too much on him

	  

	Who is this anonymous person?  Is it you, Daniel?  Do you think he recorded me calling myself a whore to distribute the video to potential clients?  Do you think that's why he gave me a new phone number, so those clients can contact me?  What if it is?  

	  

	then posted a photo of a woman in handcuffs on my blog, with the comment, "There is a subtle yet abysmal difference between being tied up in a tie and having your hands cuffed.  Why, you ask? 

	  

	negromante-black:   

	"Dear Gema.  You know how fond I am of you.  However, in my humble opinion, I think you are being too hard in your role of hot wife with your husband.  Correct me if I'm wrong:  You as aconvincedswitch, where Gerardo is your Dom pluscuamperfecto who does what you need to get out of you the submissive you are, I think you are not the Domina your submissive husband expects, even more, taking into account the labor suffering he suffers.  Have you considered your dominant role with Daniel? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I am afraid you are right when you say that I am not the dominatrix my husband needs.  I confess that I have certainswitch characteristics, for I enjoy being submissive with my lovers and dominant with my husband, although in both cases, without touching the extremes.  But with respect to my husband, it is true that I think I am not quite up to what he needs.  That is why I would like Gerardo to take more interest in our hotwife and cuckold lifestyle, instead of simply taking advantage of my freedom as a hotwife.  I would like him to interact with Daniel, but, so far, he has shown no interest in it.  I don't know if it's that he's uncomfortable thinking that my husband is turned on by all this and sees something unnatural about it or even gay and, therefore, doesn't want to take any steps in that direction. It's my unfinished business. 

	  

	Next, I uploaded a picture of a man in handcuffs:  "Maybe I should handcuff you, what do you think?  And then, I uploaded another one, with a man handcuffed and blindfolded:  "Maybe I should handcuff you and blindfold you, so you know how I feel when Gerardo does it to me.  Would you like to feel what I feel?  I don't care about half-measures.  If it's a yes, it's a yes with all the consequences. You've been warned. 

	  

	***

	  

	New posts on my blog

	  

	"Sometimes you suggest that I find myself a real lover, a young, strapping man, a real macho man who will give me a hard time.  And I don't deny that an athletic body would certainly attract me. Yes, if the world were ideal, Gerardo would be in his early thirties and have a chocolate bar like the one in this photo and I would be his slutty secretary, just the same. 

	(Come to think of it, it gets on my husband's nerves that Gerardo is not a physical prowess and yet I like to sleep with him.  I wonder how he would be if he were equally intelligent and wealthy, but also physically very attractive. . .  What if the age difference were minimal. . . ? Ah I see, I think he prefers Gerardo). 

	Back to the subject, the world is not ideal.  Body of an Iberian male. . .  brain of a child or a troglodyte, depending on the case.  I speak from experience.  There is no shortage of real horn players.  And between body and mind, at this stage of my life, I prefer an imaginative man, who knows how to find out how to turn me on. Gerardo not only meets that condition, but he also demonstrates his maturity by not being in a hurry and allowing me time to develop

	  

	"Some of you write to me in the chat room questioning why I am sleeping with an older man of dubious physical attractiveness.  First of all, I would prefer that you write me a message, so that I can answer you in public.  Some of you just do it out of curiosity, because you find it hard to understand.  Others send really acid comments, sometimes with respect to me and sometimes with respect to Gerardo. Others suggest that I look for a younger horn player, a real male, who will fill me up completely. 

	All you see is an old body?  What about his wonderful mind?  Why so much superficiality? 

	With a cock inside me, with deft hands on my breasts, with a tongue in my mouth, with an imaginative mind capable of creating overwhelming scenarios, it matters little his wrinkles, his hairy gut and his whiskey and tobacco breath

	Context is very important to me.  And Gerardo's physique doesn't make it worse, on the contrary, it makes it better.  His breath repels me as well as attracts me.  It reminds me why I do it.  It turns me on.  If he were young and athletic, his physical attractiveness would undoubtedly be greater, but, in exchange, he would lose points in the context section. I like it that way. 

	I like to pamper him.  Maybe it's because his body looks fragile and that triggers in me certain maternal instincts.  He seems vulnerable and the fact that his two wives have left him only emphasizes this aspect. Although I know it is a mistake to think that he is fragile, because for that he has too developed the survival instinct of a ruthless businessman. 

	In a way, I admire him. 

	I feel free to do what I do. I go against the current, because I am free. 

	I'm fond of him. Very much so. 

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXX - HAPPY Birthday 

	  

	"Heraclitus (nicknamed The Dark One but for me brilliant) said that if you do not expect the unexpected, you will not recognize it when it arrives.  The education we have received imposes labels for everything and a script on each one of us that conditions what we want.  You argue well your relationship with Gerardo in your free will and your feelings, although it was not necessary, since envy is the national sport.  I wanted to ask you something, I forgot!  Have a nice day (for your English practice)" - ifideleteit 

	  

	  

	New post on my blog

	"It's Gerardo's birthday coming up. I wonder what I could give him as a present - any suggestions? 

	  

	Gerardo had invited me to celebrate his birthday next week at his house.  It was going to be a small party with friends and family, he had explained to me.  He had asked me to be his date.  I had not yet responded.  I wondered if I should go.  Sucking his cock, letting him cuff and whip me, that was one thing.  But going to a family party as his partner, that was something very different. That affected my husband, too. 

	  

	***

	  

	naughtyness869:  

	"If you read your hubby's thread at OurHotWives you'll see my last couple of posts. . . .  I think you're a helluva woman for sure, but I'm curious. . .  where are you headed with Gerardo? I tend to think you're simply enjoying what you've earned, what you're overwhelming sexuality has brought you, but Daniel hasn't posted in quite a while now. . .  so what's the plan? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Daniel is happy.  But he still doesn't like my boss.  But he has accepted.  He likes when I am with other man.  I will speak with him why he stopped writing. Now that I am improving my english, I want to read it too! 

	  

	My English was improving, thanks to my boss's encouragement, support and funding.  As for the forum where Daniel was writing, although I had replied saying I wanted to read his comments, I really preferred not to. wanted to give him some privacy to express himself. 

	  

	***

	  

	-Open my bag. I have something for you," my wife said. 

	She was getting crazier and crazier.  More and more she made it clear that she was crazy about Gerardo.  What she wrote in her blog was unmistakable.  The way her face lit up when she talked about him was also unmistakable.  Of course, that hurt me.  It wasn't just sex.  But I could live with it.  Or so I thought.  I wasn't jealous.  At least, not as much as other people.  The jealousy I felt made me feel my love for her strongly.  I liked that.  Therefore, the problem was not jealousy.  The problem was that I didn't trust Gerardo.  He didn't want to share her,but I'm the one who shares her!  He would want her only for himself, if he could.  But he couldn't.  Or so I thought.  Gema also wrote me nice things on her blog to cheer me up.  She would post some romantic scene and tell me she loved me.  At least, I thought those posts were addressed to me.  At the same time that it pained me how she gave herself to him, my heart was racing and I felt that I wanted her.  For me, cuckolding had always been about more than sex.  For her, being a hotwife, too.  In any case, I found her transformation fascinating.  As she became more submissive to him, her self-confidence grew. was already driving her car fearlessly on the roads of Madrid, had successfully handled complicated negotiations and was even learning English. 

	-What is this? asked with a disgusted look on my face. 

	-A gift for you," my wife said with a mischievous face. A souvenir from Barcelona. 

	I looked at her in horror. You're not thinking of. . . ?  I held the condom between two fingers, trying to touch it as little as possible.  {You're such a fool!  Any fluids that might be on the outside are hers.  What should disgust you, if anything, is what's inside}.  

	Shall I open it for you? 

	-No! " I exclaimed without hesitation. t know if he was serious or if he was joking. 

	-Of course not," he said, "I don't trust him either.  Without a condom, no way.  By the way, you should buy him more condoms.  There aren't many left and I don't think you want to risk Mr.  Ripoll giving me something.  You know I can't refuse to do it with him. It's part of the contract. 

	That, of course, was not exactly the case.  It didn't say anywhere that my wife had to sleep with Dídac. Dídac. . .  ticking. . .  he may be Mr.  Ripoll to her, but to me he's a whoremongering asshole.  Even to Gerardo he's a clown!  What is he to my wife?  But they had reached this verbal agreement, in exchange for a succulent contract for Gerardo.  He saved her skin by prostituting himself for him. . .  {What is he to her?  He's a client.  And clients are treated well.  Gema gets off on this. . .  and you secretly do too} I don't like her whoring around, especially not with a clownish whoremongering asshole!  {And how else do you expect her to be a client like that?  Anyway, what would you do if you were in her place? } 

	-Put it in your pocket, love.  I want you to take it to work tomorrow.  That way, when you put your hand in your pocket, you'll remember how your wife works.  But be careful with the keys.  -Gemma tried unsuccessfully to stifle a giggle.  What's wrong?  I thought it was for. . . ?  Isn't it enough with Gerardo's, my sweet tooth?  -asked my wife in a honeyed voice.  She put her index finger on my lips.  Then she put it in my mouth.  She took it out and put it in again, fucking my mouth with her finger.  Slut! wife exclaimed. 

	I turned red as a tomato, but kept sucking her finger.  "Slut! " echoed in my head.  Gemma had made me put my stockings and garter belt back on.  She was also wearing the analplug in her ass. She was also wearing stockings and garter belt, but they fit her much better than they did me. 

	-If someone pays you a bonus to offer him certain sexual favors, does that mean he can touch you wherever and whenever he wants?  -my wife whispered to me. can reach under my dress or my blouse and touch my boob, without a word, or under my skirt and check if I'm wearing panties and if they're wet, because he senses I've been thinking about him? 

	-Are you talking about Dídac or Gerardo?  -I asked confused.  Who he was talking about was the least contributing to my confusion. Bitch! " kept echoing in my head

	-Just because you pay for it, you can stick your fingers in my vagina to check my temperature and humidity whenever you feel like it?  -continued my wife.  His hand slipped inside my panties and checked myplug.  What would you do in my place, love?  Would you be as slutty as me?  Would you be as professional as me?  Because that's exactly what Mr.  Ripoll did the day before yesterday.  He groped me in a bar as if I were a common whore.  And I let him, because Gerardo pays me for it.  The Mercedes I have is for it.  Remember it every time you see him. But you haven't answered me:  What would you do in my place?  Would you let him grope you like that, in a public place? 

	-You have to keep your word," I assured him, ecstatic.  Yes, if I were you, I'd do it too.  {You slut! } 

	-I knew you would understand!  I love you!  -my wife exclaimed with joy.  He made me feel dirty, like a whore, at his mercy.  He likes to grope me and kiss me before going with me to my hotel.  I don't understand why.  Sometimes I think of the poor women who do the street and who have to show off their charms to convince their clients. . .  It was in a corner of a bar.  He had touched my ass before, on the outside of my dress.  He likes to put his hand on my ass.  Look, like this," my wife said, putting her hands on my ass, outside my panties.  At the same bar, she put her hand down my cleavage and felt my breast, right there!  He pulled my dress and bra aside to look at my breast - there were people around!  I think he wanted to see if my nipple was hard.  Look, like this. fondled one breast. 

	-And you left him?  -I asked, half fascinated, half indignant.  At the bar? I thought you said it was in a corner. 

	-Of course I left him.  He's a client," said Gema, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world.  Remember the Mercedes, love.  Besides, you said you would have done the same -she reproached me with a mellow tone, pouting-.  It was in the corner of the bar where he put his hand between my legs.  He stuck a finger. . .  or maybe two.  I don't know.  I think he wanted to check if I was wet. Look, like this. 

	My wife reached between my legs and pulled my panties aside.  Her fingers ran over my perineum and reached theplug.  She had done it before, but from behind, past my buttocks. This time, she was doing it from below. 

	And were you? 

	My wife's response was a smile. 

	But this is the ass, not the pussy," I remarked, excited by her story

	-In my case it would be.  But my ass is not for him.  It's not for you either.  It's only for Gerardo," she assured him, "If he wants it," he mumbled, "But in your case, it's your pussy.  You don't have another hole down there.  I'm going to fuck it," she added in a sweet voice.  I'm going to do it to you in the same positions Mr.  Ripoll did with me.  Then you'll know exactly how I felt.  But I'm not going to take this away from you," she said, referring to my chastity device. I didn't cum either. 

	-But you said you were wet!  -I protested.  And that your nipples were erect. hadn't said the latter, but it fit her story. 

	Go to the corner," said my wife. 

	I obeyed. Did I upset her?  

	-And now, crawl towards me, on all fours.  No!  Make a face more. . .  I don't know, cheerful, devoted. . .  I don't know how to tell you, but that face, definitely not.  That's how Mr.  Ripoll likes it.  He made me crawl like that for him at the hotel.  It's degrading, isn't it?  There's nothing erotic about it.  When Gerardo asks me to do the same, it's just different.  Don't you understand?  But Gerardo is not Mr.  Ripoll.  For Gerardo I'm important; I'm me, in all my aspects.  For Mr.  Ripoll's clown I'm just a whore.  Just like you're just my whore right now.  Keep crawling and move your ass!  Mr.  Ripoll likes it when I move it.  Hm.  Hold on, hold on.  I'm going to pull your panties down a bit.  Yes, that's much better.  I like to see theplug between your buttocks.  As my whore, you have to do what I tell you.  I've bought you," my wife assured me.  But I'm not complaining.  Mr.  Ripoll at least has the decency to invite me to dinner.  It's a mere formality, to mask the fact that for him I am what I am. doesn't manage to hide it, but he doesn't try very hard either. 

	Between the narration and what my wife was making me do, I couldn't help but put myself in her shoes. She has to do what he tells her to do, like a professional whore.  And if she doesn't, her pimp will get a complaint from the client.  In Gerardo's case, he has a report from Dídac after every session.  {Yes, what would you do in her place?  Wouldn't you move your ass too, like her? } 

	I don't like sex with Mr.  Dídac, love," said my wife. 

	You liar!  You said you were wet.  

	-But that doesn't mean I don't work hard," she continued to Gema.  You know that in everything I do, I work hard and I want to be the best.  Wouldn't you want to be the best if you were me? I want you to think about how fucking lucky Gerardo has been with me, because my boss can have me every day, but Mr.  Ripoll only has me once a month. 

	Yes, compared to Mr.  Ripoll I am lucky.  I get you more than once a month and I don't have to pay for it.  Very subtle comment.  

	-Even though I'm just a crazy whore to him," she continued, "I want him to be thinking about me, wishing the month would pass so he could have me again.  I want him, when he comes home and sees his poor cuckolded wife, to wonder if he wouldn't have been better off marrying a crazy whore like me.  What do you think, love?  I want you, when you talk to Gerardo," she continued without waiting for my answer, "to tell him that you are very happy with our company and that we have exceeded his expectations. I want Gerardo to feel proud of my work as the manager of this project. 

	Yes, you do everything to impress him.  {And also this, right now, do you think she's doing it to impress him? } 

	-But enough chitchat.  Crawl over here and put a condom on me.  -Gemma pointed to the dildo between her legs, attached to a harness.  I want you to suck me like I sucked him.  I want you to have the same taste in your mouth.  And then I'm going to put you on all fours on the bed and fuck yourpussy.  You're not going to cum; I didn't either.  But remember, you're a whore. Moan like you're cumming. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"You said:  "For Dídac I'm just a whore.  Dídac at least has the decency to invite me to dinner.  It's a mere formality, to mask the fact that for him I am what I am and he doesn't manage to hide it, but he doesn't make much of an effort either.  I have the feeling that Gerardo likes to boast about women, that is to say about me. " You could be wrong.  You seem to forget that Dídac saved Gerardo.  Thanks to Dídac, you got a car, cell phone and a bonus. Orgasm for Dídac. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Yes, you are right. Although I prefer to think that it was the lynx's intelligence, daring and negotiating skills that saved Gerardo himself and in the process me too. 

	I am not complaining about Dídac.  I have said it before:  what I do, I do with care.  I am not ungrateful.  But if he can't make me come, it's not my fault and I don't have to hide it from my followers. s another thing if I hide it from him

	  

	***

	  

	-Have you thought about the improvement proposal?  -I asked my husband, "Have you thought about the improvement proposal?  -I had to repeat.  He had only answered me with moans, while I was drilling his ass with my dildo. You would be a better slut than me.  

	-What proposal? my husband managed to say, "Oh," he exclaimed, when I suddenly popped out of his ass. 

	-I'm going to put this in you," I said, showing her the little bottle of whiskey I had just taken from the bedside table. It was the same one I had brought him as a souvenir a few months ago, the same one that Ripoll the clown had put in my pussy. 

	-NO! exclaimed Daniel on the verge of panic. 

	-You didn't think I was going to forget about this, did you?  -I said, imitating Mr.  Ripoll.  That's what he had told me.  That's what he told me, love.  He wants to fuck me at all costs with those damn little bottles from the minibar.  I don't understand his obsession with that, but he's the client. So, my little slut, you're going to feel what it feels like too. 

	-NO!  -my husband exclaimed again, frightened, "It's glass! can break," he added. 

	-Yes, I'll have to book a cheap hotel that doesn't have a minibar," I mused.  That's an option, thanks for the idea!  -Actually, the idea had been mine, but it had come to me at that moment thanks to my husband.  Too bad I didn't think of it sooner. had to put a price on. . .  that. 

	-Price?  What price? my husband stammered, confused. 

	-You see," I said, shoving the dildo back into his ass, "that's what Gerardo told me to do.  He said that, if I didn't want to do something, instead of refusing, I could put an absurdly high price on it.  -I started to fuck my husband's ass again.  Daniel groaned, "I actually forgot about the little bottle.  I didn't think he could be so obsessed with it.  The thing is, it caught me by surprise and instead of setting an absurdly high price, I'm afraid I was only able to set an absurdly high price.  -I increased the speed and depth of my movements. Daniel gripped the sheets tightly and snorted, "You understand me, don't you? 

	Ah!  No!  Oh! " she moaned rather than said. 

	-Well, you see. told him that if he wanted to fuck me with that fucking little bottle, he had to agree to come with me next time. 

	-And. . .  And he accepted?  -Uh!  Careful, not so hard

	-Don't complain, it's no big deal.  Luis Alberto's cock was fatter than mine and I never complained.  I think I'm going to buy a bigger dildo.  But what was I telling you?  Oh, yes, yes, he agreed.  I didn't really think he would.  He said he'd love to fuck my slutty husband.  

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"About the party I leave you an opinion since you ask for it.  Even without knowing your current degree of involvement in his personal sphere, I think you should go, but not as his partner.  This would be a public bonding in front of his friends and family, a step forward with unforeseeable consequences.  For something to be manageable it must have limits.  In castizo, one thing is one thing and two things are two.  But the truth of this is yours alone. Good luck, in any case. 

	  

	***

	  

	I pulled my hand out of my pocket as if it had given me a cramp.  I had forgotten that I was carrying the disgusting condom with Dídac's semen in my pocket.  Gema had ordered me to put it in my pocket and I had obeyed her.  I was trying to focus on work, but I wasn't finding it easy.  I had too many things on my mind, private things that I couldn't confess to anyone. Those distractions were not good in the work situation I was in. 

	Gema had told me about the possibility of getting pregnant.  I thought we had put that topic to rest, but she had posted two images of pregnant women.  The truth was that I didn't know to what extent she was playing with me and if there was a small part of me that really thought about that possibility.  Of course, if she got pregnant with Dídac, she would have an abortion.  It was clear to me that I didn't want to have that clown's child.  I didn't want it either, of course.  But, in case it was Gerardo's, I wasn't so sure what her decision would be in the end.  Of course, it would be impossible to knowa priori who the father would be.  What was clear was that it would not be me, her husband. The vasectomy guaranteed it. 

	Last night, Gema had made me be her whore.  She had reproduced with me the supposed scenes she had lived the days before with Dídac.  She had made me play her.  I liked the panties.  I had grown accustomed to them, in every form.  But the stockings and garter belt were ridiculous on me.  But Gema hadn't minded.  She had fucked me, anyway.  First she had dilated my asshole with theplug.  And then she had fucked me from behind, saying that was my pussy.  Anal sex was weird.  {You should say vaginal}.  It was uncomfortable and pleasurable at the same time.  He had had me fucked in different positions. Apparently, Dídac had practiced all kinds of positions with her, from doggy from behind, to missionary and other variations. 

	"You had me suck you off between positions," she had told me. "But in your case, your pussy is dirty, so we'd better dispense with this. "

	In return, by surprise, she had uncaged me.  "Maybe Mr.  Ripoll will try these positions with you," she had predicted, excitedly.  "You'd better get used to it. " I had protested, but Gema had ignored me.  She had continued to drill my pussy, while she had continued to tell me dirty things about Dídac.  "You're going to be his whore just like me.  So, do everything he asks of you," she had lectured me.  Gema had masturbated me while she fucked me and said horrible things to me, which I had nevertheless found arousing at the time.  But they were horrible.  Objectively speaking, they were.  After the heat of the moment, they were.  

	She had not come with him.  But, in the end, in that replay of the hotel scene, I had come.  I couldn't help it, with my wife frantically masturbating me.  Not even his silicone cock in my ass had stopped me.  I had cum in spite of myself.  In that situation, I'd rather be caged and not cum.  But Gemma hadn't listened to me.  Lying on top of her, face up, with her plastic cock in my pussy, I had cum.  I had exploded like a volcano.  And I'd regretted it the moment I'd done it.  It wasn't right for me to cum like that. Not like that!  {Like that, yes! } I had ejaculated hard.  It had splashed all over my hairy chest.  Gemma had not been sweet to me.  She had acted strangely fierce, really turned on by everything she said and did to me.  She had dribbled the semen from my chest with her fingers and had put it in my mouth.  He had forced me to eat it, with his cock still in my ass.  With my libido low after the orgasm, I had been miserable with that staging.  Better with the cage. But my wife hadn't minded. 

	"I'm going to Gerardo's birthday party as his date," she had announced to me at that moment, at the worst moment of all, as she shoved her pinging fingers of my cum into my mouth.  "But don't worry, I'm not taking my ring off. " Then she had added the worst:  "By the way, that Mr.  Ripoll wants to fuck you, it's not true.  But seeing how you've reacted, I'm going to try to make it so. 'll ask Gerardo to help me with this. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"I am very curious to know if this kind of life with your husband is 24 hours a day (acting as a hotwife/cuckold) or if you have your complicit moments of affection, love, caresses, cuddling, kisses, without your hotwife experiences being present.  That is to say, in your daily life is your hotwife role present to him at every moment?  No truces? Thank you very much and a kiss from this admirer

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"It's perfect that you put a message to me, so I can post it! 

	We are a pretty normal couple and I don't think anyone would guess that we are hotwife and cuckold.  We're not in that mode continuously either, although it's not just a game, it's a lifestyle. I mean, apart from my adventures, there is also the daily life, which consumes a good part of our time, like any couple. 

	And of course we kiss and caress each other.  I love my husband and I love caressing him and he loves caressing me.  Being a hotwife doesn't mean giving that up, it just means that the sexual horizon becomes wider.  Often we caress each other and have sex like any other couple, but sometimes our sessions go a bit on the side of female dominance.  Of course, if he starts the foreplay by massaging and kissing my feet, I no longer consider it female dominance, but something normal. And it is also normal for him to stick his face between my legs quite often. 

	But as I was saying, we enjoy like many couples do, taking a walk holding hands or having dinner in a restaurant.  For me, my husband is the best. That I humiliate him from time to time, it's just salt and pepper:  it's not a matter of going overboard with the condiments, although sometimes Mexican food really appeals

	  

	***

	  

	Daniel had really believed Mr.  Ripoll, he had believed that Mr.  Ripoll had been happy at the prospect of fucking my husband next time!  Sometimes Daniel could be really naive.  I had told him as a joke to upset him and to see how he would react, but I could never have imagined he would fall for it. {And I could never have imagined you getting turned on like that.  You didn't look like you; you looked like me}.  Something had happened to me.  I had gotten myself all worked up treating my husband that way, doing to him everything Mr.  Ripoll had done to me and fantasizing that I would do it to him.  Of course, it was an impossibility.  And now I can't explain how I could get that way.  Right now, I don't even get turned on by that fantasy.  I must have been possessed.  

	On top of that, I had taken advantage of that moment of my husband's weakness to announce my decision to go as Gerardo's partner to his birthday party. He is turning me into a bad person.  He has taught me too well to take advantage of moments of weakness in a negotiation.  That was not how I had intended to do it.  My intention had been to discuss it calmly with my husband, even ask his permission.  Instead, I had acted with a killer instinct and taken advantage of the opportunity.  What are you doing to me, Gerardo?  What are you turning me into?  I wasn't proud of it, but what was done was done.  Daniel hadn't even protested.  [Of course, in that state! ] 

	  

	***

	  

	Do you want me to read you the latest form of Dídac? 

	Manolo nodded, enthusiastic.  The woman fascinated him.  She exuded pure eroticism and, according to his friend Gerardo, she was also intelligent and competent at work.  Her stories were sordid and Manolo couldn't deny that they turned him on.  Still, he didn't entirely agree with how his friend treated her.  After all, she was a married woman with a family.  She didn't like her friend trying to separate her from her husband.  Certainly, Gerardo's maneuvers in this regard were subtle but nonetheless existent.  Gerardo had admitted it, if not explicitly, then in a way that his friend Manolo, who had known him forever, could tell.  Fascinated, Manolo had taken to reading literature on the subjects of submission-dominance and consensual infidelity.  Those nights that Gerardo usually made Gema spend with him, just before and after visiting his client Dídac, could have no other purpose than to strengthen her bond with him and weaken the one she had with her husband.  For cuckolds it was important to reclaim their wife after infidelity - so Manolo had read - but it was Gerardo and not her husband who was reclaiming her.  And then there were her continued attempts to boycott the action of the contraceptive pill.  It was highly unlikely that it would work, but there was always the possibility that the activated charcoal ice cream, which they usually had for dessert when they dined at that restaurant that offered it, would absorb the contraceptive hormones and that woman would become pregnant by her friend.  Did she think she wouldn't have an abortion?  To Manolo, these tricks of his friend seemed unethical and he could not approve of them, even though his friend was not really forcing anything.  But that didn't stop him from feeling admiration and even envy for everything else his friend was doing with that beautiful woman. On more than one occasion he had wondered if, faced with such temptation, he wouldn't have ended up acting the same way. 

	"I have to commend Ms.  Avril for her professionalism.  She is clear that at the assigned times she belongs to me.  I like that she lets herself be groped unceremoniously anywhere, whenever I feel like it.  She is like a real whore, but with much more class and, above all, passion.  I must congratulate you on how well trained you have her.  Indeed, in this sense, it's everything you sold me," Gerardo read aloud on his cell phone.  He looked at his friend and let the words he had just read have their effect on him.  He loved studying his friend's reaction.  Needless to say, if she was like that with that clown Dídac, she was also like that with him and much more.  "I stuck two fingers in her in public," Gerardo continued reading, "and she was wet!  I'm going to think about where I'm going to take her next time.  I want her to feel totally slutty. "Gerardo looked up from his cell phone and riveted his eyes on his friend. 

	Manolo discreetly adjusted his crotch, cleared his throat and said, "You should be careful with him. You don't want him to pull a stunt you might regret. 

	-Relax.  I have it under control.  The clown knows well within which parameters he can move -Gerardo answered with a little smile-.  Besides, she knows how to handle him.  Don't think for a moment that he's an imbecile.  She never has been, although her natural tendency is to be too benevolent.  But I've managed to change that. ve strengthened her character and made her tougher. 

	"Harder with her husband, surely," Manolo thought.  "More submissive with you"

	"On the contrary, I don't like that she keeps refusing anal sex, forces me to wear condoms even for blowjobs and won't let me put things in her pussy.  This we need to talk about, huh?  I think I'm paying a premium price and in some things the service is not up to par," Gerardo continued reading the report. "Do you know what she asked me in exchange for putting some harmless objects in her pussy, you better let her tell you about it! 

	-And what did he tell you? Manolo interrupted him, expectantly. 

	-Nothing, yet," Gerardo admitted. haven't asked him either, yet. 

	-Do you have any idea what it could be?  -Manolo insisted. 't hide wanting to know more about Gema. 

	Gerardo shrugged his shoulders and sighed.  After a few seconds of silence, he said, "I don't know.  It could be anything. Then he added gravely, "Although I have my suspicions. 

	"In return," Gerardo continued reading, avoiding further inquiries on the subject, "I must admit that she sucks excellently well.  I'm sure you'll do the same in your office, so we have a little farewell ritual, after going over the papers with her in my office, just before she takes the train home.  I love watching her crawl on all fours towards me and suck me off - I think I'm going to ask for a bigger office, just for that!  He doesn't take his eyes off me, when he does it, neither when he's crawling nor while he's sucking me off.  Too bad about the damn condom she makes me wear.  We need to talk about this!  But at least she takes care of getting rid of it. stuffs it in her purse and takes off

	Manolo said nothing.  Possibly he had run out of words.  Gerardo said nothing either.  He had finished reading him Dídac's monthly report on Gema's performance and, by all means, he wanted that story to have an effect on his friend.  He also wanted to enjoy the memory of the story and what it evoked in him.  If the story evoked images in his friend, it evoked emotions in him, because Gemma was doing it all because he had somehow predisposed her to do so.  It pleased him enormously that she was so docile and predisposed, and at the same time proved to be an effective manager.  He frowned, however, as he sensed what Gema had asked of Dídac in return.  She was, of course, within her rights to set whatever price she wanted - she had told him so.  But he hadn't counted on that. He had no certainty, but intuition rarely failed him. 

	-By the way, he's going to be at my birthday party. winked at his friend. 

	-With. . .  your family? asked Manolo incredulously. 

	-And with you!  -Gerardo answered with determination. Then he laughed at his friend's expression. 

	  

	***

	  

	My desire was to involve my husband in this three-way relationship.  He enjoyed knowing that I was cheating on him and enjoyed the stories I told him.  It turned him on when I later told him some more detail, which he had previously omitted.  Actually, my husband never knew when I was telling him everything and when I was saving something for later. . .  or maybe never. That kept him on his toes and was part of the agreement we had made years ago. 

	The stories stimulate the imagination and not infrequently fantasy is better than reality.  But my husband deserved something more, he needed some visual stimulation,why have a goreador, if my husband can't see me with him, if he can only watch how I get ready for another man and how I go home happy and exhausted?  But Gerardo, my boss, was no ordinary horn player.  With him I came home not only physically fatigued, but, above all, mentally. Still, my husband deserved to be more involved. 

	-I suggested to Gerardo to send you some pictures, honey," I told my husband, "or even better, a video.  You know that so far Gerardo has generally refused outright. won't even share the pictures he takes of me. 

	-And that doesn't worry you? Have you not thought about what he might be doing with those photos? 

	Gerardo knew and accepted that she was married, but had no interest in a relationship with Daniel in any way. 

	-I'm yours, love. You can do whatever you want with me. 

	My husband's eyes widened when he heard those words from my mouth. 

	-It's what you want deep down, isn't it, that I belong to another man and that he can do with me what he wants. You want me to transform myself, to become his whore, his slave. 

	Daniel shook his head, denying it. But I knew better. 

	-Why do you want that?  -Are you tired of being the protagonist and prefer to be a spectator?  Why, then, do you find it so hard to accept that Gerardo is the protagonist?  Deep down, you want to be a scriptwriter and a spectator, but that can't be.  You are no longer directing this film. I have chosen the director. 

	-He's trying to separate us! my husband exclaimed, "Can't you see? 

	-And isn't that what turns you on, deep down? Don't you want me to transform myself to prove that, in spite of the transformation, I still love you?  Isn't that why you need those big antlers you're wearing? 

	Daniel said nothing, but had stopped shaking his head.  His eyes, however, were watery. I've hit the nail on the head!  I'm finally beginning to understand him.  

	I will let you transform me as you please, if only to show you that I will continue to love you unconditionally. 

	-Are you going as her partner to her birthday party? You told me it's going to be an intimate party, with her relatives. 

	-His brother and a friend or two," I said. sister-in-law would also be there, but I preferred to keep my husband's attention focused on male company

	-Do you love him?  -my husband said. Actually, I wasn't sure if he had asked or if he had affirmed it. 

	I shook my head and smiled. 

	-You fool!  -I only love you and I will only love you.  But I may be starting to love you a little bit," I confessed.  I bit my lip.  It's what you want, isn't it?  -I whispered. any case, I can't help it," I added quickly. 

	(Let's see how you translate this into English, Daniel, when you translate my book.  Anglo-Saxons don't distinguish between "querer" and "amar".  For them, everything is "love").  

	That's why you published that picture that he supposedly sent you by e-mail," my husband accused me. Mine",I see you are getting better and better at translating from English. 

	Daniel was referring to the game Gerardo and I played to show him that I was taking advantage of the English course he was paying me for.  Gerardo would send me an image with a text in English and I would translate it and vice versa.  In this case, it was a moving image, where a man was writing the word "mine"on my wife's ass 

	-Did he really send it to you by email?  -My husband asked, questioning what I had written.  Doesn't he have a parallel blog where he posts the things he wants you to put on your blog?  Does he also post there the photos you don't want to share with me? he accused me. 

	-And I answered "yours" or "yours," I replied, deliberately ignoring his mention of a hypothetical blog from my boss.  Which do you prefer?  -I narrowed my eyes and paused, "You know it's not the same.  Would you rather my ass was his or I was his?  

	Daniel turned red and did not answer.  He knew very well what I meant.  

	Yes, you wanted my ass to be Silvestre's and it ended up being Luis Alberto's.  You saw how that turned out.  You saw how that ended.  Well now, what if I wanted to be his, body and soul?  

	This time he has agreed totalk it over with me," I announced after a long minute of silence, changing the subject and returning to the initial thread.  You know that talking, with him, means negotiating.  -My interest in involving my husband in our relationship, even if only tangentially, was an opportunity for Gerardo to get something in return.  -What do you think he can get in return, if I'm already his whore, the one he pays for all kinds of sexual favors?  -I asked my husband provocatively.  Obviously, he has in mind to get something that, in the normal way, he wouldn't get or that it would take him a long time to get.  

	-You're not his whore, not exactly.  You're more than that. ve admitted it yourself. 

	-I'm a slut and it turns me on to be paid for it," I provoke my husband.  That makes me a whore, Daniel, but not a whore at all.  I see myself more assugar girl, although, at my age, girl is a fallacy.  But next to him I feel like that, younger.  

	You do what he demands of you," my husband observed. 

	I do not have a catalog of sexual acts that I am willing to do, in exchange for remuneration

	-No, of course not.  From what I see in your blog, you're up for anything.  Why a catalog then?  -my husband commented in an ambiguous tone. didn't know if he was annoyed or if he was doing it to himself. 

	-I consider Gerardo and I have a strange and special relationship," I continued, ignoring his comment, "in which money is a component, but not the only one.  I let myself be seduced to try new sexual things with him, Daniel, but it's not a command-and-command because he pays.  -For too long, I had punished my husband by limiting him to my blog for all things Gerard.  We had barely spoken on a one-on-one basis about my relationship with him.  Maybe it was a mistake or maybe it had been a good one.  I had allowed myself to move forward with Gerardo at my pleasure and pace and my husband had been allowed to imagine whatever he wanted, which was good and bad.  Our relationship includes sex, even contractually, as you know, but that doesn't take away from the fact that if he wants sex, he has to push my buttons properly.  If he wanted a prostitute, he'd have it easy:  there are hundreds of brothels. But he doesn't want that, nor am I, at least as it. 

	You are with Dídac," my husband interjected. 

	-Mr.  Ripoll, Daniel.  For me, and therefore for you too, it's Mr.  Ripoll.  And yes, for him I am a whore.  He doesn't have to push my buttons to have sex with me," I said proudly.  The truth was that Mr.  Ripoll treated me like that, even though he had invited me to dinner beforehand.  Your wife is a whore, Daniel, accept it!  Didn't you want that when Silvestre proposed it to you? Or rather, wasn't it you who proposed it to him so that he would propose it to you? 

	I got tangled in my own spider web," my husband admitted in a low voice. 

	-That's right.  I nodded.  Going back to Gerardo, that's why he doesn't mind working hard, to seduce me to experience new things; it's part of the relationship. But everything has its limits, although these are not fixed, but fluctuate as my sexual universe expands. 

	-Are you willing to do everything you have published?  -my husband asked, upset. There are, there are things

	I lunged at his mouth and kissed him to interrupt him.  I was the first to know that he had published some. . .  grotesque things.  They constituted an infinitesimally small part of the images, but there were some things that. . .  I broke away from his lips and, blushing, I said:  "Shut up!  

	I shook my head.  The blog was for me to express myself.  Some fantasies were. . .  just that, occasional fantasies or not even that.  There were things I didn't want to talk about.  Reblogging those images was one thing.  It was a matter of just two clicks.  But talking about it{And making them come true? } Shut up, you too!  

	I tell you about myconversation with him? I asked my husband, trying to divert his attention.  Shall I tell you the way it happened? 

	Daniel swallowed and nodded. 

	-Okay, but I won't tell you when it happened.  I'll leave that up to you to figure out. Here it goes

	"Gerardo blindfolded me.  For some time now, he has been in the habit.  He doesn't always do it, so I don't know what to expect at each session.  

	"This time he put the blindfold on me as soon as I arrived at his house.  Other times he waits for me to undress, but this time I was still fully dressed.  I would have preferred to have gone to the toilet before I started, but my boss wouldn't let me. all right, I could still hold on. 

	"-Play some music, will you?  -he said.  His tone of voice carried an almost contradictory mixture of sweetness and severity.  Gerardo is always gentle and knows how to charm people, using his emotional side. This apparent softness does not keep him one iota away from achieving his goals; on the contrary, it is his strength. 

	Daniel sighed. 

	-Blindly," I continued, "I moved as best I could towards the record player. I knew the layout of his living room quite well and some minimal instructions to choose the record he wanted were enough. 

	"Can I pour you a whiskey and a cigar? This time I took the initiative. 

	"-Yes, but a double one.  We will share it.  

	"I could have asked him to pour two glasses, but he prefers me to drink from his

	-But you don't like whiskey!  You've always said it tastes like lightning to you," my husband protested, interrupting me.  Even to me it tastes like lightning. Still mixed with SevenUp

	-Well, now I like it.  There are many things I didn't like before and now I do," I replied to my husband.  Initially, I hated this drink, but with time I've gotten used to it.  I wouldn't drink it alone, but with him for company, I even like it.  I'm sorry love, but you know very well that there are things I only do with my lovers and that's not limited to sex.  I've even learned to smoke cigars, and I've always been anti-smoking.  

	-But how?  Why?  -Daniel stammered. He liked alcohol, although he also hated tobacco. 

	I shrugged my shoulders and said, "I guess Gerardo has gotten me to open up to those pestilent pleasures by associating sexual stimulation and orgasm with riding him, while I take a puff of his cigar and a sip from his glass.  Do you think he's perverting me, love?  -I put on my good girl face.  -At first I did it to please him and because, in a way, it turns me on when he orders me to do it.  But now, next to him, I genuinely enjoy it.  What do you think he's doing to me, love? I repeated the innocent girlish expression. 

	Daniel did not answer.  He looked at me scandalized. bothered him more that I smoked than other worse things I did with him. 

	"-Undress," he ordered me. 

	"He usually wants me to undress first and then pour his whiskey and light his cigar, while he revels in my awkward movements caused by momentary blindness.  That's the usual routine.  This time, however, he preferred that I make the preparations dressed.  I was wearing classic executive secretary attire, i. e. , striped skirt and blouse, and even, despite the heat, I was wearing stockings, as I know how much he likes to see me like this.  I suppose that, on this occasion, rather than seeing me naked, he delighted in seeing me dressed like this.  Naked, I am simply a woman.  Dressed as a secretary, I am his personal assistant who gets paid extra to satisfy him with special services. I am his whore secretary. 

	"I undressed slowly, swaying my body to the music.  Look, another thing I like now that I didn't before:  jazz.  Every time I took off a garment, I reached over to get his cigar and his drink.  With the cigar in one hand and the glass in the other, I would dance around a bit, alternating puffs and sips.  Then, I would give him back the cigar and the alcohol to continue dancing and take off the next piece of clothing.  

	"I'd like you to see it, love!  I'd like to see me like this!  But I'd settle for you to see me and tell me about it.  I don't know, I find it so erotic.  Can you imagine?  Don't you think it's tremendously sensual?  

	"It was hot and the smoke and spirits, combined with my dancing, caused me to start sweating. couldn't see it, but I imagined how my body glistened with the tiny beads of sweat on my skin. 

	"Finally, I was naked, except for my stockings and heels, which Gerardo didn't want me to take off.  He rarely wants me to take those clothes off.  You like it too, don't you, love?  Well, you see me more often like this, thanks to him. Think about it. 

	Daniel winced. 

	-I went over to take a sip of whiskey," I continued to tell my husband, "but my boss stopped me.  He wanted me to stand still while he watched me.  The blindfold deprived me of my vision and the music prevented me from hearing any noise, such as the possible rubbing of his clothes as he moved.  For all intents and purposes, I was deprived of my two main senses.  Accustomed to having either a button between my fingers to undress me or a cigar or cup when I stopped momentarily, I did not know what to do with my hands. Gerardo suddenly denied me a cigar and cup and I felt helpless, as if, by holding them in my hands, they could act as a protective shield. 

	"I had no choice but to wait quietly, while I could only imagine how his eyes were devouring me.  Maybe he was even taking a picture of me with his cell phone.  What do you think, love?  

	"It is curious what effect the loss of the main senses has.  On my skin pearly with beads of sweat, I could feel the breeze of his cigar smoke caressing me.  I felt helpless, but with the rest of my senses heightened and a good part of my imagination as well.  In my mouth I savored the taste of his semen, something that no doubt was not going to take long to happen in reality.  The music was playing, but in my head there was an uncomfortable silence.  

	"The whiskey glass had ices in it.  What do you think he did with them, love? 

	He. . .  put it on your tit," Daniel stammered, engrossed in my story, "and on your clitoris. 

	I nodded. Daniel was totally into my story, living the scene as if he had been present. 

	-I felt my vagina lubricate and my nipples erect in anticipation of the ice cube Gerard would soon fish out of his whiskey glass.  I cringed at the thought that he could so easily see my arousal and was tempted to cover my tits with one arm. I wondered if he could see my glistening pussy too.  Would he observe my heart pounding beneath my skin? 

	"It beats for you, Daniel, but it speeds up when I'm with him

	Daniel winced again. 

	-Did it continue? asked. 

	Daniel nodded. He was having difficulty breathing. 

	It's true what I tell you, my darling.  My heart beats only for you, but it races with it.  

	-The record came to an end and the silence exploded with a roar in my ears.  Time went on forever, was Gerardo still there, or had he moved away, hidden under the jazz notes that had sounded from the loudspeakers?  

	I kept going," Daniel whispered. 

	-I wanted to break the silence with a question, but I knew I shouldn't do it.  A simple blindfold has immense power, if you know how to manage sound and timing and caress a woman's naked body with them. And her mind," I added in a whisper. 

	"-Come! Gerardo ordered me. 

	"The beacon of blinding light that was my boss's voice allowed me to orient myself again and I advanced toward her like a ship toward the protective harbor.  In the absence of audiovisual stimuli, my skin had begun to feel Gerardo's rough fingers gently caressing every inch.  His fingers had touched like a breeze my breasts and had moved down to my belly.  They had also run down my spine, all the way to my buttocks, making my skin bristle.  

	-But only I can make your skin bristle like that! my husband protested quietly, excited and sad at. 

	-Sorry, you're not the only one anymore, love.  Anyway, that would have to wait a little longer for now. was just my imagination, maybe because I was really thinking about you. 

	"I knelt between his legs and my hands groped up his thighs until I reached the fly of his pants

	-I want you to videotape me sucking you off," I told him, "I've told him dozens of times about how I take you in my mouth and taste you, but I think the time has come for him to see it with his own eyes.  Would you do that for me? 

	-And what did he answer you? asked my husband, excited. 

	-He was surprised you were turned on by that.  He said, "And he's turned on by that? " And I replied, "Of course! " -I smiled at my husband.  I liked telling him things and seeing his reaction.  In fact, in part, I had missed telling him about my encounters with Gerard.  The punishment I had meted out to my husband had been just as great for him as it was for me.  Fortunately, I had ended it.  Gerardo grimaced, trying to wipe away his disgusted face.  Obviously, he doesn't like to think of you jerking off at his expense.  Of course, if you went to his house, you'd always be in a cage," I assured my husband. Yes, when will I finally get you to come with me?  I'm really looking forward to you getting excited at my expense. And I like to see live how you get excited, even if it's only in the expression on your face. 

	If it didn't turn me on, you couldn't be with him," my husband remarked. 

	-Oh, don't be so sure! We're not at that stage anymore, remember? 

	Daniel grimaced. 

	But that's exactly what I told Gerardo," I assured him.  And he told me

	"-All right, but you have to do something in return for me. I want to tie your hands. 

	"-Hey, wait. don't think I'll go for that," I said.  You've already got me blindfolded, but tying me up. . .  I don't like bondage. 

	I know," he replied. s why I'm asking for it in exchange for the video. 

	-Gerardo made a rogue face," I continued with the story, "the same one he makes when he gets an advantage in a negotiation.  I bit my lower lip -I paused briefly to give my husband a demonstration-, trying to see how he would get out of it.  I wondered if it was worth making that sacrifice.  What do you think, love? I thought about you. 

	-But," Daniel interrupted me, "I don't understand one thing. If he had already handcuffed you before, then. ? 

	-You haven't answered me if you think the video, for you to see it, is worth letting me be handcuffed!  -I reproached my husband.  As for your confusion, it's just that I haven't told you when this happened.  But knowing you, you'll figure it out. you're a smart boy, aren't you? 

	Daniel tilted his head ambiguously. 

	Come on, let's continue with the story," I proposed to my husband

	"-Okay.  I'll let you tie me up once," I said, "But no chains or ropes. Just your hands and a soft cloth. 

	For two seconds of video," Gerardo agreed. 

	-What do you mean, two seconds?  -my husband protested, interrupting me. That wouldn't be a video, it would be more like a photo. 

	-I told him the same thing," I assured Daniel. But let me continue

	"With a cloth.  With my tie. But it won't be just once, we'll do it again if we like it," Gerardo told me. 

	"What if I don't like it? I told you I'm not into the whole immobilized thing. 

	The truth was that it turned me on, but I was terrified to repeat the experience.  Luis Alberto had handcuffed me and had crossed the line three times.  I saw in my husband's expression that he was thinking the same thing I was. I continued with my story

	"You'll like it," my boss assured me, "And you won't be immobilized, only your hands

	Until you cum," I proposed to Gerardo.  I want Daniel to see it. Two seconds is not enough. 

	"-Until I cum, but not including the cumshot.  I edit the video and remove that part. s something intimate. 

	Daniel grimaced when he heard this. But I continued to tell him about that episode

	And we'll make more of those videos," I proposed to Gerardo. Just one video so you can tie me up forever doesn't seem fair to me. 

	I won't tie you up all the time," she assured me; "I'll only do it when we feel like it.  It's not my fault if you like it later and want to do it again.  As far as I'm concerned, I don't like the video. I do it to please you. 

	-Gerardo is a tough negotiator," I pointed out to my husband, "and from experience, I have learned when you can't go along a certain line with him. I had to change my strategy

	One video," I ended up agreeing.  But we left open the possibility of repeating. Maybe I'll get you to like it after all," I said with a mischievous face, licking my lips. 

	I gave my husband a demonstration.  Daniel sighed.  

	Yes, love, you have a real bitch for a woman.  

	"And if I like it, you can tie me up, as long as. . .  you pay me some English lessons! proposed to my boss. 

	I paused to look at my husband. 

	So that's where the English comes from," Daniel muttered. 

	-Oh, not only that," I warned him. But he continued

	"Do you want to learn English?  -Gerardo asked me. And I nodded, "And for the duration of the classes, can I tie you up?  Even if you don't like it? 

	"-Only if I like it. 

	-Gerardo made a sour face at that moment, love. But I told him to make me like it. 

	"Okay," my boss agreed, "but you have to make an effort.  English, I mean. ll figure out something to test you on. . .  Do we have a deal? 

	-As two business people, we shook hands.  We had a deal, although the boundaries and conditions were not entirely clear.  They're a little clearer now," I assured my husband, "but you'll find out. end of the day, my relationship with Gerardo is not just business, it's a special relationship offriendship. 

	Friendship? Daniel laughed. 

	-That same night was the first time Gerardo tied me up," I told my husband.  He used his tie, as he had promised, and pinned my hands behind my neck.  And it wasn't the last time, Daniel.  I'll tell you about it -I winked- I'll send you the video of the handcuffs, so you can watch it while I'm with Gerardo, at his birthday party. You've already read the story,. 

	-Wives?  But didn't you say only with the tie? husband protested. 

	-Things change, Daniel. You already read it," I reminded him, "Or don't you want to see how he recorded me, making me call myself a whore, in a thousand possible ways? 

	Yes, Gerardo, later on, had surprised me with handcuffs, as I had already told before.  We had agreed that he would only tie my hands with a cloth, but Gerardo knew how to relax my limits and he did it his way:  he proposed, but did not force.  No one had forced me to put on the metal handcuffs he had wrapped in wrapping paper.  I had done it because. . .  Gerardo knew very well how I worked and how to push my buttons.  No one had forced me to feel the cold metal on my wrists again and remember how I had felt with Luis Alberto.  

	Actually, I had never liked being tied up.  My husband had tried it once, long before I started thehotwife lifestyle, but I had flatly refused.  But now I was finding out how stimulating and sensual it could be to have no choice but to do what my lover wanted me to do.  Of course, I couldn't imagine that with my husband.  I was convinced that was something that should be reserved for my lover. With my husband, handcuffs were for use with him. 

	  

	***

	  

	New post on my blog (with a woman on her knees, between a man's legs, hands tied behind her back)

	"Lately I often find myself blowing my boss like this.  But anyway I think blowjobs should be done without hands. With hands it might be more pleasurable for the man and it's easier to get him to cum sooner, but then it would be more like a handjob than a blowjob, wouldn't it? 

	  

	***

	  

	The video with the handcuffs.  Gema wanted him to watch the video over and over again, while she would do hand jobs at the table with him, in front of his family.  Hadn't she said that a friend of hers would also be at the party? The bad thing is that I will indeed watch the video over and over again, while she is there with him. 

	-Do you have to publish that? snapped at my wife, more annoyed than I intended.  Do you have to tell everyone how you do it with him? 

	Gema hadn't been shy.  In a pause in our conversation, she had demonstratively picked up her cell phone.  She had not intended to hide anything. contrary, her intention had been for me tocatch her.  She had taken an image she had saved and commented on it.  She had not written the text; she had dictated it.  Impossible for him not to catch her.  She had briefly described how she sucked him off, mentioning that lately she had been doing it with her hands tied.  She had just told me the scoop and already she had aired it, for everyone to know!  

	-Does it bother you so much that it is known that you are the biggest cuckold in Spain? she said mischievously. 

	What bothered me was that he kept treating me as just another reader,all that was missing was that the video he was going to show me he would also share it with his audience!  Yes, he was already telling me things and I didn't have to wait to see them published on his blog to find out what was going on. But it didn't make me feel special, if in the end he published it. 

	-I don't like it when you make that face, love.  You know I love you.  You know that I love only you.  But that attitude of yours is inadmissible.  I have to correct this.  I know you refuse to collaborate with my blog.  Okay, that's your right.  For you to do it reluctantly, I'd rather you didn't do it.  But you're going to have to do something.  I thought you should buy Gerardo a present, to thank him for all he does for us -I winked- and for how well he fucks your wife.  I leave it up to you.  I want it to be something personal from you.  And don't be stingy. He's not. 

	I snorted, this was the last straw! I turned red, although not from anger, but from humiliation. 

	-Will you do it? insisted my wife. 

	Yes, boss," I replied sarcastically. What choice do I have?  

	-Good boy," Gema praised me, as if I were a puppy.  

	Actually, he was.  Only a dog could be so foolish and faithful.  But what could he do?  I loved this woman.  And even though this had already gotten out of hand, I was to blame for everything. As long as she didn't really fall in love or get pregnant, there was nothing really wrong or irremediable.  

	 -Draw me a bath, will you?  I feel like relaxing. 'll keep telling you things during the bath, if you want to hear them. 

	Of course I want to hear them!  What I don't want is to feel like just another reader.  It's humiliating.  I'm your husband!  

	-Yes, love. Right away," I answered. 

	Somewhat disoriented, I got up to run her bath. What am I?  Her husband?  A friend?  Her lover?  Or just another follower?  I don't know if I can go on like this much longer.  I think I'm going to lose my mind.  

	Gema sat on the edge of the bathtub and stirred the water with her hand, making foam. 

	-How good it smells! he exclaimed. 

	He had poured his favorite bath salts on her. 

	-And how romantic, with candles!  You're a sunshine!  I love you. Gemma came closer to me and kissed me. 

	I kissed him back, clinging to him like a shipwrecked sailor trying to hold on to the rope thrown to him from the ship for help.  But, like my imaginary castaway, I had the feeling that I could not hold on.  The shipwrecked man's rope and the boat were slipping away. And my wife is slipping away from me.  

	Close your eyes," my wife asked. 

	What? 

	-Close your eyes. I don't want you to see me. 

	-Why. . .  why?  -I'm your husband.  I'm your husband.  Now I can't see you naked?  Now only he can see you? asked confused. 

	-Hm.  It would be an interesting rule.  Imagine if he asked me; imagine if he negotiated it.  I'd have to comply, wouldn't I? I mean, you'd have to comply. 

	-I didn't sign anything! protested. 

	-That's true.  But I do.  And you'll do what I tell you to do. looked at me with a mixture of sternness and tenderness.  Are you jealous? 

	I nodded. 

	-Good!  I like that you're a little jealous.  So I know you love me as much as I love you. And now, close your eyes. 

	I obeyed, imagining how she took off her bathrobe, getting completely naked, showing her slender body to the candle flames. What has she got to hide?  Has she done some pirsin for him, a tattoo, something? Alarmed, I almost opened my eyes. 

	You can open them. 

	Anxiously, as if I were drowning and to open my eyes and see the light was to open my mouth and breathe oxygen, I opened them.  Gema was in the bathtub, covered by the foam. Only her shoulders, head, one hand and one knee were visible, and yet she looked like a goddess. 

	-Pick up your cell phone.  It's in the robe pocket. You're going to help me with this. 

	Help you with what?  

	I offered her her cell phone, but Gema didn't take it.  She just unlocked it.  She tapped on the screen several times with her index finger.  I looked over to see what she was doing, fearful that my wife would call me to order.  She had never liked me violating the privacy of her cell phone.  Even before she was ahotwife, she locked it with a password that only she knew.  Now with the fingerprint it was easy to unlock it, but back then, it was a real nuisance to have it locked with a password.  But Gema didn't stop me from looking at her screen. contrary, she turned it a bit so I could see. 

	Here, you hold him," he surprised me by saying

	She was inside the Tumblr app, in her account. She had selected an erotic image, ready to post it. 

	Press the dictation button on the keyboard," he said.  You wanted me to tell you more, didn't you? 

	Stunned, I nodded and pressed the damn button that, once again, would turn me into a mere reader. 

	-It's a scene in Gerardo's living room.  It's a ritual.  He likes to see me half-naked, while he is still dressed. He likes to see me on my knees, sucking his cock, doing it with devotion," said my wife. 

	This time I am a listener and this is a chapter of his audiobook.  

	I checked that I was indeed writing correctly what my wife said. It would have to be retouched later, to adjust periods and capitalization, however. 

	I imagined her in that position.  The image I had chosen was so suggestive.  It was so easy to imagine her like that, on all fours between his legs, wearing that lingerie and licking hisballs, looking into his eyes. 

	-I often leave work a few minutes before he does and go to his house," she continued.  -Gemma looked at me, "I have the keys.  If I'm not wearing my stockings and garter belt because of the heat, I go up to the bedroom, open my closet and change clothes.  

	Yes, you practically live with him.  You even have your own closet.  I felt a sense of dread. 

	-Then I go downstairs and fix him a cigar and a whiskey.  When he comes home, he sits on the couch and I move towards him.  Sometimes he likes to see me standing up, to enjoy my body.  Other times he prefers me on all fours, to rejoice in his position as boss. open his pants, take out his still flaccid cock and begin to suck him slowly, without haste, while he enjoys the cigar and whiskey I have prepared for him. 

	Gema paused to look at me intensely.  I felt pain and excitement.  She had never done that for me before. {Nor will she ever.  That's only for lovers.  I would do the same in her situation.  That is, I would never do it for you either}.  

	-My husband gets sick of imagining me with Gerardo like this.  It stresses him out and turns him on at the same time. And as I suck the boss off, I think Daniel will do the same with me when I get home, not caring that he has cum inside me. 

	Gema continued to look at me with intensity.  Had she read my expression or had she thought of it beforehand?  I had a devil for a woman. But she was an angel. 

	-Love, do you want me to do this for you someday?  -asked Gema.  I couldn't tell if she had asked it or if she had dictated it.  But the cell phone recorded it and translated it into written words.  Do you want to experience what Gerardo feels?  Maybe I do, but not to make you sick, but to let you know what Gerardo enjoys every week.  You should, by the way, write to him, thanking him for his generosity.  It's his birthday soon, how about writing him a letter of congratulations? Think about it. 

	Westared at each other for about a minute without speaking

	-Kiss me! my wife ordered me. 

	She didn't have to repeat the order.  I put the cell phone aside and leaned over to kiss her. You're a devil, Gema.  You drive me crazy.  

	-Edit it and publish it," my wife said.  Let me know when you've done it. still want to dictate another publication. 

	As much as it annoyed me to end up as just another reader, I was fascinated by his stories.  It wasn't erotic literature.  She was real.  She was my wife. And she has this fascinatingly diabolical way of introducing me to her stories.  

	-I really like this position," Gema began the dictation of a new publication.  Some time ago a reader asked me if oral sex was what turned ushotwives on the mostand I answered that no, that in my case what turned me on the most was the situation itself, the meaning behind it, the surprise, the out of the ordinary 

	Gemma leaned her head back in the tub, resting it against the edge.  Surely it was a coincidence, but I couldn't help but think of comparing her posture to the one in the picture I was commenting on.  Gerard was fucking her mouth or throat like that man in the picture.  Could there be any greater act of devotion or surrender? to that, anal sex paled. Why hadn't I thought of it before?  

	-Gerardo is a master of context; nothing is casual with him, simply because he leaves nothing to chance.  He could be a psychoanalyst, because he is able to know in a very short space of time the motivations of people.  As a businessman, he has always used this ability to his advantage, to make some kind of profit.  However, he is generous and bets on both parties winning.  He once showed me the four possible approaches in a negotiation and represented them with quadrants on a whiteboard.  He explained to me how powerful the quadrant of the win-win approach is, because it makes both parties join forces to achieve the same goal.  It's no different with me.  Gerardo is a born negotiator; it's in his blood.  Somehow, he makes me want the things he wants.  It's not magic; it's knowledge of people, but it's magic the way he does it.  

	It's not magic, love.  He makes you masturbate for him and, at the moment of greatest excitement, he coaxes things out of you.  It erodes your defenses of your secrets little by little like water to a rock.  {And do you think that everything he has published, his most intimate fantasies, he will end up doing them with him?  Are you already sure that he reads his blog, even if he hasn't confirmed it yet? } 

	-For example, he knows that I am turned on by the idea of him paying me for my services.  It's not about the money per se, but the situation of having a boss who pays his secretary a bonus in exchange for certain sexual favors. That was the reason I contacted him through a friend. 

	A friend, ha!  It was through Silvestre.  What a friend he ended up being. . .  {And you say that, after sucking his dick? } 

	-The other reason was that she was tired of looking for a regular job and either being turned down or being offered a ridiculous salary, taking advantage of the national job scene.  Gerardo in turn had a fantasy of having an attractive secretary, willing to offer him sexual favors.  He did not want a wife; he had been married twice before.  

	That's where you're wrong, love.  He does want you as his wife, don't you see?  He may not love you as a traditional wife, but if it were up to him, you would be his and his alone.  He may share you with clients, but he wouldn't share you with me.  In return, I truly love you and share you with him.  To love is to give freedom. . .  

	-Nor did he want a prostitute," my wife continued, ignoring my silent thoughts.  He wanted a relationship with an intelligent person who shared his fantasy, or at least was willing to explore it.  Of course, it's not lost on anyone that while we have the same fantasy, the situation for each of us is reversed:  he's the boss and I'm the employee.  It's a win-win situation, but asymmetrical from the start.  If anything, what he has been doing for almost a year that I have been with him is accentuating that asymmetry.  

	A year already?  I did the math.  It certainly seemed like an eternity.  An eternity without being able to accompany her.  Gerardo doesn't play by the rules of hotwife and cuckold.  But Gema was exaggerating.  Maybe to her it seemed like an eternity with him too, though for different reasons. It had been about seven or eight months, depending on when you started counting, whether since she joined the company or since their first kiss. 

	-And he does it because he knows that it enhances my fantasy, because somehow he seems to know the trigger points of my mind better than I do.  I am not stupid; I am well aware of his manipulations.  

	Are you at all, really?  And yet you're going as her partner to her party?  {Didn't you go as her partner with Luis Alberto to the wedding?  And didn't you go as Nuria's partner? } Yes, and look how it all ended!  

	-On the one hand, it shows me luxury, making me feel like a queen.  On the other hand, it reminds me of my subordinate position.  It degrades me, making me feel submissive, but, at the same time, it empowers me and makes me feel proud.  An example of this is the first trip to Barcelona we took together.  He showed me luxury in a five-star hotel and treated me like a lady, respecting me and letting me make the first step. Afterwards, he asked me to sleep with the client, reminding me that he was the boss and that was part of my job. 

	But do you really get it, Gema?  It's the old good cop/bad cop game.  You're a lady to him only in contrast to what you are to Dídac.  

	-I still meet the Catalan client about once a month.  I don't like sex with him, but I do it willingly, because it reinforces the context of my relationship with Gerardo.  It serves as a reminder to both of us that this is not a romantic relationship.  

	I sighed:  was this addressed to his readers or to me?  Did my wife want to reassure me in this way?  But, deep down, he was right:  how could it be a sentimental relationship, if he was prostituting her? Oh, you fool! } 

	-Gerardo and I are playmates.  We play the same game, that of negotiation, but from different positions.  I even think we are friends.  Despite our different positions, there is a mutual respect and affection that unites us.  I feel safe by his side.  

	Gema opened her eyes and looked at me. had kept them closed during the whole dictation. 

	-But, back to the initial topic of this post, I like to blow him in this position.  I like it when he makes me lie down on the table or when he reclines me on the couch.  It's part of the context.  He's on top and I'm underneath. I like it when he puts his cock on top of my face and waits for me to be the one to open my mouth, stick my tongue out to stroke his cock, and move to insert it. 

	Gema suppressed a moan.  She was masturbating underwater.  With one hand she was touching her breast. With the other - she could tell by the swirls she was producing in the water and how they were rocking the foam - she was vigorously rubbing her clitoris

	-Gerardo does not push, but waits for me to move.  As in our first trip to Barcelona, he does not take what is his by contract, but waits for me to come to him.  He respects me, but that respect only accentuates my subordinate position within the context.  He does not fuck my mouth; he does not choker me.  I am the one who tastes his cock and tries to push it deeper and deeper. This position contains everything:  mutual trust, the position of each of us, my desire for him to want me to satisfy him and his desire for me to want to satisfy him, the advance towards new limits and the overcoming of barriers, the effort, the pleasure and finally the particular taste of his cock. 

	My God, Gemma!  If I wasn't getting a boner it was because I was wearing the chastity device. 

	-I'd like you to blow him," my wife blurted out.  She was very horny.  Suddenly, she pulled both hands out of the water. They were shaking and she had to take a deep breath. 

	-Did you come?  -I asked her, when she stopped shaking.  It was amazing to see her like that, even though I knew she was fantasizing about another man.  Especially because of that. {You're wrong.  She fantasized about you sucking his cock and tasting his flavor.  He told you}.  

	-Almost," answered my wife.  I want to save myself for you.  -She got up from the bathtub and held out her hand for me to give her the bathrobe.  -Shower and shave.  I want you soft.  And put on my perfume.  I'll wait for you in the bedroom, but don't be long.  I'll leave your stockings and garter belt on the dresser, along with the plug.  You're going to give me a massage with oil and you're going to adore me.  And then, I'm going to make love to you from behind. We'll do it very slowly, without rushing. 

	Gema had not made it explicit, but showering in that context also meant that I would have an enema.  To take a shower, however, I would have to cover the lock of my chastity device with a little bag, to prevent it from rusting.  Gema did not always uncage me to take a shower.  I had the pouch in our bathroom, hidden along with the enema bulb.  Gema came out of the bathroom.  I stayed behind to blow out the candles and drain the tub.  In our bathroom we only had the shower.  The bathtub, the only one in the house, was in our daughter's bathroom. That had been a design flaw in the house, stemming from when we both had a different relationship with sex. 

	-If you massage me well, I'll play a video for you, while I make love to you from behind," my wife shouted from the hallway, taking advantage of the fact that our daughter was not at home.  It's not very long, although it lasts more than a couple of seconds.  You know, everything is negotiable.  You're going to put it on automatic rewind.  I'll give you a hint:  it has to do with what we just dictated. And his tie also appears. 

	  

	***

	  

	New post on my blog

	"This is what I'm talking about!  Notice how it is she who searches for his penis with her tongue, to guide it into her mouth.  I've said it before:  Gerardo doesn't push; he proposes and waits for me to make the first move.  Just like in this video, Gerard stands behind me and leaves his cock above my face. It's within my reach, but I have to strain a bit to get to it. 

	He is often as aroused as I am and drips with pre-cum.  I reach for his cock with my tongue and adjust my head so I can engulf it.  The contact with my tongue makes me taste his bitter, but exciting nectar.  I try to swallow it as much as I can, but unfortunately, unlike this video, I'm not that good at it.  However, and in that the video does reflect my reality, I don't give up and gladly try again.  I catch his penis again with my tongue and pull it into my mouth, trying to get it to penetrate a little further this time.  

	Gerardo loves to see me so sweet and greedy at the same time. At this point, he tries to help me swallow it all and pushes a little, getting his cock to advance a few millimeters more than before to my rumps. 

	My hands are busy massaging my clitoris, but, despite the pleasure they give me, I bring them back to reach my boss's buttocks and encourage him to push a little harder

	I'm far from this girl's technique, I'm so envious! But I rival her in the love with which she does it.  Too bad Gerardo isn't in the mood to record the whole act so my husband can see it from beginning to end, but I hope with this video he'll get the idea! 

	  

	***

	  

	I had been mulling over whether or not to go to Gerardo's birthday party.  On the one hand, it seemed to me that it was something intimate, on a different level.  His family and friends would be there. . .  So far, it had been a discreet affair.  But on the other hand, I thought, why not? I was doingworse thingswith him. And it wouldn't be the first time I had introduced myself as his partner to a friend (the first time had been on the ski trip to Switzerland, but of course it was a geographically distant friend). 

	As I was reciting the pros and cons out loud, my husband was performing cunnilingus on me.  Maybe it was my imagination, but I could have sworn his tongue moved faster and penetrated deeper into my wet cave as he mused about the reasons in favor of doing it.  As the saying goes, "you will always regret more what you have failed to do than what you have done. " 

	-I know I've told you I'll go, love, and I will.  But what do you think?  Should I go?  Be honest and also think about your job instability situation that you continue to suffer unfairly.  Maybe it is not convenient to antagonizeour boss. 

	Daniel expressed something unintelligible. I had sat on his face and with my pussy over his mouth, I was not able to understand if it had been a protest or a proposal

	-Decided, I'm going!  Thanks for supporting me, love.  Now, what dress should I wear?  What do you think?  I know that, if Gerardo invited me, it was to show off as a female, but I wouldn't want to look too scandalous in front of his relatives.  But I don't want to appear too scandalous in front of his relatives.  Will you help me choose the dress? Actually, I want you to pick it out for me. 

	Daniel said something unintelligible again. 

	-And what could I give her?  What do you give a sexagenarian couple?  Will you help me with this too? Remember to write a few thank you notes in the greeting. 

	Now that I had my husband's unconditional support, there was one last sensitive issue that I still didn't know how to resolve:  my wedding ring. If I went with the ring, it would cause uncomfortable questions from his relatives; how was I going to explain to them that I was a happily married woman, but that I was dating another man, much older than me and my husband, who was also my boss?  I didn't know to what extent Gerardo was willing to expose the truth.  I could take off my wedding ring for that occasion, but I know that, rightly, my husband would not like that.  And neither would I.  I remembered very well the first time, out of embarrassment, I had taken it off and how my first goreador, Silvestre, had lectured me about it.  Maybe I should ask for an opinion on my blog.  

	  

	***

	  

	New post on Gema's blog (with a man passionately performing cunnilingus)

	"This should be a compulsory subject in high schools, instead of some of the things of unlikely application in real life that are studied.  How many marriages would be saved! should be a compulsory subject for them to learn to do it and for them to learn to enjoy it and demand it. 

	Why is it that many men are disgusted by it, but expect us to go down to the pylon? 

	  

	That's where you're wrong, Gema.  What really changes the relationship in the couple is anal sex, from her to him.  I tell you from experience.  That and the chastity device does have the potential to change things.  

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Hello Gema.  I am the admirer who a few weeks ago asked about your day to day relationship with your husband.  I follow you daily and you can't imagine the effect that your words and the morbidness of each of your entries have on me.  I am contacting you again to give you my opinion about your wedding ring at your boss's birthday party.  Me, I would wear it. added morbidity to the situation, as well asrespecting; what you and your husband have. And a suitable gift would be something made by you

	  

	***

	  

	I had thought long and hard about whether or not to go to Gerardo's birthday party.  His family and friends would be there; it would be intimate and I would introduce myself as his partner.  So far, he had only introduced me as his partner to the friends we met at the cabin on our trip to Switzerland.  I am his whore, I am not ashamed of it, but being his partner was a big step and maybe it was in the wrong direction.  The problem was not pretending-that would be relatively easy; the problem was that there was more between us than a mercantile relationship. I liked being with him; I liked experiencing how he explored and peeled away every layer of my being, as if I were an onion, ready to be part of the ingredients of a succulent dish prepared by a great chef, the old-fashioned, slow-cooked. 

	And then there was the issue of my wedding ring.  If I was going to be her partner, how was I going to wear the wedding ring?  That would raise awkward questions.  Some would mistake it for an engagement ring, since not everywhere the wedding ring is worn on the right hand.  Others would be puzzled and perhaps dare to ask.  What should I answer them?  But not to wear it would be a betrayal of my husband.  He was already uncomfortable with what I was doing with my boss and going to his birthday party was my latest misdeed, which did not need to be embellished with such disloyalty.  Once, at the beginning of my hotwife wanderings, I had taken it off out of embarrassment and to avoid awkward questions, but my lover had subsequently lectured me with a firm hand, in collaboration with my husband.  Daniel had helped Sylvester administer the spanking, holding me down.  But now I knew that I had helped him much more than that, or that Silvestre had helped him. still didn't know exactly to what extent they had worked together in training me and I preferred not to know, but once I discovered that Daniel had enlisted Silvestre, the spanking for taking my ring had taken on a new meaning. 

	I had very much in mind that lesson from my husband administered through Silvestre:  I was never to be ashamed of being a hot wife.  And I should always be my husband's wife.  So I decided to wear the ring and also add an anklet on my right foot.  It was ahotwife symboland I hadn't worn it in a while 

	Daniel appreciated my gesture and kissed me goodbye, wishing me a good time.  It was still hard for him to take in that I was sleeping with an older man and that he was paying me for my attentions, but ultimately he accepted that this was part of the sexual freedom he had granted me and, although not without some uneasiness, he ended up supporting me in my decision to go to my boss's birthday party as his partner. {And the chastity device and the harness with the dildo did the rest}.  

	The party was at Gerardo's house.  Of course, a catering service was in charge of the kitchen.  Although it would be at his home, there was a certain formality to the affair and I had to dress for the occasion.  Gerardo had not given me precise instructions in this regard; he had only told me to be elegant.  Doubts assailed me.  If he wanted to present me as his partner, it must be because he wanted to show me off. The dirty old man, who was thought to be a loner and who would never recover from his two previous failed marriages, had conquered a woman twenty years younger than him.  How sexy should I be?  If I went too far, would I embarrass him before his relatives?  Or would he get angry if I fell short, for not being able to show off as a female as he would want me to? 

	The final decision had been made by my husband and I had accepted it.  I had asked Daniel to help me select the dress.  Initially, I had decided this way for two reasons:  On the one hand, I had wanted to involve him in this way in myaffair with Gerardo; as a consenting cuckold, that was what he liked.  And, on the other hand, I found it exciting to think that it would be my husband who would select a sexy dress that he would wear with my lover to augment his antlers.  The humiliation of that fact would go a long way in deepening his submission.  {And it turns me on as much as when I have her buy condoms to use with Dídac. } If at first I had asked for his help, in the end I had decided to leave the decision entirely in his hands. It was a headache I took away, not having to worry about that detail and not having to deal with my doubts about whether to go more or less daring. 

	 Finally, my husband had made a relatively conservative decision.  Daniel had chosen the same dress for me that I had already worn on the day of the company Christmas party.  He had assured me that I would look perfect like this and that it was not appropriate to draw even more attention to myself, as it could be seen as rude and in bad taste.  Daniel had argued that, if the real age difference was already large, the apparent difference was even more so.  To go too flashy would only make me look like a tart and embarrass Gerardo with it.  That was what my husband had told me, but it was not entirely clear to me whether his choice was based on that argument or whether he was jealous (real husbandly jealousy, not the jealousy of a spoiled cuckold) and did not want me to be too sexy for my lover. {It's also possible that he wants to boycott you and Gerardo.  He's already seen you in that dress once and he might find it too boring for you to repeat, right on his birthday}. any case, I had accepted my husband's decision (although disappointed, because he wouldn't have taken me out shopping for a new dress). 

	I knocked on their door and waited nervously for them to open it.  An unknown woman opened the door and asked me suspiciously who I was.  I gave her my name and asked for Gerardo.  She closed the door, without inviting me in. You ignore that I have the key and that I can come in whenever I want.  But I heard my boss's name shouted, followed by "here's a woman who says she's here to see you".  The door opened again and my benefactor appeared, who immediately gave me a welcoming peck and led me into the living room, holding my hand. A gawking woman took it upon herself to close the door behind us. 

	Gerardo invited me to sit next to him and introduced me as Gema -just Gema, nothing more.  Then he introduced me to the rest of his guests.  His nephew must have been in his early twenties and from what I understood, he was studying in Barcelona for a degree in Business Administration.  Gerardo's brother was older, although he seemed to be younger, as he was better preserved than he was.  He greeted me with two kisses and I could observe how his gaze went to my cleavage, as his face approached mine.  He was visibly surprised and even seemed a little angry.  Later Gerardo explained to me that I had always been jealous of him.  The one who did have a hard time hiding her discomfort was the woman who had opened the door for me.  She was Gerardo's sister-in-law and I sensed that she was not amused that her husband was not taking his eyes off me.  Then there was Gerardo's daughter-in-law, her husband and their two children.  She was about my age.  Her husband, Gerardo's son, looked nothing like him.  To tell you the truth, I didn't even know, until that moment, that Gerardo had children.  I had asked him about it a couple of times, but Gerardo had always changed the subject, visibly uncomfortable.  The last of his relatives he introduced me to was an older man in a wheelchair, who happened to be my boss's father.  Now nearing ninety, his body seemed closer to the grave than to life.  His facial expression made him look absent, but I had the feeling that his sharp eyes betrayed him in his attempt to appear oblivious.  

	That was on his family's side.  Across from me sat Gerardo's only friend at dinner, a man named Manolo, a man about the same age as him, but much better preserved than he was.  Manolo still had his hair.  His hair was somewhat long and slicked back.  Together with his gray beard and in contrast with his tanned complexion, it gave the impression that his hair was made of fine silver strands rather than gray.  The man kept smiling at me and with good reason.  Shocked, I looked at Gerardo, but he only made a brief grimace, amused.  I knew that man!  He was the notary in front of whom I had signed the unspeakable contract. And that also meant that he had seen my initial video.  I blushed like a tomato.  I felt short of breath.  [I've been telling you from the beginning:  Gerardo is a bastard you shouldn't trust.  Do you think it's normal that he didn't tell you anything?  He deceived you by hiding the fact that the notary was a friend of his and he has deceived you again by inviting him without telling you.  What else did he also deceive you with]?  

	-Are you feeling sick, Gema? asked my boss's nephew with concern. 

	-No, no.  It's the heat," I lied. The last thing I needed was to explain to him why I was like this. 

	Shall I turn on the air conditioning? 

	-No, it's coming.  I just need something to drink. Water, please. 

	Politely, Alan, the nephew, poured me water from the pitcher. The ice cubes clinked amusedly as they clinked against the glass, mocking me. 

	Gerardo, however, gave no explanation about the notary's presence at your party and neither did Manolo. Is he really your friend?  [It makes sense that he would have left in the hands of a friend the delicate task of attesting to your willingness to sign such an aberration of a contract].  But is he really a notary or did he cheat me on that?  {The question, my dears, is not that.  The question is-regardless of whether he is your friend or not-what is he really here for, tonight.  If he really is a notary, what will he be attesting to tonight? } 

	Far from answering my questions, Gerardo didn't miss any occasion to make me some caress or other.  A peck on the cheek, a "I'll feed you from my plate," etc.  He had not introduced me as his partner - he had simply said I was Gema - but by now it was very clear what our relationship was.  

	His brother kept devouring me with his eyes, except when he looked with a mixture of jealousy and suspicion at his brother.  Meanwhile, his wife was frowning almost continuously.  The atmosphere was strange, for a party where joy should reign.  Fortunately, no one dared to ask about my wedding ring, although I often feared that his sister-in-law would do so, as I had caught her several times studying it from the corner of my eye.  However, she could not restrain herself from asking how we had met.  I held my breath and bit my tongue to keep from answering, while putting on my best smile.  There was a long, uncomfortable silence, a pressure that would force someone to break it, but I wasn't going to be the one to do it.  It was a negotiation technique I had learned from Gerardo:  silence is uncomfortable and if one is able to endure it, it forces the other to make a move. In a negotiation, this could be important to gather information and almost force the other to say something more than he initially intended. 

	-I met her at work.  She's my secretary," Gerardo clarified, unexpectedly breaking the silence. We met, we liked each other and. . .  here we are," he explained naturally. 

	He had said it as if it were the most normal and usual thing in the world.  Her sister-in-law, however, didn't seem to like the response.  She turned up her nose and turned her face away as if she had been insulted.  Then she looked at her son and, again, turned her gaze back to me.  It seemed to me that her eyes were sparkling.  

	You're a real Don Juan," Gerardo's friend broke the tension, laughing. 

	Yes, a Don Juan Carlos," Alan exclaimed with laughter. 

	-Juan Carlos I?  -I asked, to divert the subject.  Why the King? I made a confused face. 

	-Because of Corinna, of course!  -Alan clarified.  

	What did the nephew know about the King Emeritus' dear friend?  Or rather, what did he know about me?  Twenty-six years of age was what separated the King's dear friend, approximately the same age difference as between Gerardo and I. [Yes, and she is as. . .  -I'd better not use the word, to avoid a complaint-as you.  She's as close as you are for the same reasons you are].  

	After dessert, it was time for Gerardo to unpack his gifts.  His brother and sister-in-law had given him a wristwatch.  From the "ahh" it elicited from Gerardo - somewhat feigned, I thought - it seemed to be an expensive and delicate gift.  I didn't understand watches.  Gerardo took off the one he was wearing and tried on the new chronograph.  His nephew's gift was a box of cigars.  Gerardo thanked him effusively and proposed to share them with the guests.  Manolo did not hesitate to take one from the box and Gerardo's brother did the same.  His nephew was also encouraged.  The two women abstained and Gerardo's son also declined the offer. He certainly doesn't look anything like him.  

	Take one, Gema," Gerardo said, offering me the open box. 

	I declined, but my boss insisted and I had no choice but to accept a cigar.  I had never liked tobacco, but in these months with him, Gerardo had accustomed me to its smell and taste and had taught me how to smoke.  There were many times that, riding on top of him, I shared his cigar with him. His sister-in-law's eyes sparkled again as she watched me take one from the box her son had just given to his uncle. 

	-Darling, go and get the guillotine and the matches, will you? You know where they are. 

	Of course she knew.  It had become a ritual for me to approach him naked and not infrequently I did so blindfolded.  The fleeting idea of undressing to take the ignition utensils surprised me by briefly appearing in my mind.  It had been an impulse, as if it were an instinct - an automatism. Gerardo has conditioned me.  I can no longer conceive of lighting or smoking a cigar any other way.  [And that doesn't worry you? ] 

	Seeing that I was encouraged to smoke, Gerardo's son was encouraged to smoke one too, so as not to be the only man who did not

	It was the turn of his daughter-in-law, who gave him what appeared to be a bulky book.  Gerardo unwrapped the gift.  It was a photo album.  His countenance changed for a few moments, revealing a deep sadness, anticipating what he would see inside.  He opened the album and studied the first photo.  I was sitting next to her, so I could see the picture without any trouble.  It was a picture of her, perhaps some fifteen years younger than she was now, embracing a handsome man of about her own age.  Gerardo's eyes watered and he closed the album.  

	What is going on?  

	-I'll take a good look at it later, thank you! he said, visibly moved, and hugged her, while his sister-in-law made a disgusted face. 

	It was time to open the gift from his friend, his notary or who knew what it really was.  The gift consisted of two parts:  an elongated object and a small box.  The long object turned out to be a cacha. I don't know if it is a real notary, but it looks like it is his friend.  Manolo turned out to be a joker; he was laughing his head off as he watched Gerardo's face of mock indignation.  The family looked on, not knowing whether to join in the laughter or condemn him for such an offense.  Next, Gerardo began tearing the wrapping paper off the box, stopping from time to time to look at his friend suspiciously. finally managed to remove the wrapping, which revealed a delicate little wooden box. 

	-Open it! encouraged his increasingly likely friend

	Gerardo looked at him suspiciously, but finally opened the little box.  Inside were some blue pills and a few condoms. The packaging indicated that they were retardants. 

	The friend could no longer hold back his laughter and burst. 

	Very funny," said Gerardo, pretending to be angry, which caused the whole family to join in the laughter, even his sister-in-law.  Actually, it had been a hit, albeit by chance.  The laughter had been necessary to change Gerardo's countenance. As for the condoms, at least I have the opportunity to use them, unlike others," he commented.  Although he no longer uses them," he said, putting his hand on my shoulder.  And as for the little blue pills. . .  with her I don't need them either. 

	I blushed, what had I meant by that?  Was it a compliment or an obscene comment, for those who could read between the lines? [Or for anyone who reads your blog.  All your followers know you give them a hard-on with your mouth].  

	-Yeah, but they're retardants," said Manolo, referring to condoms. looked at me. 

	My blush took on a darker hue.  I shook my head. You don't need them to be retardants.  {But you could use them on Daniel.  Or with Mr.  Ripoll; see if he can make you cum that way}.  

	-We'd better smoke this outside.  I think the smoke is affecting all of us," Gerardo proposed.  Gema, please take out the whiskey and the glasses. Take the Cardhu. 

	She could find the whiskey bottles in total darkness and tell by touch and sometimes even by smell what brand they were.  Gerard had made sure she knew how to find them blind, although it was the first time she was going to touch one of her prized spirit bottles fully clothed.  Normally, Gerardo liked me to do it naked or semi-naked, clad only in stockings, garter belt and heels.  As with the cigar, I felt the urge to undress beforehand, to take the bottle. [And you still don't care that I conditioned you like that? ] 

	Her daughter-in-law helped me with the drinks and between the two of us we took them outside to the terrace.  It was a splendid summer night, with an ideal temperature.  I went back into the house and took my gift from my bag. On the terrace all the chairs were occupied, so I sat on Gerardo's lap. 

	-Did you forget mine? whispered affectionately. 

	He wasn't throwing it in his face:  the photo album had thrown him off balance emotionally. 

	Oh, my Gem.  Forgive me!  I hadn't forgotten; it's just that my best gift is already you. 

	-That's why! said, offering him my gift. 

	  

	***

	  

	ryuhayabushasensei:   

	"A question I've been meaning to ask you for a while now, for the benefit of a submissive and potential hotwife who is full of doubts:  how has your view of your husband changed since you've made him a cuckold?  (Although I dare say it's just him that has, but I suppose this is a mere matter of nuance. . . )

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"It's hard to describe in words, as they never seem accurate enough to encompass and describe a complex reality, but I'm going to try.  In the beginning, I was very emotionally dependent on my husband.  It's not that I lacked self-esteem, but, in a way, I sought his approval for everything.  However, he pushed me to change that.  Now I have a lot more self-confidence.  I feel more independent.  I owe that to him and for that I am extremely grateful.  

	My husband is no longer a being on whom I depend heavily; he is now a partner, an accomplice in crime with whom I share fun adventures.  Being a hotwife has increased the friendship aspect with respect to my husband, but without detracting from the fact that he is my partner for life, my love.  

	It has also made me discover fetishes and aspects of him that I wouldn't otherwise have known about, which would have been a shame, considering that the partner should be the person you trust the most

	  

	***

	  

	Gema was gone.  She was going to be officially introduced as Gerardo's partner.  Every time I thought about it, my heartbeat quickened and I felt a tingling sensation all over my body.  I was her husband.  But she was another man's partner.  And it wasn't just about sex.  Gema had accepted Gerardo's proposal with astonishing ease.  That was what made me tingle the most.  It was a strange sensation.  

	For some reason in my psyche, that was what I wanted.  I had predisposed everything so that she would fall in love with Silvestre.  I had selected him, thinking about how he should be, in good part, the ideal man for Gema.  Then, she had instructed him.  She had given Silvestre privileged information so that he could prepare himself optimally.  And he had continued to support him from the shadows, polishing this and that other detail.  Silvestre hadn't needed much.  He was a born seducer.  He hadn't had to plan everything in detail.  Silvestre had been, a priori, a good choice and he had been able to leave many things in his hands.  I didn't always know what he was going to do and I liked that because it made it more real.  I had established the operational parameters and within them, Silvestre had acted quite freely, but receiving guidance and support when he needed it.  Gema had been torn between the passion she felt for him and being faithful to her love for me.  That had turned me on.  It had made me jealous and had made me feel my love for her with extraordinary intensity.  Gemma had even told him that she loved him.  And she had allowed him to penetrate her without a condom.  She had broken all the rules because of the passion she had felt for him.  But she had felt bad about it.  She had suffered.  I had made her suffer.  She had suffered, thinking she was betraying me, when in fact I had been the instigator and, besides, I was already aware of it all.  I had made her suffer, but I had also made her enjoy.  And I had enjoyed it. had, because Silvestre was a controlled environment. 

	Gerardo, however, was not.  I had no control over him.  Absolutely nothing.  On the contrary, he was the one who controlled everything.  He controlled my wife.  And he controlled our finances. She had gone on to earn more than I did, thanks to him, and I was in a very difficult job. 

	And what was I getting in return?  I couldn't even satisfy my peeping tom needs.  It had been three quarters of a year and I still hadn't seen them together, not even on the street or in a restaurant.  At first, it had been me who had refused to do that.  With the old man, at the beginning, I wouldn't have wanted to, even if it had been possible.  But now that I had psyched myself up and was willing, it was still Gerardo who didn't want me to be there.  Gema promised that I could be with them soon, but I was not moving in that direction. I don't know whether to think it's Gerardo who doesn't want to or Gema who doesn't want to much.  {Don't complain.  You are witnessing all his fantasies through his blog posts.  With Silvestre you didn't have that.  It is Gerardo who is getting to discover her darkest fantasies and thanks to him you are being able to visualize it on his blog}.  

	At least she had sent me the video she had promised me.  How many times have I already seen this video, while she is congratulating him on his birthday?  The video was shot by the old man in the first person.  It wasn't very long, only about forty seconds.  At least it was more than the two seconds Gerardo had initially agreed to.  What had he bargained for?  She was lying face up on a table, her head on the edge.  The old man was penetrating her mouth with his cock.  It's smaller than mine.  I remembered that Gema had admitted that his cock was smaller than mine and that, besides, Gerard didn't have the strength of a young boy.  But, despite this, she had said that she moaned when he fucked her.  "Maybe it's because before he put it in me he'd been fucking my mind? ", I had wondered.  I restarted the video for the umpteenth time.  It showed little more than my wife's head, with her throat engulfing her boss's cock, and her boss's belly and dick.  But she looked so devoted to pleasuring him.  So devoted that she is now officially his partner in front of her relatives.  

	"If Gerardo had done this on the first day, I would have left him, regardless of my bonus at the company," he had once said, commenting on a moving picture he had posted, in which a fat man was seen mercilessly fucking a girl's throat, in the same position as in my wife's video.  The man had a gut just as bulky as Gerardo.  I checked out the post on his blog.  The resemblance was striking.  But in comparison, Gerardo was making love to her throat.  "I don't like to be forced, I like to be seduced," Gema had told me.  "But Gerardo has been able to go slow, or rather, he's been able to get me to go slow towards him. "Slow but steady.  Those are the most dangerous.  He proposed and she did, my wife had commented.  "When Gerardo gets behind me and I arch my head to show him the entrance to my mouth, my boss doesn't push.  He positions himself with his cock above my face, slightly out of reach of my mouth, so that I have to strain to catch it with my lips.  He stands still and waits for me to reach for his cock," she had told me.  He was forcing her this way, she said, so that it was a step she was taking, fully conscious and fully willing.  Fucking pig.  You're not fucking her, you're training her!  That part was not visible in the video she had sent me.  In the video, Gerardo's cock was already inside my wife's mouth.  

	"My tongue goes to meet his cock.  I pull it out until I can lick it and gobble it up.  If it's still flaccid, all the better:  I like to get it hard like that.  The later, the better," Gema had once assured me.  "Then I stretch my throat to make room for it inside me, as it grows inside me, and reposition myself to try to take it deep inside me.  Gerard barely moves, I'm the one doing the work. " This last statement was half true.  I looked at the video again.  Yes, Gemma was moving her head, despite the awkward position, doing a good part of the movements.  But Gerard wasn't falling short.  He was moving too, shoving his cock deeper and deeper into my wife's throat, though not as in the violent moving picture I had posted. They are a match made in heaven.   

	"I still haven't quite mastered my vomit reflex and, although his cock isn't very big, I still haven't managed to fully lodge it in my mouth. " Recorded from above in first person and with her belly covering much of the action, I couldn't be sure I didn't have it fully lodged inside my wife's mouth or throat.  "But I know I'm making progress.  Sometimes I simply wish he would cuff my wrists behind my back and shove it in my mouth regardless of my reflexes.  It would be so much easier for me if he would just take control, but I guess easy is also less stimulating," she had written, contradicting what she had commented in the other post, the one about violent chokers. You say you don't want that, but it's actually the opposite.  Gema was provoking him, so that he would treat her more harshly.  Deep down, you miss how Luis Alberto treated you.  "But Gerardo is not like that. His joy is not in forcing me, but in seeing how I'm the one who takes the initiative to satisfy his (our) fetishes

	Just like that.  The thought pained me.  My wife was moving her head, engulfing his cock and he was moving his hips, penetrating her.  Just like that.  It was painful to admit, especially on the night he would introduce her as his mate.  It was of little use that she wore the wedding ring and the hot wife anklet.  She also wore her ubiquitous choker that he had given her.  He is her partner.  They were a match made in heaven.  {Do you feel this? } What?  The pain?  {No.  Look at it.  Look at this little light inside the pain.  Do you feel it? } Part of me was glad my wife had found her better half.  But what am I saying?  I am her better half!  She had found her sexual better half, a lover tailor-made for her.  Lover?  They're a couple!  Tonight it's official.  He was better than a crazy young man.  He was less dangerous.  But he's doubly dangerous.  

	"I do it because, from the first time he proposed it to me (without words, just positioning me and positioning himself), I know it's something that excites him and, somehow, he has managed to infect me with that fantasy," my wife had written.  "Maybe it's because I feel helpless that way.  Or maybe it's because I feel especially dirty, especially since he's the complete opposite of a young, athletic, handsome cuckold - it's something a pretty girl like me shouldn't do or let myself do, and even less so by someone like him. " Gema was right.  She shouldn't let herself do that for someone like him, someone with that belly and that little cock.  "I feel free when I do it, because I know it's something I shouldn't do.  I shouldn't let any man penetrate my mouth like that, I shouldn't want him to go all the way down my throat.  Especially not if it's a man about twenty years older than me.  That's just not right.  But I feel free and surrendered, calm, exposed, but protected.  I like to go against the flow," she had added.  But I knew that what he really meant was that he liked to antagonize me. keeps punishing me for Silvestre.  

	  

	***

	  

	solomorbo:   

	"I'm really turned on by your Tumblr. My wife, like you, is a hot wife.  do you like to cheat on your partner too?  kiss! 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Yes, beyond the direct sexual pleasure, I'm extremely turned on by the knowledge that I'm a hotwife and that I'm cheating on my husband. Of course, if I wasn't married, I doubt I'd be as adventurous as I am now. Big kiss! 

	  

	***

	  

	Gerardo really liked my gift.  Judging by his reaction, I dare say it was the second one he liked the most. The first, undoubtedly, was the one from his daughter-in-law, even if it left him with a bittersweet taste. 

	The evening ended and the guests said their goodbyes and paraded to their respective homes.  The first to leave was precisely her son's family.  Gerardo, however, hardly said goodbye to him.  All his attention was focused on his daughter-in-law.  Soon after, his friend also said goodbye.  That left his nephew, his brother, his sister-in-law and me. Oh, and there was also his father, who, since he said nothing - although his lively eyes did not seem to miss any detail - was almost unnoticed. 

	-They are staying the night," my boss told me. They leave tomorrow and take grandfather with them. 

	It turned out that brother and nephew lived in Barcelona. Grandpa was permanently in a nursing home, but they took turns every half year to have him in their city so they could be near him. 

	A little uncomfortable, I wished them a good night and retired with Gerardo to the bedroom.  I felt strange, sleeping with him under the same roof as his family. There was something that told me it wasn't right, but oddly enough it wasn't because I was being unfaithful to my husband. 

	I took off my dress and disappeared into the master bedroom bathroom to get ready for the night.  When I came out, Gerardo was still dressed and standing, waiting for me.  I walked over and hugged him.  It seemed that in this crazy family he was the only sane one. Gerardo stroked my bare back, electrifying it, just like Daniel used to do. 

	Thank you for the gift," he said.  To be honest, I wasn't expectingthat. 

	I knew exactly what he meant. 

	-The best is yet to come," I whispered in his ear, then kissed him on the mouth.  

	I knew what I wanted.  I had been with my boss for many months now and had gotten to know him.  I began to undress him slowly.  Each piece of clothing I took off, folded it and put it back in place.  He loved it when I did it naked.  When I finally removed his underwear and after putting them back in place, I knelt down in front of him again.  Without helping myself with my hands, I took his flaccid penis into my mouth and began to suck him, experiencing that strange mixture of flavors that, on another occasion, months ago, would have repulsed me and yet now seemed like a delicious prize.  Little by little his cock was growing inside my mouth.  I was excited to experience what my attentions were provoking in him, but at the same time I was sorry to see him go erect so soon. I like flaccid cocks in my mouth.  

	With his cock now in full swing, my boss lay on his back on the bed and motioned for me to sit on top of him. He liked me to ride him with the light on, so he could watch my tits bounce and my face transform into a grimace of ecstasy. 

	-We're in for a long night," he said and took a little blue pill from the box his friend had given him.  He swallowed it dry. had never seen him take a Viagra and did not know if the ones his friend had given him were real or if they were just candy, but in any case, he had just made his intentions clear. 

	His cock slid without resistance into my already wet pussy.  The friend had been wrong about the condoms; we hadn't used them since the beginning of the year.  It was so much easier and more pleasurable and, at the same time, it allowed me to bring my husband a little present from time to time. You could take it to him in any case, like the one you took him from Mr.  Ripoll, after giving him a farewell blowjob in the office. } 

	My clitoris rubbed against her bulging belly, turning that physical deformity into an advantage when it came to giving pleasure.  Chubby guys had their advantages.  Gerardo put his hands on my breasts and squeezed them.  Used to doing it alone with him in his chalet, I had to restrain myself to moderate the volume of my moans.  Gerard liked me to moan loudly and I had become accustomed to doing it without restraint when I was with him.  At first I had exaggerated a little to please him, but soon I had caught myself and my moans had begun to feed back into my pleasure.  But, this time, we were not alone; behind the adjoining wall slept his brother and sister-in-law.  Gerard pinched my nipples with his fingers and a moan of pain escaped my mouth. pulling his hands away from my breasts, I brought mine to my mouth to cover it. 

	I want you to be especially loud today.  Got it? 

	Not fully understanding what he meant and why, I nodded.  Gerardo pinched my nipple again and again I moaned in pain, but this time I avoided covering my mouth.  I still struggled to let go, knowing that his family was sleeping next door, so Gerardo squeezed my breasts hard.  I understood what he wanted - the boss was in charge and, after all, this was his house and his family - and I made up my mind not to hold back.  I thought of his nasty sister-in-law, who no doubt had a pussy drier than the Gobi Desert, and ended up cheering myself up.  Against all odds, the situation was making me hornier and I moaned wildly, as I fucked my boss.  From time to time, for added emphasis, Gerard would pinch my nipples, eliciting new shrieks of pain.  I didn't like the pain at all, but the thought that his witch of a sister-in-law would be dying of envy made me not care.  I was beginning to understand how this family worked and it was very clear to me which side I was on, not out of self-interest, but because Gerardo really deserved it.  A small sacrifice like enduring from time to time a sharp pain in my nipples was well worth it, if it would help him. With that thought, I brought my hands to his, which were still massaging my tits, and instructed him to squeeze my nipples. 

	I had had lovers capable of fucking me very hard, of pulling me out of orgasms when I thought I couldn't take it anymore.  (Actually, in this sense, I had only had two, Silvestre and Luis Alberto).  I had only had one man (Luis Alberto) who had known how to awaken that dark side inside me.  But he hadn't had the patience or the wisdom to unloosen me, to go beyond mere sex, but without confusing it with love, removing me layer by layer like an onion.  Nor did I know if Gerardo would be capable or if that was what he really wanted. But I did know that, for the moment, I was calm and at ease with Gerardo and that with him I was moving at a pace that is comfortable for me:  slowly so that I would enjoy it and not be frightened, but always one step after the other. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Hello Gema, good afternoon.  First I want to tell you that I follow you daily and whenever I can I try to enter here to see if you have posted a new entry and savor it as it deserves.  Gerardo will enhance your fantasies and your horniness with the incredibly exciting situations he creates for you.  But you, with each of your entries, get into our minds to create a thousand and one morbid scenarios. Thank you for sharing with us a little piece of your world and your life

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Thanks to you for following me.  I couldn't share if no one was interested in what I write. thrills me to know that there are people who read me and get excited about it and that at least for a little while, I can distract them from their daily lives.  a big kiss for you! 

	  

	***

	  

	Can I ask you something? 

	-Mmm," said Gerardo sleepily.  

	He had already cum twice inside me.  His cock was still erect, but he was tired. I had cum three times and my nipples were sore. 

	-What about your son? Iasked, taking his expression for a yes, "I mean you barely spoke to him all night and you hardly said goodbye to him

	I had looked through the photo album that her daughter-in-law, Teresa, had given her, and there were things that didn't add up.  The album contained several photos of her with a young man, but I couldn't see any similarity with her husband, José Luis.  There were also some photos of her with that same young man and with Gerardo, the three of them together. Teresa had also included scanned photos of Gerardo's own childhood (in black and white) and color photos of a boy who looked very much like Gerardo, so much so that it could be him, except that it was unlikely that at that time, in the days of a Gerardo under ten years old, the photos were taken in color

	-My son?  -Gerardo wondered, "He's not my son.  -He had suddenly opened his eyes.  He was fully awake again, but a sad expression came over his face. The one you mean, he died," he commented somewhat enigmatically. 

	-What?  José Luis is not your son?  -I asked more and more confused.  She had introduced me to Teresa as her daughter-in-law and I had deduced that her husband, therefore, would be Gerardo's son.  But something had struck me as odd about their relationship.  However, I had deduced it to the family problems her strange family was having.  He had invited them to his birthday party, but it was clear that they didn't get along too well.  His sister-in-law seemed to detest him (and I seemed to hate him, for some reason) and his brother was apparently envious of him.  With his nephew, however, he got along well, although I hadn't been able to shake the feeling that he was trying to keep some distance between them.  What was going on in that family? In return, he had been very affectionate with his daughter-in-law Teresa, who wasn't even married to his son! 

	-No, of course José Luis is not my son.  Bah," he said with disdain.  He's a lout. Teresa deserves more than that, but she was unlucky. 

	-Your son. . .  died? asked carefully, even though I had just confirmed it. 

	-Edgar.  His name was Edgar.  In honor of Edgar Allan Poe.  I like this writer," he commented with glazed eyes. My grandfather liked him too," he mumbled. 

	So that's why his father's name was Alan

	-I'm sorry," I said. The conversation was hurting him. 

	-Why are you sorry?  It was not your fault.  He died of cancer, many years ago.  He married Teresa when he was young, but the cancer took him right away. He barely had time to enjoy life," Gerardo clarified. 

	Now the photo album made sense to me.  It had truly been a beautiful gift, even if it had that bitter aftertaste. All that being so, her husband must have been a beautiful person too, accepting of her digging up memories of what was undoubtedly a precious and true love. 

	-With her death my first marriage broke up," Gerardo confessed.  Somehow, Pili, his mother, blamed Teresa for the illness Edgar had contracted.  It's irrational, of course, but I suppose it was a way of channeling her grief, unfair but a way, after all.  To me, she never forgave me for approving of Edgar marrying her.  They married very young, maybe too young, but love is like that.  But Pili felt that Teresa was stealing her son.  And in the end, according to her, she stole him for good, taking him to the grave. Yes, okay, she smoked, but so what? 

	He had always avoided dealing with the intimate things of his past, but now he was opening up. {Of course.  You're his partner now}.  

	cancer? 

	Gerardo nodded. 

	cancer was treacherous and could have a rampant development, going from zero symptoms to rapid death. 

	Teresa's children were small.  It was impossible that they were Edgar's.  Therefore, they were not Gerard's grandchildren.  Nevertheless, Gerardo had treated them as such, just as he had treated Teresa as a daughter. that Teresa had remarried and had children with another man, I found it remarkable that Gerard treated her that way. 

	What pain he must have suffered!  Suddenly, I felt sorry for Gerardo.  It must have been horrible to lose a child.  If I lost Vicky, I would go crazy. I hugged him tightly. 

	-Easy, easy. You have me now," I said. 

	-Thank you for your gift," said Gerardo, changing the subject. But I'm not going to let you pay for it. 

	No!  It's a gift," I protested. 

	-No, Gema, no.  Your gift is the detail.  Money is not important to me.  I have plenty and it's good for you. Your gift is the detail," she repeated. 

	I had given him a trip with me to Cancun.  I was going to spend a week with him, at his disposal. I had booked the flights and the hotel. 

	We would attract a lot of attention because of the real and apparent age difference, but I was hoping that maybe the world would start to perceive it as normal.  I certainly didn't think we were the only ones.  And anyway, there was no reason to be ashamed of anything.  There were still several weeks to go, but when we got to the hotel, I planned to kiss him, with special tenderness and passion.  And then I would beg him to make love to me and come inside me.  When we had finished, I would send a wasap to my husband, telling him that we had arrived safely.  With any luck, Gerardo might also remember my husband's needs and allow me to send him a picture. . .  although that might be something I would have to negotiate with him.  Sometimes with Gerardo I had the feeling that I was playing a game of chess and although I was playing with white, he had the advantage and was always at least one step ahead. Although with this move, I hope I have beaten you to it, my dear.  

	-Will you do me a favor? asked. 

	-A favor?  I don't do favors. You know I'll ask you for something in return. 

	-Read me the letter my husband wrote to you," I asked, ignoring her response.  I wasn't going to play that game.  He would do it, anyway. [Did you hesitate whether to say Daniel or "my husband"?  I'm afraid so.  But in the end, I said the right thing, didn't I?  [But you hesitated! ] I'm confused.  Let me go!  

	Gerardo had read it silently.  He had made a surprised face, but had not commented.  Nor had he had the opportunity to do so, nor had I had the opportunity to ask him, as Teresa had joined us, shortly after I had given Gerardo in a fleeting moment of privacy the envelope with my gift.  My husband's letter was inside the envelope with the trip to Cancun, in another sealed envelope.  Daniel had kept his word to write to Gerardo, but had refused to let me read the letter before handing it to my boss.  He had taped the envelope.  Evidently, I could have easily circumvented that measure.  I could have torn the envelope and read the letter and then put it in another envelope.  I could have done it without Daniel knowing about it and, of course, without Gerardo knowing about it.  But I had decided not to do it and thus respect my husband's will.  I trusted him, but I had not been able to avoid the thought that it was a time bomb, designed to dynamite my relationship with Gerardo.  It was an unlikely possibility but not out of the question.  But I trusted my husband and, although it might often seem otherwise, I respected his will.  

	-Don't you know what it says? asked Gerardo with perspicacity. 

	I shook my head. 

	-But did you like it?  -I asked in distress. Gerardo had smiled with satisfaction.  He must have thoughtwas good! 

	I'll tell you what I want in exchange for reading it to you. 

	I can always ask my husband," I replied. 

	-Of course. But it's not the same as me reading it to you, is it? 

	I shook my head. 

	Gerardo smiled.  Then he opened the nightstand drawer and took out the letter. read it al

	"Dear Gerardo, first of all, let me congratulate you on your birthday and sincerely wish you many more.  I hope you are having a wonderful evening. No doubt, regardless of the party, my wife Gema will see to it that it is an unforgettable day

	I breathed a sigh of relief.  Daniel was being very respectful to my lover, even though I was not to his liking.  I made a note to thank him in some way. {Thank him?  What is happening is that your humiliation and submission program is working}.  {You've cut off his balls.  What did you think he could do?  The poor guy has no choice].  Don't talk nonsense!  Daniel is doing it because he wants to support me, not because of any cheap manipulation of mine.  He's too smart for that.  I studied my lover's reactions in detail.  That was the advantage of making love with the light on, the way Gerard liked it.  My boss had kept a neutral tone and face, but I thought I saw that he had grimaced a little at the words "sincerely" and "my wife," especially with the latter.  The "sincerely" was left out, Daniel; it gave the opposite feeling.  I was sure that Daniel had given the letter a lot of thought and that every comma had been perfectly studied.  Out of respect, assuming his role as a cuckold, he had introduced nuances that most cuckolders would not have noticed, but that someone as perceptive as Gerardo would undoubtedly pick up on.  Daniel had not written the letter for just any cuckold, but for Gerardo.  "My wife. " He had made it clear to her what the immovable boundaries were.  

	Gerardo continued reading

	"I also hope you enjoy her gift.  Gema was very excited to give you that trip and spend a week with you.  I can assure you that she has my blessing. I am aware of how fond she is of you and I want the best for her

	Daniel would tell my lover that I had his blessing, indicating that he had the power of decision and that, just as he had given it to me, he could take it back.  It was yet another statement of principle.  I smiled inwardly at my husband's astuteness.  The tone of the letter was not only respectful, but even submissive, but nuanced a few things. {You'll have to work on that.  If Daniel thinks he can decide, you're not doing your job right} Don't talk nonsense!  I like it like this, exactly like this.  

	"Gema speaks wonders about you and I am convinced that she is rightly so," Gerardo continued

	Yes, I do so with good reason and not just because I am blinded by my feelings for him.  Is that what you meant?  

	"From how much Gema talks about you, it seems like I already know you, but I would like to meet you in person," Gerardo went on to read the letter

	What did you want to tell him with this, love?  Did you want to tell him that you are in control and aware of all our intimacies?  It was a good hint, but if that's what you really think, you're wrong.  There are still things I haven't told you. . .  things you're not ready for, yet.  Of course, while my husband didn't know everything, Gerardo didn't know what my husband knew either. And I wasn't going to tell him. 

	"I know you don't look forward to having me as a voyeur, but that's not exactly what this is about. In any case, I assure you that I know perfectly well how to behave; I've demonstrated it on other occasions and I'd like you to give me the opportunity to demonstrate it to you

	Let me get this straight, love:  you want to tell him that he's not the first and therefore may not be the last either?  That's very subtle of you.  But what if I told you that I do think he might be the last?  Gerardo is not perfect - perfection does not exist - but he is very close to my ideal of a goreador, at least at the moment.  

	"I am absolutely obedient, as my wife can assure you. won't give you any trouble

	Obedient with me, you mean, but not with him.  Or did you mean to indicate that you could be submissive with him?  I don't think Gerardo would be interested in that, or would he?  I watched my lover's face closely for some clue, but found nothing.  Is it possible that Gerardo would also like to have a submissive man under his command?  No, I don't think so.  But, maybe. . .  

	"I know my proposal may seem hasty (. . . )

	Was that sarcasm, love?  I've been with him for almost a year now. . .  and yes, forgive me for not being able to include you yet in that way, but first I had to settle my relationship with him.  I don't know how to explain it to you.  I don't know if you would understand.  

	"(. . . ), that's why I propose that you first enjoy the trip with my wife. But, perhaps on your return, you could consider this," Gerardo continued. 

	Is that a veiled threat, honey?  If she doesn't agree, will you withdraw your approval for the trip?  Very bold of you.  But did you count on me?  {Surely, that deserves punishment! } 

	"Again, congratulations on your birthday. I know my wife will give you full enjoyment and I hope she enjoys tonight as well

	Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha.  Very good, Daniel.  You just so subtly questioned her sexual capabilities.  But you're wrong if you think it's his cock that fills me up.  It's his mind, love. [Gerardo's cock is similar to Daniel's, even a bit smaller.  And his mind. . . ?  Do you consider Gerardo to be more intelligent, cultured or imaginative than Daniel?  What does he really have that our husband doesn't? ] It's not what he has but what he doesn't have.  Daniel is my husband, Gerardo is not.  I don't want a dominant husband, just like I wouldn't want a submissive lover.  It's much more fun that way.  

	"Cordially and respectfully, Daniel. "

	How are your nipples, Gema? 

	-Sore. 

	-Better. Give me a hard-on and then get on top. 

	Yes, boss. 

	 

	


Chapter XXXI - What does a notary do?  

	  

	"Knowing your own darkness is the best method for dealing with other people's darkness" - CarlJung 

	  

	  

	Manolo, Gerardo's notary, who happened to be a friend of his, had invited us to spend the afternoon at his villa. had spent the days nervous, thinking about what hidden intentions the two of them might have. Isn't Gerardo thinking about having a threesome with him?  Manolo is much better looking than him, but, even so, he is an old man.  Two old men. . .  [Aha!  Daniel is not the only one who sees Gerardo as an old man! ] I didn't know what to expect from Manolo's invitation to have lunch with him and Gerardo at his house.  Should I have feared the worst?  I didn't see Gerardo sharing this kind of thing (i. e.  me) with another man, but it wouldn't be the first time he surprised me and Manolo was his best friend.  Before you say it, my little voices, Gerardo doesn't share me with Mr.  Ripoll, he rents me to him.  It's a difference.  [Ya. . .  huge. . .  What if he is going to rent you to Manolo, in compensation for the services rendered?  Maybe he needs to buy a house and wants to deed it for free].  "Just in case, I think I'm going to check my contract, to see if it says I must also satisfy his friends.  Can anyone recommend a good employment lawyer? ", I wrote half-jokingly on my blog.  Half joking, half serious.  Incredibly, I had even found a series of moving pictures of a threesome of a brunette woman with two old men.  Brunette, as Daniel likes them, not too young and with kisses.  My blog was still giving plenty to provoke my husband. 

	Daniel had not liked the proposal at all.  "Another old man! " he had exclaimed, without even knowing Manolo.  But I sensed that what really bothered him was that Manolo was supposedly somehow participating in our sexual encounters, while my husband remained aloof.  I had had to whip him first and then fuck him in the ass to silence his protests.  With my silicone penis in his ass, he had stopped protesting.  "I've already explained it to you, love," I had told him.  "It's okay for you to express your opinion.  I value it highly.  But it is unacceptable for you to insist in this way and go back to your old taciturnity. " It was unacceptable that Daniel was more bothered by the possibility of Gerardo sharing me with his friend than Silvestre had been with Luis Alberto. [I don't remember it that way, I remember that he was very upset about Luis Alberto. ] Yes, but not a priori; that was a posteriori, when he saw how it was.  [Ah, I understand.  So, the spanking, once again, was because of Silvestre.  And if a threesome with the two old men came up, you would also do it to take your revenge for Silvestre and Luis Alberto.  When are you going to forgive him]?  {Why should I do it?  It's much more fun that way}.  

	"He wouldn't dare ask me to. . .  with his best friend. . .  ! ", I had written on my blog, with the moving picture of another threesome with two old men and a brunette. "I would flatly refuse. "

	Gerardo had given me Friday morning off to go to the beautician he had booked me in with.  She was the same one with whom I had previously arranged on a couple of occasions to have my body done.  I never knew what they were going to consist of, but I was also not surprised that, as on previous occasions, it was a waxing and a hair dye.  The dyeing had been to renew the current color, also on the lower parts and the waxing for was for the legs, armpits and trimming the pubic hair.  Gerardo liked me to wear a good hair down, "his forest on fire", as he used to say, much to the chagrin of my husband, who preferred the Hollywood style. {Of course, he's the one who eats your pussy, something Gerardo never does}.  

	Before leaving the office for the beauty center, Gerardo warned me that Manolo had a swimming pool.  I didn't know and, of course, I hadn't taken my swimsuit.  But my bossreassured me, telling me that he had bought me one and that I would look very pretty. 

	I had palpitations all morning, thinking about what he might have been up to.  Gerardo had induced me to sleep with a client, to get the business, and had even rented me to him as part of the deal.  I had agreed, because I knew that the company was in dire need and that several jobs could hang on securing that contract.  Besides, I couldn't stand Gerardo's partner.  I hated the way his partner treated him, taking advantage of the company's lean times (although I had enough money to pay myself a good bonus).  I didn't want the partner to get away with it and had agreed to sleep with the client on a monthly basis.  About once a month I would go to see him, to coordinate business matters and make sure he was fully satisfied, including sexually.  That included having dinner with him and sleeping with him that night and saying goodbye the next day with a blowjob in his office.  It gave me no particular pleasure, other than helping Gerardo with it. That and the tingle I got from the thought that I was acting like a real prostitute.  Gerardo had arranged a company car for me to compensate for my extra efforts.  At about nine hundred euros a month for the leasing and the taxes for the payment in kind which the company takes care of, I get paid almost at the level of a luxury prostitute, for a couple of fucks and a blowjob.  I would visit Mr.  Ripoll, let him fuck me in my hotel room and humiliate me the next day in his office, making me crawl to him to suck him off before taking the AVE back to Madrid.  But I did it with pride and dignity. There was something morbid about the situation and, after all, I was my boss's personal assistant with special assignments and that was part of the business. 

	But the possible issue with Manolo, her friend and notary, was different.  This had nothing to do with work, with my position as personal assistant.  Maybe I was simply exaggerating and there would be nothing planned in that direction, but with Gerardo things were rarely simple, as he liked to surprise me. And I like him to surprise me, but this might be too much.  It's his friend!  And he'll be there!  Did he think he could tell me who I should fuck?  Did he think that, because I was his special personal assistant, he could share me with whomever he wanted?  With Mr.  Ripoll, as I had said, I was doing it for the business and to save Gerardo's skin, but this would be very different, hypothetically speaking.  Manolo was also old -he was about the same age as Gerardo-, but he had his appeal.  Daniel would have preferred Manolo to Gerardo.  With someone like Manolo, my husband would have protested much less.  He would have accepted him more easily.  {This is no longer important.  You've already brought Daniel into line.  He even eats his own semen!  Daniel has long since accepted Gerardo, what more do you need to take the step you've been waiting for?  [Now it's you who wants him to take that step and for Daniel to be present?  Explain yourself! ] {Oh, it's just that it would be so much fun! } Gerardo, except for his height, was not physically attractive, but he had a personality that fascinated me.  {And he pays you} But he pays me for that, to bang his friend too?  I don't think that's not in the contract.  {But your husband's precarious employment situation doesn't allow you to get all union and check the dots and commas in the contract}.  At the birthday party Gerardo had said that I was his secretary and that's how we had met and started dating.  That was the version that Manolo (who knew the real background) and Gerardo's relatives had heard.  Would anyone have believed it?  Couldn't a woman be attracted to an older man without money involved?  Gerardo certainly attracted me on more than just a physical level, and I had to admit that I was becoming more and more attracted to him, although that certainly hadn't been the main reason I had agreed to hook up with him at the time.  Nor was it the money.  It was the morbid desire to experience something different and the money was part of that new experience.  

	What a head scratcher!  Surely it would just be a normal snack, with an unimportant dip in the pool. Surely Gerardo's only intention is to show me off and not to share me.  

	Manolo greeted us with a big smile. seemed to me that there was more to his smile than joy at seeing his old friend and his youngpartner.  How much had Gerardo told him about us?  It was clear that Manolo, being the notary who had made my sexual contract official, was aware of the nature of our relationship.  But had Gerardo, being his friend, told him everything we were doing?  {Do you remember the time he blindfolded you - the time you danced a tango with him, naked, and you had the feeling that there was someone else?  What if there really was someone else?  What if it was Manolo? } [What if there was someone else and it wasn't him? ] 

	Did Gerardo trust his friend enough to tell him the whole truth?  Had he told him that he put handcuffs on me and blindfolded me? These things are intimate!  A drop of cold sweat ran down my spine.  What would he think of me?  Had he also told him about Mr.  Ripoll?  I shivered.  He wouldn't dare, not that.  Would he have shown her the artistic photos he took of me, some naked, in semi-public places?  I was finding it hard to breathe.  Maybe this had all been a big mistake.  Maybe I should end it there and then, not let it go any further.  Knowing that Manolo was the notary and his friend and imagining everything he could know about me, I felt completely exposed. 

	But I was happy with Gerardo.  I was really enjoying him.  I tried to reassure myself.  Gerardo was a mature, experienced and to some extent wise man.  He was not a child.  He knew what he was doing.  I had to trust him and it was not the right time to make him angry, just when there were again rumors of layoffs in my husband's company.  During the lean times we had taken on a mortgage and my husband's salary was important to be able to meet all the expenses. His salary. . .  or mine, but mine now.  Because what they had been offering me after my dismissal at the previous company and before I started working with Gerardo was simply a joke to a worker.  I can't go back.  I have become too used to what Gerardo pays me.  

	Manolo greeted me with two kisses, drawing me to him with a surprisingly strong arm, which had gone behind my waist.  He then invited us in.  Manolo lived in a detached villa, on a nice estate, about nine hundred square meters, as far as I could estimate.  It was not ostentatious, but it contrasted with Gerardo's house, which was more urban and smaller.  I had the feeling that every time Manolo looked at me, he was x-raying me up and down, as if he was trying to imagine how I moved my body and fucked his friend, how his hands ran over my breasts and buttocks. [Holy God, are you getting horny?  No, it's not possible!  It was impossible that the session with Gerardo at his house, before we went to Manolo's, could be having that effect on me.  Why on earth would Gerardo handcuffing my hands behind my back, blindfolding me and making me ride naked on the dildo he had impaled with his suction cup on a stool, cause me to have lewd thoughts now?  It wasn't the first time Gerard had made me do that, while he watched from the couch.  It wasn't the first time, nor would it be the last, that he had made me stop before reaching orgasm, only to resume again until my next near-orgasm.  If anything, it had been the first time he had made me recite the synonyms for puta not only in Spanish, but in English as well:  prostitute, slut, tart, whore, hooker, escort, call girl, hustler, streetwalker, nightwalker, trollop, harlot, strumpet.  English was an amazing language and the classes Gerardo was funding for me were paying off.  The name I prefer is "fille de joie", although, of course, it is French, but apparently it is also used in English.  

	Gerardo took me by the hand and led me, following Manolo's steps to the terrace.  At the foot of the terrace there was a small but beautiful pool, in which Gerardo no doubt expected me to swim later.  The tile made the water look turquoise. The swimsuit!  What did Gerardo buy me?  If he had warned me in advance, I would have brought home the elegant and sexy swimsuit he had given me on our trip to Barcelona. But surely it wasn't a swimsuit he had bought; I had an intuition that this time it would be a bikini. 

	Manolo went to the kitchen and came back with some cold beers.  It was getting very hot and I could do with lowering my temperature.  I drank it straight from the bottle:  it was a Coronita and he hadn't forgotten to put a slice of lemon in it.  I wasn't a beer person.  In fact, I wasn't an alcoholic.  But I liked this one because it wasn't bitter.  Anyway, after Gerard got me used to drinking whiskey with him, few things tasted bitter to me anymore. Even his semen tasted sweet to me.  How had he managed to make me like such a concoction?  Not to mention the cigars I now shared with him when we were together.  For a moment I was frightened by how much he had changed in this time.  As my relationship with Gerardo progressed, I was becoming more severe with my husband.  I still loved my husband - the relationship with Gerardo was on a different plane - but the balance of power had definitely shifted.  I fed back in reverse to my husband Daniel what I experienced with Gerardo.  Why had that thought come to me just at that moment, at Manolo's house?  If Gerardo expected me to blow him on my knees, I demanded that Daniel assiduously eat my pussy.  If my boss denied me orgasm when I masturbated in front of him with one of the two toys he had bought me, I had my husband more and more time with the chastity device.  If Gerardo demanded that I wore heels, garter belt and stockings to the office (in summer with the heat he allowed exceptions), I demanded that Daniel always wore panties and even made him wear garter belt and stockings in bed.  Daniel protested, but with a small mouth. I, however, loved it when Gerardo forced me to dress like that. 

	Manolo got up and asked us if we wanted a pan tumaca, boasting that he had an impressive ham.  His proposal was received with enthusiasm and Manolo headed back to the kitchen.  Gerardo took the opportunity to give me a tongue kiss.  His hand slid between my legs and up my thighs, under my skirt, until he reached my sex.  He felt it as if to check my state of arousal.  I was wearing panties, as Gerard was excited about them.  It was funny, because other men were turned on by the fact that I wore nothing under my skirt, but for him it was a fetish.  He enjoyed watching me pull them down for him.  Mr.  Ripoll, on the other hand, preferred to take them off himself and keep them as a trophy. He's touching my clitoris at his friend's house!  That was part of what he had contracted:  he paid me and he could touch me whenever and wherever he wanted.  That I was turned on by it was. . .  a lucky coincidence. . .  but I had no doubt that, if it were not so, Gerardo would have cancelled the contract a long time ago.  He wasn't interested in a prostitute; he wanted a passionate, horny female.  I had dared to take that step, although sometimes I was still surprised that he enjoyed this strange relationship so much.  Daniel, on the other hand, had it worse, especially in the beginning.  He had encouraged me years ago to be a hotwife and had enjoyed it.  I had not always agreed with my lovers, but I understood that it was normal in such a relationship.  Gerard, however, had especially choked her up.  Now he had gotten used to it and even enjoyed it when from time to time I would bring home a cum between my legs for him to revel in.  Of course, he never admitted that he liked it.  He always said he only ate my pussy, because he knew I liked it and to give me pleasure, but I had a different theory about that.  Gerardo didn't like my husband, because he was older, because he was my boss and because he paid me.  I guess it incites within him a protective instinct.  And maybe it's also because he knows that Gerardo is getting slower and differently further than my other lovers. I had a special connection with Gerardo; he struck a different chord with me and made it tingle. 

	My boss ran both hands up my legs, under my skirt and grabbed my panties. Then he removed them. 

	Take off your panties," she ordered me

	As I said before, he liked to watch me take them off for him. My panties fell to my feet. 

	Go help Manolo in the kitchen," she whispered, "I have an important phone call to make

	I pulled my feet out of my panties and bent down to pick them up, but Gerardo stopped me

	No, leave them there," he said, grabbing my arm. 

	My heart was racing.  Part of me wanted to rebel against what I thought Gerardo wanted me to do. Another part of me simply agreed, without question. 

	And undo a button on your blouse," he repeated. 

	I was wearing my full attire as Gerardo's personal assistant:  secretary's skirt and blouse, heels, garter belt and stockings with the seam stripe at the back.  I hadn't gone to the office like that; it was too hot for that, but Gerardo had insisted at home that I dress like that to go see Manolo.  There was no doubt in my mind that he wanted to show off his special secretary.  He had not even allowed me to wear something more comfortable, even though he had a closet full of my things at his house.  As a good employee and despite it being Friday afternoon and out of my office hours, I had obeyed my boss, just as I did now:  I left my panties on the floor, unbuttoned one more button on my blouse and headed for the kitchen. That's just like the first meeting with Mr.  Ripoll.  Also then Gerardo made me unbutton a few more buttons.  I was scared, but fears were there to be overcome.  If I had been able to handle Mr.  Ripoll's clown, I could handle this. I went into the kitchen and smiled my best smile at Manolo. 

	Let me help you cut the bread," I said and stepped behind the counter

	Manolo turned away, but said nothing; he just smiled.  I finished cutting the loaf of bread and Manolo brought me the ham. It's amazing that in Madrid Manolo has village bread!  Manolo was different from Gerardo in many ways.  One of them is that he would prepare the tapas himself. Gerardo always entrusted the food to a catering service when we ate at home. 

	-Do you want to cut this too? 

	I shrugged my shoulders and accepted the ham knife he was offering me. I must have been a bit clumsy, because after trying to cut some thin slices without much success, Manolo stopped me. 

	Wait, I'll help you," he said and came up behind me. 

	He took my hands and instructed me on how to cut it properly.  His body did not press against mine, but remained just inches away, which was insufficient to call it respectful.  My pulse trembled like a teenager.  I had given the matter so much thought over the last few days and here it was, about to happen, almost without further ado.  I had simply let myself get carried away, imbued by the character of my boss. My third mature man in less than a year. . .  left behind was the youthful passion I had felt for my first lover Silvestre, younger than me, handsome, athletic, but

	Manolo pulled me aside and told me gently and to my surprise that he was already doing it. then proceeded to expertly slice the ham, while I watched him dumbfounded. What had happened?  Had I misunderstood him?  Had he rejected me?  Didn't he like me?  What would Gerardo think?  It was clear that my boss wanted me to seduce his friend. He hadn't told me, but there was no other possible explanation for what he had done. 

	You can prepare the tomato, if you like," he proposed with a smile

	We returned to the terrace with the tumaca bread on slate plates and with a bottle of wine and glasses.  

	Even though it's hot, ham is best enjoyed with a good red wine," he commented

	The panties!  They would still be on the floor.  How embarrassing when I saw them!  Surely he would think I was a slut, a she-wolf in heat.  Could a woman show a greater symbol of her desire for sex than to take off her panties and leave them on the floor?  How unsubtle for a woman. . .  I looked with my eyes for the place where I had left them, but they had disappeared. 

	We finished eating and after a rest, Gerardo suggested we take a bath.  

	-Excellent idea!  -Manolo congratulated him with his usual smile.  

	We retired to the bedrooms to change, Manolo alone, me with my boss.  The time had come to check the little bikini gift Gerardo had bought me.  I was extremely confused after recent events that I didn't know how to interpret and I didn't know what to expect about it.  Was Manolo there to watch or to participate? What does a notary do?  {Atest that you are a whore}.  

	Get undressed," my boss ordered me. 

	Gerardo watched attentively as I took off my clothes, until I was completely naked. 

	Now, undress me. 

	I took off his clothes as I used to do, garment by garment, leaving them neatly arranged on the bed in the bedroom.  We were taking so long, surely Manolo was already waiting for us at the pool, wondering what the hell we were doing. {Do you think he's not imagining it? } I put on Gerardo's swimsuit, a sexy little black short that could be used for running.  Gerardo caressed my clitoris. Then he stuck a finger in my vagina. 

	-You're wet," he said with a sly smile.  What do you imagine is going to happen?  -It was a rhetorical question.  Without waiting for my answer, Gerardo brought me the bag in which he had brought his swimsuit and handed it to me.  You have everything here.  I'll wait for you in the water," he said and left. In his crotch I could see the beginnings of an erection, something unusual for Gerardo, who usually required more stimulation for that. 

	Do you have everything here?  Everything?  Intrigued, I opened the bag.  It was too bulky to contain only my bikini.  I took out the contents and placed it carefully on the bed.  The bikini, fortunately, turned out to be relatively normal; I had worried in vain.  I had to admit that Gerard had had good taste (or at least decent taste).  It was white, but the straps were gold.  The straps tied behind the neck and in the back.  The cups were fortunately push-up.  On the panties, three parallel straps on each side, also gold, connected the front to the back at the hips.  The panties showed some of my cheeks, but it wasn't a thong by any means.  The piece that made me hesitate, however, was the set of golden chains that Gerardo had made me wear at the photo shoot in the Gardens of San Ildefonso.  What was he trying to do?  How do you wear that, along with the bikini?  And, above all, wouldn't there be too many straps or gold chains?  I was already wearing Gerardo's choker, the wedding ring that linked me to my husband and the anklet as a symbol of hotwife.  Together with the golden straps, the bikini and the set of chains, it could look aesthetically wrong. 

	Manolo whistled appreciatively and unabashedly when he saw me appear. He and Gerardo were already taking a dip. 

	-Are you going to go into the water like that? asked Manolo. 

	I knew what she meant.  She didn't mean the bikini or the chains.  She meant the heels I was wearing.  I had found them in my purse.  They were platform sandals, transparent. Like those of a stripper.  Now I knew why the beauty salon had also given me a pedicure and painted my nails red.  The stripper sandals didn't come with instructions, but it was clear that Gerardo wanted me to make my entrance on stage like that.  And what else did he want?  

	-Don't you like it?  -I answered laughing, while I made a three hundred and sixty degree turn. Gerardo had also given me precise instructions for that. 

	-Oh yes, of course.  You are very pretty.  This old fox has been very lucky with you!  -Manolo commented. He seemed emboldened; we didn't have that level of trust yet.  If he wasn't such a good friend of mine, I'd try to take such a beauty away from him," he joked and laughed. 

	Gerardo was swollen with pride, visibly satisfied. 

	I walked to the edge of the pool and bent down to check the water temperature with my hand. 

	-How's the water?  -I asked innocently. My breasts were not very big, but with the tight bikini they threatened to pop out when I bent over. 

	-Good, very good!  Get in! Manolo encouraged me enthusiastically. 

	It was becoming less and less clear to me what Gerardo's plan was.  At first I thought he wanted me to fuck his friend.  But something didn't fit.  For that, Manolo had been too elusive in the kitchen.  In return, he was now emboldened. Maybe Gerardo simply wanted to show off as a female?  That's why he had paraded me around in a bikini and high heels.  I walked away to put my heels in a safe place.  Turning my back to them, I bent down to take them off, barely bending my knees.  My boss could show off my female and I could show off my derrière.  

	I did not feel denigrated, quite the contrary.  I stood at the edge of the pool and dove in, diving in head first.  Before I became ahotwife, this would have been impossible for me.  But being a hotwife had transformed me:  it had made me more confident; I was braver and had a dare-anything attitude.  Diving in headfirst was a silly example, but an example nonetheless.  Another more important one was the fact that now I was driving outside my city, on the chaotic roads of Madrid, something I didn't dare to do before.  If daring to dive head first into the pool I owed it to Daniel, driving around Madrid I owed it to Gerardo.  He had also helped me to feel more self-confident (besides the fact that I had no other practical way to get to work).  He had transformed me in many ways, usually for the better.  But I was also developing something dark in me, something that sometimes caused me to overstep boundaries, both with respect to myself and with respect to my husband. But that. 

	I dived up to Gerardo and emerged in front of him, pulled my hair back, put my hands on his shoulders and kissed him.  I pulled my hair back, put my hands on his shoulders and kissed him.  Gerardo hadn't asked me to do it, he hadn't instructed me to do it, but I didn't need to; I just felt like doing it.  After a while, Gerardo must have thought the kiss was over and tried to pull back, but I wouldn't let him.  I knew how to play too, and if I wanted to put on a show in front of his friend, to make him jealous or admire him, I was going to do it.  I really liked that game.  I admired Gerardo and I loved that others admired him too.  Gerardo resumed the kiss, but he retaliated by reaching between my legs, trying to check, again, if I was aroused.  His fingers slid easily over my vulva, surely more lubricated by my secretions than by the water.  When we pulled away, I saw that Manolo was looking at us half fascinated and half uncomfortable for being the guest of stone in such a display of affection and passion. I was referring, of course, to the kiss, since I doubted he had seen Gerardo groping me under the water. 

	After swimming for a while, we got out of the water to sunbathe.  

	Put on your sandals," my boss whispered and I obeyed him

	Manolo produced some towels and I helped Gerardo dry off.  My boss then did the same for me.  Manolo invited us to sit on some sun loungers and offered us sunscreen to keep us from burning, as he began to smear himself with another bottle.  Gerardo lay on his back and I applied the sunscreen, spreading the cream lovingly all over his body. When I finished, he offered to help me with the cream. 

	You'd better stand up," he told me. 

	Like a fool, I did as he asked and Gerardo began to spread the cream all over my legs.  He was sitting on the lounger, while I remained standing, turning my back to him and looking in Manolo's direction.  Gerardo's hands slowly moved up and down my legs.  Inevitably, his fingers brushed against my vulva, albeit casually, without sexual intent.  Still, their touch electrified me.  Perhaps more than the touch itself, it was because Manolo was watching us undisguised.  I looked to the side, preventing our gazes from crossing.  I felt embarrassed and that was not good, because embarrassment often turned me on, for some strange reason.  Gerard tucked my panties between my cheeks and applied cream to my buttocks.  It wasn't an explicitly erotic act, but it didn't lack eroticism either.  Without being blatant, it wasn't a normal way to apply sunscreen to a lady either. [Lady?  You'd better remember the synonyms for puta, both in English and Spanish].  Fille de Joie.  Laisse-moi avoir de joie.  As Gerardo groped me, I tried to keep my composure, which was not easy under Manolo's watchful eye. 

	Gerardo stood up and began to apply the cream above my waist. Without saying a word, just with a slight gesture, Gerardo instructed me to raise my arms so he could cream my newly shaved armpits. 

	-You'd better take this off to sunbathe, right?  -he asked.  

	Although it had been a rhetorical question, I answered by shaking my head affirmatively, silently, without saying anything.  Suddenly a lump had formed in my throat. We were back to square one and all my doubts and conspiracy theories came crashing down on me like the waters of the Nile on the Egyptians pursuing Moses and his tribe. 

	Gerardo untied my bikini top -first the back knot and then the neck knot- and removed it, exposing my breasts to Manolo's eyes, which were open like saucers.  The little chains I had put on under the bikini framed my breasts suggestively and robbed the situation of any hint of naturalness.  I still had my arms raised, which favored the apparent firmness of my breasts.  My butt was beating my breasts by a landslide, although that may have been just my imagination, as no man had ever complained about them.  They were natural, not like the smooth breasts that were worn then and are still worn today. I blushed and, embarrassed, bit my lower lip. 

	Gerardo continued to apply sunscreen all over my body, including my breasts, or rather, especially on them.  Fortunately, the sunglasses I was wearing gave me some protection from Manolo's gaze, or at least it seemed that way to me.  I felt my nipples erect. When I feel embarrassed, things start to get out of control.  

	-That's it," Gerardo said, ending the session of applying the sunscreen. He pinched my nipples with both hands before finally removing his hands from my breasts. 

	We lay down on the hammocks.  Obviously, I lay face down.  Nudity, depending on the situation, still made me uncomfortable. 's not the same going to a nude beach, for example, as your lover taking off your bikini in front of his friends. 

	The sun was beating down and, after a while, we decided to go back in the water.  Of course, I didn't put my top back on.  I didn't even try, because I knew how my boss worked.  The little chains reminded me every moment that the topless I was doing was not quite natural.  We splashed around in the water for a while until Gerardo began to make holes in Manolo, as if they were a couple of kids.  Who would have thought it, considering they were both sexagenarians!  Next, the needling was my turn, when suddenly my boss pounced on me.  He was heavier, but I was more agile and stronger than him, so I had no trouble getting even.  Gerardo shouted for help and Manolo came to his aid, albeit treacherously, for the matter became a war of all against all.  In a display of aquatic agility, Gerardo demonstrated why sea lions were excellent divers, despite their weight, and slipped away, leaving me alone with Manolo.  In an all-out battle, we both tried to judo-lock each other in the water to subdue the other.  As a result of the struggle, his hands were on my legs, on my waist and shoulders, his arm between my legs or on my breasts, my breasts on his torso and back and my ass against his package, going through every possible combination as we struggled.  If it weren't for the fact that we were in the liquid element and not on the ground and that we kept moving, splashing and squealing like squeakers, it might have looked like we were playingtwister.  At that moment, it didn't matter how old we were or what we looked like:  we were just two people playing.  In a way, it's the same with sex:  once we get down to business, those superficial factors become unimportant and give way to the simple truth of two bodies enjoying rubbing against each other. Gerardo, meanwhile, watched in amusement from the edge. 

	Suddenly, we both stopped, perhaps from exhaustion, perhaps for other reasons.  His hands were again on my waist, pulling me back towards him.  My bikini bottoms had tucked completely between my cheeks and my bare buttocks were brushing against his swimsuit.  My hands were raised backwards, trying to reach his head to try to subdue him and in that position they stayed frozen for a few moments, after stopping the game.  My naked breasts were well visible, as the water covered us to just above the waist, although Manolo, being behind me, probably could not observe them with total comfort, despite the proximity. I searched my boss's eyes, trying to figure out what he wanted me to do. 

	[Why do you have to consult him about it?  If you don't want to do it, why would you do it, if he told you to do it]?   

	{And if you want to do that, why don't you just proceed?  Hasn't he been the cause of this situation?  Turn him into a cuckold right under his nose, if you feel like it}.  

	No, Gerardo is not like that.  I don't think he would like it if I took the initiative and cheated on him right under his nose.  He's not Daniel.  

	[Of course not.  That's why you prefer Daniel as a husband.  If it were Daniel, you'd snog right there, if you felt like it.  I would be partly shocked, partly delighted].  

	{In exchange, Gerardo could order her to do it, even if a priori she didn't want to do it.  In fact, that turns him on more than the freedom of being able to make out with whomever he wants}.  

	[You're right about the first part, but as for the second part, that remains to be seen].   

	It is possible that Manolo was also looking at him to know how to proceed, but I could not be sure, since, as I said, he was behind me. But Gerardo made a poker face, both in response to my look and that of his friend. 

	Manolo's hands came to life and came out of the momentary paralysis that had invaded us.  From my waist, they went down my hips to my thighs and then up again to where my ribs begin.  I felt his exhalation on the back of my neck and this time I was sure it was more than just the need to expel the oxygen consumed.  Her fingers advanced to my navel, skirted it and down, but moved away when they reached my bikini bottoms, not daring to touch the most sensitive areas.  I felt her package transform into something hard. My pulse did not quicken, as it was already racing from the struggle. 

	-Let's go sunbathe!  -Gerardo proposed. His voice was a thunder that brought Manolo and me out of a strange loop. 

	Gerardo looked at me sternly, but I was unable to decipher his gaze.  He approached the staircase, but gave way for me to go out first.  I had half a pair of panties in my buttocks, leaving one cheek totally naked and a good part of the other, but I repressed the reflex to adjust them.  I sensed that my boss wouldn't want that.  I got out of the pool and headed for the hammocks.  Gerardo and Manolo took a while to get out, although I couldn't tell why, since I had their backs turned, as I walked towards the sun loungers.  Were they talking to each other?  Like a good secretary, I slipped on my sandals and grabbed a towel to dry my boss.  Just as I turned around, Gerardo turned toward the stairs.  I went forward to the edge of the pool to wait for him with the towel and tuck him in.  Manolo came out of the water behind my boss.  I carefully toweled Gerardo dry.  When he was dry enough, he took the sunscreen and offered it to me. Automatically, I took the bottle from his hand, ready to renew his sunscreen and, by the way, massage his body. 

	-Why don't you help my friend? he asked unexpectedly. 

	I looked at him with a questioning face, trying again to figure out his intentions, but again to no avail. back to his poker face. 

	Manolo lay face down on the lounger. He's hiding his erection.  It's easy to give young guys a hard-on with any flirtation, but with mature men it's harder.  For an instant, I was overcome with a sense of pride.  It had been so easy with Manolo.  I rubbed the cream into his back, massaging him, from his neck to his lower back and then his calves as well.  Gerardo had sat on the hammock to watch.  I sought his approval.  In response, he gestured to me, indicating that I should also consider his feet.  I knelt down and massaged them in the same way Gerardo had taught me to do to him.  Lately, at his house, when he sat on the couch to enjoy my dancing while he smoked and drank -he used to do it dressed, while I danced almost naked-, I took off his shoes and socks and massaged his feet with cream.  They were old man's feet, of course, but except for the first two times, I wasn't disgusted.  {quite the opposite:  the disgust you got at the beginning challenged and excited you}.  

	Manolo moaned with pleasure.  Gerardo, in return, used to purr.  While Manolo was noisily enjoying my massage with his eyes closed, my boss came over and whispered in my ear. I nodded as a sign of having understood him, which, oddly enough, morphed in my conscious as a sign. 

	around, Manolo! 

	Manolo obeyed me and turned around.  His erection had apparently disappeared and no longer showed his prominent package.  I proceeded to apply the cream to his legs, gradually working my way up his thighs to the top of his swimsuit.  Unlike Gerardo, Manolo was not wearingshorts but tight-fitting briefs.  That put my fingers dangerously close to his genitals, if I wanted to apply the sunscreen properly.  I had to make sure the sun didn't burn him there.  The torso and shoulders were missing.  Following the instructions Gerardo had given me, I sat with my legs spread over his hips.  Leaning over him, my naked breasts hung suggestively down.  I applied cream to his skin and rubbed it over his chest, even caressing his nipples.  As I did so, I felt him getting hard again.  Her package pressed against my vulva.  Our respective genitals were separated only by the thin fabrics of our respective bathing suits.  Manolo didn't know where to look at me, whether at my eyes or my breasts, and I didn't know which made me more uncomfortable. I had my sunglasses on, so I was possibly less bothered by him looking me in the eyes. 

	Manolo must have been around the same age as Gerardo, but he was much better preserved.  His body was smooth, he had no fat to spare and the tan of his skin contrasted interestingly with his graying chest hair, scalp and beard. could be a silver wolf.  {But the alpha wolf is Gerard! } He looked insecure about me, which was logical.  {But Gerardo has never been like that with you; he's always assertive}.  [Another old man, Gema?  Even if he's good-looking, he's another old man.  Is that what you've become now, a private hunting ground for old men?  If you add another old man to your list, anyone would think you're a gerontophiliac].  

	-Gemma has beautiful eyes, don't you think so, Manolo?  -said Gerardo, as if he had guessed my previous thoughts.  He came over with another jar of cream and squirted a few drops on the top of my chest.  He put the jar on the floor and then took off my glasses, "Let Manolo see them! Gema, you should spread the cream on your breasts, so they don't burn.  It would be a real shame! 

	I stopped massaging Manolo's chest and started rubbing the cream over my breasts, under the watchful eye of the notary (and from what I could see out of the corner of my eye, my boss too).  His cock threatened to pierce the fabric of his and my swimsuit and impale me right there. Unwillingly, my nipples got hard again. 

	Manolo, I'm sure Gema won't mind if you help her a little with the cream, right, honey? 

	Again I got a lump in my throat and was unable to respond audibly. [Gema, not another old man, please, even if he looks good for his age. ] could only shake my head.  What did it mean?  That I didn't care?  Or that I didn't want to? 

	Give her some cream, Gema. 

	Manolo extended his hands, palms up, forming bowls and I deposited some churros de crema in them. could not believe what he was doing and, above all, why he was doing it. 

	Timidly, the notary put his hands on my thighs and began to spread the cream.  From there his hands went over my bikini bottoms, without touching them, to my waist and began to form concentric circles around my navel, always below my string bodysuit.  The circles were increasing in radius, but Manolo always avoided touching the fabric of my bikini or going up past my ribs.  It was strange,something was going on here!  I couldn't believe that a mature, experienced man wouldn't dare more, when he had it in spades.  He put his hands palm up again, asking me for more cream, which I gave him.  I just gave him consent for more.  [Gem, no! ] Her hands then moved to my back and stroked it, up and down my spine.  Then they veered back to the front, brushing my floating ribs and asked again for more cream.  [No, Gema! ] Then they jumped over the bikini top to my thighs and from there explored my buttocks, avoiding as always touching the fabric.  {Well, since the fabric is the limit. . .  You do realize you're on boobs, right? } But since I had tucked my bikini between my butt cheeks, I had a lot of skin to explore.  One of my cheeks in particular was well exposed and Manolo took special care.  His hands seemed to be experts at touching asses, as he was doing it very well. restrained myself from moaning. 

	-Manolo, would you like a cold beer? Gerardo's deep voice interrupted. 

	Manolo only nodded, still ecstatic. 

	-Come on, Gema, help me with the beers," Gerardo asked me, gently taking my hand and helping me up. Pulling me away from his friend, "What's this about? 

	Holding his hand, she led me after him into the kitchen.  As I walked, I glanced back at Manolo and watched him shake his head in disbelief. Unsure of what Gerardo wanted to tell me, since I knew that the beers had been a mere ruse, I anxiously awaited his explanations. 

	You were very good, exactly as I wanted," he congratulated me. 

	I wanted to ask him something, but Gerardo stopped me, kissing me on the mouth.  My handcasually touchedthe front of his swimsuit and I checked that he was not spliced, which disappointed me. 

	-Do you think I'm a child?  -he blurted out, guessing my thoughts. took my nipples between his fingers. 

	I denied it. 

	Put your arms behind your back," he ordered. 

	I obeyed. 

	-You were ten.  -I'm proud of you.  I'm proud of you.  Did you like it? Gerardo squeezed my nipples and pulled them up. 

	I nodded my head, biting my lip.  Embarrassed, I looked away.  I had a hard time admitting that this scene with a mature man had made me horny. It was funny, because I had no problem admitting that Gerardo made me horny, but that another older man could have that effect on me. 

	-I know what you'd like now, don't I? He emphasized his words by pulling my nipples upward. 

	I nodded. Gerardo always knew what I liked. 

	-But you'll have to be a little more patient.  -He lowered his hands. Back when we're home," he whispered. 

	I nodded again. 

	-And you know what I would like now? He gently caressed my breasts. 

	Again I nodded.  But this time I didn't stand still.  I opened the fridge and took out a couple of beers.  I opened one and offered it to my boss. Next, I walked out of the kitchen and back to the pool. 

	I bet Gerardo didn't expect that!  What did he think I was going to do?  I have my wiles too, and I know how to surprise!  Outside, Manolo was still ecstatic and kept denying incredulously, but, moreover, he seemed to be cursing.  Maybe he was cursing his friend's luck?  If so, he was wrong:  fools call it luck.  I offered the can of beer to Manolo.  He took it and, without saying a word, I returned to the kitchen, where I had left Gerardo.  Whether I surprised him or he was relieved, he didn't let it show. But I had my theory about it. 

	I kissed him.  He tasted like beer.  Then I knelt down, pulled down his swimming trunks and took his flaccid cock into my mouth, letting it grow slowly.  As soon as I got it fully hard, I began to suck him passionately-we shouldn't leave Manolo too long with his beer.  I looked my boss in the eyes and saw him nodding between gulps.  

	I knew Gerardo.  I knew when he was about to cum.  And at that moment - a little earlier - I took his cock out of my mouth, pulled up his swimsuit and left the kitchen. In the pool, lying face up on the hammock, the notary was waiting for me. 

	  

	***

	  

	curiojotj: 

	"If you sleep with your boss's friend, wouldn't you be turning your boss into your cuckold, thereby completely displacing your husband?  Or are you already going to start on threesomes and stronger things, within the spectrum of hotwife experiences? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Good question.  I too have questioned whether Gerardo doesn't have something of a voyeur, something of a cuckold in him.  If he does, it is of an opposite polarity to my husband.  Daniel enjoys knowing I am sexually free, seeing, hearing and reading my antics.  He loves it when I take the initiative and do whatever I want, even if it makes him uncomfortable at the same time. he doesn't always agree with what I do or with my choice of lovers, I think he even enjoys it more, the more he hates them! 

	Gerardo, on the other hand, seems to enjoy being able to control my sexual actions.  I think that beyond the business it brings him, it excites him to know that I sleep with Mr.  Ripoll for him. And I think the exhibition with Manolo was headed in the same. 

	If Gerardo and my husband have something in common, it would be, therefore, that they both enjoy being spectators in some way. Daniel enjoys it when I make my decisions freely and without consulting him and Gerardo -assuming I am right with my hypothesis- enjoys having me under his control and making me follow his instructions, especially when that means I have to overcome some kind of self-imposed barrier. 

	As for threesomes, I don't think it's going to happen with Gerardo.  He's too traditional for that.  I don't think he would like to be around another turnip.  What's more, I don't even think he would want to see me fuck another man.  If anything, his philia would be to revel in the knowledge that I'm doing it with someone else, because he's told me so.  But he doesn't need to see me; the knowledge is enough for him.  Or so I think.  Anyway, this is just a theory.  Maybe I'm completely wrong and what he was checking was not my willingness to follow his directions, but Manolo's willingness to perform a sex act in front of him. . .  or a threesome with him.  Gerardo is very difficult to decipher and I'm not clear on what this whole thing about his friend the notary was all about. I could ask him. . .  and I've thought about it. . .  but I'd rather not know and let myself be surprised. 

	  

	***

	  

	Daniel had not liked my adventure in Manolo's pool at all.  He had always taken it more badly than well that I was with Gerardo, that I accepted his money and that he was much older than me.  However, this was part of my sexual freedom, something we had decided between us some time ago. [I don't think that subduing Daniel by applying female domination techniques is exactly "deciding between the two of us"].  Daniel and I had agreed that

	(1) I could date whomever I wanted. 

	(2) Daniel had a voice, but no vote.  I greatly appreciated his opinion and advice, but once he had made a decision, Daniel had to accept it without complaint, at least until some special event occurred, which enabled him to have another say.  

	(3) If he protested too insistently, questioning my right to decide my sexual partners, I could physically discipline him for it

	(4) On the other hand, I had an obligation to involve him in some way.  It was in neither of our interests that I should lead a parallel and separate life. And, of course, I had to make him feel - so that he would not have more doubts than reasonable - that I was still loyal to him and that I could not imagine a life project with another man. 

	[Very nice all that.  Shall we go over and write down what you have not complied with? ] 

	-I don't have to explain to you who I sleep with and who I don't sleep with, Daniel.  We no longer have that relationship.  You wanted it that way," I reminded him, "And know that your insistence and the contemptuous tone of your protests have earned you a disciplinary session. going to hurt," I warned my husband. 

	Manolo is new to the game and that gives me the right to discuss this issue with you," protested my husband angrily. 

	Maybe it's not so new," I mumbled. 

	-What?  What did you say?  -Daniel asked incredulously. didn't know if he had heard correctly. 

	-That may not be so new," I blurted out loud. have already fucked my mouth. 

	-What?  How?  When?  -asked my husband, blurting out one question after another like a machine gun. His eyes and mouth were wide open. 

	-No, nothing," I mumbled again. I'm probably wrong. 

	How? " insisted Daniel, hallucinating. 

	-You've already read it in my blog, Daniel.  -No doubt my husband must have remembered that night when Gerardo had taken pictures of me and I had danced a tango with him, naked.  That night I had had the feeling that there was someone else in the house and that this someone had approached me and. . .  I shook my head.  I must have been wrong.  I must have been.  HoweverIf there was someone, it must have been your friend Manolo.  Who else?  

	I thought you had exaggerated your narrative to provoke me! 

	I shrugged my shoulders. 

	-That doesn't change anything!  -We have to talk about this, Gema.  Chastise me however you want, but we have to talk about it! Then he added in a softer tone:  "If what you say is true, he's manipulating you and, moreover, it shows that he can't be trusted.  Can't you see that? 

	Your Silvestre also introduced his friend," I defended myself by going on the attack

	Yes.  And how did it end?  Mm?  How did it end? 

	-Manolo is not like that. And neither is Gerardo. 

	-You don't know that! Besides, what do you mean? 

	-I say that Gerardo, in Silvestre's situation, would not have lost control of what his friend did," I said, attacking him again. The truth was that I was the one who had gotten out of control.  And I say that Manolo is nothing like Luis Alberto. 

	You don't know that yet," my husband reiterated. 

	Yes, I do. 

	Oh, yeah?  What, because you slept with him once? 

	-I didn't sleep with him," I confessed.  I had not yet told my husband the details.  In fact, I had only spoken to him in a vague and slightly exaggerated way to provoke him, without denying or confirming. My husband's imagination had done the rest. 

	I beg your pardon?  Don't you? 

	I shook my head. 

	So? 

	Then you have earned a painful punishment for nothing.  

	-So, he only touched my ass.  -That was true.  He had rubbed it thoroughly, at least one buttock, with the excuse of applying sunscreen.  And my breasts," I added.  That was partially true.  He had touched them unintentionally, when we struggled in the water.  But he hadn't dared to put sunscreen on them.  That's how I know he's not like Luis Alberto. I bit my lower lip, this time on purpose, to provoke my husband. 

	But you said there was sex and that you felt in your. . .  pussy that I had a big cock! 

	-There was sex. blew Gerardo in the kitchen.  Or are you of the Bill Clinton opinion that fellatio is not sex? 

	Daniel did not answer.  His face was unhinged. He was totally confused. 

	-He didn't come, though. t let him. 

	-Why?  Why didn't you let him? asked Daniel, increasingly perplexed. 

	I shrugged and smiled. Yes, think what you want.  Think I want to turn Gerardo into a peeping cuckold, if you want.  

	-And I felt his cock through my swimsuit, pressed against my vulva.  Oh, yes, I gave him a hard-on, love.  You should have seen me. I looked so sexy, in those stripper sandals, in my topless and those little chains. 

	-Chains? exclaimed Daniel. 

	-Yes," I made a descriptive gesture, showing the path of the golden chains on my body.  La Granja.  They're the same as in that photo shoot. You've already read it. 

	And she was sitting on him, on his pelvis? 

	About his cock," I interrupted him to correct him

	In topless, with those. . .  those little chains? 

	-And the stripper sandals. I nodded. 

	-Oh! " my husband exclaimed. His gaze wandered to infinity, probably imagining the scene. 

	 I had found it very erotic. had been even better than getting laid. 

	-But he's an old man, Gema!  Another one! cried Daniel. 

	-I don't think what you are saying is appropriate!  -I admonished him sternly. That's. . .  that's. . .  -I couldn't find the right words- Racist! 

	[Bravo!  Very eloquent on your part.  Manolo is very tanned from the sun, but not black, as far as I know].  

	-Racist?  -Daniel shook his head in confusion, "Is it that you only like older men now?  -It hadn't been a question; it had been a full-fledged accusation.  How old was the man you slept with before you went to Barcelona with Gerardo, last year?  You haven't told me that yet.  Then Gerardo.  Then Dídac.  How old is he, by the way? You've never told me, but isn't he over fifty-five? 

	-Is that where your red line is? blurted out, "Is fifty-five your limit? 

	My limit? 

	-Yes, yours!  Because that's what it's all about.  It's not about me, it's about you.  You like them to be young, not for me, but for you.  Yes, for you! attacked him unfairly and painfully. 

	-That's not true, I'm not gay!  -Daniel shouted.  I had struck a chord with him.  And now Manolo! continued my husband with his count of old men.  What's next? 

	Nothing will come, because I don't plan to sleep with any more old men, at least not motu proprio, unless you keep protesting like this.  Then I'll do it, if only to give you in the nose. Daniel was unbearable. 

	-Of course you're not gay," I reassured him.  I had been too hard on him.  That aspect was complicated for a man.  He wasn't gay for eating my lover's cum, nor was he gay for letting me fuck his ass, cross-dressed in garter belt and stockings.  Just a little bit," I teased him.  I had been too soft before.  But I love you just the same.  I might even love you more for it," I assured him sweetly.  But admit it's about you. Admit that's why the age of my lovers bothers you. 

	-I don't know what you see in him," he muttered, lost. It seems you only like older men anymore.  Since when did you become a gerentophiliac? 

	-Think of the advantages:  you'll make me very horny when you're old," I tried to joke to lower the tension.  You're not that far away from crossing that fifty-something barrier of yours.  I sighed.  Look, Daniel, why don't you see it this way, remember what you were telling me when you were trying to convince me to take the step to become a hotwife?  What were you telling me about semen?  You were telling me that there were scientific studies that called it the "semen war" and that's why it turned you on.  You were saying that women naturally look for a male provider and one or more alpha males to cheat on their male provider with, in search of superior or at least more diversified genetics.  You were telling me that, for that reason, after cheating on you, you feel a huge excitement and a tremendous desire to claim me, to make love to me, to cum inside me and, in that way, to fight your rival's semen.  Well, following the line of these pseudo-scientific arguments of yours, you have to admit that, from my point of view, a mature man is attractive, because, having reached that age, he has proven to have superior genetics, which has allowed him to survive and overcome all kinds of adverse circumstances. His outward physique, due to age, may no longer be gleaming, but his genes are those of a champion. 

	Daniel listened attentively, but shook his head taciturnly.  He was refusing to admit to totally logical arguments, just him!  Suddenly, I felt anger wash over me.  I had tried to calm down, but it was too late.  The boiling water ended up spilling out of the pan.  The fire was too strong and it had hit a critical point.  I admit that much of my anger was due to the fact that I felt my husband was belittling Gerardo. Daniel with his bad attitude had just taken a giant step backwards in the objective (his and mine) of accompanying me in my encounters with my lover. 

	-And you're a gerentophobic!  -I snapped, responding to the gratuitous accusation of being germophobic.  You don't act like that out of jealousy.  If it were out of jealousy, you should be more at ease than if my lover were young and handsome.  It's clear why you're like this -I insisted, hitting again on a sensitive subject for my husband-.  You like cocks and you prefer a young one.  All this about the semen wars is an invention of yours to justify yourself! blurted out, terribly angry. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Hi Gemma.  I think the world of consensual cuckolding is based on the hotwife-cuckold core, the cuckold being a necessary but not sufficient condition.  Without the core part of the cuckold, the whole as a way of life is meaningless. I don't know if at this point Daniel is no longer necessary and this has evolved (or devolved) into a relationship of indulgent lover and harsh, inflexible wife, giving rise to two parallel but independent modes of life.  How do you feel about it?  Are you perhaps living a double life? 

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"If I were not married, if Daniel were not my husband, all this would make no sense.  If I am able to do what I do, it is because I know that I have in Daniel's arms a safe harbor, my home. know that for him I will still be his sweet wife, however slutty I may be when I am in the arms of another. 

	Just because Daniel is uncomfortable, doesn't mean at all that he doesn't enjoy it.  The cuckold's discomfort is natural, to some extent, and is part of the game.  It is that feeling of uncertainty (imagined, because in reality he knows that I will always be by his side), one of the things that drives the cuckold.  He hates uncertainty, but at the same time he craves it.  And the less he likes the cuckold, the more he enjoys it, even though his discomfort is also greater.  There is also another component, which is the staging of discomfort.  Even if he likes it in the fundo, he will make those little beaten dog eyes.  But give him a choice if he'd prefer it to stop altogether and he'll say no. That said, I have no doubt that in Gerardo's case there is something else going on and I am attentive to it. 

	Double life?  I'm not interested at all.  I'm not interested in having a parallel life with a lover, disconnected from my life as a wife.  It would behot, but not wife. . .  Precisely that's what I miss with Gerardo -especially compared to Silvestre- and that is that it barely involves my husband 

	But for the time being, the advantages still outweigh the disadvantages and I am already involving Daniel on my side, telling him (almost) all the details.  I have already left behind the idea of informing him only through my blog.  It was exciting for both of us, but it wouldn't have worked in the long run.  And I prefer to tell him live and see the eyes he makes. Of course, from time to time I leave some jewel to be discovered on my blog. 

	You know what I would like?  A cruise with Gerardo and Daniel.  But as I said, Gerardo is not into that. might be able to convince him somehow, though

	  

	***

	  

	I knew I shouldn't have had that threesome with Silvestre and Nuria,but it was the redhead's fault!  Gema had not forgiven me.  She hadn't forgiven me for my infidelity and she hadn't forgiven me for sucking her lover's cock.  My wife had made it clear what she thought of me.  You kill a dog one day and you're a dog killer for life.  It didn't help, of course, that she made me wear panties and stockings and that. . .  I shook my head.  My wife saw me in a different light.  She had lost respect for me.  I was no longer a man for her.  On top of that, she was making fun of me and had done it in front of everyone.  Far from apologizing, she had tried to ridicule me.  "Rico, rico.  I know deep down you like it, even if you don't want to admit it.  Right my husband? " she had written on her blog, commenting on a strawberry and cream that looked like a vagina with semen.  She hadn't been satisfied with that.  She had commented on a regular cunnilingus as follows:  "Yummy, yummy, do you like it better when I come freshly fucked by Gerardo?  Are you able to distinguish him from other males?  Maybe I should broaden my spectrum, so I can play a guessing game with you and you can tell me who I've been with, do you think so? " With old men, Gema, you've been with old men, only. If I saw her differently too, how could she not see me differently? 

	It was clear what she thought about it and what she thought about me.  I was being too generous with her and all it brought me was mockery and misunderstanding. I'm not gay, damn it!  I would never think about a man, without a woman in between.  {At least you admit you've thought about men. . . } Are you making fun of me too?  I had allowed him to go to his birthday as his date, I had written him the thank you letter, humiliating myself, I had given him the go ahead to go on vacation with him to a paradisiacal place and what did I get in return?  In return, it was all Gerardo, Gerardo and Gerardo.  Old, old and older and older.  

	"Gerardo would never do it," Gema had commented on an old man's cunnilingus on a girl.  "But he doesn't need to do it so he can fuck my pussy or my mouth, so he can cum inside me, so he can make me crawl to him and beg him to let me suck him off.  Daniel does (and does it very well).  But he does need to do it, if he wants any chance of getting it in me or, depending on our play season, for me to remove his chastity device and allow him to enjoy a straw.  Daniel is my husband.  Gerardo is my lover.  Things are better when they have a natural order. " Yes, Gerardo was always on top, always had priority and had it in everything.  I'm a sissy to my wife, a sissy who can no longer support her.  And he is her god.  {How are you going to understand his sexuality, if you don't understand yours?  How are you going to accept his darkness, if you don't embrace yours?  Embrace me}.  

	"I want to send this picture to Gerardo, with the translated text, so he can see that I have made progress with my English," Gema had written. image showed a woman reading a book with the titleWhy men gag bitches.  "But I'm afraid I can't find a direct translation into Spanish, could someone help me? " I could help you, but I'm not going to, not anymore.  I'm sick of you worshipping him and despising me.  

	  

	***

	  

	negromante-black:  

	"Hello Gema, : -).  I see that your submission to Gerardo is total, letting yourself be carried away by your deepest submission perversions.  This outcropping of yours, due to Daniel, may provoke, that, at a given moment, your beloved husband, as scheming as he is, as you describe, may take a tangent and perhaps find another woman, who, as they say vulgarly,fucks his mind.  Because, correct me if I'm wrong, poor Daniel you have him on little bread and little water, both mentally and sexually. Kisses. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"No, it's not like that.  I have my husband at the top of my mind.  A good part of what I do with Gerardo, I do for my husband or thinking about him.  I think about how he would feel if he could see me (which unfortunately is not the case, because Gerardo is not that way), or how he will feel when I tell him.  Do you really think he could raise his cuckold fear even more with another lover? She doesn't like Gerardo and precisely because of that, it's the best way to fuck her mind. 

	Sexually, my Daniel can't complain either.  He has a lot more sex than other married men and I try not to make it routine.  It just so happens that, unlike the other sexual partners I've had, his libido takes longer to recharge after an orgasm and he doesn't need to cum every day.  So, my keeping him in chastity for long periods is not really a reduction in sex, but more of a show of authority and a way of controlling his masturbatory mania (he likes to crack him up like a baboon without reaching orgasm).  Between spankings and spanking, when I think it suits him to remind him who's in charge, frequent cunnilingus and the occasional fuck (if I think he's deserved it), I don't think he can complain about neglect.  I even give him a blowjob sometimes, so he can check my skills and know how I apply them with other men.  Although I rarely let him cum in my mouth; it's just a demonstration of what I do with Gerardo.  So, for example, the other day, I lay down on the bed and put my head on the edge, as I sometimes do with Gerardo, so that he puts his cock in my mouth, from behind.  I made doe eyes and asked him if he wanted to experience what I did with my boss.  My husband swallowed saliva and nodded dumbly.  It was brief and with Gerardo I am much longer like this (so much so that sometimes my throat hurts; Gerardo takes it very patiently), but I wanted him to experience it first hand.  Of course I didn't allow him to cum in my mouth, and then once he was deflated, I caged him until further notice.  I think he was happy with thedeal. 

	I want to clarify that it is not that I do not allow him certain privileges from time to time.  Every rule has its exceptions.  Sometimes, very occasionally, if I see him very stressed with work, but he has been good to me and has done everything he had to do in the house and a little more, I suck him all the way.  Maybe some femdom experts disagree, but I believe that this is not incompatible with dominating him.  On the contrary, I think that, if I'm in charge, I can decide to do anything I want, even something that a priori could be interpreted as an act of submission.  I do not see it as such.  Whether it is or not depends on the context. For me, it is a weapon of seduction of a woman and can be used to dominate the male through ecstasy. 

	Daniel with another woman?  Your eyes won't see it.  I am very jealous and possessive and would not allow it.  It may sound unfair, but we are not swingers, we are hotwife and cuckold.  Besides, the idea of the hotwife lifestyle was his.  No, it won't happen. I am loyal and faithful to him in my heart and he, moreover, is loyal and faithful to me sexually

	  

	***

	  

	My husband was selfish.  I was giving him the best sexual experiences of his life and he kept complaining.  It is true that not everything was ideal and that many things could be improved.  Gerardo was not the perfect horn player and I was neither the perfect hotwife nor the perfect domina.  I was trying to be the perfect wife.  But Daniel wasn't the perfect cuckold either.  What on earth was he complaining about?  She wanted him to have extramarital affairs and he was having them.  He wanted her to dominate him and she was dominating him. He wants me to dominate him, but he questions my decisions.  This doesn't make sense.  I was providing him with a wide spectrum of sexual variety.  I had even started the blog to take care of not only the physical part, but also his mind.  But everything I do seems wrong to him.  He is ungrateful.  We made love (I let him penetrate me), more than many other couples and when we did it he never felt it was routine.  I had even let him give me a choker (he hadn't gone all the way down my throat), as one reader had called it!  What good had it done me?  It made him jealous of Gerard.  Wasn't that what it was all about, being cuckolded?  That wasn't what he wanted.  If he didn't, he'd get bored.  And if he did, he was jealous. I felt we were at a dead. 

	Okay, I have developed feelings for Gerardo.  But I still love him.  I still love you, Daniel.  Hadn't Daniel always wanted it to be more than just sexual, but for there to be a sentimental connection between me and my lover?  {If our marriage with Daniel broke up, what would you do?  Would you stay with Gerardo? } 

	Furious, I started updating my blog.  I was angry with my self-centered husband. For you, kisses are meaningful, aren't they?  Well, take this:  

	"That's right, little girl, kiss him with love!  He deserves it," I wrote, commenting on the moving picture between a teenage girl and an old man.  "With his checkbook, he could have other women, but he chose you.  Feel lucky to share time and bed with a mature, experienced man. " I felt like getting revenge for what my husband was making me suffer.  I was furious with him and kept writing to hurt him, "Don't think that just because he helps you financially, he doesn't care about you. "Does that hurt you, Daniel?  Then learn to deal with it!  "Young guys are only interested in you for sex.  They have no patience and get jealous quickly.  But he takes it easy, because he's not satisfied with penetrating you with his cock as deep as possible, he wants to touch your soul with his fingers.  He doesn't just want to fuck you.  He wants to drink from your youth, enjoy your company, teach you, mold you. . .  pervert you.  He is patient and knows how to get it little by little, he knows how to help you discover your darker side and trust him to express it and ask him for more. " He will ask me for more and I will give him more, with your help or without your help, Daniel.  I need him.  I need your support in this critical phase, not your jealousy and selfishness.  "In exchange for all that, is it too much to ask that you kiss him with sincere passion and tenderness?  All right, little girl, all right.  Don't wait for him to kiss you; you kiss him.  Give him the best kiss he's ever had.  Make him feel that he is special, because he really is, and because underneath his wrinkles is a heart that beats with renewed energy, thanks to you. "hit the publish button without thinking, before I could regret it. 

	Finally, is my marriage falling apart?  But the fault is yours Daniel and it's all because you really want me to be young for you, not for me.  I blew to lower the pressure of the rage inside me, but to no avail. As if possessed, I started typing again

	"Come on little girl, don't look so pouty!  I know he's an old pervert, but it shouldn't be his tongue that goes into your mouth, it should be yours that wants to go into his. " The image I had chosen to comment on was somewhat disgusting; even I had to admit it.  An old man, who might as well have been Gerard, was holding a little girl's face and shoving his slimy tongue into her mouth.  Inexplicably, the image turned me on. What am I becoming, and it's all your fault, Daniel!  [There, that's the real reason you're angry with him].  "He's not the most attractive man in the world, but does that matter?  He's a person too, with his needs and feelings, just like any other man.  Why don't you look inside him and discover a mature to interesting personality?  Do you think that once his cock is inside you, he's not going to get you to cum, like you would with a younger man? " This is on you Daniel.  I hope you realize that.  "Yes, I know he pays you to do it, but trust me when I tell you that he has his little heart too.  Just because he helps you financially, why would you like him any less?  Open up!  Open your horizons, close your eyes and look with your soul!  I'm not asking you to fall in love with him, for that you already have a husband. " Do you understand, Daniel?  I love you, even if you are a self-centered, twisted piece of bastard.  Why couldn't my husband also enjoy the fact that there was money involved? As twisted as his sexuality was, couldn't he get off on that, like I did?  "I'm only suggesting that you let yourself go and enjoy the wonderful possibilities you have just because you're a woman.  Do you think your husband would go any crazier if your lover was young and handsome and you did it to him for free? 

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXXII - Vacation in PARADISE 

	  

	"She considered him very dangerous.  Not just because he is strong, but because he listens.  Not because he is charming, but because he listens to understand.  Not because he is confident, but because he listens to find out how to calm his demons.  He is dangerous. . . because he listens. . . studies. . . and cares. " - Anonymous 

	  

	  

	Vacation had finally begun! I couldn't complain about my job, as I found it quite fun and I was learning a lot, but not having to get up early, that. 

	I didn't know if I would see Gerardo again before I left with him for Mexico or if I would see him directly at the airport. We will see.  That's why, on Friday after work, I had gone to his house and spent the night with him.  "With Gerardo I don't argue, with my husband more and more," she had thought bitterly, with her head on her chest, after getting laid with him. 

	I recognized that I had been unjust to Daniel, but, at that moment, anger had overcome my sense of justice. I am guilty of two of the seven deadly sins.  It could be worse, couldn't it?  [Anger and lust?  You forget greed.  In part or in whole, you do it for money.  You've become accustomed to a certain level of financial relief.  Some would say even luxury].  Three out of seven is still less than half.  I knew that his dislike of Gerardo was due in large part to my Daniel feeling threatened in his role as provider-man-husband.  And that was compounded by the fact that his job situation was not stable.  We had talked and calmed our tempers.  That hadn't spared my husband from his deserved punishment, of course.  I had whipped him hard with the riding crop on his ass.  Even though we had talked and had calmed the waters, when I had spanked him, my anger had taken hold of me again and I had hit him hard, until it dissipated.  I should not have disciplined him in that state of mind.  Daniel had cried, dissipating - he too - in that way his frustration.  Then, instead of sending him to the corner to meditate, we had hugged and cried together.  I had asked for his forgiveness, but Daniel had begged me not to. In return, he had apologized to me and thanked me "for everything". 

	"It's just that I'm afraid Gerardo might use everything you've already done for him as leverage to get more things.  I'm afraid of losing you or that he will hurt you.  I'm afraid he'll use my. . .  situation to pressure you," my husband had explained.  

	And on that point, Daniel was right.  Even if Gerardo did not deliberately take advantage of my husband's job insecurity, it was true that I was probably more inclined to satisfy him, to at least guarantee a source of income.  I could not deny that possibility.  Even if I didn't do it consciously, the subconscious has a life of its own. {And so much of it!  But I think you misinterpreted the word "situation" that Daniel used.  He meant something else, not his work problems.  What?  What?  {Come on!  Do I have to explain everything?  Rich, rich?  Din-don, does the bell ring? } If I did, it was not something conscious, but analyzing the situation (and I mean the economic one), I understand that it was something that could influence my attitude.  {Of course.  But I insist, also the other "situation".  You stop seeing Daniel as a man and already any other man seems to you a valid sexual partner} [Come on, don't be mean.  Don't get in the way].  {What do you mean, mean?  She herself has said that Daniel is only her plan C, sexually speaking.  Why do you think she says that? } Can I continue with the story?  Yes?  Thank you!  Was it possible that that prompted me to let Manolo touch me?  I don't know.  Besides, he didn't really touch me in any intimate area either.  The truth is that I don't know what influence all that could be having on me, in those moments.  I guess everything has an influence, one or the other. The only thing I know is that whatever I did, I did it freely and because I liked it somehow. 

	"Do you love him? " my husband had asked me, in my arms, after I had dissipated my anger over his ass. 

	"I love him," she had admitted.  "But I love you.  I will never leave you. Don't you leave me. "

	"You love him," my husband had noted, bitterly. 

	"I'm sorry.  It's like this. can't help it. 

	"Like Silvestre? " Daniel had asked hopefully. I had had a crush on him and had mistaken it, at times, for love, but it had been nothing more than carnal passion. 

	He had been slow to respond.  "No.  I don't know what it is.  But I know it's not like with Silvestre.  It's different," I had told her, when I had finally dared to tell her the truth. "Forgive me," she had added in a low, anguished voice. 

	"You're going to stay with him, no matter what," my husband had said.  It had not been a question, it had been a statement.  

	He had nodded.  Then he had said, "I'm sorry.  I feel comfortable with him and I want to stay with him.  I need him.  I like what he's making me discover about myself and how he's doing it. I think we still have a long way to go and I like that we're not rushing. "

	"And if he asked you to move in with him, what would you do? 

	"I'm afraid I would," he had confessed to her. But that situation will not happen.  Gerard wouldn't dare that. "But I'd have you for a lover and I'd cheat on him with you," she had tried to joke, making things worse, perhaps. 

	"I don't want to lose you," Daniel had told me sadly. 

	"You won't," he had assured her. "You won't. "

	"Yes, I will.  I will lose you if I oppose you.  I see it in your eyes and hear it in your voice. But don't worry, I won't object. "

	"Is that why you let me go on vacation with him? 

	"No," Daniel had lied. "I just want you to be happy. "

	"And I want you to be happy too. I want you to be a part of this," he had assured her. 

	"Your butler?  Because I don't think Gerardo is the kind of man who would allow you to have a lover," Daniel had tried to joke to reduce the tension.  We had both laughed, though without much conviction. [You didn't understand.  What he meant was that, with Gerardo as a partner, instead of Daniel, you would stop being a hotwife and lose all the sexual freedom you enjoy with Daniel].  

	"I can't take you to his house, if you look at him with a disgusted look on your face," he had explained

	"I know," my husband had admitted.  "It's my fault.  Forgive me.  I'll work on it.  I swear I'll get it. I'll do it for you. "

	"It doesn't work if you just do it for me.  You have to do it for you," he had instructed her.  "You'd get along with him very well. alike in a lot of ways. "

	"That doesn't help me," my husband had muttered. 

	"You can't give me what he can.  And he can't give me what you can. But I'm sure you could get along very well with him. "

	"He plays dirty," my husband had rejoined. 

	"I know.  Take it as a challenge.  It makes it more interesting that I play dirty, doesn't it? You can get a lot of things from me," he had admitted, "but not that I'll leave you. "

	"You're right.  I am self-centered.  I don't know what I'm complaining about," my husband had agreed, crestfallen. "It's just that

	"You think I don't see you as a man? " she had interrupted him, guessing where he was going.  "You're a man, my man, and you always will be," he had assured her.  "In bed, you'll always be my plan B or my plan C, too," she'd reminded him, half joking.  "I don't plan to change that.  Despite all the back-and-forth, our arguments and disagreements, we're doing fine like this, aren't we? In the end, we always end up getting back together. "

	"Yes, we're doing well," my husband had mumbled. 

	"You are a brave man, Daniel. Others wouldn't dare to live their sexuality like that.  How many do you think there are who follow us on my blog dreaming, without ever daring? 

	"Ninety-nine percent.  All except theblack-black negromancer and two or three others. "

	"Exactly!  The others live through my blog a life they would like to live, but for which they don't dare to take the step. You, however, you dared. "

	"And now you dare more than I do," my husband had muttered.  I had been paralyzed for a moment, until I realized that he had not said it reproaching me. He admires me and now he is the one who feels insecure.  

	"I have my fears and my challenges to overcome too, Daniel.  It's not as easy for me as you think it is.  Do you think I was convinced by Gerardo's physique at first? " He had shaken his head. "But I took the plunge and now I not only don't mind it, I like it.  Why don't you try it too? 

	Daniel had shrugged his shoulders, dismissing the idea. 

	"You can do it.  It's important to me," he had urged her.  "You can. I promise you won't regret it. "

	"Gerardo is not the ideal corneador, and I'm not saying that because of his physique," Daniel had commented. looked like he wanted to add something else, but had kept quiet. 

	"I know.  But it's what we have.  The world is not ideal. This is not like a computer, which, if you don't like the result, you can turn off, turn on again and try

	"It's just. . . "Daniel had started to open up, but had stopped again. 

	"Yes, love, tell me, what would the ideal bugler look like? " she had encouraged him to explain, but Daniel had remained silent

	What does the ideal corneador look like for you, love?  What does he look like?  Why are you so hard to read?  

	"It's not ideal, but it's the best we have," he had told her, after waiting in vain, silently, for her to say something else.  "You won't regret it," he had insisted. "When you're ready, I promise I'll take you to his house. "

	"What if he refuses? " my husband had rejoined skeptically. 

	"Oh, love, now you underestimate me," he had reproached her.  "Look at you, do you think I'm not capable of influencing people?  Do you think I'm only capable of influencing you like this?  When you are ready, you will come with me," he had repeated to her. "But not before. "

	"Thank you. "

	"Thank you?  Why? 

	"For being so assertive. That's what I need. 

	"We need to talk about something else," I had commented, after several minutes in silence, hugging each other

	"I know," my husband had confirmed, intuiting what I was referring to. "The economy. "

	"Yes. "

	"We need it. That's what you mean, right? 

	"Do we need it? " he had asked her back. 

	"I am in the ERE.  It is not definitive.  In this company, fortunately things go slowly. think I'm going to start my own company, when I get laid off. "

	That was something I was afraid of.  Daniel had already mentioned this possibility on other occasions, but he seemed more and more determined to carry it out. Setting up a company meant a lot of work, a lot of stress and a lot of financial risk. 

	"We need it," Daniel had admitted painfully. "I'm sorry. "

	"Don't be sorry, silly.  You know I'm learning a lot of things.  And I don't mean sucking cock, I knew how to do that before," he had tried to joke. "I'm not sorry for anything, Daniel, are you? 

	Daniel had shrugged his shoulders. 

	"You still haven't forgiven me for Silvestre, that I chose him and that I. . .  you know

	Honestly?  

	"No, I haven't.  And I may never will.  But you needn't worry about that," he had assured her fondly.  It was possible that he would never forgive himself.  At least, it was likely I would never forget.  I was like that; I couldn't help it, just as my husband couldn't help being turned on by being a cuckold, even when he disagreed. "You will eat the cum of every man who cums inside me," I had assured him, trying to sound assertive, as he had said. 

	I felt bad for my husband.  I knew he was suffering.  But feeling bad about it wouldn't make it any easier, quite the opposite.  If I looked doubtful, I knew it would be even harder for him.  And if I left Gerardo, I knew we would both end up regretting it, me, because slowly, at the pace I needed to, I was exploring what I wanted to explore and Daniel because deep down he was a spoiled cuckold, who got off on seeing me that way with a lover.  Deep down, Daniel needed Gerardo.  A younger lover, with a better physique but less charismatic and with less influence over me would not be able to satisfy my husband.  Daniel had refused to describe his ideal lover and I sensed that he had done so because in large part he agreed with Gerardo. {And because there are unspeakable things he dare not tell you}.  Like what?  {No, no.  I'll leave that to your subconscious}.  

	Daniel had made progress with respect to Gerardo, although in the last discussion he had taken a step backwards.  However, after that conversation, I had the feeling that I had moved a step and a half forward again.  It was clear that I had to see how to involve him more in my relationship with my boss.  If I had any regrets about Gerardo, it was precisely that, that he almost completely ignored my husband. But I got him to change.  He's already sent him a video.  I'm on the right track.   

	{Well, what I miss is anal sex.  Gerardo never takes you from behind.  It has only happened once and because you forced the situation and he has not repeated.  Take a note to comment it in the blog}.  

	It seems to me an irrelevant remark.  There are more important things.  What part of the above conversation with Daniel did you not understand?  

	{Well, it's important to me.  A good dominant goreador should stick his cock in our ass, just like Spain stuck his pike in Flanders, showing who it belonged to.  And it's a pity Gerardo isn't into anal sex, because his not-so-big cock would be ideal for that.  So would Daniel's, but he's ruled out for that purpose.  He lost our little ass the day he got us to promise it to Silvestre; I think we all agree on that.  It's a pity, because at this rate our little ass is going to lose everything that Silvestre so carefully trained him to do.  And since you are going to write about our dissatisfactions in the blog, I also miss that we get fucked wildly, with energy}.  

	Really, I'm hallucinating with you.  Daniel suffering, me trying to keep everyone happy and you with superficial things.  From Gerardo, I'm more interested in mental sex than anal or wild sex.  Don't you understand?  

	{You could pick a suitable moving image and write, "Sometimes I miss this, but I have other things now, another kind of pleasure than being taken wildly"}.  

	I mentally shook my head. I also did it in reality. 

	{Sometimes you're just plain.  I'm not talking about us, which I am too.  I'm talking about Daniel's ideal goreador.  Or didn't you want to know what I have an intuition about it?  Well, I won't tell you the rest now}.  

	Another thing I had taken away from the conversation with my husband was that it might be time for me to find a younger man to play with.  It would not be as a replacement for Gerardo, for I doubted that a young boy could give me what he gave me.  It would be in addition to Gerardo. And I already had an idea about that. . .  Daniel needed him.  And so did I.  As for Gerardo. . .  I didn't want to make things too easy for him either. If he was a true dominant, he would know how to deal with it properly, and if not

	Gerardo was getting a lot of juice out of the dildo he had given me.  Or maybe it was the dildo that was getting it out of me. . .  My boss had found a new use for the dildo he had given me.  It turned out that the suction cup not only served to hold it vertically, but I could also hold it horizontally against a tiled wall or a mirror.  In the hallway, Gerardo had a mirror that went practically from the floor to the ceiling.  There he had attached it with the suction cup and had told me that he wanted to watch me give the dildo a blowjob.  

	"I want to see you give a blowjob with your little mouth and angelic gaze.  Show me," he had instructed me.  Next, she had pulled up a dining room chair and sat down to watch.  Of course, I had had to suck the dildo half-naked and on my knees, but Gerard had been generous and had brought me pillows from the couch.  "The caterers may come and bring dinner," he had warned me, not letting me know if he was joking or not.  "If there's a knock at the door, don't bother.  You go on about your business. get it. 

	Sucking the dildo, which was not an insignificant size -without being huge- and doing it with an angelic face, as Gerardo had asked me to do, was not easy, not to say impossible. couldn't help but look like I was making an effort. 

	At least I wasn't blindfolded. {Of course!  How else would he see your angelic expression? } The mirror thing was new.  Usually, I used to put the dildo on the stool and watch as I fucked myself on it, without allowing myself to orgasm, of course.  Since I had agreed to make that video for my husband, I had cuffed my hands behind my back, every time I rode for him on the stool.  Gerard always watched me dressed, sitting on his couch, smoking the cigar and drinking the whiskey I poured for him beforehand.  He never touched himself, however.  {How do you know, when he blindfolds you, you don't know what he's doing, why do you think he blindfolds you? ] {Maybe he records it, to have not only a photo library of his, but also a video library.  What do you think he does with all that material afterwards?  Will he use it to find him some more clients? } Deprived of my sight and with the music playing, masking the sounds, I never knew what I was doing.  Were we alone, when he blindfolded me?  Were we, really?  In that situation, I had no choice but to obey him.  My imagination tortured me as I rode toward climax, knowing I would never reach it.  It wasn't slipping away from me like the horizon from the cowboy; my boss simply wouldn't let me reach it.  Sucking the dildo I had zero chance of reaching climax; there was no riding, no horizon. There was only the desire to please him and to improve my technique. 

	However, he must not have been entirely convinced by the way I was doing it, because after a while he got up and returned with the handcuffs.  I had taken my hands behind my back and put them on.  

	"Try to go as deep as you can.  I recommend that you apply a lot of saliva.  And you don't need to worry about the mirror, that will be cleaned by the maid service. " 

	The dildo was bigger than his cock and I had difficulty swallowing it.  As soon as he touched my bell, it triggered my gag reflex.  

	"See, that's why I want you to practice.  Don't worry, it's okay.  It's enough for me if you work hard.  Every day a little more.  Itkaizen.  It's a Japanese concept, put into practice by Toyota," he had explained to me.  "It means continuous improvement.  Every day a little bit more, without ever going backwards. In the end, you'll see how you'll get there. 

	As you know from the kind of pictures I had posted on my blog, I had a fantasy of being able to gobble it all the way down, while he put it in my mouth from behind. {The readers and followers of your blog know that, you mean Gerardo definitely read your blog? } I have admiration for women who are able to do this and a girl I chatted with from time to time through the blog, had told me it was a matter of practice and that she had succeeded.  I couldn't be sure if it was true.  I couldn't even be sure that this supposed girl wasn't a man.  The Internet is like that.  Nor could I be sure it wasn't Daniel, from another account.  {Or, Gerardo, if you confirm once and for all that he reads the blog, you always leave everyone in doubt}.  So I had taken with some illusion the exercise. I like to be the best at what I do, now and before, or at least go as far as my natural gifts allow me. 

	"Do you want me to record you to send to Daniel?  Don't stop; just answer me with your eyes," Gerardo had commented to me in surprise.  I hadn't expected him to mention my husband.  "Okay.  Then show me all your skills.  Do itdoucement. And then, try to get as deep as you can

	Gerardo had started to record, but he had done it with his cell phone and not with mine.  Gerardo had taken many pictures of me.  He said that he loved my body and that he liked to photograph me in all kinds of situations, although almost always in an artistic way.  But he had only recorded me once on video and it had been at my request and with my cell phone.  On that occasion, as I had taken the initiative, he had taken the opportunity to negotiate something in return:  I had had to agree to be tied up from time to time and, consequently, he had handcuffed me on this occasion. {Oh, what a sacrifice!  Surely, had it not been for that, you would have refused}.  I had been enormously glad that this time the idea of recording me to send to my husband had come from Gerard.  That was what I missed, more interaction between my lover and my cuckold. Happy, I didn't give more importance to the fact that he did it from his cell phone. 

	"I want you to record her every day practicing this for twenty minutes and send the video to me for review

	That was the message Gerardo had read to me, saying he was putting it to my husband.  I had made a questioning face, interrupting my angelic expression, but otherwise I had gone on withmy work. 

	What had happened for Gerardo to suddenly have that kind of initiative?  {Don't ask!  You can't look a gift horse in the mouth}.  

	"I want you to be ready for when we go on vacation," my boss had explained to me.  "Don't forget to take the dildo and handcuffs home," he had warned me.  "I want you exactly like this and, if possible, in front of a mirror, like now.  I expect a video like this every day, until we go on a trip together," Gerard had reminded me. His tone of voice had left no option to discuss or negotiate. 

	What was I going to negotiate with him additionally anyway? My desire to involve my husband was finally coming true. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"How trained are your vagina muscles?  Can you pulse them to make a man rub?  Are you good enough, like a whore, to make your vagina make Didac cum in it, without having to move? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I don't do Kegel exercises, although I should.  But yes, I am slutty enough to get Mr.  Ripoll to cum inside me (with a condom). But that's not too hard. 

	  

	Evidently, either I or Mr.  Ripoll had to move for it.  My vagina alone could not do the job. The thing is, Mr.  Ripoll can't get me to cum.  Although, of course, that's not why I sleep with him.  

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Forgive me for a question that might seem in bad taste to you, but that is not the intention.  I understand well that evaluating a penis requires evaluating the whole person, but, here's the question:  Is there an ideal penis for you? Its length, width, and girth, what do you consider to be perfect? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	There are no tasteless questions, only inappropriate answers.  If it is for aesthetics or to have it in hand, certainly the ideal penis would be a rather large cock, but without being huge.  It should be long and, above all, fat.  I insist, nothing obscenely big.  If we talk about centimeters, I could not tell you exactly, but perhaps the ideal would be between 18 and 20 centimeters.  But, above all, it is important that it keeps the right proportion between length and thickness; long and thin would look like a pencil.  It should also have a well-defined glans, as if it were a mushroom.  Upright, the foreskin should be all the way back, so that the glans can stand out and not be partially covered. And let's not forget the balls, which should be well visible (and not as in some cases, when the scrotum contracts, they barely stand out). 

	If we are talking about physical pleasure, size is not so important.  Our greatest point of pleasure is the clitoris and that's outside the vagina.  In the vagina, we tend to have the nerve endings near the entrance, so a big cock doesn't really add much.  I have read that some women also have a sensitive spot at the end of the vagina, near the cervix, but in my case I have not been able to experience it.  Maybe I haven't had a big enough cock yet. Maybe that was also lucky, because I've also read that other women find it rather uncomfortable, if it stops. 

	Curvature is important.  A small cock with the right curvature can rub right against the G-spot. A large cock can do it too, if the technique is right. 

	The thickness is preferable pulling to fat, so that it feels when it penetrates.  The vagina is elastic and adapts, but it is better to feel how it stretches.  All this, without exaggeration, of course. Too fat, it can be a problem rather than a blessing, but as I said, the vagina adapts, so, even in that case, it would only be a matter of the level of excitement, patience and perseverance. 

	For anal sex, thin and straight is best, for obvious reasons. 

	Above I have put several characteristics, some of them contradictory.  Probably the ideal cock does not exist, but everything depends on the circumstances.  And, above all, it depends on whether its owner knows how to use it or not.  The best dick is useless if it doesn't know how to fuck or doesn't have bellows.  It's of little use if it has no imagination.  Well, I'm lying:  it's of no use if it has girth, even if it doesn't have imagination. Simply that in the long run it would be boring, but from time to time, with the bellows may be enough, although in that case, it better be big

	  

	The question had been somewhat absurd and, reviewing what I had written, my answer a little too.  However, in answering the question I had realized that one of the things that turned me on the most was finding out what the cock looked like.  I had felt Manolo's cock through my swimsuit and wondered what it looked like.  I hadn't noticed it before, but in retrospect, I had to admit that it had turned me on to discover the shape of the cock of the lovers I'd had.  

	Not that there were that many.  Thinking back, I had had sex with only eight men to date.  In time order, those were:  my first boyfriend; my husband; Silvestre; Luis Alberto; the fat guy invited to Maite's wedding (Nuria's friend, the redhead), to whom Luis Alberto had rented me twice, while I was tied up; the not-so-handsome man I had hooked up with to test myself, before sleeping with Gerardo; my boss and, finally, Mr.  Ripoll. Not so many; I'm not that much of a whore.  And then there were three others - in this case fictitious - with whom my husband still believed I had slept with, in the time after Luis Alberto and before Gerardo. 

	Of all these, in terms of cock, I would choose Silvestre's and Luis Alberto's. {Well, we have prospered, if we go back to the origins! } Also in terms of mastery in using it, I had no choice but to admit that I had to choose Silvestre, firstly, for his technique and Luis Alberto, secondly, for his energy.  {And Daniel?  What a place he occupies, be honest! } In third place, I had to put my first boyfriend.  {Yeah, but what about Daniel? } Daniel was in fourth place.  {He's not even on the podium! } [But he's ahead of Gerardo, if you notice].  

	Suddenly, I had doubts. But where does Gerardo stay, and why am I with him?  

	  

	***

	  

	Honey, I'm home," my wife announced. 

	It was not necessary.  He was at the back of the house, in the shade, in a deck chair.  He had heard the sliding carriage door open.  It had squeaked.  I had to grease it. That's not the only thing squeaking.  I wish it could all be fixed with a little grease.  I went out to greet her.  Gema finished parking.  We didn't have a garage.  We had decided not to have one, when we designed the house.  Instead we had a livable basement.  It was necessary, because our daughter studied piano and we needed that acoustic separation.  We parked on the surface.  Gema's place was next to the front door of the house, all in a straight line - easy and simple - from the carriage gate.  My wife got out of the car.  Her eyes were shining.  She had come from Gerardo's house.  She had spent Friday night there with him and had returned Saturday afternoon.  

	Gema grabbed me by the lapels of my collar (so to speak, since I was wearing a sport coat, not a shirt with lapels) and kissed me.  She plunged her tongue into my mouth.  I tasted semen in his mouth.  But that was impossible.  It took about half an hour from his house to ours.  Even if I had sucked him off just before he left, where would that be by now? must have been my imagination. 

	I had calmed down again.  I had mastered my jealousy. That's an understatement.  In reality, I had resigned myself.  My wife harbored feelings for Gerard, but she loved me more than him.  What choice did I have but to accept it?  If I face it, I will lose her for sure.  Sometimes I had outbreaks during which I questioned everything, moments in which I did not see clearly.  Moments in which I see clearer than water.  Am I an asshole, being as cuckolded as I am?  But there was something that turned me on, seeing her so excited with another man.  Something in my brain isn't working right.  No psychologist would understand.  That's why I don't go to one; not for anything else.  

	-Is Vicky there? asked my wife. 

	I nodded. 

	Yes, I think he's playing the piano. 

	-Oh, that's right. Now I hear it," my wife confirmed. 

	It was summer and our daughter would have the basement windows open.  I, however, could not hear her playing.  My ears were not my wife's part. Nor my dick, apparently.  Unconsciously, I touched my crotch.  I had grown accustomed to the chastity device and it rarely bothered me. Often I wasn't even aware that I was wearing it. 

	Whatever," said my wife, still with that twinkle in her eye, "I brought you something.  Come on! 

	Gema took my hand.  The keys to the front door were in place.  She opened it and pulled me inside.  Then she kept pulling me up the stairs to the bedroom. put the latch on. 

	-Finally a vacation," she commented, as she quickly removed her blouse and skirt. She was wearing stockings and a garter belt underneath. 

	Have you seen the video? 

	I nodded.  I had received it the day before, on Friday.  It had been a real surprise.  I hadn't expected Gerardo to send me anything, much less from his cell phone.  Of course, I had his cell phone saved.  I had never spoken to him, but Gema had given it to me, just in case.  I had been very surprised to see a message from him.  It had even alarmed me.  My first reaction had been to think that something had happened to my wife. My treasure.  My gem.  My life.  But it had been an incredible erotic video.  Pornographic.  The instructions had been even more incredible.  Now I'm supposed to collaborate with him?  {Now you're really being an asshole.  Be glad he's including you in the game!  It's a real breakthrough}.  The video had been short.  I didn't know what had turned me on more, what my wife was doing in it, why she was doing it, or the fact that she was doing it in handcuffs.  And her face. . .  That devotion she expresses to him.  My wife's face trying to make that dildo disappear in her mouth had been incredible.  And I had been able to see it from two different angles.  The idea of the mirror had been really good.  We had a mirror like that in the dressing room, tall and narrow.  Does Gerardo know that?  Does he know we have a mirror like that?  I hadn't said anything about doing it in front of a mirror, though. . .  What does he know about us, about our house. . .  about everything?  What has my wife told you?  {Judging by the way she looks at him, probably everything, including the fact that he fucks your ass with the harness}.  involuntarily cringed. 

	Gema pushed me onto the bed.  I fell backwards onto the mattress.  She had come back very energetic from her boss's house. {Not only her boss, but yours too.  He's already started giving you instructions}.  She climbed on top of me, wedging my face between her knees.  What the hell is wrong with her?  What's her hurry today? pushed her panties. 

	I brought you something," he said and sat on my face. 

	Automatically, I stuck out my tongue and licked her.  Gema moved her hips and rubbed her vulva against my face.  She hadn't even asked me if I felt like it. She's raping me!  She hadn't even pulled down my pants.  {What for?  You've got the Wily locked up, as it should be}.  In truth, I loved it when she was this energetic.  Certain things were easier for me, if I was previously very excited.  But when she behaved like that and left me no choice, they were easier still, whether I was previously aroused or not.  I am her plan B.  She has come from being with Gerardo, her plan A, and now it's time for plan B.  That's what I'm good for.  According to her, Gerardo never ate her pussy.  Neither did Dídac.  I do.  That sets me apart.  

	-Do you like what I've brought you, love? Say you like it. 

	With her vulva over my mouth, I was only able to make an unintelligible noise. I didn't even know if it had been a yes or a no. 

	-I know you won't admit it, but I know you like it anyway," Gemma continued, ignoring my answer.  Stick your tongue inside me, my husband.  It means a lot to me that you do, especially knowing that Gerardo is not the lover you like best. But you do it nonetheless because you love me, don't you? 

	I made an unintelligible noise again, before obeying and sticking my tongue into her vagina.  She was wet and tasted funny, but familiar.  The taste of cum in her mouth had definitely been a figment of my imagination.  As far as I understood, Gerard was not the type to shoot several times in a row. Neither was I.  Gema said Gerardo and I were alike in many ways.  See, there's another one.  But this, he would never do this for you.  {Shooting, you say?  You hardly shoot these days.  And you don't even need to}.  

	Love, although sometimes you may be tempted to believe otherwise, I often think of you when I cum inside me, especially when I know that I will come home next and that you will clean me

	My wife moaned as she uttered those words and moved her hips violently, grinding against my face. I was finding it hard to breathe, but I didn't protest. 

	-Vacation at last!  -she exclaimed, although her exclamation paled beside her moans.  We'll have time for the two of us, just you and me, until I leave with Gerardo for Mexico.  Tell me, won't you miss this?  Surely it will be weeks before you can taste him inside me again.  

	No, Gema.  I don't think I'll miss this.  But I think you will miss it, or am I wrong?  I wonder what you'll miss more, this or him.  

	-Make me cum, love, make me cum like only you know how! Gemma moaned and writhed on my face. 

	How come you're so fiery today?  You didn't even have time to take off your panties.  

	-I put on my stockings and garter belt for you," my wife explained.  You know I don't always wear them to the office in the summer, but today is Saturday.  I put them on for you, honey. how much you like it. 

	I wasn't so sure about that, but it was true that I liked to see her dressed like that.  Another thing in which I looked like Gerardo? But did you put it on expressly for me, before leaving his house, or did he prefer to fuck you like that?  I could imagine him very well, fucking my wife, his submissive secretary.  His whore.  But it was true that he wouldn't wear stockings and a garter belt for me alone, except on rare occasions.  Since she had started with Gerardo, I saw her very often dressed like that.  It never occurred to Silvestre to ask her to dress like that.  That is, it had never occurred to me.  Oh, you are a goddess, Gema!  

	And I love you and I would like to share with you much more than this, but the circumstances are what they are.  Why don't you write to Gerardo and thank him? 

	Thank him for what?  That you dress like that?  You look divine, but isn't it a bit much to thank him for that?  For me eating his cum?  I can't do that, Gema!  I can't thank you for that.  Don't ask me to do that.  

	-Now that he has written you a message, you could take the opportunity to communicate with him a little more. It saddens me that he mostly ignores you, but I'm doing my best to change that. 

	Oh!  You were referring to the video she sent me and the instructions to record you.  I tried to breathe with relief, but with her vulva suffocating me, it wasn't easy.  Gema moaned.  Actually, all the work was being done by her, rubbing herself against my face.  In that position, there was little I could do to stimulate her with my tongue.  It's psychological.  It turns her on in her mind that I'm doing this.  Oh, that's even better!  

	-If you knew him better, maybe you would understand everything.  Think about it and take the initiative to thank him.  I'm not forcing you to do it; I'm just suggesting it.  I know it would be hard for you to do it, especially with him, but, this time, maybe you should take that step. I love you; don't forget. 

	And I love you.  I love you.  Don't forget that.  

	Will you do it?  Will you write to him? 

	I repeated again an unintelligible sound, the only one I could make. 

	-I'm coming, my love, I'm coming! my wife exclaimed, and this time her exclamations matched her moans. 

	His orgasm was not long, but it was intense.  I endured her convulsions on my face stoically, even though it hurt.  I did not want to interrupt her climax. only I provide her with an orgasm in that way.  

	Gema suddenly dismounted from my face, even though she had not finished convulsing.  Quickly, she kissed me, plunging her tongue into my mouth.  Her hips kept moving frantically on the mattress. a long orgasm after all. In the bewilderment I felt at my wife's behavior, there was a small glimmer of pride in myself. 

	-I want to share this with you," said Gema, stopping her kissing me for a moment.  I love you. I want to share everything with you. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Good morning Gema.  I'm a cuckold boy of 27 years old and I've been doing this for a short time.  My girl has always had orgasms doing fellatio to her friends and acquaintances.  When I met her she was like that and since we started, you could say she cut everything off.  With my previous partner I always had the desire to be cuckolded, but I never dared to tell her about it.  With my current partner it is different; I love her and I have infinite confidence in her and with her and that is why I took the step. As a matter of fact and to get ahead of myself:  I have let her stay with her ex of many, many years ago

	  

	Hot Wife Gem: 

	"You have done well by letting her meet her ex. , show her all your support and above all tenderness. 

	How lucky you are that you can cum by giving blowjobs! I like it, depending on the circumstances, but I don't even come close to cumming if I don't stimulate my clitoris

	  

	How lucky some of them are, having their clitoris in their throat!  {You don't know if you also have it in your throat; you still haven't managed to swallow it so thoroughly.  But don't worry, that's what Gerardo has asked you to practice for}.  [Wait a minute!  What if Gerardo wrote this (assuming he is aware of this blog)?  

	  

	***

	  

	-Record me from your cell phone," I told my husband. For him," I repeated as a warning. 

	My husband would keep the video, but it was important for him to know that I had recorded it for Gerardo.  Also, he wanted me to write him a message, when I sent it to him.  He was only the cameraman.  He didn't want her to think he was the producer or the director. Not even the scriptwriter.  Especially not this.  Daniel was a good scriptwriter.  He had proved it with Silvestre. But at this stage of our life, it was not convenient for him to be. 

	That same night, my husband would record the first video for Gerardo, as my boss had asked us to do. One a day.  I was going to have stiffness in my mouth.  The dildo was already firmly attached with the suction cup to the mirror we had in the dressing room.  Fortunately, the door to the dressing room (as I said, the dressing room is the anteroom to our bedroom and is located between the master bathroom and the bedroom), has a latch.  Oh, God, if Vicky could catch me like that!  

	-Are you ready?  -my husband asked.  Then he added, "Are you sure you want to do this?  I know he takes pictures of you, but at least they're artistic.  Or so you tell me.  But these videos are - he searched for the right word - pornographic.  What if they end up circulating where they shouldn't? And you know. 

	What if they ended up circulating on the Internet?  Is that what you mean, Daniel?  I looked at him.  Suddenly, I wasn't so sure it was such a good idea.  But in my husband's eyes I saw the lust and not the fear he had expressed with his words.  [What if Vicky ends up seeing him?  What will our daughter think of her mother?  What an example you are being].  I trusted Gerardo, why would he risk violating our privacy with the videos?  He could only hurt himself, both for what his employees and family would say and for legal reasons.  [Still, anything digital can easily end up in the wrong hands.  Think of Vicky]. Our daughter was the thing I was most worried about. 

	I looked at my husband again, this time through the mirror.  He was right behind me.  His cock was already erect.  I had removed his chastity device to see if he was turned on by what I was about to do. {Then put it back on, immediately!  You've already seen that it does turn him on.  There's no need for me to continue uncaging}.  I can't.  My hands are cuffed.  

	I turned to get a better look at my husband.  He was already pointing his cell phone, ready to record. I smiled before I turned back to the mirror and said, "I love you. 

	Next, I turned my head and put the dildo in my mouth.  And I began to give him a blowjob. I tried to put on the angelic face Gerardo had asked me to, but I doubted very much that I was managing to express something similar, even though my husband had commented on it in the video my boss had sent him. 

	Sucking silicone cock was more degrading than sucking a real one, even though it might seem otherwise.  Sure, Daniel had given blowjobs to my dildo, but that wasn't the same thing.  It wasmy cock, when it was attached by the harness. 

	The mirror was filling with mist and drool, but I could still see through it to my husband recording me.  His cock was still hard, but that was partly because my bastard of a husband had taken advantage of his freedom (and the fact that I had to suck the dildo for twenty minutes straight, uninterrupted) to touch it. We'll settle the score later.  As long as he didn't cum, his punishment would be moderate. 

	Suddenly, I threw my hands back.  I had almost come. had been touching my clitoris and had almost lost control. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Hello Gema.  It is clear that each couple sets its own rules.  As I have already told you on occasion, I would love to be able to convince my wife to do it with someone else in front of me.  What I would not like is for her to do whatever she wants or to think that she has carte blanche.  I think it has to be up to both of us.  That's why I don't understand why, if it bothers your husband, you continue with that man. It's an opinion, that's all

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"You want to continue to have control over her; you want to be able to approve (and maybe order? ) who, when and where she should do it.  You use her as if she were your private porn actress.  That's fine, if that's what you both want.  Don't take this as a criticism. s just that Daniel and I have a different vision of what a hotwife (and a consenting cuckold) should be. 

	Daniel, in return, wanted me to be free.  He doesn't want to have any control over me (even if it's hard for him to let go later).  He feels that, all my life, I have controlled myself too much.  He wants me to explore my sexuality and expand it, to have fun.  He enjoys watching me, when he can, but also with the stories I tell him, which is another way of sharing my experiences with him and making him participate.  Daniel likes it when I am the one who takes the initiative, the one who looks for a new horny guy or calls an existing one to meet him.  He loves to get close to the precipice and feel out of control.  Of course, there is a safety net underneath, as I love him and am loyal to him. He knows this, but that doesn't stop him from suffering from so-called cuckold fear, which makes him uncomfortable and aroused at the same time. 

	My husband told me that he wanted me to be able to freely choose my gaggers.  As I indicated above, he likes it that way.  But I think, in any case, the woman should be able to choose who she wants to sleep with.  Of course you're not going to force her to do it with someone she doesn't like, but I'm equally of the opinion that the cuckolded husband shouldn't pull the handbrake because he doesn't like the cuckold.  That is something I am very clear that I would not accept under any circumstances.  In our case, it's what we both want, but I think that, on a general level, the husband shouldn't decide about the cuckold:  that's exclusively up to the wife.  

	The husband should have a say, of course, and she should listen to him, more than anything else, because there are some very rare people and four eyes always see more than two.  But the final decision should always be the woman's, whether it is a yes or no.  

	And I also don't think that encounters should be limited to the husband being present.  I love it when my husband watches us, but there are also times when I prefer intimacy.  If there is trust, why not accept that?  

	Release the dove and set her free. If it does not return, it has never been yours, but if it returns,. 

	Daniel doesn't object to my choice of corneador.  It's just that this particular one (Gerardo) makes him uncomfortable.  But he is also uncomfortable with the fear of cuckolding and yet he likes to experience it.  To what extent does he feel so uncomfortable that it is really too much?  It would be hard to gauge, but I think we're in the safe zone.  He says he doesn't like it and I listen to his arguments and appreciate them.  He's partly right, but partly wrong.  In the end, I come to a conclusion and he accepts it, even if it makes him uncomfortable.  That's my right; that's the way we have evolved over time, because we both wanted it that way.  

	The handcuffs Gerardo puts on me make me uncomfortable, but at the same time I want them.  Gerardo makes me ask him to put them on me and I make Daniel indirectly tell me that deep down he wants me to stay with Gerardo.  Daniel would never verbalize it, but there are other ways of expressing himself.  Words lie, but the tongue (and the dick don't).  When I bring him a little gift home and he cleans me with his tongue, I know it's a bearable discomfort for him.  He's doing it within the hotwife-corny framework, not because he likes another man's semen. Or so I think. 

	But, in any case, as I was telling you, in my marriage, that's all my decision

	  

	***

	  

	-Now, honey," I said to my wife, "You can stop now.  

	The twenty minutes that their boss had demanded had already passed. {Our boss}.  He had stopped the recording.  The twenty minutes hadn't been long at all, oddly enough, even though the action had been monotonous, objectively speaking.  My wife had sucked that plastic cock - her boss's cock - non-stop.  {Our boss}.  On the floor was a puddle of drool.  She had looked at me through the mirror on several occasions.  Or had she looked at him, through the camera lens?  I pushed the thought away. I was too turned on to feel like a slapper. 

	If you let me, I could be dominant for you.  I could be, Gemma.  {And miss out on everything a Dom misses out on that only a submissive experiences? } 

	Gema did exercises with her jaw and repositioned it with her hand. said, "Have you got it?  Have you recorded everything? 

	You poor thing.  Your mouth must be unhinged.  In spite of that, you didn't stop for a moment.  I felt admired and proud of her. 

	Let me see it! 

	My wife got up and came to me. 

	-Come," I said embarrassed.  I took her by the hand and led her into the bedroom. closed the door behind me. 

	I didn't think it was a good idea to put the video in the dressing room.  It was Saturday and Vicky was out.  Besides, when she was home, she was almost always in the basement.  But what if she came back early?  What if she went upstairs?  What if she heard the recording? It's a stupid fear.  What if he heard the live feed?  Gema had made the characteristic little noises and gurgles when giving a blowjob to that plastic cock.  She had tried to get it as far in as she could.  I can't even get half of it in.  

	"I love you," the recording said, just before my wife was seen on it turning toward the dildo

	-I can edit it.  I can cut that part," I assured her.  I didn't want my wife to have to repeat the recording.  

	In any case, there were a couple of minutes left over.  Fascinated with my wife, I had delayed in letting her know that the twenty minutes were up. I would be good for this, Gema.  I could be your dom.  

	No, leave it at that," answered my wife. 

	-But won't it bother you?  -I asked worriedly. didn't want my wife to get into any trouble. 

	-Why would it bother him if I told him I loved him? wife asked. 

	I looked at her astonished.  It took me several long seconds to understand.  How, Gema?  

	-Have you ever told him that you love him?  -I asked. didn't know whether to be angry, worried, scared or just amazed. 

	Gema did not answer.  She just smiled. She told him.  {You don't know that.  She's probably just teasing you, messing with your mind}.  

	But. . . " I replied, although I didn't really know what to say. 

	Gema slowly shook her head.  What did she mean by that gesture? Do you mean you haven't told her?  Or do you mean you don't want to talk about it now?   

	{Do you still think you're good enough for Dom? } 

	-Look," my wife said in return. She put my hand between her legs. 

	The panties were soaking wet, as I had rarely seen them.  She had put on a sexy black lingerie set with a garter belt. hadn't removed her bra, but that only made it sexier, in my opinion. 

	-Send him the video.  And write her something, please. Gemma walked away from me. 

	Where are you going? 

	Gema shook her head. Then she repeated, "Send him the video. 

	I can't," I said. 

	My wife frowned. It wasn't that she didn't want to, it was that she couldn't. 

	-It's too long," I explained. I can't send it by WhatsApp. 

	-Yes, but it's going to take a while," I replied.  I could upload it to DropBox, but I didn't feel like using my account for it. d rather open a new account. 

	Don't take away the "I love you," my wife warned me.  And get your little ass ready. 

	-What. . .  what are you going to do? I stammered, even though I had no doubt about his intentions. 

	Gema said nothing. left the bedroom and closed the door behind her. 

	'd better send it to him now, honey," I heard her say from the dressing room

	I gulped. That had sounded like a threat. 

	My wife soon returned to the bedroom.  She was wearing the same set of lingerie. But she had put on her harness with the dildo. 

	Have you sent it to him yet? 

	I nodded.  I had finally sent it to him from my DropBox account.  I hadn't created a new one. wouldn't have had time. 

	And what have you written to him? 

	Again, I swallowed saliva. 

	"Gerardo, I am enclosing the requested video. I trust you know how to download it,". 

	If you think Gerardo is old and doesn't know how to use technology, you're wrong.  Haven't you seen the photos he has edited? 

	My head was smoking.  There was too much information in those two sentences.  She calls him "old" nonchalantly, but is proud to date him. {She's proud to be his partner.  She calls him old because she gets off on transgression and to provoke you}.  Also, she had reproached me for the condescending tone I had used.  It had been subtle - nice - but my wife had gotten the real message.  Good; that means Gerardo will too, if he's as smart as he says he is.  {And he had implicitly admitted that some of the photos on his blog that he suspected were of her really were! 

	I'm sorry, love," I stammered. 

	-I'm not forcing you; you know that.  But I expect you to write her something else.  I think you know what tone I mean," my wife said, in a tone of her own that left no doubt as to what she intended from me.  But not now. First, I'm going to cage you again. 

	I made a sour face. 

	-Don't protest," my wife warned me.  That thing between your legs is of no use to you.  You know it well.  Especially not for me," she added.  Any cock is better than yours. This one is better than yours," he said, grabbing his plastic cock with one hand. 

	Gema walked past me, no doubt in the direction of the bedside table, where I had left the chastity device.  She stood for a moment beside me and stroked my cock andballs with one hand.  But before I could get aroused again, she slapped my Willy with her flat hand.  My wife pulled away.  Then she opened the nightstand drawer and took out my cage.  She turned back to me.  She looks so gorgeous in that lingerie set.  {And with that cock between her legs}.  She stroked, once again, briefly my member. Then, without further contemplation, she set about to cage me again. 

	-I'm glad Gerardo has included you a little more in our relationship.  You should thank him for that," my wife lectured me, while adjusting my chastity device.  But don't forget that you're recording me for him.  He wants to see my progress in accommodating him completely in my mouth.  And I want him to be able to cum in my throat," my wife explained.  I love him, Daniel.  You know that.  And I want to give him that.  My ass was Silvestre's, but Gerardo doesn't want it, so it won't belong to anyone. In exchange, my throat will be his. 

	He loves you.  She loves you.  She loves him.  Her words echoed in my head.  But, strangely, they didn't bother me.  You are my Goddess.  You have the right to love whoever you want and to give them whatever you want.  

	-When I get thechokers mastered, I may let you try it just once, with me, Daniel.  Your cocks are similar, though hers serves me better.  It's not a husband's privilege," my wife warned me.  I want you to know what you're missing from that moment on.  But I haven't decided yet.  I may not let you. 'll see. 

	The lock clicked as it closed. It had sounded like it had done so with satisfaction, as if it had a life of its own, content to be of service to my wife. 

	-I wish you could see me live with it," my wife assured me as she circled around me.  I don't think it's right for you to see me and get serious and practice with the dildo," she said, speaking into my right ear.  I don't trust you to always have it clear that you're recording me for him. Maybe somewhere in the recesses of your imagination you still think of other things and that's not good," she said into my left ear.  You will never again make any decisions about my sexuality or yours. 

	Gema gave me a resounding spank on my ass, to emphasize her words. didn't hurt, because I was mesmerized by her pose and what she was saying. 

	-About my sexuality, Gerardo will decide," he said flatly. About yours. . .  we'll see. 

	Gema grabbed my face with one hand and squeezed my cheeks until I was pouting.  Then she planted a wet, vicious kiss on me.  As suddenly as I had given it to her, she pulled her lips away from mine.  Between her teeth, however, she took my lower lip with her. She had bitten it just as Luis Alberto had done to her on a couple of occasions. 

	-If I want you to be my man, you'll be my man.  Although that is unlikely.  If I want you to be my slave, you will be my slave.  And if I want you to be my whore, you will be my whore.  Understood? Gemma had spoken to me in a stern tone, unusual for her. 

	I nodded.  What else could I do? 

	And if Gerardo wants you to be

	My wife did not finish the sentence.  She left it in the air. She left the end to my imagination. 

	-I realized I made a mistake today," my wife said.  But it won't happen again," she assured, "It's not good for you to see me like that in front of the mirror.  Tomorrow you'll do it dressed in stockings and a garter belt.  I want you to paint your lips.  And you'll wear the plug in your ass.  I'm not going to uncage you either.  I've seen what I need to see.  I've seen that it turns you on to see me like this, but I think it's not because you imagine I'm doing it for him or with him.  I think you imagine other things and that can't be. That can only incite you to wrong ideas. 

	Gema held up, before my eyes, the key to the padlock of the chastity device. 

	-I have decided to take matters into my own hands. Until I go on a trip with Gerardo, we are going to make love every. 

	My eyes widened with joy when I heard my wife say that. I didn't expect that, Gema!  That's wonderful!  Thank you!  

	-We're going to do it every day, right after you record my daily practices for him," my wife advanced. That's what the plug is for," she added, demonstratively holding his plastic cock. 

	I swallowed twice.  That's what he had meant by "making love". Every day?  It's going to sting!  {If he wants you to be his whore, you'll be his whore}.  

	're not going to cum," my wife advanced, "I won't either. 

	I had been fascinated that repeatedly, during the recording, she suddenly pulled her hands away from her clitoris.  Although I had imagined it, I was now certain.  It had been to avoid cumming. She had come on the verge of orgasm, just as I liked to do when I masturbated.  It was a fascinating parallel.  {But she did it to give him her orgasm.  You, when you masturbated freely, did it to prolong your arousal}.  Suddenly, I noticed a detail:  Gemma intended to arrive super-excited, with her libido sky-high, on the trip with Gerardo.  What did she want me to do to her?  What barriers did she intend to overcome with him?  And she wants me to arrive in that state too.  And he wants me to stay that way, while they have a good time in Cancun. What barriers did he want me to overcome? 

	-I may release you on time to play with you.  Or maybe not.  In any case, woe to you if you cum!  -he threatened.  His tone made it clear that the punishment would be very severe.  On the last day before I travel, if you have behaved well, I will release you completely.  On that day I will be yours as you please.  I will allow you to do whatever you want with me," my wife assured me, to my astonishment. Everything but my ass," she pointed out. 

	Everything but your ass.  No, you haven't forgiven me for Silvestre yet.  I know I haven't.  You don't have to rub it in my face every so often.  But your throat. . .  

	-I'm curious to know what fantasies you'll be fabricating for the next two weeks," he said with a smile I didn't know how to describe.  And now, give me a hard-on.  You've learned something from watching me, I guess.  Give me a hard-on, thenmake love. 

	  

	***

	  

	negromante-black:   

	"Hi Gema, I don't know if you are already on vacation, but I am curious:  Your goal with Daniel, even if he is nervous because of work problems, is that when he sees you he calms down because you are his balm for him?  Maybe, this way you will know that you have tamed him? A hug. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I haven't left with Gerardo yet, but it's not long now. am nervous. 

	Regarding your question about my goal with Daniel, I will tell you that I want him to feel the vertigo of losing me.  Even if he knows he will never lose me, he will feel that vertigo.  It's like when you get on an attraction and you know it's impossible to fall off, but nevertheless you feel fear and the adrenaline rush.  And then I want to calm him down and make love to him.  Depending on how I feel, I will let him penetrate me or I will penetrate him. I want him to then feel calm and small, so he can take the weight off his back

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Hello Gema.  Nice to greet you here again.  I admire you more and more every day.  I would like you to clarify a little more, please, your personal entry of August 1 regarding why your husband seeing you with the dildo can incite him to have wrong ideas and the reason why you are going to make love, but without him reaching orgasm and with the little bird locked up. A thousand thanks from a big fan

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Not only is he seeing megargling with the dildo, but, in addition, I am handcuffed, with my hands behind my back, on my knees facing the mirror where I have placed the dildo and wearing heels, stockings and garter beltcan handcuff myself, but it is my husband who then has to help me take them off. 

	I would like her to see it live with Gerardo, to see how another man handles his wife as he pleases.  Then there would be no risk of him doubting who is in charge.  But, seeing me alone and having to help me with the handcuffs, he might get the wrong idea that he is in charge at home.  That's something I can't allow. 've already started taking countermeasures to balance things out and bring them back to their natural place

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Hi Gema.  I found it interesting your opinion that it is not appropriate for your husband to see you practicing with the dildo and handcuffed hands. You say it would only encourage misconceptions in him that you don't want to encourage.  What misconceptions would those be?  Why doesn't your boss's client make you cum?  Do you like feeling fucked that way? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	Hi.  I just answered a similar question, so I will only add regarding the other questions you ask

	I have no objection to my husband knowing and seeing how I like to be fucked.  What's more, in fact, it turns me on to share that experience with him.  I like him to see how slutty his wife is.  It's something that connects us, that brings us together. If only Gerardo would allow it from time to time

	It is true that Mr.  Ripoll does not usually get me to cum.  But as I have already said on other occasions, it is not always necessary to cum for a sexual act to be satisfactory.  I think it is a mistake to put orgasm as an objective and to value the act according to whether it has been achieved or not.  Of course, it is better to cum, but it is not necessary.  Nor is it that I feel no pleasure with the client; it is simply that I would not sleep with him, if these were not the circumstances.  In fact, most of the pleasure I experience is mental and is due precisely to how the circumstances are.  Sometimes, when I'm driving around in my red Mercedes CLA, my company car that I've earned because of him, I get my panties wet.  I think about why I have that car now. . .  But the reason is Gerardo, not the customer. The client is just an extension of Gerardo, something he has made me do for him

	  

	***

	  

	Gema had updated her blog, expressing what she thought of me, about our last sexual encounters.  She had warned me that she would do so and had made me keep an eye on her updates.  I was obviously very interested in that.  I hoped he would show his satisfaction, because our sex life was going really well. It was unconventional, but we were having sex every day (a record for me), although I was not penetrating her. 

	At last, his comments had been published. Excited, I began to read it carefully: 

	"Sometimes my husband behaves like a little girl:  incoherent, whiny and self-centered

	I was shocked, I hadn't expected that! But I behaved perfectly! That couldn't be true. 

	"I don't know what could have made him think he could handle my handcuffs and record me while I on my knees try to overcome my vomit reflex, without giving anything in return.  But I'm sure it was my fault, if as a result he thought he was in charge.  Surely my submissive attitude, for Gerard's benefit, by the time he reviews the videos, has led him to that confusion. " 

	No, I swear I didn't think anything like that!   

	{Liar!  You did think about it.  Seeing her like that, submissive, you put her in handcuffs, you thought you could dominate her}.   

	I just thought I could replace Gerardo?  What's wrong with that?  Isn't it normal for me to think so, when he doesn't behave like a goreador should?   

	{Wow, just when he's starting to behave like a horndog he should. . .  } 

	But I've never thought of switching roles and dominating her!  { Bullshit! } 

	"Fortunately, I decided to rebalance things in time.  The chastity device I put on him is starting to take effect.  Unfortunately the effects are not immediate, but luckily I decided to put it on him as soon as I started my vacation and training at home.  Now she is starting to feel softer and is starting to enjoy it. will wear it until the day before my trip with Gerardo

	Although at times, reading my wife's stories might give the impression that I was caged all the time, the reality was not exactly like that.  The story, by necessity, contracted the weeks.  In real life, more time passed than might appear in the narrative.  It was unavoidable.  After all, the narrative was not a ship's captain's logbook, with every single event and time interval being carefully noted down.  Certainly, Gemma would put the clamp on me continuously for a long time.  But there were also weeks when I was free. But the fault is yours, Gemma, for acceding to my complaints.  Or is it not my place to complain?  What kind of a submissive would I be if I accepted everything, without putting up any resistance?  What are you uncaging me for?  I liked my freedom.  But I liked the protection the chastity device gave me better. But that was something I couldn't tell my wife. 

	"Once my husband finishes taping the daily session for Gerardo and removes my handcuffs, I put them on him and then blindfold him.  Then I put him on his knees in front of the dressing room mirror, in the same position I've been in.  I've threatened to make him suck the dildo, but I haven't made it happen yet.  I'm not sure I like that at all.  Maybe it's too gay, although maybe I'll change my mind and make him do it. I don't know, I'll see. 

	That's another thing I can't tell you I'd like you to do.  It would be too submissive, if I did.  And also too. . .  gay.  What would you think?  

	"My husband remains like this, blindfolded, on his knees with his hands cuffed behind his back while I freshen up and groom myself in the bathroom. Then I guide him to the bedroom, giving him verbal directions

	The truth?  {The truth!  Just the truth and the whole truth}.  The truth was that the first day I had thought about dominating her myself in the bedroom, after watching her suck on the dildo like that, on her knees.  The truth was also that on the second day, after she had made it clear that she would take the reins with me, after each training session, I had been turned on by her blindfolding me and putting me on my knees in front of the mirror.  And on the third day, I was disappointed that you didn't make me suck the dildo, as you had done.  But I can't tell you that.  

	"Llorica.  The first day he got a surprise, because I told him to lie on his back.  Then I caressed him, until he got goose bumps all over his body.  And then he felt something trying to penetrate him.  It was my finger and the sensation must have felt cold to him, because of the lubricating gel.  It had been a while since I had worn the harness-consoles and even though I had lubricated it well, she began to moan.  She wailed like a little girl, complaining that it hurt.  Of course it would hurt a little, but it wouldn't be that bad, would it?  It had been a while since we had done it that way and her bottom was not used to it, but what other option was there to get her used to it?  It's like when you do sports:  it's hard at first.  Why all the whining? swear he wasn't even using the larger dildo

	That was profoundly unfair!  First, my obligation as a submissive was to complain, wasn't it?  Otherwise, if I appeared to like it too much, I wasn't really being submissive, was I?  Second, it was really annoying.  Having a turnip up my ass, even if it was silicone, wasn't exactly a sensation I would describe as pleasurable.  I don't understand how you say you like it so much, Gema.  I've said it before:  the physical sensation had a pleasant and an unpleasant part.  The anus is an erogenous zone, no doubt.  But the outside is.  The inside, being penetrated, that friction with the sphincter, that was not exactly pleasant.  But we could call it a draw, on a physical level.  If overall it was pleasurable, it was the mental sensations, the psychological impact.  But on the whole, it wasn't to shoot rockets.  I liked that Gema did it to me like that.  I liked it because I felt dominated by her. And that's a good feeling.  But it was normal for me to put up some resistance.  

	As for my ass being unaccustomed, whose fault was that, really?  The way Gemma narrated things, she might have seemed like the perfect dominatrix.  But the reality was that she often had me somewhat forgotten, in that respect.  She often felt that Gerardo and his work (that is, Gerardo), had her absorbed and that there was little left for me. Of course, Gema then made up for it with some of the things she had narrated, but it wasn't as if that was day to day life either. 

	Regarding the dildo, it might seem that Gemma had a large collection, but that was not the case.  She only had two:  the small one she used to make love with and the medium one, which Gerardo had given her for her throat practices.  That was like how it might seem that she had me dominated all day, that she was giving me all the attention of her dominant energy.  But he wasn't. 't feel his dominant energy all day long, nor was I always, always, always caged, nor did I have that many dildos. 

	"Egocentric.  My husband was only thinking about him:  His discomfort.  His pain.  His humiliation.  Just like when he was filming me, I'm sure that, at that moment, he was only thinking about his visual pleasure.  We need to empathize more and think of others.  Such self-centeredness is for immature people.  When I'm giving a blowjob to the dildo, letting myself be filmed, I'm thinking about Gerardo. When I'm blindfolding him and penetrating his anus, I'm thinking about him, about my husband

	I reread that paragraph again.  Was I self-centered because I reveled in the visual pleasure of seeing her like that?  Was I?  Really? {Maybe I am.  You think like a man, when you do it, not like a woman.  You should bring out your feminine side more} {And how do I do that, smarty?  How do I do that, seeing her like that?  {Imagining that you're the one doing it and that you're doing it for him}.  

	"Incoherent.  Marriage is all about sharing.  My husband has told me many times that he loves it when I tell him the sordid details of my adventures and share my experiences with him.  What better way to know how I feel when Gerardo blindfolds me than to blindfold him? What better way to make him feel as helpless as I do, than by handcuffing him just like Gerardo does me?  What better way to make him feel what a woman feels when she is penetrated, than to lay him on his back, spread his legs and penetrate him with the dildo?  Is it my fault that he has no vagina and that his asshole is so tight? 

	  

	***

	  

	naughtyness869:  

	"I'm beginning to have some doubts about where you are, either letting this Gerardo thing go or maybe even guiding it yourself?  I don't doubt that you love your husband, but I also think that you're either falling in love with Gerardo as well or, at the least, needing him to be the master you submit yourself to.  You share more of your life and self with Gerado than you do with your husband.  Your hubby will only be allowed in the picture if he ends up your slave and Gerado's, as it seems. Unfortunate. 

	  

	Apparently, this follower of my blog also frequented the forum where my husband wrote. I hadn't mentioned him in this post, but why else would he write to me in English? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife (my English continued to improve):  

	"I think it is more like a dance.  Gerardo pushes.  Sometimes I resist.  Sometimes I pull.  Sometimes we take a step back. I like it slow, then it flows without pressure. 

	Love, lust. . .  sometimes it feels similar.  But it is different.  I love my husband.  But I lust for Gerardo.  Need? Right now, I feel like I need them both. 

	I tell more about Gerardo than my husband, because this excites me more.  And I think it also excites my audience more.  My life at home is more normal.  Sometimes it is kinky, but not as much as with my boss. Do you want to hear more about my life with my husband? 

	Slave of Gerardo? Now that's an idea! 

	  

	naughtyness869:  

	"It's very strange for me in that I envy both, Gerardo and your husband, for different reasons.  But I would most want to be Gerardo, and if I were, in all honesty, I'd want your love as well as lust, and would be working towards that end.  That's why I wonder what may happen in the future, because I, as Gerardo, would want all of you, your heart as well as your body.  But as a hotwife you're only with one other man now, except at Gerardo's whim.  So, finally, what if your husband said no more? Finish? 

	  

	What the user had just said was interesting.  He had commented that he envied, for different reasons, both my husband and Gerardo.  And he had said that, given the choice, he would prefer to be Gerardo.  I wonder if something similar goes through Daniel's head, that sometimes he would like to be Gerardo and sometimes himself. And if he could choose, what do you think he would really like to be? } 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	Gerardo is an excellent businessman and superior negotiator, but he doesn't always get what he wants. 

	Why should me husband say no more? He hates it, but mostly loves and lusts it at the same time

	  

	naughtyness869:  

	"I definitely think you're an amazing woman to keep both your men happy at the same time.  And I understand why Gerado loves all this, what man wouldn't want to so control a beautiful woman sexually, in whatever way he wishes?  I just think that it's slowly (yes, the way you like it) building towards him completely "owning" you, and perfectly, such that you think it's your idea!  But, what then of your husband?  You may need both right now, as you said. But somewhere down the road. . . ? 

	  

	Is Gerardo playing me, making me think it's my idea?  

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Somewhere down the road. . .  when I am 80. . .  I will ONLY need my husband. Until then I will need both man. 

	  

	naughtyness869:  

	"You're a slippery one, Gema!  You dodged my question perfectly, but like Gerado (maybe because I'm an older gentleman as well), I persist until you reluctantly give in!  If you love both men, and with Gerado there is only the potential for that to grow and deepen, you honestly think there will never come a time when your real husband becomes more of a friend and confidante, nothing more?  If your husband is fine with that, okay. But what if he is not? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Slippery when wet!  Sorry, what does "dodge" mean?  It must be my english.  ;-) I do this because of my husband.  I do it for him.  And I do it thanks to his support.  Without him, it wouldn't make sense.  I am hotwife, not just hot.  A hotwife needs its cuckold. And a cuckold needs his hotwife. 

	  

	naughtyness869:  

	"You continually make me smile. . .  What a woman you are, damn.  Both men in your life are lucky, lucky men.  And I realize it probably would never happen, your husband truly wanting you to stop, but. . .  what if he did? What if for some reason, insecurity, possessiveness, fear of losing you, or purely because he wanted you all to himself for a while, and so asked you to discontinue your relationship with Gerardo, for him, for your marriage, because he couldn't take it anymore. . .  what would you do? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"What if I am only a reflection of my husband?  What he dreams, I make reality.  What he secretly thinks, I uncover and bring it to life, even if he doesn't dare to pronounce.  What if I am not so amazing? What if it is my husband who is the amazing? 

	Ah, but what if I misinterpret him and do something he really does not want? But if I am only his reflection, how could I do something he doesn't want, somewhere hidden in a remote part of his soul? 

	Lovers and soulmates.  How could I not know all obscure corners of his soul, after twenty years? How could he not know mine and help me bringing some light into them? 

	  

	naughtyness869:  

	"I knew that would be your answer, Gema. . .  and while I understand the whole reflection of one another as you say, there is no way that you don't control your own destiny.  The simple truth is that while you are fulfilling your husband's fantasies, as well as Gerardo's, you are likewise exploring and fulfilling your own.  And yes, you are amazing.  You are the most fascinating woman I've ever met, or not met, as the case may be. If you ever come to the States, I would truly enjoy meeting you

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Thank you! Why don't you add some things to your tumblr, so that I can know how you look like from the inside? 

	  

	naughtyness869:  

	"I forgot to ask:  I've tried to purchase your book, but unfortunately, I don't speak your language, and it's not available in English.  Has there ever been any consideration to have it translated, so that your story and sales could reach an even larger audience?  And as my curiosity never ends, do you and your men have a "safe" word?  One that ends the action immediately when needed? As for myself, I wish you the utmost in happiness and pleasure good lady, now and as you explore your limits, always. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I am currently writing the second book in Spanish.  Once I have finished it, I want to translate the first. I have already a volunteer to do that (I can't myself). 

	My husband and I don't like safe words.  What's the thrill of giving up control if you still have the big red button in your hand?  Besides, we know each other and trust each other. I think safe words are when you play with people you don't know enough. 

	You said you envy both my boss and my husband, but you would prefer being my boss. Why?  And what would you do to me? 

	  

	No, I didn't have a safe word with Gerardo.  Neither did Daniel have one with me. What's the point, if there is trust?  {And where's the thrill, if you can pull the handbrake at any time?  Imagine riding a roller coaster, being able to stop the ride at the first signs of dizziness! } 

	  

	naughtyness869:  

	"One, I couldn't be your husband because I would never be anything but the alpha male for the woman I loved.  I couldn't be a submissive cuckold.  A cuckold, yes, a strong male loving and enjoying his woman and trusting her enough to share her for both our pleasures.  What I think they refer to as a Stag/Vixen relationship I might well enjoy very much.  But to let my woman be at another man's beck and call in preference to me wouldn't happen. And the second reason is quite obvious:  I'm a dominant. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"But then I would miss the fun of having a submissive cuckold that I can humiliate

	  

	No, I was not interested in my husband being dominant with me.  I preferred a dominant lover and a submissive husband. The possibilities it offered were much wider than with a dominant husband. 

	  

	naughtyness869:  

	"I smiled again when I heard your response to a "safe" word. . . .  I agree 100%.  Nothing erotic is ever quite safe, and nothing taboo not tinged with excitement. . .  personally, I've always thought that naughtiness is its own reward.  All things done in love and passion are sacred.  I will certainly look forward to your book when so translated that I may read it. But more important than any book is what one shares of themselves. . .  and you have given me much, given to all of us, and for that I thank you. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Thank you for following me. It means a lot to me

	  

	naughtyness869:  

	"As for what I'd do to you if I were your boss, probably much as what Gerardo is doing but with a difference.  As I said, I'd want all of you, your love as well as your lust.  The ideal would be that you would want me as I want you, regardless of job, or money, or husband. Specifically, what I'd enjoy doing to you would involve the eroticizing of titillation and anticipation to an art.  And, because of my spirituality and oral obsession, I would definitely enjoy licking the attitude out of you

	  

	Free with Gerardo?  And rob me of an essential element of my fantasy?  No, thanks!  

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I take your oral, but for the rest. . .  Houston, we have a problem!  The money is part of my actual fantasy.  It makes me feel sooo dirty. . .  Would you at least pay me $100 per month?  Then I would be a cheap and dirty whore, ha ha.  (Sorry for the joke. I just finished writing the chapter XXII of my second book and this has brought some naughty memories)

	  

	naughtyness869:  

	"Actually, you could have a man to humiliate, just not me, if I were your husband.  If I were your boss, yes, you'd have your cuckold husband to humiliate. . .  but you would belong to me.  Heart, mind, body, and soul.  And it goes without saying that if I were your boss you would be getting paid, and taken care of, yes.  In so many ways even your deliciously erotic imagination would be surprised at discovering.  I confess I have a decidedly wicked imagination, my lady. And the erotic is all about the mind. 

	  

	Yes, if I were married to you, I could still experience my dominant side, but not with you, but with submissive lovers.  But would that be the same as dominating the husband?  

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Loved it! 

	  

	naughtyness869:  

	"Is it possible we could get a picture of you, Gema? I understand the need for privacy, of course, so it could be one where you're looking away from the camera or something similar. . .  just would like to get a better idea of what this sexy woman we all enjoy looks like?  You could put it right here and just let us know it's you? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"The avatar is a picture of mine, from behind although.  And also in the first edition of the printed book there are more pictures. You can also go to Amazon and look at the backside of the book for an additional picture

	  

	Not to mention a few more photos that I've snuck into my blog, without saying it's me.  Even Daniel doubts if it's me.  So why unveil the mystery and confirm it?  It's much more interesting this way, isn't it?   

	  

	naughtyness869:  

	"Unless it's rape, the woman is ALWAYS in control of a sexual relationship.  So, the fact that you claim to be a hotwife I think is long since over.  A hotwife has many different lovers sharing it all with her husband.  You exclude Daniel and allow Gerardo to do the same.  And the only other men you have sex with is at Gerardo's pleasure.  I think that now you are, essentially, a whore to Gerardo (a high-priced one, granted), and a wife having an affair to your husband. And Daniel allowed it to happen. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I include Daniel as much as I can.  Hotwifing isn't easy.  Good bulls are difficult to find. Most men are scared if husband knows. 

	  

	Sometimes I questioned the route I was choosing.  Conversations like that, even though in them I could pretend to be completely clear, made me wonder.  I loved being another man's whore and I loved coming home to my husband's warm, safe embrace.  

	Sometimes I dreaded the pleasure I got from knowing him in chastity, knowing that he would lick my pussy freshly used by another man, even though he was repulsed by doing so.  It was a strange pleasure.  

	On the one hand, there was handing over control to another man and making his most perverse fantasies come true.  On the other hand, there was the knowledge that when I returned home, the unconditional love of my better half awaited me.  Sometimes I wanted so much to share with him what I felt when I was with another man, that I couldn't find a better way than to put him in a situation similar to mine.  I would have liked to think that I was only doing it so that he could relive what I had experienced, but to be honest, I had no choice but to admit that dark side inside me that derived pleasure from his humiliation and suffering.  

	I wasn't a good tamer; I wasn't consistent enough and inside me there was a battle between compassion and that little sadistic side of me that scared me so much.  But there were times when one side would win out, like during these past two weeks.  "You're not sadistic," a friend had once told me.  "What happens to you is that you empathize a lot and that's your way of empathizing with him.  You want to feel what he feels and you want him to feel what you feel. " "That's not empathy you just described, that's love," my husband had replied. Yes, we hadn't completely lost touch with The Redhead. 

	Half orange.  Soul mate. Reflection in the mirror. 

	  

	naughtyness869:  

	"Any man that wanted you sexually wouldn't stop because you and the husband are in this lifestyle.  Personally, I'd find it even more erotic that the husband knew, and I was having his woman.  Hotwifing isn't what you're doing now, Gema, and you know it.  Keeping the hubby happy with tidbits and humiliation while you enjoy being a submissive to an old fart with money who gives you adventures, even though your husband is against it and him, is cheating, pure and simple. In hotwifing, partners agree. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"But we do both agree that I take the decisions! 

	  

	***

	  

	If my jaw was unhinged and my throat was sore, my husband's ass was stinging.  But we were both overexcited.  Neither of us had cum, even though we had sex every day.  I uncaged Daniel occasionally to give him a little wiggle and, while I was at it, to tease his useless cock affectionately.  But I didn't dare let him penetrate me, because as excited as my husband was, it was very likely that he wouldn't be able to control himself and would come.  I wanted us both to keep our libido levels high.  On the last day, Daniel could cum, if he wanted to. Of course he would.  He might even cum multiple times, if he could.  As for me, if Daniel could get me to cum that day with him, perfect!  But if he didn't, I would be reunited with Gerardo hyper-excited and whatever happened would be my husband's fault, for not being able to bring me to climax.  I was not going to put any impediment to make him make me come, but neither was I going to seek orgasm on my part.  I would leave it entirely up to my husband. , if I did come, it wasn't as bad as when he did; it took me, as a woman, much less time to regain my libido. 

	A week had already passed and there was another week to go before the trip with my boss.  I was doing the daily suction practices that Gerardo had prescribed for me and Daniel was videotaping me doing them.  After the first video my husband had sent him, with that comment in which he basically treated him as a dinosaur, regarding the use of technology, Gerardo had responded in a sharp and very timely manner:  "Next time, make sure that my whore puts on the handcuffs", he had replied.  The truth was that the first day I had purposely not put the handcuffs on.  In his every, Gerard had made it clear to me how he wanted me to practice, but I had decided to deliberately renege on that detail, to provoke some reaction from him.  I had been willing to keep breaking something, until he called me to order.  But Gerardo had reacted the first time, and how!  Daniel had been shocked by the answer. Yes, Daniel, I'm your wife and I'm his whore.  Silvestre's whore?  No, now I'm Gerardo's whore.  It had been very opportune because that same night I had told my husband that if he wanted me to be my whore, I would be, and Daniel had agreed.  Well, now you know what it means to be a whore.  

	"Cuff me, for him," I had indicated to my husband, the second day.  "For him," I had repeated as a warning.  I could have handcuffed myself, but Daniel, in any case, would have had to help me remove the handcuffs.  Besides, it was more provocative for my husband to do it for my boss, although I didn't want him to think that he was dominating me by doing it. made sure of that by handcuffing him afterwards, whenlove (me to him, from behind), after the video session.  As submissive as Daniel is, he would make an excellent slut.  

	We had gone out shopping to buy a number of things for the trip and I had taken the opportunity to buy some high heels for him.  Daniel had accompanied me to the shoe store and had been surprised when I had asked the salesgirl for a size forty-three for some shoes I had picked out.  Daniel knew for a fact that this was not my size.  The sales clerk also knew this and had warned me:  "Ugh.  I think those are going to be too big for you".  I had been tempted to explain at that moment that they were for my husband, but I had refrained.  My libido was high, but not high enough to talk like that.  The salesgirl had gone to the store and brought back a size forty-two, apologizing for not having the one I had requested.  My libido wasn't high enough to talk like that, but it was high enough to act like this:  I had forced my husband to try on the shoes right then and there. How else could we have checked that they fit?  The sales clerk had suppressed a laugh, but had walked away with a smile on her face, shaking her head.  And Daniel had tried on the shoes with a face as red as I'd ever seen him.  The shoes had fit him, fortunately, and he'd been wearing them ever since (along with the stockings, panties and garter belt) while he taped me and afterwards as well.  Yes, you would make an excellent slut.  But I'm afraid I'm not worth. . .  how should I put it. . .  horndog. . .  pimp. . . ?  I was his wife, I tried to be dominant with him and sometimes I outdid myself, but I wasn't good enough for what a man would make his slut do.  Gerardo has done worse things to me.  Among other things, he has rented me to a client.  {Luis Alberto also rented you to one. } He also made Daniel wear lipstick and the plug in his ass.  Obviously, after the daily recording session and before making love to him, he would remove the plug. 

	In English, she was really out. And Daniel is also very turned on.  Otherwise, he wouldn't let himself do all that.  All kinds of fantasies were running through my head, most of them unconfessable.  {You know very well that Gerardo will get you to confess them.  That's what it's all about; you know them, don't you? }I nodded to myself. 

	In one of these fantasies, I wondered what I would do if I were the boss, if I were in Gerardo's place.  Would I hire an attractive man to be my secretary?  Would I give him a bonus at the company's expense, so that he would do me certain favors?  Would I ask him to crawl under the table to relax after a stressful negotiation? 

	I did it.  I didn't need Gerardo to tell me anything; it just came out of me, when I saw him stressed.  I did it for several reasons:  For one thing, it was part of my job. Whatever I do, I always take my responsibilities very seriously.  I always take care of everything I do.  As far as I knew, Gerardo had never had a secretary like that before and I doubted he could repeat such an adventure, if I let him.  Nor could I repeat it, probably.  Surely Gerardo would not be able to repeat the adventure of having such a secretary, as he was not that far away from retirement.  Anyway, for my part, I had no intention of leaving him or leaving that job.  But, just in case, I want him to always remember me as the best.  Yes, that was one of my sins, although it was not listed among the deadly sins:  I was very competitive with other women.  And, on the other hand, I thought Gerardo deserved it and I did it with great affection.  When I saw that he had had a stressful call or meeting, I knew how to relax him:  I would crawl under his table and, without telling him anything, without interrupting his thoughts, I would suck him until he cummed in my mouth.  And then I would swallow it.  I got used to the bitter taste of it.  I still find it strange that, although I don't like the taste per se, I do like to taste him in my mouth.  Then I would button his pants again, stand up, caress his cheek and, after looking at him tenderly, leave his office.  Of course, as a precaution, before that, I would lock the door.  No one knew about us.  I don't think they do.  [You're deluded.  Everyone knows! ] {Yes, everyone knows.  But why are you shocked by it, while I get off on it? } Gerardo used to avoid having sex in the office, but as Bill Clinton argued, blowjobs are not sex, even when you end up ejaculating in the intern's mouth.  As I said, Gerardo had it coming.  Maybe good old William Jefferson deserved it too.  I don't see Hillary relaxing her husband like that.  Even I, who try to dominate Daniel, relax him like that from time to time.  I had no complaints about Gerard.  He could treat me like a common whore, he could make me feel that he expects that from me, that it's my obligation, because that's what he hired me for, but he doesn't do that.  He always treated me with respect and made me feel that he cared and even empowered me.  He never pushed; he always waited for me to step up.  I've been very lucky with him.  This could be so different.  I could have a boss who was young and handsome - as Daniel would like - but a total asshole and misogynist.  In return, I had a physically unattractive but mature, intelligent and tender boss.  I felt lucky and was grateful.  He makes me horny.  I'm his whore.  He made me say it in various ways, made me say out loud what I silently thought of myself.  He even had it written on my business card and had me read aloud my position in the company.  "You can give one to Dídac," he had told me.  "The rest of the taco is for other potential clients. " I was getting excited thinking I was his whore and my panties were getting wet when I sucked him off under the table.  I'm sucking off an old man, because he pays me for it and, for that very reason, he can ask me or even demand me to do other, worse things.  Was it normal for those thoughts to turn me on so much? 

	I rubbed my clitoris with one hand.  Daniel was already asleep, next to me. He's snoring; he's asleep.  We had made love, but neither of us had cum.  I wouldn't come either with that handjob I was giving myself.  Just a little more. . .  

	My thoughts returned to the idea of being a boss.  They had inevitably strayed to Gerardo, but I again fantasized about the possibility of being a boss and having people in charge of me.  The truth is that it was a tempting prospect, both professionally and sexually. Sexually. . .  I understand very well why Gerardo decided to do it.  Having a personal assistant for everything, ready to meet almost any demand. . .  It must be very stimulating.  But, in reality, I already had that and, moreover, with a contract before the Church (and not before a notary who happens to be a friend) and not indefinitely, but until death would separate us.  Besides, and for some strange reason, I prefer to be the secretary and not the boss, at least outside the house.  Gerardo. . .  I like my husband submissive and a dominant lover.  For me, it's the balance.  I mentioned above, on one occasion, that there was a young, attractive man in the office.  He was the one who had opened the door for me on the day of the interview.  He belonged to Tiburcio's section, but when I met him, he never missed an opportunity to flirt with me.  Until now I had resisted his charms, mainly because I didn't want to get him in any trouble with Gerardo.  Even though Gerardo was not his boss, he was one of the owners of the company.  That man, Mario was his name, no doubt thought he was very macho, judging by the way he flirted with women.  I wasn't the only one he flirted with.  But I got the impression that he hadn't yet discovered his true nature.  Oh yes, sometimes I fantasized about subverting him, about changing him and bringing him to what I was convinced was his true self.  Sometimes I dreamed about it, but mostly I was doing it this past week.  Daniel could use a young lover, not to replace Gerardo, but to complement him.  And Gerardo. . .  it wouldn't hurt for me to make things a little more difficult for him.  I'm making everything too easy for him and that's not cool.  

	"Is he masturbating or does he have someone under the table? ", I commented on my cell phone some moving pictures, as I masturbated next to my husband.  Daniel was a sound sleeper and would not be awakened by the dim light of the cell phone. And if he wakes up, so much the better!  It's good that he knows he left me unsatisfied, even if I left him no choice.  "If I were boss," I went on to comment, "would I dare to have an employee like that, doing the same thing Gerard does with me?  It would be an interesting prospect. . . " "If I were the boss," I commented another image, with a cunnilingus under the table, "I would have a clear, transparent and fair method for evaluating promotions and salary increases. One of my maxims would be that anyone who wanted to be promoted should start at the bottom

	A little more, just a little more.  No, no, not that much, careful!  I posted the comment and turned off my cell phone. This was getting too dangerous, if I wanted to make it to the last day without cumming. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Incoherent, whiny, self-centered. . . .  The brave man is brave until the coward wants him to be.  You can't understand goodness without evil, beauty without ugliness, a hotwife without the cuckold who completes her.  Otherwise, she would be an unfaithful wife or a runaway slut. Fifty percent of that unit is incoherent, whiny and self-centered, and no offense, I wouldn't know which.  Can you empathize?  Shouldn't the blacksmith respect the horseshoe he strikes? 

	  

	Wow, either it's Daniel who wrote this or he has a legion of defenders (and this comment is just the tip of the iceberg).  

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"My husband wants to feel what I feel.  I think that beyond the visual and pornographic spectacle, that's what a lot of cuckolds crave:  to feel like a woman, while still being a man.  And I mean FEELING, not doing the same things a woman does.  I'm not talking about bisexuality or anything like that.  At least in Daniel's case, what has always interested him most about my adventures have been my emotions and my motivations. But to get to feel like a woman, you also have to know how to suffer:  waxing hurts, heels hurt, the little ass is uncomfortable, although exciting at

	If I can, he can. 

	That is his incoherence:  wanting, but complaining; desiring, but whining. And his egocentrism:  getting excited seeing me and imagining me submissive, but putting up obstacles to offer me the same. 

	If I can, he can

	  

	***

	  

	"I wish you were here," I typed into the cell phone. I hadn't been able to fall asleep and had picked up my cell phone again. 

	"If you want to masturbate thinking about me, do it with the teddy bear I gave you. " Gerard had not been slow to answer me, despite the stormy hours. Fortunately, I had my cell phone on silent. 

	I was masturbating.  What was he doing? 

	The giant bear was in the bedroom.  I could use it now and Daniel wouldn't even wake up. {And if he does, so much the better! } In the beginning, when he had given it to me, I had masturbated with it in the bedroom, with my husband listening from the dressing room.  I had done it on Sundays - following his instructions - to mentally prepare myself for my Monday reunion with my boss.  After that, the habit had worn off.  Like anything new, it's exciting at first, but boring at the end.  {You could do it again, though.  Tonight you could do it.  It's been a while since you've done it.  Just think, if Daniel finds you out. . .  You'd be cheating on him with a teddy bear, right under his nose, while he's sleeping. . . } 

	"What are you wearing? " my boss wasapeted. 

	"I'm naked," I replied

	"Are you horny? 

	"Yes!  You don't know how!  I miss you.  I haven't cum all week. You see in the videos how I get," I wrote to him. 

	[You're worse than a teenager!  Look at you chatting at this hour with your. . .  your. . .  boyfriend?  

	"Good girl," was her response. 

	"Wear something sexy," was her next message, a few seconds later. 

	"Now? 

	"Yes.  Why not? 

	Well. . .  

	"Fuck the, thinking of me

	Now?  I looked at the bear.  Causally, his name was Gerard.  He was leaning against the wall, presiding over our bedroom.  I couldn't really see him, as the room was dark and the cell phone light was dazzling me in any case. But I knew he was there. 

	"I always think of you," I wrote to him. 

	"And have Daniel record you and send me the video," Gerardo wasapeó. Our messages had crossed. 

	"Now? 

	I looked at my husband.  He was sleeping. Snoring.  

	"Yes.  Why not, is there a problem? 

	[You can't wake Daniel up, especially not for that!  

	I looked back to where the giant bear was.  I felt there was something obscene about it, not in the bear itself, but in the purpose it served.  A teddy bear is a toy for a girl, but nevertheless, my boss was making me rub myself with it in a lewd way, like a bitch in heat.  It was hard to cum, rubbing only my pelvis against the doll's, without using my hand.  But Gerard didn't want me to cum, only to be ready to see him on Monday. It's an obscenity.  Vicky had asked about the bear, upon seeing him.  And I'd had to tell her a lie.  God, I could never tell her that!  {She's going to end up realizing that the bear is starting to wear out in that area}.  

	[You are crazy if you do this, if you wake up our husband for that].  Even if I don't wake him up, I'm crazy.  

	"Wait," I replied to my boss. I carefully got out of bed and went out to the dressing room. 

	"Like this? ", I asked, sending her a picture in lingerie, taken through the dressing room mirror

	"Has Daniel seen you with theyet? " asked Gerardo. 

	"No," I replied.  Daniel had heard me with the bear.  He knew what I was doing with him.  But he hadn't seen me do it.  That was forbidden to me. Thehad meanings for me that I preferred Daniel not to witness, if it was ever the case that he would make them real. 

	"Then I'd rather you wore white lingerie

	"How about now," I wrote, sending him the following photo

	"Do you have a white garter? 

	"Now? ", I wasapeéed, after putting the garter on one leg.  The garter, actually, was unnecessary to hold up the stockings, as I was already wearing the garter belt for that. But I knew what Gerardo intended. 

	"Make up," she replied

	Why am I playing along?  Why am I doing this?  Why am I so horny?  

	I disappeared into the bathroom to put on my makeup. 

	"Three things are missing," my boss responded to the last photo. "One:  Write lipstick on a buttock 'mine

	"Mine" or "Yours? " It wasn't the same thing.  It wasn't the same for me to tell my husband that it was his as it was for him to "write" on my buttock that it was his.  "Mine" in one case, "his" in the other.  But he had said to write mine, so it was no use my reflecting on those glimpses. 

	"Already? ", I asked, after sending her a picture of her back, in the reflection of the bathroom mirror

	"Two:  Why aren't you wearing the choker? 

	He didn't wear it because he didn't wear it at home, much less to sleep. Daniel already has enough to deal with without having to wear the choker all the time.  He already sees me wearing it when I go to and from work.  

	"Put it on

	For practical reasons, I kept the choker in my closet on the dresser. often got up before my husband so I didn't have to wake him up when I took it. 

	"Three:  Do it by reciting the synonyms for whore

	"Spanish, English and French - but don't cum! "

	"And send me the video.  A short one by WhatsApp. The long one by the box that one or however you prefer

	I'm crazy doing this.  But it was a vacation and there was no need to get up early. 

	-Daniel, honey, wake up! You have to do something. 

	  

	***

	  

	ifideleteit:  

	"Hi Gema.  You say that your husband gave you freedom, because before being a hotwife you were too controlled.  Perhaps, to understand the Gem of now, you could do a sketch of that earlier Gem.  Now that you are on vacation, would you like to do that? Thank you. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Before my husband, I had only had one boyfriend, who, by the way, deflowered me.  I had a normal education, although somewhat conservative, as I spent several years in a boarding school for nuns.  Then I met my husband, we got married and soon had our daughter.  My husband, by the way, was deflowered by me.  So I'm afraid the poor guy will only ever taste this one bunny in his life. I am not willing to share him with another woman; I am too jealous for that. 

	It was my husband who convinced me to become a hotwife and I, at first, rejected it outright.  At first I thought he wouldn't want me or that he wanted an excuse to sleep with someone else (or maybe he had already done it and was looking to relieve his bad conscience). But, little by little, by insisting, the idea began to blossom until one night it coincided that on the one hand I gave in and on the other hand a seductive opportunity presented itself (Silvestre). 

	What I have learned is that I need to keep my husband's mind busy.  He is quiet on the outside, but very restless on the inside.  It's not good for him to be bored; he feels better when I keep his fantasies and realities busy.  That's why I know that, although in part my history with Gerardo doesn't entirely please him, it's what he needs.  Good medicine tends to make her bitter.  He also has a certain tendency to dominate, but it's not his natural state and it doesn't make him happy.  If I do not assert myself as dominant, it is as if there is a power vacuum that he tries to fill, even if it does not make him happy.  This doesn't happen premeditated, it's subconscious.  It has taken me a while to figure it out and understand it.  Daniel is happiest when I dominate him.  What happens is that maybe I am not a born dominatrix either and I am not as good at this as I would like to be. I should be more consistent, more severe, but it's hard for me to keep up the level for a long time

	  

	***

	  

	Gerardo waited for me at the airport.  I arrived with a big suitcase, with the minimum a girl needs for a week, especially if she wants to surprise her man.  Gerardo greeted me with a kiss. I felt strange, after two weeks without kissing him, without seeing him, but soon the memories of those magical, dark nights came back to my mind. 

	I was wearing a cropped top, which left part of my tummy exposed.  I had been on a diet for the past two weeks and had managed to lose a couple of kilos.  The top had long sleeves and had areas of lace, though nothing scandalous, as Gerard preferredclass rather than gratuitously showing too much flesh.  To match, I wore a short skirt with the same type of lace.  My feet were encased in thigh-high mesh boots with a high heel.  It wasn't the most comfortable for traveling, but I hoped it would please him.  Gerardo was crazy about stockings with garter belts and those boots that were just below my skirt were reminiscent of stockings.  I had bought them specifically for the trip.  My husband had accompanied me shopping and had told me I looked like a whore when I tried them on, to which I had replied with another wink that yes, but not a cheap one.  I had bought the outfit specifically with my boss in mind.  After all, that was what it was all about:  giving him the best experience of his life and making him proud to have hired me.  

	It wasn't just about the money anymore, it was also about something on an emotional level. I wouldn't know what to do if he got bored and fired me.  I had moved in a certain direction with him, leaving behind my initial scruples of dating a man much older than me, I had invested a lot in this relationship, putting my all into it, and I had also received a lot in return.  Among other things, I had learned to let my mind go blank after each session with him.  I felt protected by him and unprotected by him at the same time.  It was almost an addictive feeling.  [Not almost, it's addictive, can't you see that? ] 

	After kissing me, a man, apparently accompanying Gerardo, took my luggage.  It was the first time I had seen this man and I thought he might be a friend or someone he had hired to help us with the luggage. What a waste, but a nice gesture!  The check-in counters were right there and, apart from my suitcase, he only carries a small carry-on bag with the bare necessities:  basic makeup, tissues, passport, cell phone, wallet, birth control pills, aspirin and a spare pair of panties.  Gerardo didn't like anal sex, so he didn't need lubricant.  The man took my suitcase and I disengaged myself from it, focusing my attention on my benefactor, the man to whom I was going to offer the best vacation of his life.  He deserved it and I liked to do things right. knew that, despite his difficulties in dealing with it, my husband was proud when he pulled out all the. 

	We arrived at the check-in counter and presented our passports for our boarding passes.  Gerardo lifted his suitcase to the conveyor belt to check it in. Why doesn't the man he hired do it?  At that moment I turned around, looking for mine, but neither my suitcase nor the man was there.  Both had disappeared. verge of panic, I looked at Gerardo, trying to explain to him that my suitcase had just been stolen because of my clumsiness and for believing that the man was with him. 

	-Anything to check in, ma'am? asked the woman behind the counter. 

	-No, he is not carrying anything. We will buy everything you need in Mexico," answered Gerardo. 

	  

	***

	  

	fandegemma (wow, I even had an official fan and this time I knew for sure, one hundred percent, that it wasn't my husband)

	"Hello, dear Gema.  First, I want to thank you that, although you are enjoying your vacation with Gerardo, you take time to give us details of these days so intense and so special for you.  And, on the other hand, I want to tell you that I love your subtle way of giving us clues of what is happening to you so that our imagination flies and rises to the most morbid.  You also play with our mind and you know it ;-) The photos of the shadows with the hat, gorgeous. A huge kiss. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Thanks to you for reading me and answering.  The days are passing and I still don't know how to propose it to Gerardo, but I will certainly do it. But first I want to make sure he knows what he has with me, so he won't reject my request

	  

	And if you read this book, from the bottom of my heart, thank you for all you have done for me, fandegemma.  

	  

	fandegemma:  

	"Hello, dear Gemma.  I would like to ask you something that makes me curious:  How do you combine your life as a hotwife with your life as a mother?  Please don't misunderstand me, I would just like to know how you do it, when you "play" with your husband without your daughter noticing.  I don't know if I'm making myself clear.  And, on the other hand, could you please tell me about that last day with your husband, before going on vacation with Gerardo, as you always do, with that morbidness that turns us on so much?  A thousand thanks in advance. Bss. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I try to avoid commenting on my stories about my daughter.  I don't think she plays any part in them.  Of course, it's not as simple as my stories might imply.  It's just that I avoid talking about her; I avoid describing the things we have to do so that she doesn't notice. I think it is fair to her not to include her in the stories and I think it also lightens the rhetoric not to have to tell what we have had to do to avoid her. 

	That said, regarding my games with Gerardo, it's not that difficult:  I officially have a new job, well paid, where I am required to travel.  Other times I simplymeet some friends in Madrid and sleep over with one of them, because she lives in the center and is closer. And other times, I take advantage of the fact that our daughter is away to sleep with a friend or her boyfriend. 

	As for playing with my husband, it's even easier, because it happens mostly in the bedroom and it's just a matter of not making too much noise.  The noisiest things, we take the opportunity to do them when she is out.  

	I will count the last day with my husband, but I don't know if I will be able to do it from Mexico with my cell phone or I will have to do it later

	  

	fandegemma:  

	"I'm a newbie at this and I'm not clear to answer you about your answer regarding what I asked you about your daughter, so I'm doing it here.  Someday I will be clear; sorry.  Just a thousand thanks for your prompt response and for answering me as you have done; understanding perfectly everything you said about not bringing your daughter in, so I thank you twice.  And regarding your last day with your husband, I appreciate very much that you accept the proposal.  For my part, no rush. A big kiss

	
  

	fandegemma:  

	"Good morning, Gema.  I have never liked the word WHORE, as well as the word cuckold.  In this life we always want to put labels on everything and I think the world has so much diversity that a personality as full of nuances as yours can not be put a name or pigeonholed in hotwife or other words.  You are a free person, in love with your life and exploring your innermost limits.  With a person who accompanies you on that special journey.  For many it's not like that. A big kiss. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"From Bruce Lee's Tao (I have read the first chapters, up to where he starts talking about martial arts; my husband has read the whole thing):  If you try to define it, if you put an adjective on it, you destroy it.  Those are not the exact words, but the meaning is.  You are right:  we tend to put labels on everything, but these are never the reality. put a label on it and with it we destroy reality with its infinite nuances. 

	I wrote the word WHORE, precisely to provoke.  You don't have to be afraid of labels either.  Yes, I am a whore.  But there is much more; there are nuances. . .  infinite.  I'm not afraid of that name, because I know it doesn't describe me completely, and also because being a WHORE doesn't have to be something negative, even if it traditionally has those connotations.  Women who do that job freely -because they want to- are worthy of my admiration.  Doesn't GIGOLÓ sound so bad? It's time we remove the negative connotations to women's free sexual behavior. 

	Thanks for bringing this up, it's just what I intended. A big kiss for you

	  

	fandegemma:  

	"Hello Gema.  I hope that on your vacation with Gerardo you don't stop feeding our desires with your entries and that we don't miss you too much.  For me, personally, you are already part of my daily life.  And I thank you very much for the effort you make to share this part of your life with us.  I would like to ask you what your husband thinks about this vacation with Gerardo, is he afraid?  And another doubt:  Even though your husband is sometimes incoherent, whiny, self-centered? you love him more than anything? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"If there was a Gema fan club, you would be the president!  Do me a favor:  would you put on your tumblr my blogs that you like the most?  Don't put too many, just a selection of the best of the best. I'm curious to know what things you lean towards. 

	Daniel is really afraid.  He's afraid of how being with Gerardo for a week, sleeping in his bed, eating with him, letting me do. . .  He's afraid of how he might transform me.  It's not that he's afraid I'll stop loving him or that I'll fall in love with Gerardo.  He wonders how it might affect me psychologically.  On the emotional side he feels quite secure and he has reasons for that, as I remind him of them almost daily. The more intense the relationship with another man, the more the husband has to be reminded that this is just a game and that, deep down, in his heart, he is the only one. 

	To be honest, I am afraid too, and my fears coincide with my husband's.  I feel I am entering a dark territory, where wolves reign.  I feel like I'm entering a dark territory, where wolves rule.  But I also think that, at this stage of my life, I don't have time for fear.  I have to trust myself and I have my husband's support.  I'm curious to know what's in that territory. want to find out why it fascinates me, at the same time that it scares me. 

	your question about whether I love my husband more than anything else, have I answered you with the above? 

	  

	fandegemma:  

	"Good morning! ! !  I just saw the picture of the girl with the bear and a question came to my mind:  on those bad days that we all have, when you feel physically and morally exhausted and you need to feel wrapped up, protected, supported. . .  who do you turn to?  Who is the person you turn to in order to feel embraced and forget about the rest of the world?  Is it your husband that person who surrounds you and makes you feel better?  Or is it Gerardo?  Thank you once again. A big kiss. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Usually it's my husband.  Sometimes it is the teddy bear when he is not available. In Gerardo I don't take refuge, although it's true that, after being with him, I feel a special peace and then I embrace him and let my mind go blank

	  

	Above all, I feel an enormous peace when on those days that you describe, he whips me until tears come to my eyes.  In those moments, all the problems spill out along with the tears and after the pain, I embrace it and feel peace.  

	  

	fandegemma:  

	"Hello Gema.  There are so many questions I would like to ask you that I don't know where to start.  But I don't want to break those moments of reflection and internal debate that you have inside you right now.  I just want to tell you that it is not courage that you lack, it is love and passion that you have too much of.  You know that, if you accept, you will be 100% involved without looking back and with all the consequences.  And you will.  Never stop being YOU; it's what we love about you and makes you different. Big kiss. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Thank you for your comments.  I am also taking advantage of this retrospection of my life to continue writing my story in the second book. I think I only have one chapter to go now

	  

	***

	  

	The eve of Gema's trip with her boss to Mexico was for me, just as she had promised me.  She had assured me that that last night, before her trip, she would make any fantasy of mine come true. Only her ass would be forbidden territory for me. 

	You deserve it, for being kind and for trusting me so much," my wife had explained.  And also for having behaved excellently this last week. 

	Gemma had kept me caged in the chastity device continuously, since she started her vacation two weeks ago.  Not even to take a shower had she allowed me to take it off.  I had had to cover the lock with a plastic cover so it wouldn't rust.  And I had had to clean my parts with the jet of the shower head, to try to reach all the corners.  And I had fucked, as I had announced, every day my asshole. It was stinging from the friction, despite the abundant lubricant my wife had used. 

	-Don't think I've forgotten that at first you put up resistance and kept complaining like a child," my wife had commented, sternly but sweetly.  It was a mixture that only she was capable of expressing.  But this last week, I finally got the impression that you have finally come to accept the order of things. You have been especially sensual and affectionate, even knowing that Gerardo would take advantage of this week with him to transform me. 

	A week was one hundred and sixty-eight hours.  It was ten thousand eighty minutes.  It was a long time that I would be with him uninterruptedly.  Gerardo would undoubtedly try to turn my wife into his ideal submissive secretary. {Secretary?  It's more than that and you know it}.  It is to say the least.  The reader understands me.  {He's her official partner, at least in the eyes of her family and friends} How could Gemma be so dominant with me and so submissive with him?  Precisely with him!  I wasn't complaining about her being dominant with me.  If anything made it possible for her to accept her boss's old man it was just that, that he was.  My ass was stinging and my feet were aching.  He makes me put on the high heels he bought me, as if I were a transvestite.  {What are you complaining about now?  Don't you want to know what it feels like to be her?  Besides, isn't everything easier this way? } Yes it was.  If I openly oppose her relationship with him I lose her.  She loves him!  

	-Will you do anything for me tonight? asked cautiously. 

	-Yes, that's right," my wife replied in a husky, sultry voice.  Anything that doesn't involve my ass.  Oh, don't make that face!  You can kiss it, if you want. But you can't penetrate it, if that's what you intend. 

	-Then first of all, take this off," I told her, pointing to my chastity device.  And now, I want you to make yourself pretty for me.  Make up. Yes, like when you're with him. When you're done, open the closet and put on something I bought you. 

	Gema looked at me strangely, but followed my instructions without asking. You also follow his instructions without asking, don't you?  

	My wife finished putting on her makeup in the bathroom.  I heard her open the dresser closet.  There she would find a fine lingerie set with a corset, including matching panties and stockings.  Underneath the set I would see the handcuffs Gerardo had lent her for her exercises.  

	Gema returned to the bedroom beautiful and heeled, but with a face that said she knew my shots would go that way. You promised me, Gema!  She had cuffed herself, hands behind her back, as she did with Gerardo.  She looked amazing.  In the bright light of the bedroom she looked especially beautiful.  Because I know you've put yourself like this for me.  I knew Gemma preferred dimmer light (or darkness), but I liked seeing her.  Plus, as you say, Gerardo also always leaves the light on.  

	-You are very beautiful," I praised my wife.  No wonder Gerardo is crazy about you.  -I could understand perfectly why the old man liked my wife. Although with him I suppose you'll put on a submissive face and not that slight smirk you've been giving me.  

	My wife's eyes went to one of the small tables.  I had put it aside and carefully placed the cell phone on it. What do you think I'm going to do, Gema?  

	-Come closer.  -I had tried to say it gently, but surprisingly my tone had come out slightly bossy.  Nevertheless, my wife obeyed.  

	I kissed her. The next whole week you will be hers.  But tonight you're mine.  It feels good to kiss you like a man, no chastity device, no panties or stockings or heels.  Then I put my hands on her shoulders.  I exerted light pressure on them.  My wife understood instantly.  Gerardo has her well trained, I have to admit that, but she is my wife!  My wife knelt before me.  Strangely (and to my shame), my cock was still not hard.  What's wrong with me?  It hung limp between my legs, in front of my wife'. 

	-Please, can I put it in my mouth?  -my wife begged.  

	How are you so delicious?  So irresistible?  Was that how she begged her boss, without him even having to tell her?  How well trained he has you, but you're my woman, not his!  I growled excitedly.  And Gema took my flaccid cock in her mouth.  How do you do it with Gerardo?  It didn't take long for my cock to react.  Gema's submissive streak came out automatically, even with me.  I just have to treat her according to her needs.  {Don't you believe it.  She knows how to act, no doubt.  But is she doing it instinctively or is she doing it premeditatedly, to let you feel dominant for once? } In any case, I deserved it.  I had earned it.  

	Gema looked into my eyes, as she sucked me submissively.  Her eyes flashed for an instant.  "You can experience what Gerardo experiences with me always.  It will be an exception; with him it's the rule," I was told. Or did I imagine it?  

	As my wife said in her stories, she liked to suck a flaccid cock until she could get it hard.  It didn't take long for mine to get hard.  But that was not the reason it had been flaccid at first.  The cause of that, I didn't know.  Fortunately, it didn't take long for my cock to react.  Gema ran her tongue over myballs, reaching all the way to my perineum.  She's displaying her best tricks, just like she does with him.  {Ah!  But surely she prefers to do that with a well-endowed horndog? } Well then, I don't know what she does with him.  {He may not be physically well endowed, but at least he's a goreador} At least she's said she'll find herself a younger, better endowed lover!  Yes, Gemma had assured me that she would try to get a younger hornier, a co-worker at the office who, apparently, was a real Don Juan.  I smiled.  You're not good enough for her, Gerardo; you're not good enough for her.  {You're not good enough for her either! } 

	My wife was visibly excited. I'm no longer your plan B?  {Of course not.  You're her plan C.  You'll never be her plan A}.  A new glint became visible in my wife's eyes.  "I'm doing this so you know what you're usually missing," she glared at me, in the briefest of moments.  "All of this I offer generously to any of my lovers. But with you, it is and will be the exception. "

	-Get on the bed. Get on all fours," I ordered stupidly. 

	Gemma obeyed, although, evidently, the four-legged thing was an impossibility, with her hands cuffed behind her back. looked at me, mocking my dominance with her gaze. 

	-I'm sure you know how to do it better," I said, frustrated. Surely with Gerardo you work harder.  

	{You're right.  With Gerardo she wouldn't have stood there looking at you like that.  She would have found a solution to satisfy her desires.  See how you're not good for this? } 

	Gemma leaned forward and let herself fall forward.  The mattress cushioned the impact of her face.  In the absence of hands, her head served as a foothold. {She does it only because she promised you tonight, not because as dominant you deserve it.  He does it out of mercy}. With her head on the mattress and her ass up, my wife waited for the next instructions from me. 

	I ran my hand over her vulva,she's wet!  I put one finger in, then the second and penetrated her with them.  It was not the first time I put my fingers in her vagina.  I did it during cunnilingus, to excite her more.  But it was the first time I did it like that.  No, not the first time.  I tried it before I convinced you to become a hotwife.  But you always refused.  You never let yourself be handled like that by me.  {Remember, now she lets herself be handled like that by her hornywifes} Why not by me, Gema?  I pulled my fingers out of her sex and took them into her mouth.  Incredibly, Gema sucked them greedily, tasting herself.  With me you never let yourself do this, why do you now?  {Gerardo has her well trained} No!  I would have done it with Silvestre or Luis Alberto too.  It's only with me that you don't. . .  {Do you see how you're only his plan C?  This is just a mirage}.  I plunged my fingers into her vagina again, making her moan.  Then I pulled them out, fully lubricated, and caressed her anus with them.  

	-You told me I could do whatever I wanted," I said. Come on, Gema, ask me!  Gerardo doesn't even care about your ass, does he? asked, hesitating for a. 

	-That's right, love.  Whatever you want.  Although that hole, you know I keep it reserved for my lovers.  I don't even let Mr.  Ripoll go there. But if you want, I promised you that today you could do anything with me

	I was petrified for several seconds.  At the beginning, she had reminded me that her ass was forbidden territory for me.  And now, she was offering it to me. Have I turned you on so much?  Is that what you want?  {And you?  Is it what you really want? } I had never penetrated her from behind.  She'd let another man, Silvestre, deflower her from behind.  Why didn't I take the reins?  Maybe it wouldn't have been so hard.  Look at it now!  {Difficult, no.  Impossible.  You're not cut out for this.  Looks can be deceiving. } 

	Gema wiggled her little ass tantalizingly, inviting me to penetrate her from behind for the first time. My first time.  In return, she has taken me in the ass so many times already. . .  My wife's eyes sparkled:  "You have my heart, but that privilege belongs to them, to my lovers.  You tempt me with the movement of your ass, but with your eyes you tell me the opposite?  {You are the one who says it to yourself and you do it because you know that it is not your place.  In the order of things, they must have the privilege of something special}.  But Gerardo doesn't care!  all have our fetishes and Gerardo had many, but, apparently, this was not one of them. 

	I rummaged in a drawer.  At once, Gemma shuddered at the cold gel dripping on her anus. Come on, baby, you crave it!  Ask me!  {To you?  To her plan C? } My wife moaned as she felt her anus open, allowing him to penetrate her.  The plug went in with difficulty, even though she had taken the smallest of the three I had given her through Sylvester.  The third one, the biggest one, was now used by Gema with me.  You have a very unaccustomed ass, Gema.  How long has it been since anyone has penetrated you from behind?  What a shame, what a waste, after all that Silvestre advanced with you!  But I'm not going to waste this opportunity.  No, I wasn't going to be the one to calm my wife's desires, no matter how much I was tempted to do it.  {Exactly, you mustn't!  It would be going against the natural order} None of that!  I prefer not to satisfy those longings of hers.  I'd rather they remain unanswered, on my part, but, above all, on Gerard's.  Yes, then Gemma would have a motivation.  Yes, so Gema would have an extra motivation to find herself a different lover.  Maybe that co-worker?  Maybe she would forget about Gerardo.  Yes, I can play chess too!  

	I could not restrain myself and gave her a resounding spank on her buttock.  Then, excited and regretful, I kissed her. Forgive me!  

	-Up, Gema," I ordered, emboldened. I'm in charge.  Things are going well.  

	Gemma turned around, though not without difficulty, her hands cuffed with the hard cuffs behind her back.  I helped her to position herself, her head on the edge of the bed.  I climbed off the bed and stood behind her.  This temptation I can't resist.  And it's not forbidden territory, is it? With one hand, I lowered my cock until I got my glans pointed at her half-open, predisposed mouth. 

	-Please, fuck my mouth. Put it all the way in me," my wife begged. 

	Is that how you plead with him?  What a delicious bitch you are!  {You're wrong if you think she says it to you.  She says it because she knows it's what you want to hear, but with Gerardo she says it because she really wants to}.  Gema looked at me and her eyes spoke for her, "I only want to do it because I'm curious how far I'll get to swallow her, after these two weeks of dildo training.  Will I be ready for what awaits me with Gerardo in Mexico?  What do you think, beloved husband? 

	In response, my cock was making its way into my mouth.  Her tongue caressed it, at the same time lubricating it.  Little by little, incredibly, my cock went all the way down her throat.  More, Gema?  Do you want more?  I don't want to hurt you! But my wife's eyes answered, "And what do you think Gerardo will do? 

	My wife stifled a vomit and started coughing.  I immediately pulled my dick out of my wife's sweet mouth. Did I hurt you?  Forgive me!  I'm an idiot.  Gema looked at me disappointed, as soon as she recovered.  "All the training has been in vain! " her eyes expressed. "I've hardly made any progress. "

	My dick, according to my wife, was like Gerardo's. {Yes, like that old man's}.  But I had barely managed to penetrate her with it.  With the dildo it seemed that my wife had managed to engulf it deeper. But the position was different. 

	Gema had failed with her practices.  It had hardly done any good.  And I had failed supervising her. {Oh, but she hasn't failed with your little ass!  The first week was hard, but now you're going in so much easier.  It hasn't all been for nothing}.  As much as I hated that I did it for him, I hated it more that he looked at me like that, with that look of having failed and not living up to it.  If your desire is to be a whore, you're going to be the best.  You know I like you to succeed, whatever you do, whether I like it or not.   

	Harlot.  Fille de Joie.  Meretrix.  The words my wife had used while masturbating with Gerard Bear came to mind.  Pleasure girl was a name I liked. And meretriz too; it comes from merit and you deserve everything.  {You're wrong.  Meretriz doesn't come from there}.  I know, but I like to think it does.  It was a term that went back to Roman times.  It was a woman who married for financial interest.  No, not with me.  With me you married for love.  I was as poor as you.  {It's even more interesting:  The priestesses of the temples made extra money for themselves and the temple by offering sexual services in exchange for a "donation", all this, of course, under the guise of some religious rite}.  Oh, Isis. . .  even if you were not the only one, you were the greatest.  {Yes, even the Romans -some- worshipped this Egyptian goddess.  By the way, she brought back her husband from the realm of the dead}.  Gemma was capable of that, she was capable of killing me, if I kept it up, and resurrecting me.  {From there the term passed to single, non-professional women, who practiced prostitution from time to time as a vice and to make a little extra money}.  Amateur.  A hobby recognized by the laws of Pompeii.  Not like nowadays, when everything is forbidden or illegal, even though we live in a democracy.  Meretriz was a very nice word, but puta, being much coarser, was certainly more exciting.  Even empresses like Messalina had practiced as meretrices, amateur prostitutes.  {But there's more:  In some historical texts it is said that men would enter their women in temples of Isis and other deities with similar practices, as a kind of intensive course, so that they would learn. . .  Is that what you really intend with Gemma?  Is that what you have intended from the beginning? } The arrival of Christianity had screwed everything up, both the professional practice of prostitution and the amateur practice of prostitutes.  {You haven't answered my question.  There you have a warning for navigators:  there were women who preferred to stay in the temples than to return to their husbands. . . } 

	I rummaged through the drawer. I made noise on purpose, to make my wife wonder what I was up to. 

	Turn around," I ordered. 

	Gema obeyed, lying face down.  I stood behind her, with my erect cock on her buttocks. Don't think the temptation is not great, Gema. her handcuffs with the key. 

	Gema turned around, surprised, when she heard again the metallic click of the handcuffs closing. I had handcuffed. 

	Put this on, honey," I said, pointing my nose at his harness

	Are you sure that's what you want?  she asked incredulously

	-Yes.  I just realized that I'd rather it was you. . .  you know. . . " I stammered embarrassed.  I blushed.  The only thing. . .  in the end. . .  could we make love in the missionary position? I need to cum inside you, before you go with him. 

	{There were brothels of amateur women -meretrices-, where they gathered to offer their services to men.  But I don't remember anything similar on the part of men}.  

	-Of course, love! my wife answered me, full of satisfaction and apparently proud of me for how I had advanced in terms of my sexuality.  Are you going to clean mommy later with your mouth? 

	Yes, ma'am," I replied. 

	I have tried, Gema.  It could be good for that, to dominate you.  You wouldn't need Gerardo for that.  As smart and cultured as you say he is, I am as smart and cultured, though not as ruthless.  But we both know I feel more comfortable in this role.  I don't see you dominant with lovers and submissive with me.  It's a possibility, but I don't see you.  And I don't see me.  

	-Lie face up on the bed, with your head on the edge," my wife ordered me, as she put on the harness.  And open your buttocks. I need to prepare your little ass for what's coming next," she instructed me, as she pulled out of the drawer the largest of the three plugs I had once given her through Silvestre. 

	{Did you admit her to the temple to learn?  Or to teach you? } 

	-Gerardo can touch me whenever and wherever he wants," my wife observed, as she applied cold lubricant to my anus.  It's his privilege as a goreador.  I like it when he does it as he pleases, even if it sometimes makes me uncomfortable.  I've always liked that, when gored men are dominant and take such liberties. Now you understand, don't you, love? 

	answering him, I moaned, as I felt the plug suddenly push its way through my asshole. 

	-After all, it is not only his right, but also his obligation.  With Gerardo it goes one step further, since I am his whore by contract.  

	You are not his whore.  You are my priestess of Isis.  You are my Empress Messalina.  

	-As a hotwife I want to, but as a whore, I do the job for which you pay me," my wife continued.  Lie down here, on the edge of the bed, face up. Yes, like this, like me before," she indicated. 

	I obeyed. You are my Sex Goddess.  

	-You, my husband, in return, must be more respectful of my body.  You can caress me tenderly, but if the caress becomes sexual, you must seek my approval.  It doesn't need to be verbal, you already know that.  A simple gesture or a look is enough.  But sometimes you take liberties that do not correspond to you and you touch me in an impudent way, as if you were a goreador.  Sometimes I let you do it, let you indulge in fantasy and experience what Gerardo, his clients and friends feel with me.  I find it adorable how you try to behave like a goreador, but you don't succeed.  

	Gema put her plastic cock within reach of my mouth.  Obediently, anticipating her desires, I opened my mouth. {So, all those moving pictures she posted weren't for Gerardo, they were for you?  You know what I mean. . . } 

	-When I come back from this vacation with him, I want you to keep touching me the same way.  I don't want you to change anything, love," my wife assured me. But I want you to know that I will punish you for your insolence, when you touch me inappropriately. 

	I looked at her confused, what was she up to? 

	-But you must do it, nonetheless.  As a husband, you must do it.  But as a cuckold, if you go too far, I will punish you.  Only a dominant cuckold has that right to do with me what he wants.  He takes what is rightfully his.  Remember that, when we are at Gerardo's house.  You won't always like what he does with me. You, in turn, will live between the fear of punishment for cheating and the anguish of doubt that you are falling short. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous:   

	"Hello Gema.  I don't even know where to start or who to turn to.  The thing is that I started more or less two years ago to feel the need for my wife to sleep with someone else in front of me.  I proposed it to her and I have had many responses from her.  To this day, the issue is a bit stagnant.  This is new and logically I don't talk about it with anyone, although on the Internet I have seen that there are people who think like me.  I saw about your book and I want to give it to them. I would like to talk to you. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:   

	"Hello anonymous. You can continue to send me messages through this same medium and I will be happy to reply. 

	What I can tell you is that it is normal for women to be afraid of this, even though we are the main beneficiaries.  No matter how much our husband encourages us to do it, we will always have the doubt of whether we are doing the right thing. Men don't mind being a Don Juan, but women do mind being a whore, if you know what I mean. 

	Try other means to free her up.  For example, try to get her to agree to go shopping with you, but let you choose her clothes.  Or try to take racy photos of her in public places (obviously where you are not known and when no one is looking).  These kinds of things help.  You should also behave in a more submissive way with her.  That on the one hand will make her see you not as an alpha male, but as a male provider. And on the other hand, it will help her palpate one of the benefits of taking thesexually

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hi Gema.  Following your answer about going shopping with her, she has promised to go out with me one day without underwear, and I will choose her wardrobe.  She has also promised me that I will be able to take pictures of her and then show them on the Internet, without showing her face, so that people can give their opinion.  And also to tell you that in bed she is the one who tells me stories. She gets excited, but she doesn't dare to take the step, because I think she thinks I'll ask her for the same thing and she tells me she's afraid that something will change

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"For her to take the next step, there needs to be the opportunity.  It's difficult, although in my case it was like that; I simply decided to go to the disco to flirt.  It's easier if she already knows a guy from the gym, dance classes or even work (although where you have your pot, don't stick your dick in) and she finds him attractive.  You will see that she will be more willing to flirt than before and at a given moment, she may end up going for it.  That is, you need her to socialize in environments where there may be attractive men, but the emphasis should be on socializing, not flirting, that will come later. Vacations, by the way, can also be a good time to take that step:  a faraway place where they don't know you, an attractive and unknown man, being relaxed and away from the stress and daily routine

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"More than the idea of looking at work or at the gym, the idea was to do it on a trip, and that's what I raised it from the beginning, since we will be married for ten years next year and we wanted to travel alone.  She told me Cuba, because she likes mulattos. But that's what I was telling you:  although in bed she's the one who brings up the subject and masturbates me talking about it, she says that not today.  I told you, there have been these years advances and she even does some toplessness, something unthinkable for her because of her shame

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Cuba seems like a very good idea to me. a very hygienic country, compared to others in the Caribbean, but it shares with them that very relaxed way of living sexuality

	  

	And in Cuba I almost slept with a stranger, but he was Russian, not Cuban, let alone brown.  

	  

	***

	  

	Gerardo rented a car at the airport and we drove to the hotel and checked in.  An employee offered to take our bags upstairs, although I should say suitcase, since mine had stayed in Madrid.  His job was therefore easy, but Gerardo tipped him generously nonetheless.  On the plane I hadn't missed it, but when I arrived at the hotel and saw Gerardo with his, I suddenly felt naked.  I only had on my clothes, my ID and my cell phone. As soon as I got the hotel wifi, I quickly texted my husband to let him know I had arrived safely and to tell him about the suitcase. 

	-You don't need this," Gerardo said, stripping me of my cell phone and even my papers.  He took the few belongings I had left and put them in the room's safe deposit box.  Daniel has my cell phone.  If there is something important, he will know how to notify me.  You'll be able to use yours at certain times of the day. This vacation is for us, isn't? 

	I nodded.  Gerardo took me by the shoulders and kissed me.  Then he hugged me, letting my face rest on his chest and caressed the back of my neck. He was right, that's what I had come for. 

	Two weeks without Gerardo had been a nice vacation to reconnect with my husband and myself, to decide if I wanted to continue being Gerardo's personal and special assistant.  It was clear to me that this was what I wanted.  In those two weeks I had realized that I had missed those slow but morbid sex sessions, that way of ordering and doing what he told me to do, that way of seducing me to go a step further. . .  What I was not clear about was how far I wanted to go; I only knew that I wanted to go a step further on that road.  And I also knew that, although I had the need to feel submissive with a man, it was not an easy piece.  I'm not going to make it that easy for you, Gerardo.  Sometimes my rebelliousness peeked into the light. . .  There was something I wanted in return that I had to skillfully negotiate with my boss.  My husband agreed to it, even if, as it could not be otherwise, it caused him partly satisfaction and partly new fears.  I wondered if Daniel would prefer the old fears to the new ones, but the fact was that the decision was not his. It is mine. . .  and Gerardo's decision.  {But, even if the men order, in the end it's the women who are in charge}.  

	-Let's see the view from here!  -my boss suggested.  He took me by the hand and led me to the balcony of the room, from which we could see the beautifully turquoise sea.  We were on the upper floors of the hotel.  The breeze brought the smell of salt.  Gerardo stood behind me and began to undress me.  The skirt fell, the top rode up.  The panties fell down. The bra unfastened and fell to the floor.  Throw them away," Gerardo ordered, pointing to my underwear on the balcony floor. 

	-What? exclaimed incredulously. 

	-Throw them away," my boss repeated, "Look at the infinite horizon. You don't need them. 

	-What if it falls on someone's head?  -I objected, as if my underwear weighed as much as a brick.  What if someone sees it?  What will they think?  

	Do you mind? 

	Not really," I answered honestly. 

	-Then prove it. Strip," he said, referring not only to my underwear, but to all the baggage I had brought with me, even though the suitcase had stayed in Madrid. 

	That was the imaginary conversation I had been having in my head with my boss. Why should I object to it?  I know very well how he would argue, what I would reply and what he would say.  I knew him.  We knew each other.  

	I swallowed saliva, picked up my underwear from the floor and dropped it over the balcony.  Not without some nostalgia, I watched as the wind and gravity blew my undergarments away from me. Stripped.  Naked.  {At least we have our boots left}.  [And the wedding ring].  

	Gerardo went into the room, leaving me alone and naked on the balcony and returned with the camera.  He didn't need to tell me anything; I knew what he wanted.  I did a few poses for him, there, on the balcony, while Gerardo photographed me from the room. didn't like obscene photos, he liked eroticism, sensuality and contrasts. 

	I like your boots," he finally said

	I knew he would love them, but until that moment I wasn't sure, as he hadn't mentioned them the whole trip. I had bought them specifically with him in mind, and I was glad to know that I had been right. 

	Taking advantage of the fact that the position of the last photo had been squatting, Gerardo returned to the balcony and stood in front of me.  Again, there was no need for me to say anything, I knew what he wanted.  Carefully, I unzipped his fly and pulled out his penis.  Other men would probably have it hard by now, but Gerard's was still flaccid.  I guessed it was a maturity thing. [Maturity?  What a fallacy!  Say age or, better yet, old age. ] I didn't care; ever since I had started with my first lover - Silvestre - to give blowjobs, I had developed a philia for feeling a soft cock getting hard in my mouth.  We were on the balcony and although the height gave us some cover, we were not completely sheltered from possible prying eyes.  Gerardo was usually cautious; he didn't like to make a fuss.  He liked to photograph me naked in off-the-beaten-path public places, but not blatantly have sex.  That he didn't mind being seen at the hotel, I supposed, was because we were thousands of miles from home.  Despite the reasoning, I was surprised by his attitude.  And we had just arrived.  The contrast, there it was again:  me naked and out in the open, at his feet, and him dressed and with his cock in my mouth. Gerardo took a picture. 

	I thought he would cum in my mouth, but ultimately he pulled his cock out and aimed it downward.  His cum landed on my shoulders and chest, marking me with his cum.  Gerardo pulled away satisfied and shot another picture. We just came.  

	Gerardo took one more picture of me.  I was still squatting on the balcony, in my fishnet boots, my legs open, showing him my sex.  Two days earlier I had gone to the beauty parlor to get the usual haircut and dye job, both top and bottom.  On that occasion, the appointment had been made by me and not by my boss.  However, I had not been attended by Mari Carme, who was on vacation.  The substitute had asked me if I wanted a wax.  Actually, more than a question, it had been a proposal.  Apparently, she had thought it was a great idea, because she had insisted on it.  He had said that it was the fashionable thing to do and had argued that for the summer season and the bikinis a well shaved pussy was the best.  But I had allowed him to slightly shave the contour and trim the length.  Gerardo preferred it practically au naturel, although my husband hated it that way.  Gerardo took another picture of me, with his cum glistening on my shoulders and upper chest. To tell you the truth, I felt very slutty in those moments, but, after all, in more ways than one, I was. 

	My boss put the camera down on the table and came over, offering me his hand.  I took it and he helped me up.  Then he led me to the bathroom.  

	-Undress me," she ordered me.  

	I set about removing his clothes, starting with his shoes, which I untied and helped him out of them.  I carried them one by one into the bedroom, placing them in a corner. knelt down in front of him to unbuckle the belt of his pants, but Gerardo stopped me. 

	No, first the socks," he said. 

	Carefully, I removed one of his socks.  I stood up and carried it to the corresponding shoe.  I returned to the bathroom to remove the second sock, kneeling in front of him.  But Gerard stopped me again.  His cock was already flaccid. A drop of semen was threatening to fall on the floor. 

	-First, kiss my foot. Lean forward and kiss it. 

	-Yes, boss," I confirmed his order. , I felt very light. 

	I leaned over and kissed the instep of her bare foot.  Her foot had been baking in the shoe for hours, on the long plane ride, but I didn't mind.  On the contrary, I was turned on by the gesture of devotion it meant to overcome that mental barrier.  Next, I carefully removed her second sock and kissed her foot, this time without her having to say anything to me. I got up to take the sock back to its place and put it inside the shoe, but Gerard stopped me again. 

	-Don't get up. Crawl. 

	The carpet was rough, or at least that's how it felt on my delicate knees as I crawled.  But my lividity made the force of gravity and the resulting friction matter less.  I crawled back to him, ready to - now I did - unbutton his pants.  His orgasm-flaccid cock still hung down his fly. had stopped leaking. 

	Help me take a shower," he asked when I finished undressing him, "but be careful not to get wet

	The hotel shower was not flat.  It wasn't one of those modern ones (like the one Daniel and I had at our house), but it was inside the bathtub.  I let the water run until it started to come out at the right temperature for my boss.  I helped Gerardo into the tub; I stayed out.  Without checking the water temperature, trusting me completely, he got under the stream.  I didn't know what to do.  I shouldn't get wet and, honestly, I didn't feel like ruining my new boots either.  So I just waited, sitting on the edge of the tub.  After a few minutes Gerard turned off the water and instructed me to soap him up.  I took the sponge and gently, unhurriedly, spread the soap over his ailing body, admiring every crease in his skin.  Gerardo was older, but his genes had proven strong enough to carry him to at least that age, and successful in business.  It was the lure of maturity.  I made sure to lather him well, not forgetting any nooks and crannies.  I started with his feet, going over the space between his toes and worked my way up.  I didn't forget his armpits either, nor before that the crack of his ass and what was in it.  I had touched her anus, though not in a sexual way.  I was beginning to stop feeling slutty and start feeling something else, something much simpler but complicated at the same time. Is this what would await me, taking care of him like this?  {It wouldn't be such a bad life}.  

	Gerardo turned on the faucet again and unwashed the soap.  As he was about to get out of the shower, I was already waiting for him with his bathrobe. and rubbed him with the bathrobe to help him dry off. 

	My boss took the sponge I had used on him and told me to put my arms up.  I did so and with a touch between my legs, he instructed me to open them.  He then ran the sponge over my body.  He lathered the remains of the soap and water he had first used on my thighs, taking care not to get my precious boots wet.  Then he lathered my sex and ass.  I shuddered under the rubbing of the slippery sponge.  Next, it was the turn of my belly, then my armpits, and finally my breasts.  He avoided, however, my shoulders and certain parts of my breasts.  Gerard said nothing, but it was clear that he was avoiding sponging me where he had splashed me with his semen. That's why he didn't want me to get wet.  Now I understood.  He wanted me to wear his mark on my skin.  Next, he took a towel and dampened it under the sink faucet and began to remove the soap that the sponge had left on my skin. I shuddered at the first touch, because it was cold. 

	-Hang that in the closet, will you? he asked. 

	Gerardo was always kind and respectful.  Our relationship was special. . .  of mutual interest, but I never had the feeling that he disrespected me, quite the contrary.  Nor did I have the feeling that he ordered me around, really.  To me, they were always requests, which I was usually happy to comply with.  Of course I would hang his clothes in the closet.  "I should have even done it earlier," I reproached myself. I had left his pants and shirt neatly spread out on the back of a chair. 

	-Please go out on the terrace. In the sun and with the breeze you will dry better. 

	Once again naked, I went out onto the terrace. 

	-Don't turn around.  Enjoy the view, the horizon. Look into the distance and tell me what you see. 

	I see you.  I thought about it, but said nothing.  The sea breeze caressed my skin.  I shivered.  It was a puzzle that was difficult to fit together, if not difficult, impossible.  How would I fit Gerardo and Daniel, my boss and my husband?  Sometimes I felt I was close to the solution, other times I felt too far away from it.  [Over there, behind the horizon, over there to the east, is our husband, our home].  "I shouldn't have blogged that last post from the airport, just before boarding," I chided myself.  But sometimes what I felt was too strong and blinded me.  But that's how I feel.  {Don't berate yourself; it's Daniel's fault.  He couldn't get you to cum last night.  How did he think you'd get to the airport? } 

	Come, please," he said after a while. 

	I sensed that it wasn't just a matter of him looking at the horizon.  I had heard him rummaging through his suitcase. didn't want him to see something in it. Maybe it's a gift?  A surprise?  

	I turned and entered the room. Gerardo had already changed his clothes and was now wearing a tropical shirt and shorts. 

	-Put it on. Let's go for a. 

	On the bed was a red bra, the kind without a cup. A half-cup bra is still a bra.  But a bra without a cup, what bra?  What was a bra without a cup?  {A harness disguised as a bra}.  I put it on.  I made a few small adjustments and checked that it fit.  Gerardo had got the size right.  Although it wasn't difficult either, since he had some of my clothes at home.  Surely he would have taken another bra and used it to ask the sales clerk for one of the same size.  [Well, how hard is it to get a bra without a cup!  Stop idolizing it].  It was the first time I had worn a bra without cups.  I had worn half-cup bras before, but it always felt strange.  Half-cup bras lift the boobs, but they don't enclose them.  And the non-cup ones. . . leave them. . . bare.  The half-cup ones had underwires and pads underneath that made a push-up effect, but this one didn't.  Other than that, on the bed there was only a long blouse. It was one of those short dresses for going to the beach, but the problem was that there was nothing else, no panties or bikini or real bra or! 

	I put it on.  I don't know if it's a long blouse or a very short summer dress.  It looked good on me and even matched the fishnet boots I was wearing.  But I felt naked and vulnerable.  My nipples were showing under the fabric and what was worse, the shape of my breasts were showing, without being supported by the bra.  And underneath, the blouse was tight; it barely covered my embarrassment.  Where are the panties?  With Gerardo, panties were a must; it was his fetish.  Apparently, he had come light, leaving that fetish behind in Europe.  And me?  What did I leave behind there?  In the New World things were different. 

	We went down to reception and headed for the parking lot.  I felt as if all eyes were on me,was something showing, or was it because I was holding hands with a man visibly older than me?  I knew for a fact what they were thinking.  But they weren't right, or at least not entirely right.  If only you knew him!  If only you knew what a mature man could do with a woman. If you only knew that I wore his semen on my skin and that I did it with pride, as if it were a medal

	We got into the car and Gerardo drove off.  I didn't dare ask him where we were going, but, considering that he was carrying a bag with some towels, the answer couldn't be too difficult to guess, except for the fact that he wasn't wearing a bikini.  I wasn't wearing one and I didn't have one. All my clothes had stayed in Madrid and it was not Iberia's fault, but because of a surprise from my old lover. 

	Gerardo drove for more than an hour, until finally arriving at a beach, just as I had expected.  He took the bag in one hand and with the other helped me gallantly out of the car.  His gaze was pinned between my legs, even though I tried to close them like a lady.  I didn't mind Gerardo seeing my sex, as he had already done it dozens of times. He had done it and photographed it.  But the fact that his gaze instinctively wandered that way showed that when I got out of the car he could see all of me.  It doesn't matter; we are far from home.  

	Holding hands, we walked to the beach.  I was tempted to warn her that she wasn't wearing a bikini, but that would have been a truism, a comment as unnecessary as it was useless. Anyway, she will do what she wants and I will consent to it.  I felt enormously excited.  On the promenade he stopped and asked a passerby to take a picture of us.  Vacation album - will she show them to her family later?  Or to her friends to show off?  What about the nudes?  Actually, I wasn't worried; I was rather glad, if with me he could stick out his chest and make whoever he saw fit to be jealous.  The man tried to avoid looking at my breasts that wobbled under the blouse-dress, but he didn't succeed.  

	-Could you take another picture of us, please, if you would be so kind? asked the improvised photographer and kissed Gerardo. 

	We reached an access on the promenade wall and did not enter the beach.  

	-My boots!  -I exclaimed in alarm.  I didn't want them to get ruined by the sand. I really liked those boots and I had bought them specifically with Gerardo in mind. 

	Gerardo put the bag on the floor, took both my hands in his and looked me in the eyes.  

	This is something you have to decide, Gema. 

	That was all he said.  It took me a few seconds to decipher the double and maybe triple meaning that simple phrase carried.  My heart was racing. were too many things for the first. 

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Hello Gema.  Excuse me, but unfortunately my Spanish is not so good.  I know you and Daniel are very comfortable with your current situation, but what would you do if your husband asked you to stop the "Hotwife-lifestyle"?  You have said that you are in your heart, faithful to your husband, so I guess I couldn't deny your desire.  Oh, could you tell your dear husband to update his thread on OHW, please. Thank you. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Thank you for following me and making the effort to read me in a language that is not your mother tongue. means a lot to me. 

	My husband has no right to demand that I stop the hotwife lifestyle.  I didn't initiate it; it was he who prodded, prodded and hounded me until he got me to take the first step.  If you open Pandora's box, you can't wait to put back in what has escaped, even if hope remained inside.  It would be very unfair of you to suddenly say "I don't like the game anymore".  In life you have to be consistent and take responsibility.  That doesn't mean that I don't love him and that, if I saw him sad about this, I would consider changing things, but I would never do it because of his demands.  

	Fortunately, Daniel is clear and knows there is no turning back.  Things may change in the future, but they will change on their own.  What you can't do is abandon the game in the middle, after having insisted on playing the game. We all know that this game is not limited in time, that's precisely why it's a lifestyle

	  

	***

	  

	"Mia. " That was what my wife had written from her blog, translating a message from Gerardo.  "Mía," I repeated.  She had written it from the Madrid airport.  Maybe even from the cab.  She had left the house and it was already hers.  In the photo, there was a woman kneeling, handcuffed to the man's leg.  What if I had lost her?  

	He had done everything he could not to lose her.  He had told me he loved me and I had accepted it, pained. Him she loves; me she loves.  If I objected, I would lose her.  If I tried to dominate her, if I tried to replace him, I would lose her.  I had been tempted to do so.  I had toyed with the idea of showing my wife that she didn't need Gerard for that.  She had said herself that we were alike in quite a few ways.  In the chick.  And in intelligence.  That assertiveness or dominance or whatever you want to call it, I could exercise it too.  It might not be the most natural thing for me, but I could do it.  Gema was not a born dominatrix either, but she did it very well.  Nor is she a born submissive, at least not with me.  I could be her dom.  I didn't lack the creativity to do it.  That's what I thought I had demonstrated with Silvestre.  In spite of that, I had sensed at the last moment that I could lose her if I continued along that line.  She didn't prefer me like that.  I thought of the things I would do to her if she were my submissive.  But I had to admit two things:  First, that I was more turned on by her doing them to me.  And second, that I couldn't possibly do half as much to her as another man, a lover, could.  No, I couldn't.  I could imagine it, but I wouldn't be able to do those things to her.  

	I had realized all this at the last moment.  And at the very last moment, I had pulled back. I had pulled back - never better said.  

	I had shown myself submissive, to prove to her that I was compatible with her boss, Gerardo.  Boss - that word had a double meaning for her.  {You showed yourself submissive, because that's what you really like} What had a reader commented to her?  Who had it been?  Yes, one who had written to her in English.  One who reads what I write on my forum.  He had written that he would like to be her dominant boss and submissive husband with her, but that, given the choice between the two roles, he would prefer the boss one.  Well, I prefer the husband one!  Yes, I could imagine both roles, too, but my mind was made up.  What if I lose her, for being too soft?  "Mine. " Yours, for too long.  

	"A marriage that works well," Gema had commented a typical picture of female domination, on another occasion.  "The only problem is that she's going out of her mind and he's forgotten to stop her. "I didn't know what to do - was my wife asking me for help?  Or was she provoking me? What if I lose her by being too soft?  {What if you lose her for being too hard? } 

	She had expressed her doubts about Gerardo.  She wasn't one hundred percent convinced. just not the ideal goreador!  {No, but he's what she needs at the moment}.  Gema had admitted that at times she missed the strength of someone more energetic.  Inevitably, I thought of Luis Alberto and a shiver ran down my spine.  Anything is better than Luis Alberto.  And he had declared that he would try to take a younger lover.  If it's someone from the office and it's right under old Gerardo's nose, all the better! That's what I had thought, but I hadn't told him. 

	My wife had doubts.  But she oscillated back and forth. More like from the middle to one side, because at the other end her doubts never reached the other extreme.  She went from having slight doubts about Gerardo to being completely crazy about him. "Mia. "

	But it was true that Gema had made progress in getting Gerardo to accept me.  Soon I could see what was really going on between them. "Mine. " Bullshit!  She's my wife!  

	Gerardo was not the ideal corneador.  But there were things in which he had approached that ideal. But is that good?  That could be dangerous rather than good.  Yes, the videos he had made me shoot for him had been very exciting.  I had to admit that.  Even the video I'd had to record in the wee hours of the morning of her fucking the bear and calling herself a whore in several languages had been.  It had instantly taken the sleep out of me. And I still had that video on my cell phone. 

	And Gema had left me uncaged. 

	  

	***

	  

	ambarrey:  

	"I don't mean to bother you with my questions, I just want to understand the Hotwife&Cuckold relationship:  when you look into Daniel's eyes, what do you feel, what do you see

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Love.  Past, Present and Future.  Soul mate in perversion.  Accomplice in crime.  Loyalty.  Friend.  Husband. Cuckold. 

	  

	ambarrey:  

	"Thank you for your answer. Last time I forgot to ask you:  when you look into Gerardo's eyes, what do you feel?  What do you see?  And with Silvestre? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"When I look into Gerardo's eyes, I see a dark depth.  It is a quiet territory, without storms, without worries, where the mists do not allow me to see beyond, but where I do not need to do so either. It is a cold place, where I am naked, but, in spite of that, it is a comfortable place. 

	When I look into my husband's eyes, I see a fertile territory, full of plants, with aqueducts built to irrigate them, with shelters to protect them from the sun when it shines too brightly and with shelters for the rain.  I see the sweat of work and the satisfaction for what has been achieved and for what still remains to be done.  I see what is around me, what is behind me, what is next to me and what is ahead of me.  I see the horizon and I see beyond it.  And I see the orange sun on the horizon, which is the eastern and the western sun at the same time.  I feel a breeze that, as I need it, cools or warms me.  And I drink from a spring whose waters are mostly sweet, though sometimes also somewhat bitter, but which strives to flow even during the most intense drought, so that I and the plants can drink.  The spring ends in a lake whose waters are always crystal clear and which embrace me when I dive in. Its small waves whisper in my ear and I know I am not alone. 

	Silvestre. . .  those eyes. . .  I'd be lying if I said I've already forgotten what they look like.  I see the storm that brings a shifting wind, capable of blowing away with a cool puff the clouds that sometimes form in my blue sky.  The storm brings its own clouds.  Its winds lift me into them and suddenly I feel myself in free fall.  My heart races and a lump forms in my throat, even though I know that, should I fall, I will fall into my husband's lake.  The storm dissipates, but it doesn't take long for it to return.  Sometimes the winds are from the north, sometimes from the west, sometimes from the south.  It is unpredictable and unstable.  It blows me away and shows me the rugged peaks and deep valleys of my world, which is Daniel's world.  He drops me and I don't know if it will be a rising wind that will pick me up or if I will fall into my husband's waters. I see the eyes of a mighty child, an erratic wind

	  

	ambarrey:  

	"I have the feeling that your little angel and your little devil continue to fight inside you and maybe one of those issues is that Gerardo, without asking for it, is educating you to be his submissive or maybe. . . .  How far are you willing to go?  Would you practicespanking? Maybe you would let yourself be ringed, if that is your Master Gerardo's wish or wear a tattoo that represents him.  What if he forbade you to make love to Daniel or you needed his permission to do so? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"That's what I'm mulling over, how far I'm willing to go

	  

	We were already practicing spanking.  Daniel was in for a nice surprise when he saw us do it for the first time. But would he be strong and submissive enough to accept it?  

	  

	ambarrey:  

	"The most wonderful thing about you and what attracts is your freedom, the eagerness to know, to discover.  But don't you think Daniel should be able to say something without threats, like a married couple who must decide the model of the family car for example?  Take care of yourself. There is only one person like you. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"There are no threats regarding my husband.  It is simply that, some time ago, we decided that the best thing for our marriage was for me to make the decisions.  It may seem unfair, but I can assure you that Daniel gets the better part of this, he has a simpler life.  Making decisions is very stressful. something we decide between the two of us. 

	But I listen to his opinion, analyze it with him and value it.  There are no negative repercussions for giving an opinion, quite the contrary.  What I do not tolerate is inappropriate insistence, because it would go beyond providing information and making his point of view known.  For example, "I don't like Gerardo, I don't like Gerardo, I don't like Gerardo" is not valid.  Such childish insistence would require a corrective. Now, "I am not comfortable with you doing this with Gerardo, I think he is influencing you too much and it makes me uncomfortable", that is totally valid and something that I value and. 

	"I like the gray car, because it's less dirty. " It's true.  But, in the end, everyone gets dirty and the solution is easy:  he cleans it.  So, since I like the red car, it will be red.  "A station wagon is more practical than a four-door. " I don't like station wagons; they look like hearses to me, but it's true that they are more practical. So we would probably end up deciding on a red station wagon. 

	I value, take into account and adapt. But the final decision is mine

	  

	ambarrey:  

	"Hello Gema.  I hope you are well.  Your answer to my last question has left me worried about "I am meditating on how far I am willing to go".  Please be calm, take your time and keep in mind that you are not alone. It's perfect for you to explore your sexuality, but there is a third party who could be very hurt. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"To answer your question, we are on hiatus right now.  We are taking some time to meditate calmly.  No one is interested in hasty decisions, not even Gerardo, even if they might favor him in the short term.  But, honestly, no matter how analytical we want to be, in the end it's our primitive brain that rules.  It is like when you are going to buy a car and you make a very analytical list of everything it should have and you value each model against that list. . .  It is a farce, because in the end you end up buying the one you wanted from the first moment.  Nevertheless, we will reflect. Maybe for once the reptilian brain will be subdued by the neocortex

	  

	***

	  

	I pondered for several long seconds.  I really liked the boots; I had bought them with a lot of illusion.  Certainly, I had bought them with Gerardo in mind, but they meant more than just an outfit.  They were definitelyhotwife footwearand now Gerard was asking me to ruin them with sand from the beach.   

	{He's not asking you, he's giving you a choice}.   

	What are you doing here?  Didn't I silence you a couple of days ago?   

	{Not in this story.  That has been in your second book, whose last chapter you are finishing writing.  And what you tell there happened more than a year ago.  You've since forgiven me for calling you a whore at the time, don't you remember? }  

	You are right.   

	{Of course I do, just as I did when I called you that.  I know very well what you are}.  

	You'd better shut up if you don't want me to silence you again!  

	I let go of Gerardo's hand and stepped on the sand, pulling his other hand. It was hard to walk with my boots on the sand and Gerardo had to hold me several times so I wouldn't lose my balance

	We walked away from the boardwalk and looked for a spot on the beach to spread out our towels.  Gerardo took them out of his bag and spread them out on the sand, inviting me to sit down.  In front of me the waves murmured and the infinite horizon stretched out. As many possibilities as there were waves.  I imagined I was approaching the horizon to explore what was behind it, but no matter how far I went, I never reached it.  How far had I gone?  Could I still turn around?  Which horizon was I closer to, the one behind me or the one stretching out in front of my eyes? 

	Gerardo took off his clothes and remained in his swimsuit. Underneath his pants he was wearing a boxer type swimsuit, stretchy and tight, which obviously didn't fit him well, with his belly sticking out on top. 

	-Don't you take off your boots? he asked. 

	Sure, my boots!  They had suffered enough. Engrossed in my thoughts, I hadn't realized I was still wearing them. 

	-What about this?  -she asked, pointing to my blouse, once I had taken off my boots.  

	Why wasn't I surprised by his question?  He knew for a fact that unlike him I was wearing nothing underneath. Nothing except the ridiculous bra with no cups.  

	-We are on the beach. It's all right," he tried to convince me. 

	It just so happened that I would be naked. Worse than naked:  with that ridiculous bra.  

	It's a nude beach," he insisted. 

	Where?  I didn't see anyone practicing nudism.  The beach was not very crowded, but everyone I saw was wearing a bathing suit. It was even hard to see a woman wearing a topless. 

	Look, there, for example," he pointed, as if he had read my thoughts. 

	In the distance, a naked couple could be seen lying on the sand.  It seemed that Gerardo had found the needle in the haystack.  But were they really naked? They were too far away to know for sure.  

	It's not nudist," I observed

	-It's optional textile," my boss replied.  Then he took my hand in his and looked me in the eye.  

	He said nothing, but I heard him say nonetheless, "It's something you have to decide, Gema. " I got a lump in my throat.  The least of it was getting naked on the beach.  It wasn't that I didn't care - nudity still caused me a reasonable level of embarrassment - it was the hidden meaning it held. One step closer to that horizon, one step further from that one.  So soon?  It was only the first day.  Convulsive emotions threatened to take over and I felt my tears begin to load, but I didn't cry.  I swallowed saliva to undo the lump in my throat. him in the eyes and kissed him, entering his sea, searching for the horizon. 

	I smeared Gerardo's rough skin with the sunscreen, spreading the soft cream all over his body, except where his swimsuit covered him.  I enjoyed caressing his protruding belly and massaging his feet.  But Gerardo interrupted me.  He didn't want me to get sunburned while I was engaged in his body.  He sat up, getting first on his knees and then rising completely.  Then he held out his hand and helped me up.  

	-You know what I want, don't you?  -she whispered in my ear.  

	I nodded my head and bit my lower lip. 

	  

	***

	  

	The notification of a new posting from my wife snapped me out of my reverie.  I still couldn't believe this was really happening. It's real, not like Silvestre's, damn it!  "Mia," kept echoing in my head. Gerardo had written it to her in English and she had confirmed it in Spanish. 

	I shook my head to get out of that loop of thoughts. grabbed my cell phone to see what my wife had posted this time. 

	"I am pondering what I want to do and how to move forward with my life," my wife had written.  As usual, she had done so by commenting on some image.  In this one, a woman was seen kneeling before a man, absolutely submissive, she in lingerie and he dressed.  "I proposed something to Gerardo and he made me a counterproposal. Not that I was surprised, because that's how things are with Gerardo, always willing to negotiate and always tough in negotiations, it gives the object of the proposal

	I nodded.  It was to be expected that Gerardo would not easily accept that my wife wanted to take an additional lover, even more so if he was, eventually, a co-worker.  But that was what we had discussed.  Mind you, Gema had insisted that she wanted Gerardo to agree with her. Damn it, Gema!  You're a hotwife, you don't need any man's permission.  Of course, I hadn't told her that in that way.  I hadn't wanted to confront her.  I sensed that things were delicate, no matter how much she told me that she loved me and I loved him, only.  (And how do I then translate into English about loving and wanting? Anglo-Saxons only know the term "love"). 

	"After spending twenty-four hours with him every day for a week, it pays to take a pause for reflection, let the emotions settle down and make some room for reasoning," my wife had added

	What the hell is going on here?  It didn't add up.  Just in case, I looked at my watch and then at the calendar on my cell phone.  I'm going crazy!  I shook my head to clear my head and get back to reality.  I reread the last sentence of her post and looked at the date and calendar on my phone again.  Impossible, Gema hadn't even been with him a day yet!  Calm down.  That's because the message has slipped through.  She had left it programmed, but she had programmed it wrong and it had been published prematurely.  It was the only possible explanation.  I reread the message.  Even with that explanation, something still didn't add up.  Why had I anticipated that he should reflect and let his emotions . . . . ?  What do you expect to really happen there with him?  What do you anticipate?  Suddenly, the message no longer fit with the proposal we had agreed to have a second lover.  I trembled.  

	  

	***

	  

	I crossed my hands behind my head and spread my legs, letting the breeze caress my naked body completely.  My blouse-dress lay at my feet.  Several bathers strolling along the beach stared at me, but I pushed them out of my mind.  I could only feel the sun's rays and the breeze on my skin.  That and my boss's hands, carefully applying sunscreen, starting with my legs and moving shamelessly up the rest of my body.  His fingers touched my clitoris.  It hadn't been in a sexual way, he was just applying the sunscreen, taking care not to miss any folds, but the effect was the same.  Next, he moved up my belly to my breasts and brushed my nipples, which painfully irrupted in response. I had been masturbating for two weeks without cumming.  I could only hear the murmur of the sea, almost hypnotic.  "One more step, one more step," the sea was telling me.  I trembled when Gerardo took my face in his hands. "You're mine," his husky voice rang out, though he hadn't uttered a word. 

	  

	***

	  

	fandegemma:  

	"I have read again for the umpteenth time that great story of your last night with your husband before going on vacation with Gerardo.  And every time I read it I discover a lot of subtleties that confirm to me that, besides being a fabulous hotwife, you tell it beautifully.  If I may, I have some questions to ask you:  Would you have accepted without "consequences" that your husband had penetrated you anally?  Did you thank him in any way that it was not so? Thank you very much in advance, Gema. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Everything in life has consequences and every action has a reaction.  It's basic Newtonian physics.  So says my husband.  But my reaction wouldn't necessarily have been punishment.  Who knows?  If I had done it, if he had taken me anally, maybe I wouldn't need another man to do it. Maybe I wouldn't dream of Gerardo tying me up and. . .  Although I'm afraid that's an impossible dream with him; he's not interested in that part of my body. 

	Of course, I thanked my husband for not skipping that unwritten law:  I've let him off the hook the whole week I'm away with Gerardo

	  

	Although that, rather than a gift, could be a punishment for Daniel.  

	  

	fandegemma:  

	"Hello, Gema.  As always it is a pleasure to greet you.  I loved both of your descriptions of what both your husband and Gerardo mean to you.  And, as always, I empathize much more with your husband than with Gerardo (not because of the way he is or the way he enjoys sex, but because of how he may feel about certain situations).  I'm glad to continue to see that your husband is still very important to you.  What you are meditating on, could it have something to do with going to live longer with Gerardo? Huge kiss. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I am tempted to answer your question, but I think you will prefer to wait for me to tell you step by step.  I won't deny that it is complicated for me, but, nevertheless, I hope not to disappoint you with what I will be telling you over the next few days. Just tell you that it is something that I have not yet decided and that we are meditating

	  

	fandegemma:  

	"I assured you that I wouldn't bother you in those moments of reflection, but impatience gets the better of me! ! !  I'm sorry.  Thank you for replying and of course I look forward to hearing from you in the coming days.  You never disappoint; you can be sure. And regarding what you answered earlier to another of your fans about your scheduled updates, for my part I can confirm your wishes:  we go to bed and wake up thinking of youA big kiss. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Then all that's left is for you to dream about me too! I hope they're not nightmares

	  

	***

	  

	It is not easy to get used to one's own nudity, when everyone else is dressed.  Gerardo was right:  it was a nudist beach.  "Textile optional," he had said, although "nudist optional" would have been more appropriate.  Only occasionally did you see a bather in the buff. And the people there are either completely nude or in swimsuits.  No one wears a bra like that, like me.  

	More difficult, however, was getting used to the stares, not those that pricked my bare skin, but those that wanted to lacerate my inner self:  "What is she doing with such an old man? ", I heard them say to those stares, even though I had not opened my mouth.  "I know what she does and why she does it.  All women are the same.  If not, how else would I get that one a woman like that? " the last question never uttered but always thought of awakened my rebellious self inside me.  Gerardo gave me what I needed,you don't know him!  He was so much more than a businessman with a good wallet.  To every look, every question, every reproach - imagined or not - I responded with a kiss on his fine lips, a caress on his cheek, a hug and, above all, with my tongue in his mouth.  Why did everyone wonder how he had gotten me?  Shouldn't they wonder how I had gotten him? I felt lucky to have him as my guide on this strange journey. 

	Guide and photographer of the moment.  As it could not be otherwise, Gerardo took advantage of the sunset to immortalize my decision.  With the sun at his back, reflecting off the undulating surface of the sea and gilding my exposed skin with its orange rays, Gerardo photographed me. What does he do with the photos?  Sometimes we would go through them together, although he would only show me a small selection and only when he decided to do so, for some reason.  I was excited to see myself.  Gerardo was a good amateur photographer and he handled the editing programs well enough to give her that final touch that accentuated the sensuality.  I was an attractive woman -I will not err on the side of false modesty-, although not very photogenic.  However, Gerardo knew how to bring out the best in me.  {And also the worst, your darkest side, the one you don't even know yet. } On rare occasions he would pass me some of the photos.  Generally, he only let me see them with him.  It was a shame, because I wished my husband could see them too, but Gerardo was not in the mood to share them.  I had posted some of them on my blog, at his suggestion, but none of them were the really artistic ones he made for me.  Maybe he wasn't in the mood to share them precisely for that reason, because he knew I wanted to share them with my husband.  {Isn't that perhaps a way of interacting with Daniel?  Not interacting on purpose is a way of doing it.  Isn't that what causes him the most torture? } 

	The day was coming to an end and we had to return to the hotel, which was more than an hour's drive away.  In Mexico, nudist beaches were not plentiful.  Gerardo got dressed and I did the same, if wearing a long blouse, which barely covered my naked sex, could be called being dressed.  Holding hands, we returned to the car.  My fantastic new fishnet boots were left behind on the beach.  Gerardo didn't need to tell me anything. To move forward, you have to leave things behind, no matter how much it hurts.  

	  

	***

	  

	wmraim:  

	"You like to betray Daniel because you are addicted to emotion.  You can't find the right emotional stability with Daniel, so you seek out Geraldo.  You derive pleasure from figurative bumps and bruises that cause conflict and agitation for Daniel.  You are an opportunist looking for prey in another sex play toy, the poor co-worker. You are competitive and want to match wits with Geraldo, but don't understand that there is no prize if you win

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I agree with what you say about me being competitive and trying at times to challenge the master.  However, I believe that whether I win or lose, I have a prize.  The prize is the game itself.  Whether I get something material in return or not - in case I beat him - or give up something on my part - in case he beats me - is not what is really important. I like the game and the evolution, not so much the final result, be it material or spiritual. 

	But I don't agree with the first part you comment.  I don't betray my husband and I certainly wouldn't get any pleasure out of it.  I do like to see my husband agitated, because I know that is what he needs.  Daniel is mentally very restless and tends to get bored quickly if he doesn't get new stimuli.  Sometimes it's a real cross, because it's not easy to provide him with continuous stimuli.  Do you think I would be with Gerardo if I didn't know how agitated he makes my husband?  Do you think I would, if I didn't know that's what he needs?  When Daniel gets bored, his behavior declines and he starts doing stupid things (not sexually, because he is one hundred percent faithful).  While he's agitated, he's sweet and romantic with me.  That's not only good for me, but mostly for him.  He is much happier in that state than bored. The pity is that his happiness has to go through agitation, but that's the

	  

	***

	  

	The next day Gerardo took me shopping.  All my clothes, except for what I was wearing, had stayed in Madrid.  I assumed that the person who had accompanied us to the check-in counter and who had kept my suitcase had taken it to my boss's house.  One more strategy to go to his house and pick up my belongings on our return. That and something else. . .  for sure.  

	The first thing was to buy some shoes, as my splendid boots had been left on the beach and I was barefoot.  Gerardo drove to a shopping mall and we went into a store selling. . .  suitcases!  I looked at him a bit angrily, as I was still barefoot and people were staring at me.  I was wearing the same blouse and bra I had worn to the beach the day before.  Gerardo had packed the clothes I had worn on the plane in his suitcase.  It was clear he didn't want me to wear anything I had brought from home. At least my top and skirt hadn't also ended up in the sand on the beach or blown away like the underwear I had thrown off the balcony. 

	Having solved the issue of the container, now it was time to fill it with content.  This time Gerardo accompanied me to a shoe store, but instead of going in with me, he stayed outside, looking through the window.  He had given me precise instructions on what to buy.  He wanted me to buy some boots and very high heels.  But that wasn't all he wanted.  He wanted the clerk to help me put the boots on and for me to accidentally let him look between my legs.  I had blushed when I heard his plan.  My agitation was not because of a stranger seeing my parts, but because of the ways:  premeditatedly, very golfingly and, above all, at his request.  Gerardo had never been like that with me; in Madrid he was very careful with manners.  He had only shared me visually with his friend Manolo, and that had been at his friend's house.  In public he had always been more restrained.  He liked to show me off, that was clear, and also that I dressed sexy, but always elegant, without showing too much.  Only the artistic photos he took of me in public places were the exception, but even with them, we tried not to let anyone see us.  It was one thing to be risky and another to be brazen. As I had said before, the New World was different. 

	I headed for the door of the shoe store, but Gerardo stopped me and whispered in my ear.  Immediately all the blood rushed to my head, but I entered the store nonetheless.  If that was a test, I intended to pass it.  Gerardo had whispered to me that if by any chance the clerk invited me into the back room to look for another size or another model, he wanted me to follow him and if the clerk wanted me to. . .  It was unlikely that would happen.  The clerk wouldn't be gambling that he had misinterpreted my accidental leg-opening, would he?  Or was that something Gerardo had prepared in advance and was in cahoots with the clerk?  How, if they didn't know each other?  Had he prearranged it on the phone?  I looked through the glass door.  The clerk was not exactly attractive. was a bit overweight and wore a funny, but not at all sexy, moustache. 

	Nothing strange happened in the shoe store, however.  My worries had been in vain.  Gerardo had put me to the test, nothing more!  He had wanted to see if I was willing to follow his instructions without hesitation.  I had passed the test and had gotten two pairs of new shoes as loot.  I smiled as I remembered a funny image I had seen on Tumblr, looking for new images to post.  It was of a girl, naked and on the street, holding a sign that read "Will fuck for shoes.  I will fuck in exchange for shoes. Ah, there's something about shoes.  

	I put the boots in the suitcase and put on my high heels.  I couldn't tell if I looked good with that beach blouse or if I was making a fool of myself.  The boots were nice; the price hadn't been a problem.  But they didn't make up for the loss of my precious fishnet boots that I had been so excited to buy.  I longed for them as a part of me left behind, but it was necessary to shed them in order to move forward. {And more things you will leave behind}.  

	We also bought a couple of evening dresses, underwear and other clothes.  Little by little, the suitcase was filling up.  Gerardo, however, continued with his little games of exposing me.  So, for example, in the changing rooms I had to leave the curtain ajar, as if by accident.  It was silly, because in Mexico, at least in the malls we went to, men were not allowed access to the women's fitting room area.  Still, showing myself naked in front of other people, male or female, and at his request, was having some effect on my psyche.  Just because I let him do it didn't mean I didn't know why.  On another occasion, he photographed me in my underwear in the hallway leading to the restricted employee area of the center.  I had bought the complete kit of stockings, garter belt, panties and bra.  The bra, it was open cup too, but at least it had a cup.  It was, specifically, a half cup.  It supported my breasts, but let my nipples show through the dress.  Apparently, in Gerard's New World, that was what was in.  I had had to change twice:  first to put on the underwear and then to take it off again, as it was too hot and humid to wear stockings comfortably. Fortunately, there was a bathroom nearby, where I could change in relative privacy. 

	  

	***

	  

	negromante-black:   

	"Good morning, Gema.  You have two relationships right now:  On the one hand, Daniel, your unconditional love and, on the other hand, Gerardo.  And my question:  As a hotwife, what do you think you are missing and what should he bring to you and which of the two.  Or maybe you would need a second hornywife? Thank you, beautiful. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"A second corneador is complicated, having Gerardo.  For me, a goreador is a man who is strong (not necessarily physically) and dominant.  It's difficult to take care of two dominant men. My soul would not give me so much and there would end up being some conflict. 

	Another thing is to have an additional sex toy, a little distraction, a diversion.  Someone with the right to friction, but not exactly a horn player, and I wouldn't call him a lover either.  And yes, maybe that's what I need to partly compensate for Gerardo's intoxicating way of being.  This weekend I've queued up several updates on what's been going on while on vacation in Mexico.  If I remember correctly, there is going to be one in the wee hours of the morning and another around ten o'clock at night.  It's for you to go to bed and wake up thinking about me. . .  There's something there with respect to what I was commenting on in this paragraph, although it's also quite complicated.  In fact, it has become more complicated than that and I am (we are) pondering how to proceed. There are advantages (material and spiritual), but there are also risks (physical and spiritual). 

	What I'm missing, I've said it before, is a horndog who involves my husband more.  Someone dominant but wise, someone like Gerardo, but willing to incorporate Daniel into his games (I'm not talking about bisexuality! ).  In part, Gerardo has started to do that with those videos he has sent him to record of me.  But I want more.  I would like, for example, my husband to be present, at least on occasion. Maybe it's something I have to negotiate better, even make it a sine qua non condition. 

	Gerardo is not perfect, but he is very good.  How he treats me or, rather, how he handles me. . .  I feel that's what I need or at least that's the direction I want to explore.  It's not perfect, but it's the best I've found in that regard.  True horn players are not plentiful.  There's a lot of posing, but what I like is to be fucked body, mind and soul. And I want the same for Daniel. 

	  

	***

	  

	The next day it was beach time again, but we were not going to drive as far as the previous time.  We were going to go to the beach in front of the hotel.  I reminded Gerardo that I didn't have a bikini, hoping that he had simply forgotten that fact, since at this point I had no doubt that, if he hadn't, he would have wanted me to parade naked on the hotel beach.  But my boss had it all planned from the start and produced from his suitcase a white bikini he had brought from Madrid and urged me to try it on.  The bikini was just as it looked:  tiny.  Without being a thong, strictly speaking, it didn't even cover my buttocks. And up front, my pubic hair -almost natural, barely trimmed, as Gerardo liked it- was sticking out at the top. 

	-I thought so," Gerardo said.  Then he went to the bathroom and came back with the bathrobe, which he spread on the bed. put a towel on top of it.  Come, lie down there. 

	I did as he instructed and lay on my back on the bathrobe, with my ass on the towel.  Gerardo pulled the bottom of my bikini bottom and slid the panties down my legs, until they were off.  He then positioned my legs so that they were bent and open.  He went back to the bathroom and returned with shaving cream and a razor. An empty Coke bottle was used to fill it with water to wet my pubic hair. 

	-I like it just the way it is," she said, before starting what she was planning to do.  But it won't fit in this bikini. come back from vacation, I want you to grow it back the way it was. 

	Although he only had to trim a little here and there my pubic hair, he applied the shaving foam over my entire sex.  I took a deep breath, as I felt for the first time the razor guided by his hands over my defenseless skin. didn't understand what he was doing,if he likes it au natural!  [I didn't understand.  Why had he bought me a tiny bikini, if he liked my burning jungle, as he used to call it?  For me, except for the dye, I found it practical to wear my pubic hair like that.  Having to wax down there wasn't exactly pleasurable.  I had done it for Sylvester, but I was grateful that Gerard liked it bushy.  [It's clear what he wants:  he knows that Daniel likes it well shaved and just to annoy him, he makes you wear it long in Madrid and now, also to annoy him, he shaves it, being exclusively with him].  Yeah, but then how does he really like it?  I trusted Gerardo and a razor like that could do little harm, even down there.  But, still, it was a test of trust.  The fact that it was symbolic didn't make it any less significant. Gerardo shaved me, until he left my pubis as he wanted, at least on that occasion:  with a short strip. 

	-It's still sticking out the top," I protested, trying on the bikini again.  I pulled it up to tighten it and try to hide the line of red pubic hair sticking out, but the remedy was worse than the disease. With no pubic hair around the labia, when I pulled the bikini top up, my sex was fully exposed. 

	I know," he replied. 

	  

	***

	  

	fandegemma: 

	"Hello, Gema, good afternoon.  I'm hooked on your account of what happened on your vacation with Gerardo.  And if everything you are telling is still from the first few days, I don't even want to imagine how the week could have ended.  Without giving many more clues of what happened later that week, because we will know it as you tell us, now, after living it and assimilating it this week, do you regret anything?  Would you change anything of what you lived that week with Gerardo? Kisses. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Well, I don't know if I have any regrets.  The only thing I might regret is having put myself in a situation that more than ever threatens to force me to make a decision.  On the one hand, maybe that's what I was looking for.  On the other hand, it's difficult.  The trigger really wasn't premeditated.  I still don't know why I told him that. And then things started to accelerate. 

	  

	***

	  

	After dinner, Gerardo took me to a terrace, where they were playing music and serving drinks outdoors.  I was wearing high heels and a sleeveless top, too transparent.  It was too tight and the red cupless bra I was wearing showed through.  My tits were threatening to bulge out of the sides, even though they were not exactly big.  On the other hand, and exceptionally on my vacation with my boss (not so in Madrid), I wore panties.  It was not a typical outfit Gerardo would have liked to see me with him in Madrid, but we were not in Madrid.  Sitting at a table, we were relaxing to the sound of Latin music, having a few drinks.  He had, as he usually did, a whiskey on the rocks and for me he had ordered me another one, without consulting me.  In any case, I had already gotten used to drinking his favorite drink at his house. He also had his cigar, of which he took a puff from. 

	On this vacation, so far, Gerard had behaved partly typically as he was and partly atypically.  I had been surprised by the shaved pubic hair (except for one strip) and it still pained me to have had to leave behind, on that beach, my precious fishnet boots. Excitement is all about surprise.  I had the feeling that everything was happening too fast.  Of course I knew why I had come with him on this trip.  It hadn't been just to please him with my company and a week of limitless sex.  I knew that, deep down, I wanted to deepen our relationship and take it a step further.  Except for the trip to Switzerland, I hadn't spent more than one or two nights with him in a row.  It was a different world to go to bed and wake up day after day next to him, to deal with his quirks and he with mine.  All in all, Gerardo was teaching me to adore him in ways I hadn't before, but I'd rather not tell that for now.  I wasn't planning to leave my husband, I wasn't thinking about it.  My relationship with Gerardo was happening on a different plane.  He is my boss and I am his employee.  He pays me and I. . .  do things for him.  {Don't beat around the bush, just say it!  He's your Dom and you're his submissive}.  But I preferred to think of him as my sugar daddy, now that I had learned a little English, a dominant sugar daddy and a sugar girl in need of guidance. 

	I was both delighted and scared at the same time by how everything was going.  Gerardo seemed to read my mind at times.  At others, he surprised me.  It felt so good to have my head on his gray chest, while his knowing hands caressed the back of my neck.  I was comforted by having his penis in my mouth and savoring the taste of it.  

	My throat training, despite my initial impression, had paid off.  I still couldn't swallow his cock all the way down, but I did manage to swallow more inches than before.  Gerard had fucked my mouth and throat every night and. . .  I had loved it. A real cock is so much better than a silicone one.  That position, with my head leaning back, made me feel that all my holes were his, that I belonged to him and that he would protect me.  I only regretted that he had no interest in my little butt hole.  But feeling him in my mouth, in my throat, waiting for him to ejaculate his salty liquid on my tongue or directly into my stomach. . .  In those moments I felt I would do anything for him.  Okay, maybe I had overheated and exaggerated a bit with the throat and stomach thing; I was still far from mastering the technique and I couldn't even get a choker on him.  My vomit reflex was still very much present.  As an apology for my previous exaggeration I can only say that I could not and cannot stop thinking about the images of the chokers.  My pussy would and does get wet every time I think of them. For me, that posture symbolized and symbolizes complete surrender. 

	I also liked tying his shoes and kissing him beforehandAnd that's not the only thing.  It wasn't hard for me to imagine what my life would be like next to him, if Daniel wasn't there.  [And I don't like it at all! ] {And I'm intrigued and attracted to the challenge! } It would be simpler, in many ways.  I could just obey.  I wouldn't have to worry about being creative and trying to bend my husband over every day.  As exciting as it was at times, being dominant stole a lot of my energy.  I wasn't born for it.  If I managed to play an acceptable role as a dominatrix with my husband, it was because I made a conscious effort every day.  Obeying Gerardo's instructions, however, was much easier. And after several days with him uninterruptedly, it seemed even easier. 

	I admired him as I sat in on his meetings and watched him negotiate with potential clients. t see him as a husband at all, more like a. . daddy. . .  from whom I could learn a lot and who guided me into a world I wanted to explore, at a pace I could deal with.  Luis Alberto went three times too far with me and that, in part, was Daniel's fault.  [But he urged you to break up with him!  It was his fault, at least in part.  Don't contradict me.  Besides, Gerardo thinks so too.  I needed someone with the maturity to do it.  Gerardo understood me well. And I understood him. 

	-Sometimes I envy you. If I were the boss, I would

	I left the sentence in the air and Gerardo laughed. Why did I bring that up?  On the one hand, the simplicity of obedience tempts me, and on the other hand, I'm thinking about how to complicate myself.  [Maybe it's because you're not as one hundred percent submissive as you think you are].  

	-You're even worse than I am.  It's a good thing you're not the boss, or would you really like to be?  -he asked, staring at me.  Only the smoke from his cigar made his gaze less penetrating at that moment.  

	-Well, why not? replied, laughing, in an attempt to play it down and disguise my quasi-proposal as a mere occurrence, at least in appearance. 

	So, would you hire someone like I have?  Employee or employee? 

	-Employee, of course!  But unlike you, I don't think I would need to make him a special contract," I was emboldened to say. Maybe it was the effect of the alcohol. 

	Oh no? 

	-No.  Men are easier to manipulate.  For a pair of tits and a pussy you lose your ass. Butwhat are you saying?  

	Gerardo shook his head at my comment.  I didn't know if he had done it out of disbelief at what I had just said and because it had amused him, or if he had intended to deny the truth.  As his submissive, it was possibly not my place to speak like that, but it was the truth nonetheless.  "Yes, absolutely," I said in thought 

	Men are capable of doing anything for the hope of getting sex.  And I say it like this:  not for the sake of having sex, but for the hope of getting to have sex.  A woman can treat them badly (I'm not saying she should, far from it), she can be hard and demanding with them (she should be), but a smile, a wink, a light touch and everything is forgotten.  Possibly it was something genetic.  In most species, it is the male who has to seduce the female.  There is, for example, the peacock who has to strut his stuff to show the females that his plumage is the best and that he has the best genes.  The females may not even pay attention to him, since they have a choice.  The poor turkey has many competitors and, even if he were the only one, he would have to work hard.  Most of the males will never copulate with any female, but, in spite of everything, they stoically endure the humiliation of having to strut and be humiliated. Yes, men are much simpler than women, believe it or not.  Even Gerardo was simple, in this sense.  He could believe that he was in charge, he could believe that he controlled me with his money and with that way of looking into my soul and bringing out my most twisted fantasies.  And in part he was; that was undeniable.  {Gerardo knows he's made it, he knows that, for one reason or another, he's the best.  Maybe his dick isn't the biggest, but his wallet makes up for it.  He may not have the biggest wallet in the world either, but he makes up for it with his imagination and personality}.  But regardless, deep down, I was the one deciding and handling the situation, because it was for my skin and bones, and also my soul, that he was doing all this. 

	We women are the weak ones in appearance, but that's because the male must be more apparent, while females can be more passive and wait and see.  The only problem is that many of us have not yet realized the true power we have.  Many men would be happier, if their women would realize the power they have and if they would use it. But it's more comfortable not to.  {Although also less satisfying}. And we've been brought up that way, to be wary of our power, because a woman who uses it is. . . you know. 

	Besides, I don't think it would be necessary to hire anyone," I explained to my boss

	-No?  And that? Gerardo wondered. 

	If I tell you, do you promise not to retaliate against him? 

	-Of course.  -Count! 

	-There's an employee, quite cute, by the way, who hits on me every chance he gets.  It doesn't bother me; I'm flattered.  He's quite handsome. . .  and he knows it.  He's a little on the high side, that's for sure. If only he knew that you and I. . . " I let out a laugh.  I'm sure he wouldn't be such a tease. 

	-Surely not. continues. 

	-What would you do if. . .  I fucked him?  -I asked cautiously. Hypothetically speaking. 

	-Fire him! exclaimed Gerardo witheringly. 

	-But you're not going to do it. You promised me," I reminded him, alarmed. 

	I promised you I wouldn't fire him for telling me.  Did you fuck him? 

	No.  Of course not," I flatly denied. 

	-Why not yet? You like it. 

	Had Gerardo missed him?  

	--I don't want to get him in trouble.  And. . .  I don't know. . .  it seemed to me that it would be a betrayal of you.  I wouldn't do it without you knowing about it. I mean, I wouldn't. 

	{Traition towards Gerardo, but not towards your husband.  Curious}.  Curious, nothing.  Daniel would be delighted if I fucked him.  He likes that.  And even more so if it means I get a little separation from Gerardo.  Regarding Daniel, it would not be an infidelity, therefore.  {Do you owe Gerardo fidelity? } No.  I don't.  But. . .  I feel that our relationship has moved on.  I was no longer just his paying whore. There was something personal. 

	So you'd like to know what it's like to be a boss with him.  Isn't Daniel enough for you? 

	I shrugged my shoulders.  It was different; Daniel was my husband.  I wasn't his boss, I was his wife.  It wasn't the same thing. Besides, I was eager to teach a lesson to the handsome hipster who must have thought he was an irresistible Don Juan, a prototype of the Iberian macho. 

	-So you think, if you were his boss, you would get him to do. . . things. . . for you.  Would you transform him?  

	Imy head, half nodding

	-Interesting," commented Gerardo, thoughtfully.  There was silence, even though a ranchera was playing.  Do you want to be his boss? he asked me seriously, after taking a good puff on his cigar. 

	-Are you asking me or proposing?  -I asked, confused by the turn the conversation was taking.  I didn't even know why she had brought it up.  I had certainly thought about it before. I had fantasized about it.  And sometimes I had thought about bringing it up, but I had always backed off, thinking it wouldn't be a wise thing to do.  It was true that I had discussed it with my husband and that we had agreed to broach this subject and take a step in that direction.  But after several days with Gerardo, I had almost forgotten about it.  I had stopped feeling that need.  It had ceased to be a priority, even though I had agreed with my husband.  But suddenly he had brought it up.  [I hope you didn't mind that I took control, for a moment].  {To her, I don't know.  I think it's funny}.  It had just been a remark without much meaning. And yet, now we seemed to be taking it seriously. 

	Both," replied my boss.  So you want to do it? 

	Yes," I admitted in a weak voice, lowering my head. 

	-Everything has a cost, my dear," said Gerardo, leaning back contentedly and taking a deep drag on his cigar.  He didn't seem at all bothered by my wishes.  Everything can be negotiated in this life. But you know that. 

	  

	***

	  

	ifideleteit:  

	"Hi, Gema.  I haven't read all your posts lately; I'll just comment on a photo of latticed legs (wow! ), in case they are really yours.  I did read these last ones and wonder if you would formally open the door to absolute submission As a game you already partially practice it. Gerard seems to have it all and at his age, what does he lack, an object, a soul? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Gerardo needs to involve my husband more.  I am a hotwife and Daniel is part of any relationship, in one way or another.  But maybe the one who lacks something is me. Maybe I lack courage. 

	  

	ifideleteit:  

	"You say you didn't even know why you brought it up.  You're an opportunist looking to prey on another sex toy, the poor co-worker. don't know yourself. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I'm getting bad, very bad. But I still haven't decided whether to accept Gerardo's conditions, so Mario, the co-worker, can still save his soul

	  

	ifideleteit:  

	"Thank you Gema.  In your response you show the love you have for your husband and your way of life.  I also think I intuit the game of proposals and counter-proposals that you publish and that, in other areas but with characters of similar character, I know first hand.  I hope I am wrong.  I don't know in what sense you may lack courage, but I wish you had more than enough sanity.  Faust desires Margarita and with the arts of Mephistopheles he obtains her.  The latter, dishonored, ends up in prison and executed.  And Margarita is. . . Kisses. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"What if the devil in history was me? 

	  

	ifideleteit:  

	"Congratulations!  You have already finished the (second) book and have put an end to it.  Maybe it coincides with the turning point in your lifestyle and I wanted to ask you if in your thoughts, when you accepted the contract with Gerardo, you could assume this turn.  What do you expect?  Would you set limits?  You've said you're becoming very mean.  Will it affect Daniel? From the perspective, it seems to open up a lot of questions

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Hold on, that the final proposal is yet to be told and that's something I didn't expect. 

	The rest with Gerardo, I neither expected it nor was I surprised.  It is not something that I had planned, that I had meditated and analyzed consciously.  Surely my subconscious pushed me to accept and even seek the contract with Gerardo, because I wanted to move in that direction.  It was something I intuited semi-consciously, but not something I had rationalized.  Even now, I prefer not to think about where the journey will take me. I prefer to think that I am a leaf at the mercy of the wind and all it knows is that it wants to travel and be blown by the wind. 

	Will it affect Daniel?  I would like to be meaner to him, because I know he needs it, even if he doesn't dare to ask me explicitly.  Everyone expresses their deepest desires in a certain way.  Some are able to verbalize them, others prefer the wind to make them come true.  But yes, it will affect Daniel.  It always affects him.  One way or another, I will manage to get meaner to him. He deserves it, for being such a good husband

	  

	ifideleteit:  

	"You say you're getting bad, very bad - you like to betray Daniel, because you're addicted to the thrill! 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Because he is addicted to excitement. I am only his faithful servant, which provides it for him

	  

	ifideleteit:  

	"I'm getting bad, very bad. "will become so bad, she will leave you

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"No.  I've got Daniel all tied up. Or maybe it's just wishful thinking and he's the one who's got me tied up

	  

	***

	  

	The subject was on the table and we had fully entered Gerardo's territory, in the field of negotiation, in which he was a master.  But I had learned from the best and was an advanced apprentice.  Suddenly, the effects of the alcohol and cigar smoke had worn off.  Gerardo ordered himself another glass of whiskey and did the same for me, but I stopped the waiter and insisted that he bring me a simple Coke instead.  The waiter, caught in a crossfire, ended up listening to "la señorita". Advantages of being a woman.  

	-Are you serious?  -I asked my boss. still couldn't believe that Gerardo had accepted that possibility so easily. 

	Absolutely," he replied emphatically.  And you? 

	Total," I replied, trying not to sound too enthusiastic. 

	-Show it!  Your panties on the table, when the waiter arrives. And you make eyes at him, with one of those smiles of yours. 

	-Can I fuck him next?  -I asked him all fresh.  I wasn't really interested, but I wanted to provoke my boss and throw him off balance. That always offered an advantage in negotiation. 

	Gerardo nodded appreciatively. 

	-No," he said, "I just want you to play with it. don't have to eat the mouse. 

	-Okay. One hundred euros in exchange, to prove that you're serious too. 

	-Ha ha ha," laughed Gerardo deeply.  He was having fun.  Fifty. And you take them off here, just when you see that the waiter is on his way. 

	-Done. It was what I intended to do. 

	The waiter didn't know where to put himself, excited and embarrassed, not knowing how to react at the moment.  However, that should be left to him, then he reacted bravely and soon after brought us another round, by way of an invitation.  On my coaster I had written his phone number.  What impression must I have made on him, with Gerardo as my partner?  Would he have thought that Gerardo is an impotent cuckold and that I need to look for sex -withhusband's permission- elsewhere? 

	But back to the sequence of events, when the waiter arrived, I took off my panties and put them on top of his tray, next to the bill.  At that moment, after delighting for a few moments with the waiter's surprised face, Gerardo took out a bill and put them on top of the bill.  The waiter recovered, took the bill and returned the change and left with a red face.  

	-I would have paid you the hundred for the little show," my boss confessed.  By the way, thanks for inviting me to this round. The change is for you. 

	It took me a few seconds to understand him and do the math.  The bill he had left was for one thousand Mexican pesos, which was roughly equivalent to fifty euros.  

	Once it was clear thatboth serious and that we were both going to do our best in the negotiation, the dance began, which would last several glasses of whiskey and glasses of Coca Cola

	Why did I bring this up?  Was it an act of rebellion from my subconscious, fed up with my too-easy submission to Gerard?  Was it to take a step back, after I had taken too many steps forward in the last few days?  Or was it because I didn't seem to like it when it was too easy?  {Maybe it's because you expect the outcome of the negotiation to be a step forward.  It may not be rebellion, but a desire to speed things up}.  

	  

	***

	  

	fandegemma:  

	"Hello, Gema.  Little by little and from the way you write about the proposal, it is clear that you would really like to take this step forward. That would mean many more "professional" hours with Gerardo, at home, in addition to those you already spent with him, and many fewer hours with your husband, who would have a minimum percentage of life with you, since you would have to add the hours you would spend at work and classes.  Wouldn't that be relegating Daniel to a very dangerous situation for him in your life? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Sometimes you need to leave some space for a fresh breeze. And it doesn't have to be permanent. 

	  

	fandegemma:  

	"Thank you so much for answering my previous question.  I imagine it must not be easy to be thinking about such a difficult decision and to answer and deal with our questions.  Just to tell you that, whatever decision you make, it will be the right one, because it will be your decision.  And you are not alone in this.  Daniel knows that he supports you in whatever you do and has even indirectly told you what he would like, offering to pay half. If spending a lot less time together doesn't matter to him either

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"He does care, but it's also an opportunity to miss each other

	  

	fandegemma:  

	"Good morning, Gema.  Faced with Daniel's simplicity, living with you must be complicated, because of that roller coaster you are always on.  I think of everyday situations like, for example, you and Daniel in the car on a normal day.  He puts his hand on your leg, like a caress.  Does he have permission?  Is his boldness going to have consequences?  I'm thrown off by that uncertainty.  In my case, I know that this gesture with my partner is not going to mean anything negative in her towards me.  Thank you in advance. And courage in that decision. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Of course I allow him to caress me.  I like him to be submissive, but not passive.  There is a difference.  The only thing Daniel is not allowed to do is to try to take me in the ass - that's reserved for horny guys.  Otherwise, I welcome any initiative from him.  That doesn't mean that I let him do everything, but it doesn't mean that, just because he tries, it will necessarily have negative consequences.  I am a horny wife, a bit dominant towards my husband and submissive towards my lovers. am not a witch

	  

	***

	  

	Of the negotiation that followed, I no longer remember the exact words.  I think my mind was clouded by all that it meant.  I do remember well that it was long and hard and that it had produced a number of unexpected results for both sides.  In the following, I will try to narrate as best I can what I remember happening. The exact words I no longer remember, but I think it reflects well the negotiating style of Master Gerardo and myself, his apprentice. 

	-Then you want to include one of my employees in your sex life, that is, ours. If you want to widen the circle, you have to be willing for me to bring others into it as well," Gerardo commented, laying the groundwork for his negotiating strategy. 

	-You have already introduced Mr.  Ripoll!  -I protested. I didn't do it because I was opposed to it, but as a bargaining chip. 

	-He doesn't count; he's a customer," my boss argued. So, are you willing to widen the circle? 

	I had no doubt that he was referring to his friend Manolo. Well, why not?  That would be a win-win situation for me.  Manolo, although mature like Gerardo, was not bad looking.  [You're forgetting Daniel!  Don't you remember how he got with the innocent snack at his house?  He doesn't want any more old men! ] {But it's not what he wants, my dear, it's what she wants.  Besides, she'll get a young lover in return, just the way he likes them}.  

	-And you want to be boss," Gerardo continued, at my sudden dumbness.  I can create a new department.  It would be small and you would be in charge of it. But I'm not going to raise your salary, understand? 

	-I'm good at what I do, you know that!  -I reminded him. Put me in charge and you'll see how things will get better. 

	-Being a boss means taking responsibility.  -Her eyes sparkled as she said those words.  If things don't go well, I'll have to punish you.  I don't care if it's your fault or the fault of the people under you. If you're the boss, you deal with it. 

	His words produced a strange electric current in my parts. 

	-I accept," I answered, hesitating only a few moments.  But if things go well, I also want a prize, a bonus. In cash. 

	-Then we have an agreement on that issue.  But don't think that just because it's you, I'm going to set easy goals for you.  You'll have to work harder than you do now.  You'll have to learn quickly. Being in charge is not easy. 

	-I know. was going to ask you for training. 

	What do you have in mind? 

	Mmm.  How about a master's degree in business administration? 

	-Those master's degrees are expensive. And you're already learning English.  Will you have time for everything you set out to? 

	I will do my best," I assured him with determination. 

	-I don't know," Gerardo hesitated.  It would allow you to reduce your working hours a little for your training.  But it would give you a very bad image if as boss you worked less than the others.  People wouldn't understand that you'd be training for the benefit of the company.  And as a newcomer to a position of responsibility, the truth is that your workload would be more, not less.  -He shook his head hesitantly.  I know that the project with Dídac is already on track and that it's almost a routine job," my boss commented.  The double meaning of his words was evident.  But things can get complicated at any moment. Dídac is not an easy client," he warned me. 

	-I can handle it," I assured him, trying to appear more confident than I really was.  

	Gerardo was right.  There were too many things I wanted to do. Where would I find the time for everything? But it was a unique opportunity. 

	And, of course, I will not accept that you reduce your time with me. 

	-Of course not!  -I exclaimed.  You know that's not why I'm with you. I took her hand and squeezed it affectionately. 

	-I know.  However, I like that everything is clear and that we approach it from a transactional perspective.  There are still a lot of things I want to teach you, and I hope you will be as willing or more willing than you have been so far. If we come to an agreement on this, in fact, I expect you to be more willing.  You know what I mean? 

	I nodded.  Gerardo had been discovering my fantasies, one by one.  Some were depraved and only manifested themselves in moments of maximum excitement. There are fantasies that are better left unfulfilled. ] 

	-I know you'll be up to the task.  But I'm not going to pay you for an MBA because of your pretty face, which, by the way, is beautiful.  If you want the master's degree, I'll have to raise your target fees, to offset higher expenses with income.  I don't care where you get the orders from, whether it's by expanding the project with Dídac or otherwise.  As the boss, you will have access to other projects.  How you get them, that's up to you. Is that understood? 

	I swallowed hard, but nodded.  Are you proposing that I get other clients in. . .  that way? {No, I'm not!  I'm just asking you to make them loyal in that way. } I thought about how many photos I had taken of myself.  How easy it would be to make an album with those photos to attract clients!  Was that what I had in mind?  Was that what I meant by a transactional approach?  My boss's bitch.  Expand the project with Mr.  Ripoll.  What else was I expected to do?  And there are the monthly reports he sends her, after every meeting.  How easy it would be to anonymize them and use them as testimonials or references.  Did he therefore tell me that in exchange for a promotion I would have to widen my sexual circle?  No, I don't think so; he said that clients don't count.  Besides, at that time I didn't know yet that my idea was to be a boss.  {But you're wrong.  Gerardo knows you very well and knows about your fantasies}.  

	-These masters are usually two years long and it will take you some time to be able to put into practice what you have learned.  But I can accelerate your learning process.  I can help you.  But you have to put in the time. I repeat, do you think you can do it all? 

	Gerardo was offering me a good opportunity to improve my training and my resume.  I couldn't count on being with his company forever; I had to think about the future. An MBA was expensive but important. 

	-Yes," I replied, trying again to appear more confident than I really was.  

	It was going to be tough, but it was a unique opportunity.  It would be a huge jump on my resume.  We would secure our future and Daniel could relax, whether he was fired or not.  Even if Gerardo didn't offer me a pay raise in the short term, in the long run, as the boss, I would end up making more money.  And if I ever changed companies, my employability would improve dramatically, as would the level of job I could aspire to.  And on top of that, it all meshed very well with my fantasies. [When something is too nice, it isn't.  Don't you know that?  Gerardo has a hidden agenda with you and you're still eating out of his hand like it's nothing.  What's more, you're speeding things up]!  

	-To accelerate your training, you will have to come to my house two nights a week, plus one full week a month," my boss explained what was expected of me.  It was clear that he was not just talking about training. There would be training, but it would not just be academic. 

	-Your classes and the MBA? 

	That's right, my classes and the master's degree. 

	What about English? 

	-English is a must. When we go back to Switzerland, you have to be able to communicate with people. 

	I shuddered at his mention of Switzerland. There we had. . .  But that's too soon to tell. 

	-Three days in a row instead of a week," I proposed, trying to reduce his initial proposal. From Tuesday to Thursday. 

	-Plus the two nights the rest of the weeks? asked Gerardo, to make sure we were talking about the same thing. 

	[Are you crazy?  It's a long time! ] 

	-Yes," I confirmed.  My heart was racing, was I making a mistake with this?  But it was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. Daniel must understand!  

	Then we have a deal," concluded my boss. 

	We looked at each other in silence.  Gerardo, although he tried to hide it, seemed enormously satisfied. What have you done, Gema?  What have you done? ] He had secured my sexual freedom and I could sleep with his approval with other men.  [But do you realize what you're saying?  How can you put two contradictory terms in the same sentence and still be cool? ] I had gotten a promotion and expensive and valuable post-graduate training.  I had achieved it all.  [What about Daniel?  Have you forgotten about him?  You haven't even tried to include him in the negotiation!  When are you going to get him to come with you to Gerardo's? ] I had done a spectacular negotiation and yet Gerardo was smiling as if he was the winner. 

	-There is one more thing.  -Gerardo broke the silence.  His countenance became serious.  I want your total commitment.  -He pulled my hand towards him.  There are many things you are proposing.  You mean well and I know you are strong, committed and hardworking. But you wouldn't be the first person whose legs have faltered in a situation like this. 

	[You're not the first!  You see how there have been more!  She lied to you! ] {No, she didn't.  He speaks generically}.  

	I am totally committed," I said. 

	-I know, Gema.  But I don't want an act of faith.  I want a demonstration of your commitment. I'm taking a big risk and I'm investing in you for the long term and I want you to show me that you're thinking along the same. 

	-Do you want proof of my commitment?  -What do you have in mind? 

	[But what else can I do to show him that I'm committed to us?  I even kiss his feet and. . .  

	I want you to get tits," said my boss, looking me in the eyes and not letting go of my hand. 

	How?  [What? ] {What? } 

	-I beg your pardon?  -I asked perplexed. No, I didn't hear you correctly.  Or I didn't understand him well.  He must have said something else.  

	-You heard him. 

	-Don't you like mine?  -I exclaimed too loudly.  I had the feeling that everyone on the terrace had turned to look at us, even though the music was blaring. To look at my tits. The blood rushed to my head. 

	-Oh yes, of course.  They're great.  Surely you could do better, though, don't you think?  

	My boss looked down and stared brazenly at my breasts.  They were showing through my top.  Suddenly, I had the feeling I had two prickly pears instead of breasts.  It was my least favorite part of my body.  Not that they were bad, but after breastfeeding they had deflated a bit.  When I was younger, I had had much nicer breasts.  However, no one had complained to date. {And who was going to do it?  Silvestre, who was enlisted by Daniel?  Luis Alberto, who was least interested in your tits? } Well, Mr.  Ripoll. . .  And Manolo didn't complain either!   

	-But as I told you," my boss continued, "it's not about that; it's about demonstrating your commitment to me.  First, you want me to change the structure of the company and put you in charge of a small department.  Do you know what that entails?  I have confidence in your abilities, but surely you also see the risks involved.  The company is not something we can play with, Gema.  Second, I'm sure at some point you'll want me to raise your salary for your promotion. have already told you that I will not do so, at least not immediately. 

	I tilted my head slightly, trying to digest what I was expected to do. Not what is expected, what he is demanding me to do!  

	-I admit, it would be only fair," Gerardo agreed.  Obviously, it would be after a probationary period in which you would show your worth in the new position.  -Again, the double meaning of his words was evident.  I have no doubt that you will prove it.  But you have to think that your salary is already very high.  Raising it even more is not easy.  I have a partner and I don't want him to get upset and start digging around," explained my boss.  And you still haven't found anything to put pressure on him," he added.  I continue:  "Thirdly, you want me to let you fool around with one of my employees.  I don't care about the little sexual games you may have with him, but I see risks that could affect the company.  Have you thought about what would happen if he told on Tiburcio?  Mario is one of his men. Tiburcio won't be amused if you take him away from him. 

	-And that's bad?  -I interjected with a hint of mischief. knew he wouldn't mind screwing over his partner, if he could. 

	Gerardo laughed and said, "No, it's not. But I'll have to fight that battle for you and frankly, I have enough problems with him. 

	-Mario is one of his most trusted men," I reminded him. Think what I could find out about Tiburcio through him, if I were his boss. 

	Or Tiburcio from us through him," Gerardo objected. 

	-What do you think he would do with Mario if I were his boss?  Do you think he would be in a position to betray me?  

	I smiled.  Mario would have to be willing to publicly die of shame if he planned to betray me.  I would go down as a boss, but he would go down as a man.  Gerardo looked at me and nodded. had understood my rhetorical question perfectly. 

	-Good. " He continued nodding.  "Good thinking.  You make me proud of you.  Nevertheless, let me continue.  Fourth, good MBAs don't come cheap.  And of course, I wouldn't let you take one that wasn't good.  

	Gerardo paused and looked at me.  For an instant, his gaze strayed to my two prickly pears.  It seemed to me that he had done so deliberately. "Good breasts aren't cheap either and I'm not going to let you wear just anything," he seemed to have really meant it, between his look and what he had verbalized. 

	-And finally, fifth, do you know how much jealousy you are going to provoke in the company?  You know how people are.  You're one of the most recent arrivals and suddenly you're going to get a promotion.  I'm taking a gamble on you, Gema," my boss argued, "I know I'm asking for a personal change, a physical and quasi-permanent change.  It's not trivial.  But I see no better way for you to show me that you're willing to go all the way.  You understand, don't you?  It's not like I'm asking you to get pregnant," she added jokingly.  

	But it hadn't sounded entirely like a joke.  Gerardo and I had talked about the possibility of me getting pregnant, accidentally.  The pill was very safe, but it could fail.  As adults, we both had to be aware of that possibility.  I had also discussed it with my husband, of course.  It had been Gerardo who had brought it up. [Yes, and he did it while you were masturbating for him!  I didn't want his child.  I didn't want anyone's child.  But Gerardo had coaxed out of me that Daniel had had a vasectomy after the birth of our daughter.  I had confessed to him that, although the decision had been theirs, I had always had the feeling that Daniel had talked me into it.  I had admitted to him that, unlike my husband, my reproductive instinct was not fully satisfied.  And Gerardo had made me fantasize, as I continued to masturbate in front of him, about what it would be like to become - accidentally - pregnant by him.  It was not something I wanted.  On the contrary, I was terrified it would happen. But my boss always knew how to spur my fantasy, especially at specific times. 

	The proposal - demand - of the breast operation had been a full-fledged hammer blow on top of my head. Well, you'll see when you tell Daniel about it!  That was something I hadn't expected.  {At least he's not asking you to get a tattoo.  Fortunately he doesn't seem to like them}.  He had taken me everywhere with my tits and nipples showing, with my bra without cups, proud to have me as his female.  And yet he's asking me to wear plastic ones.  There was much to gain, but I also saw the obvious risks for me.  As for the gain, it wasn't just material:  I was genuinely attracted to spending more time with him and taking a step forward in our relationship.  {So you have a good excuse to spend more time with him. } And Daniel, what would he think?  {There's still so much you want me to teach you.  Most of it, you don't even dare to confess to Daniel.  You need more time with Gerardo} What had Luis Alberto awakened in me?  My dark longings had their origin in him.  I had felt so helpless and powerless with him!  He had almost raped me.  {The fault is Daniel's.  Luis Alberto. . .  follow the line. . .  Silvestre. . .  and you will see that the origin is in Daniel}.  And now I wanted to feel helpless and powerless again, at the whim of a man.  That was what I was looking for in Gerardo, but at a calmer and safer pace than that which the energetic and dangerous Luis Alberto had impressed upon me.  But with Gerardo, above all, I feel exposed.  I am transparent to him.  He is a different kind of danger.  

	-Supposing I were to agree to. . . " I lowered my voice, "put on tits. . .  and thereby demonstrate my commitment to you, hypothetically speaking, I also need an assurance from you. I also incur great risks. 

	-Okay, I'm listening. Gerardo nodded. 

	-I want an ironclad contract.  I don't want that, if your partner finds out, I will end up in the street with one sheet of paper in front of me and another behind.  If you were to fire me, for whatever reason, I want a high severance pay.  I want that, if your partner wanted to fire me, he would not want to see the severance pay.  And if I were to have. . .  -I lowered my voice again-, if I were to have the surgery, I want private health insurance. For me and my husband -I quickly added-.  And for our daughter, of course. 

	-For you alone," my boss agreed.  He doesn't operate. As for the ironclad contract. . .  I decide on the implants and you will have to trust me," he said. 

	  

	 

	


Chapter XXXIII - He who stumbles twice

	  

	"It is easier to fool people, than to convince them that they have been fooled. " - Mark Twain 

	  

	  

	"This is something you have to decide, Gemma, whether you want to move forward or backward.  I will always be your friend, whatever you decide.  I don't want you to tell me anything.  Take this week off and think about it.  I'll be there on the day of the appointment.  If you show up, I know you want to move forward.  If you don't show up, I know you don't want to continue," Gerardo had written me in a message.  

	The unexpected message had come as ashock to me.  My boss had been quick to make an appointment for me at a plastic surgery clinic.  Moreover, and this was the strongest thing, he was giving me an ultimatum.  There was no other interpretation of his words.  If I wanted to stay with him, I had to take that step.  Otherwise, it was "goodbye very goodbye".  Gerardo understood that, if I didn't, it showed that I wasn't committed to him and that he was wasting his time with me.  [I've been telling you for a long time:  that's what he values you! ] It was losing my relationship with him and my job, after all the progress I had made on both fronts. 

	As I pondered his words, my followers bombarded me with questions and overwhelmed me with criticism. Gerardo's proposal had unleashed a storm on my blog

	  

	Anonymous (an English speaker, no doubt):  

	"Hello Gema.  These are interesting developments.  The improvement of the job offer is fascinating, of that there is no doubt.  But the breast enlargement, I don't know.  This is invasive surgery.  Put the hotwife-fantasy aside for a second.  It doesn't matter if you trust Gerardo or not, in the end only you and Daniel should decide about that surgery, especially about breast size, not Gerardo.  He should not complain.  He already enjoys his "new breasts" as a "thank you" to help convince you to learn about the procedure.  That should be the measure of your "indebtedness" and "commitment" to him.  Again, in my opinion, only you and Daniel should decide on the size, if you actually undergo breast enlargement.  How much time has Gerard given you to decide? Please don't do anything that could hurt you and Daniel and your marriage. "

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"You are right.  But the decision is mine; Gerardo knows that.  I decide whether I want to take the step or not.  Although, if I decide to take it, he will determine the size.  It's a test of trust for a reason.  But I can always decide not to.  At the moment he hasn't set a date for me to decide, but I know he's going to demand my decision soon. This coming week, in fact, he's given me free to think about it, which is already an indication of his expectations for timelines

	  

	Sir Lancelot (another English speaker, who follows my husband on his forum; apparently they are very sympathetic to him there):   

	"Dear Gema.  Just tell you that I know the issue by extremely serious illness.  After expander and after a few months they placed the prosthesis, after a year they had to remove it due to allergy and other problems with the prosthesis, despite being this hypoallergenic. does not mean that it happens to you, but know that it happens.  What is it, "negotiation" or blackmail? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Sometimes negotiation is blackmail. And other times, blackmail is a form of negotiation.  What is the exact line that separates the two? 

	  

	curiojotj: 

	"Hello Gema.  I hope you are well.  I love your blog.  I have a question for you:  don't you think that letting Gerardo become your priority because of the invested time he asks of you and changing you already on a physical level is taking the hotwife role to a high extreme?  Because, even though I know Daniel loves you and you love him, getting to such a constant time with Gerardo and so far away from your husband, can't it be risky for your relationship and even your core as a family?  Because it is evident as a reader and follower of yours that your relationship with Gerardo goes far beyond hotwife style; it is even stronger than with Silvestre. And I must say that your path that you show us with your stories brings you closer to Gerardo, not only in the sexual and professional sphere, but also sentimentally, leaving Daniel completely in third place, who currently suffers not only with not being a participant in the lifestyle that he proposed to you, but also with work problems

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Would it be better if, instead of Gerardo trying to change me physically, it was my husband who did it?  Indeed, the big challenge I have not yet managed to achieve is to get Daniel more involved.  He can't complain completely, but I admit that in that aspect I have failed.  But I'm not throwing in the towel, I'm working on it. Don't lose faith in me. 

	  

	curiojotj: 

	"That you do it to sell yourself to Gerardo in a permanent way, is what intrigues me.  You sacrifice a lot:  he requires you to spend more than half the month with him at his house, physical change, (not to mention the changes in tastes he has already imposed on you).  I understand that a master's degree is a great prize, but are you really willing to spend more than half the year with Gerardo? That's not to mention that a master's degree doesn't go by as fast as a vacation in Mexico

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"You're right, it's a long time, maybe too long.  Maybe I can't stand him.  Maybe we can't stand each other, being together so long.  It would be a real trial by fire.  And maybe it's that, the fire or the test that attracts me the most, beyond the master's degree and the headship.  But I could also end up scalded and burned. Decisions, decisions

	  

	negromante-black: 

	"Hello.  I don't know what's wrong with you.  I know you'll accept that breast implant bullshit, you'll stop being you and there'll be no turning back, neither for you nor your family.  You'll end up being the boss's executive bitch. . . .  Strange fetishes, aren't they?  And then what?  Five years, no more, and you'll stop being a puppet of men, because you'll have the skin of an old woman.  What will you have left?  Money?  What a poor spirit, isn't it?  Think things over.  I don't think that's the way. And if it is, explain to me why! 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I would be left with work experience as an executive, good references, an MBA, money and nice boobs

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Going for everything Gerardo offers you is worth so much to put yourself at great risk of crisis and even lose what you say you love the most, Daniel and your family?  All that just to seek your limits?  You show us a mountain you want to climb and you are willing to do it, by what you publish.  You're in first place, but don't you realize that Daniel is already on his way out?  You move up the career ladder while Daniel is underappreciated. You show paths that are completely separate

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"It's not a mountain I'm trying to climb; it's a roller coaster that Daniel and I are riding on. He may scream, he may get dizzy, but, deep down, he likes to stare into the abyss, as we seemingly fall. Where would be the fun in life if everything was flat? 

	  

	naughtyness869:   

	"I thought you were a helluva woman at first, but as this adventure of yours progresses I see no good end for Daniel, and I like this lifestyle as a partnership, not all one-sided.  You kid yourself if you think you're making any decisions, Gema.  Gerado makes all the decisions now.  For you, and for Daniel through you. And if I thought it was just that, I'd feel for you too, but I think you're a very willing participant in what will end up being you and Gerardo living together, with Daniel as a pet. 

	Do you think it surprising that even many of your fans here have started questioning your motives?  And how you could profess to love someone and leave them, essentially, behind?  I'd have more respect for you if you were not only honest with yourself, but with Daniel as well.  And even us here, for that matter.  Instead of making it all sound like some dramatic adventure just to garner attention. Some of us aren't so easily played, my dear. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"What is wrong with Gerardo taking decisions?  He is a successful man.  He has proven that his decisions are good. I am totally transparent with my husband

	  

	naughtyness869:   

	"The only thing keeping me from saying goodbye is that it's like watching a car wreck. . .  you just want to see who's carried out on the stretcher.  It'll be Daniel, of course, at least first.  But your time will come as well.  Gerardo will find a woman a little younger than you and maybe more interesting, more of a challenge because you'll be fully trained and apt to be a little boring after a time.  I mean, there's only so many kinks you can come up with before it gets stale, no? Fake tits, fake life

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	You really think anyone could be more interesting than me?  You say it, but yet you keep reading me

	  

	naughtyness869:   

	"I keep checking in because, as I said, you're the car wreck waiting to happen in Daniel's life, and it's hard to look away because I feel bad for him.  I check in here because I'm hoping you'll give proof to the lie that you're living and kidding yourself with.  But you won't.  I don't think Daniel even realizes it yet, but you've been gone and wholly Gerardo's for quite some time.  You say you'd like to include Daniel more, but you know where your true interest lies. You'd rather be with Gerardo. 

	  

	ifideleteit:  

	"Well, well.  Gerardo wants to mold his little toy and give more time to play.  He buys and disposes.  Besides, it looks like he wants to play with his little friends.  And Mephistopheles, what does he think? That little voice inside will tell you something, won't it?  What if he wants porn actress tits? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"There's a reason I haven't decided yet. 

	  

	ifideleteit:  

	"From your photos and responses, it looks like you've already decided.  Gerardo has ordaginated you and you have two jacks. You are ambitious and dance on the edge of the abyss.  How long will it be before Gerardo puts the iron of his stud on you?  When will he think; that this game with more participants is more fun? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"No, I haven't decided yet.  And the truth is that I'm in a mess.  Neither yes, nor no.  Neither yes, nor no.  I've posted the pictures and comments to test myself, to see how I react to the idea.  Thinking about it is not the same as reading my own blog and visualizing the images.  I don't know what to do.  There are things that attract me to do it - I'm not talking about the material things - and there are other things that scare me.  Gerardo has put me at a good crossroads. I guess that's what amuses him, to see me for once hesitant about the possibility of losing control completely

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Well, decided to operate on you for money. . . . .  Here's one who's retiring. Bye. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Funny, you didn't mind if I fucked Gerardo for money. . .  Who would operate on me for money, would be the surgeon.  I wouldn't do it for money.  If I did, it would be for other reasons, which I see you haven't understood. But I don't blame you, because sometimes I don't understand them myself. 

	  

	Alex:  

	"Hello Gema.  Congratulations for your blog and the incredible journey you and Daniel are doing.  I want to ask you if in making these decisions, have you ever tried to be in Daniel's place?  What would you feel if the person you love decides to do something for his lover that he has always denied to you, even though you have asked her many times?  How would you feel if he decided to spend so much time with another person?  Even when you're at home you cannot just focus on Daniel because you have to study a lot.  Daniel will spend many nights alone at home thinking about your relationship, about the choices you make, if the feelings that he proves to you are mutual.  Not always his thoughts will be influenced by his cuckold fantasies. Sometimes an act that might seem less important produce in reality very deep effects, sometimes a little doubt can also make a harm to a more solid relationship

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I hear you.  And you might be right.  It is too much time, possibly.  I have to think about all the implications.  I have looked into the MBA courses.  Most of them require attendance on Friday afternoon and Saturday morning. I am beginning to think that I might not have the time for everything. 

	  

	Alex:  

	"I don't think your relationship is a crashing car, you and Daniel are two good guys.  It is true that the type of relationship you have chosen is more complicated than vanillas, but this is the reason you have to pay more attention than others, the risk that you, without wanting it, may hurt Daniel is higher. But from what I can get to know through the blog, you look like a very smart woman who loves her husband and try to reconcile yours and his deeper fantasies

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Thank you for your encouraging words! 

	  

	Anonymous:  

	Hello, you have been "missing" for a few days and we can't wait to hear from you.  You have been "missing" for a few days and we are impatient to hear from you.  Are you in a cooling off period? Thank you. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I'm sorry, I apologize for evaporating.  I needed some time off to reflect.  I have received multiple insulting messages, just for reflecting on having cosmetic surgery.  I don't understand why some people have taken it so badly.  As if it was their body instead of mine.  I have been meditating not only about what to do, but how to continue with the blog.  But I can tell you that I'm back for now. will update you shortly. 

	  

	***

	 

	

 

	-What about your suitcase? asked my wife, surprised. 

	-It's a long story, love," she answered evasively.  I have a lot to tell you. But I come dead. 

	Gerardo had requisitioned her cell phone during the trip.  He had done it the first day, as soon as he arrived, the bastard.  As I had suspected, his intention from the beginning had been to disconnect my wife from me in order to change her somehow.  Gema had only been able to call me when I got there.  Then I had commandeered her cell phone. had written a cocky message to me: 

	"Gema doesn't have time for you.  She's going to be dedicated to me all the time. If there's anything urgent, you already have my number

	Of course, I had called her immediately afterwards.  The cell phone had rung and rung, but my wife hadn't picked up.  "Mine. " I remembered what I had written.  On top of that, it was up to me to come up with some excuse to explain to our daughter why she shouldn't be surprised if mom didn't answer her phone or WhatsApp messages. Apparently, Gerardo was not only more important than me, but even more important than our daughter. 

	-The suitcase is at Gerardo's house," my wife clarified.  The clarification was a figure of speech, because in reality what she had said was more obscuring than clarifying.  You're not even going to let me take a shower? she asked flirtatiously. 

	No, of course I wasn't going to let her shower!  I wasn't interested in kissing her breasts where Gerardo had licked them. At least not this time.  She had been missing for a week and now she was coming from Gerardo's house.  She had a lot of things to tell me.  Thank goodness I no longer had to wait for him to update his blog.  That had been insufferable.  I looked at the time on my cell phone.  How come he was coming from his boss's house?  Had the flight been brought forward?  How many days?  Had he been at his house all this week, instead of in Mexico as he had told me?  

	-Did you come from his house? asked suspiciously. Have you been there all this time?  

	-Oh, no.  Of course not, my love.  I come from Mexico," said my wife, trying to pronounce in a Mexican accent, "I have a lot of news," she said, pretending to be interesting. Not that she needed to. But let me first say hello to Vicky.  How is she? 

	-He's downstairs, playing the piano," I replied, aware that he hadn't asked me where, but how about it.  But I felt annoyed that he had disappeared like that, for a week, so completely. You have no right to ask how he is now.  

	My wife disappeared downstairs to the basement, where our daughter kept the piano.  She had left with a large suitcase and had returned very lightly. She has a tan.  She has been in Mexico.  Of course, the sun was shining in Madrid and she could have been just as tanned here.  What's the suitcase doing in Gerardo's house?  Are you lying to me?  I could willingly accept that he was hiding things from me.  He was the salt and pepper in our relationship.  As if he had little pepper in him already.  I don't know if I'm the biggest cuckold in Spain, but I'm probably the biggest asshole.  But I couldn't tolerate the lies.  Had the Iberia people lost the suitcase?  Of course, that's it!  

	She and Vicky walked up the stairs together, chatting placidly. Which means I have to wait to find out what happened.  It was a nice and, unfortunately, not so usual homey image.  Our teenage daughter was at a difficult age.  Very difficult.  She had come out with a strong character.  She inherited the "best" from me and Gema.  With me she got along well.  But with her mother she often argued.  They clashed with each other.  It's a pity they can't be great friends.  Maybe in the future, in ten or fifteen years.  Our daughter's difficult age would have to end much sooner, but the way she and my wife clashed did not invite optimism, quite the contrary.  Why do I talk about her like that?  Gema and I are not at a difficult age!  I was at a difficult age in my own way.  But my wife. . .  Gema apparently could not conceive of consensual infidelity without falling in love.  She had proved it with Silvestre.  But with Gerardo, inexplicably, she had hit him even harder, if possible.  And why do I put "fall in love" in italics?  I should have written it normally, even without quotation marks.  Our daughter, of course, had not been told that he had gone on vacation with his boss. had told her that she had gone with him to visit clients and then, over the weekend, to a congress. 

	-What a brunette you are!  -Vicky exclaimed, nevertheless. Downstairs I hadn't seen you well, but here in the light, wow! 

	Yes, let's see how you explain this to your daughter.  Of course, the explanation was simple:  In Barcelona -where I had supposedly been-, between clients and congresses I had had time to walk along the promenade. had even had time to go to the beach for a while. 

	-With your boss? asked our daughter with perspicacity. 

	Gema blushed, realizing that she had blundered with the last comment.  The jet lag had affected her. Either that or she'd come home from Gerardo's without having slept a wink all night. Fortunately, the tan of her skin kept the blush from showing. 

	Vicky went down to the basement early to continue practicing and we went upstairs too late for my liking to the bedroom to talk about our stuff. Talking was part truth and part understatement. 

	-With your boss? I imitated our daughter, "And how do you explain to him that you come from a congress without a bra? 

	My wife's tits wobbled freely under the top.  Not to say that top didn't look like the right garment for a business meeting or a congress. {Calm down.  That's because she changed, before taking the plane.  Everything has a logical explanation, if you will} Of course, she changed and came like that, next to her boss, all the way!  The top was quite transparent.  Too transparent.  Underneath it, not only her breasts, but something red was showing through.  The bra?  But it doesn't look like she's not wearing one!  Gema was being too careless, isn't she worried about what Vicky might think?  I, for one, would die of shame if our daughter knew about our misdeeds. 

	-Oh, but I am wearing a bra," said my wife.  

	She suddenly removed her top, showing me something that hardly qualified as a bra.  The supposed bra was nothing more than red straps that framed her breasts, but neither supported nor concealed them.  They did not even obfuscate them.  Quite the contrary.  

	-Do you like them?  -asked Gema.  

	She had used the plural, not the singular. couldn't have meant the bra. Or did she mean the red straps?  She was referring to her breasts.  Why do you ask?  

	-Gerardo gave it to me," my wife informed me. He said that from now on he wants me to wear only bras like this.  Do you like them? 

	He used the plural again. I nodded cautiously, just in case. 

	There have been changes," my wife said, as she took off her skirt. 

	-Are you coming from her house?  -I interrupted her, uncharacteristically for me.  Normally, I loved listening to her, especially when she told me about her adventures.  But I was probably annoyed because of the mystery of the suitcase and that she had lied to me.  And also for being so careless with our daughter. If Vicky finds out, I'll die.  

	-No, I have already told you no.  I never lie to you love.  I may not tell you everything. . .  or I may exaggerate some things.  But I never lie to you. I didn't come from his house," she stressed, "Even though he wanted me to spend the night with him. 

	-Another night?  -I asked incredulously, arching my eyebrows. I don't know why I'm surprised.  

	-But I told him no, love. And he tried

	Gema then explained to me about the suitcase at the airport,what a stupid strategy!  And it didn't work for you, ha!  

	-He made me take off. . .  all the baggage," Gema told me.  The clothes I was wearing. . .  everything. . .  he made me throw them away. Even my boots. 

	It took me a while to understand.  Baggage? 

	-What am I?  Baggage? asked, annoyed. 

	-No, of course not!  -My wife came over and hugged me.  She looked deeply into my eyes. Then she kissed me. 

	I hugged her.  My hands went up to her shoulders.  Gemma had very nice shoulders, quite broad and straight.  I traced a line with my fingers down her arms, from her shoulders to her hands.  Slyly, I felt for the wedding band. Yes, it's still there!  

	You're not baggage," my wife said, as if she had read my mind.  You're not baggage," she assured me, still hugging me

	-And Gerardo. . . no. . . ? I asked timidly. 

	-No. " My wife shook her head, "He didn't even try. knows she wouldn't make it. 

	I looked down, but my wife intercepted the movement. put her index finger under my mamola and forced me to lift it up and look into her eyes again. 

	-But the anklet. . . " This time it was my wife who looked down.  She looked embarrassed. She bit her lower lip, in that sexy way she had. 

	The anklet for her ankle was a gift from me.  If the wedding ring was the symbol of our marriage - that she was my wife - the anklet was the symbol of our hot wife and cuckold relationship - it was the symbol that she was myhotwife.  It symbolized that she was free to have sexual adventures with other men. The emphasis was on the words free and other men, plural. 

	He made me leave her at a restaurant table on the third day," my wife confessed

	-The third day. . .  So. . .  soon? I stammered, thoughtful and angry. 

	Gema nodded. Shekept hugging me, as if she was afraid that if I stopped, I would run away

	-He made you. . .  and you. . . ?  -I asked dumbfounded.  This revelation wasshock to me.  It was a symbol!  

	I obeyed," my wife finished the sentence for me and nodded. 

	But. . . " He was still stunned, unable to finish a sentence. 

	-I know, love. We'll have to find a solution for you to carry the little key to your chastity device. 

	Yes, that you wear it on Gerardo's choker, that's what I was missing!  Sometimes Gema wore the little key that way, hanging from her anklet.  Not always, but sometimes she did.  To be honest, I found it very exciting when she did it and totally appropriate. course, we kept a spare key for emergencies. 

	Speaking of the chastity device," said my wife, changing the subject, "have you been good? 

	You abandon a symbol because he tells you so and ask me if I have been good?  

	I shook my head. 

	-Yes, love.  Very good.  Except. . .  yesterday. I had an accident. 

	Gema had set me free.  She hadn't forbidden me to masturbate or cum, but I knew I shouldn't have. I should or must.  I don't know what's right anymore.  I had masturbated thinking about her.  {Thinking about her and Gerardo, tell the truth! } About her with Gerardo.  I had repeatedly come to the brink of orgasm. But, finally, I had gone past the point of no return and had cum. 

	That explains your bad mood," my wife commented dryly, "You see how I can't let you off the hook? 

	I nodded. What about the anklet?  {It's a piece of metal.  You can always buy another one}.  

	-He didn't take your pill pills, too, did he? said in return, acidly. 

	-Oh, that! " exclaimed Gema.  I forgot to tell you.  They were in the suitcase.  -She shrugged her shoulders.  But don't worry about it.  It's old, remember?  I don't think it's very likely to get me pregnant, do you?  -She made a frightened face, exaggerated and clearly faked. , if I did get pregnant, you'd help me raise him, wouldn't you, love? 

	I shook my head, not to contradict her, but out of disbelief, at what my wife was saying.  You're kidding me, right?  Of course we would raise the baby together, if that happened.  We had talked about that.  We had even talked about it in Silvestre's time.  Without wanting to, the image of an old baby came to my mind, which resembled how I imagined Gerardo, smiling, moreover, triumphantly. shook myself free of that dreadful image. 

	The pills were in my handbag, fortunately," she said.  I took them every. 

	To tell the truth, I didn't trust him one bit. The old fox is capable of changing them and replacing them with an innocuous and inoperative placebo.  

	 -I'm sorry about the anklet.  I really am. I lost my boots, too," he added, as if that meant something to me. 

	{You're an insensitive fool!  You'll never understand how a woman feels about footwear}.  "Mine. " That's what I understand very well.  She's totally devoted to him.  {Yes, she's even left her beloved boots behind}.  

	-It's not the only thing I've lost, love," my wife anticipated.  But I think you're going to like this. Look, play. 

	Gema took my hand and slipped it between her legs, under her skirt.  Obsessed with the idea of her coming from home, I had interrupted her and not even let her take off her skirt. 'm such a fool!  

	My wife was completely wet.  She wasn't wearing panties. Is that what you mean?  With Gerardo she always wears them.  Her vaginal fluids had soaked her thighs.  They were soft and slippery.  Is it her fluids, really, or is it his semen?  What if it came from his house? Gema looked at me, smiling. 

	Do you like what I've lost along the way?  Is it a good change? 

	,. 

	-You shaved downstairs!  -I exclaimed, incredulous.  The old man liked the old fashion, au naturel, very hairy.  Grotesque and unhygienic. {And so unhygienic, above all, because you have to eat his cum and clean his smeared hairs.  Shut up!  Don't say that.  I kept feeling around, amazed.  I have to see it!  My wife was completely depilated down there, except for a strip on her mons pubis.  Her vaginal lips were free of the annoying, unsightly hairs.  I had to see it!  -Did you. . .  did you do it for me? I stammered on the verge of glee. 

	Gemma shook her head in amusement. 

	-I haven't done anything.  Least of all, I've done it for you, Daniel.  She shook her head again.  His expression said, "How could you have that idea, my love? He shaved me. 

	How? " was the only thing I was able to produce. 

	-He undressed me, laid me on the bed, spread my legs, then toweled me, applied cream and shaved me. did it with his razor, love. 

	My wife didn't let me ask any more stupid questions. kissed me and plunged her tongue into my mouth. 

	-Was it worth the change?  -my wife whispered warmly in my ear. kissed me again. 

	I nodded, answering her question belatedly, as her lips parted from mine.  Pubic hair so abundant was old womanly, so un-hotwifely.  This was much more appropriate.  Under the circumstances, it was a better symbol than the anklet.  {Except that the anklet is seen by other men and her pussy only by him} Him and soon that co-worker of his!  I had no doubt that I would succeed in seducing him.  What had become of that proposal I had promised to make to Gerardo?  

	-You've got a hard-on," my wife remarked, her hand on my crotch.  Tell me, love, what turned you on so much?  Was it my soft pussy or the fact that he shaved it for me?  Or maybe it was the fact that I obeyed him and threw away the booty box?  Mmm?  What was it?  -Gema unzipped my fly and grabbed my dick.  You know, it's not so small.  When I was with Silvestre and Luis Alberto, it seemed much smaller.  But don't get your hopes up.  It's still just as useless. Tomorrow I'll cage you again," my wife warned me in a honeyed voice, while she touched my dick. 

	Suddenly, roughly, I pulled her skirt up to her waist. I need to see you and I need to fuck you right now!  

	-Oh," groaned my wife, "what a brute! she said, feigning indignation.  Where did you get that energy?  Who do you think you are? 

	I grabbed her buttocks tightly and fondled them with pleasure. You're mine and now I'm going to prove it to you!  

	-Oh, you brute! Gema continued pretending, "Are you going to rape me, taking advantage of the fact that my pussy is all wet? 

	I threw her on the bed.  Gema landed on her ass, legs spread wide.  Her pussy looked delicious.  The vaginal lips were completely shaved.  She had a strip on her pubis.  For my taste, it was too wide and too long, but it was a hell of a lot better than before and she looked stunning, in any case.  The hair strip was still a redhead, matching her hair dye.  She preferred brunettes, but she had no objection to the reddish color, at least not as a temporary change. Deep down, she was still a brunette and would be a brunette again, someday.  In that aspect, in the color of her hair, Gerardo had made a good change.  {So had the way she dressed. } And the way he acted.  {And his salary}.  And, at last, his pubic hair.  Her pussy was very appetizing, but what I needed was to stick my cock in her and fuck her hard.  {What kind of expressions are those! } I quickly took off my pants and boxers.  My dick was pointing in her direction.  {Dick?  How quickly you've gone from chick to dick! } 

	-Brutus!  -my wife repeated. taking advantage of the fact that I'm tired, without panties, and defenseless! 

	I took off my shirt and jumped on the bed, between her legs. I'd eat it right now, so delicious it is, but I'm going to fuck you like you deserve!  I got on top of her and with a thud I rammed my cock into her pussy. Dry stroke is just a figure of speech, because she was dripping wet and my dick was also spurting with cum. 

	-Beast!  -Is this how you treat your wife?  Do you think I'm a whore?  -Then she whispered in my ear:  "Fuck me, love!  Fuck me as hard as you want.  But know that I'm going to punish you for this insolence. I won't do it because I don't like it, but because I want to.  Do you understand? 

	Her pussy was delicious, not only on the outside, but on the inside as well. It was wet and hot. 

	-One," said my wife.  There are more changes, love.  Or maybe there are.  Or maybe not," she said enigmatically.  But don't stop. to tell you something, but I want you to keep fucking me. 

	Tell me something? wasn't planning to stop, in any case. 

	-Two," my wife continued.  Remember that when I reach ten, neither before nor after, you must cum.  Don't forget, or you'll regret it. But now, hit your whore hard. 

	Did I count to ten? I came the day before yesterday (accidentally)!  I don't know if I can cum that fast, now.  

	-Yes!  -Fuck me hard!  Fuck me like the whore I am!  In these eight seconds left, I'm your whore.  Don't hold back," my wife encouraged me as she had never encouraged me before.  The seconds was a figure of speech.  She was referring to her particular countdown, not to the second hand of the clock.  Three!  Gerardo has agreed to let me fuck the co-worker. Or anyone else, I guess. 

	You guess?  You take off the anklet that symbolizes your sexual freedom and you tell me that Gerardo has accepted that you are free?  Anklet aside, it was very good news.  I continued to fuck her vigorously:  I felt like it.  The news was good.  Gema was encouraging me; she had even opted for foul language. And I had the countdown. 

	Four.  Oh!  He's even paying for a master's degree and promoting me.  What do you think I had to do to earn the promotion, love?  What do you think your whorewife had to do? 

	I could imagine all kinds of dirty things.  It was better if he didn't ask me, especially when I was so excited. Oh, you really are a whore.  What have you done?  What else could you have done to deserve the promotion?  {What would you have done? } She must have promised to sleep with that Tiburcio, to make peace between him and Gerardo.  Or he has accepted another client.  O. . .  

	-Oh!  -Go on!  Give me more strength.  More!  -my wife encouraged me, even though I didn't have to.  Five.  I'm going to have to spend more time with him. you know the details. 

	More time? Yes, you bastard, you want her to be yours.  But look how she's mine.  Look!  My cock was coming in and out of her pussy at full speed.  Gema moaned between sentences.  I was horny as a dog with a bitch in heat, but it would be hard to cum on the count of ten. jerking off all week like a baboon, I had numbed my cock. 

	-Uhh!  -Six, love.  Six.  In return for Mario, he wants me to fuck others he tells me to.  And he doesn't mean clients.  I think.  But that's what you want, isn't it? You want this whore to be more than just his. 

	Yes, indeed, that's what he wanted.  I didn't want it to be only his.  On the one hand, I didn't want it because it would only bring them closer together.  And, on the other hand, because I wanted my wife to be sexually free.  That would turn me on, that she could fuck whoever she wanted (and tell me about it). I hadn't given her the freedom for another man to come along and limit it. 

	-Fuck me!  Fuck me!  -Gema shouted under her breath.  She didn't scream at full volume for our daughter.  Although she was in the basement, she could be swarming all over the house.  But her intention, which was what counted, was clear.  Seven.  He also wants me to get a breast augmentation in return. And he wants to choose my breasts. 

	What?  What?  What did you say? At that moment, I had an orgasm and I came inside my wife's saintly whore

	  

	***

	  

	negromante-black:  

	"Hello Gemma.  I think you are in a sweet moment and your baser instincts are in full effervescence, which implies that you have reached hell.  Now that you're burning, you have two choices:  blue or red pill?  The choice is yours.  However, what characterizes you most is how morbid you are, and although you now have internal confrontations between "your good and evil", your morbidness can do anything. Because, between you and me, your intellectual and working capacity will make you have a job wherever you want, or not? 

	  

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Do you think that companies in Spain really value a woman's intellectual capacity? think that many, unfortunately, have other priorities

	
		Enchufismo/amiguismo

		Good, nice, cheap, but most of all CHEAP

		Physical presence

		Experience over intellectual capacity

		That the studies are in line with the job position (not that university really prepares you for the working world)



	The labor market is improving, but there is still a lot of unemployment and what I said above still prevails:  CHEAP.  Ridiculous salaries, a joke. No thanks, I prefer the way I am now; I find it much less humiliating, but not at any price. 

	"Blue or red tablet?  It's not easy for a colorblind person (I'm not, it's just a figure of speech).  Which pill is which? Sometimes the choices are not as clear-cut, as it might seem

	  

	negromante-black:  

	"Looking at today's photo, a question came to me:  do you let them do the Greek kiss?  If so, who do you allow?  If it's to Daniel, is it cum-smeared? It's to find out how far your hotwife level goes.  thank you

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Let me do it?  Of course, to whomever I want, husband or goring.  Daniel does it to me from time to time.  Smeared with semen?  Not yet, but you keep giving me ideas. . .  Me do it?  I've never done it. Maybe I would, but not with my husband

	  

	negromante-black:  

	"Hello again, Gema and cuckolded fans.  Through a friend who works in the CNI, they have tracked you down and detected that you work for the North Korean government.  You are here to weaken all Spaniards and to turn them into cuckolded wimps.  Now that we have discovered you, what are you going to do?  You see, we've caught you. Come clean, you rascal! 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I'm going to go on as if nothing has happened.  I think you have a vice, that you don't care that I am a wiry Asian in the service of an enemy power. I know that I also have followers in the CNI and that it is not to spy on me

	  

	***

	  

	You came too soon," my wife scolded me, as if that was all that mattered

	I had cum when I heard that outrageous thing she had told me.  Then, exhausted, perplexed and dejected, I had rolled off her and lay still, face up, not knowing what to say or think.  The orgasm combined with what she had said had left me in a comatose state.  Gemma had said nothing for long minutes, and had merely caressed my chest affectionately.  But at last she had broken the silence. Deep down, I was grateful that she had done so, even if she had done it with such levity at that moment. 

	-I haven't decided yet," he assured me, "It's just a possibility. wanted to discuss it with you first. 

	Talk it over with me?  You sure talked it over!  

	Daniel!  Say something! 

	And what do you want me to tell you?  What's next?  A pirsin?  A tattoo?  Maybe he doesn't like your nose?  

	I like the way you have them. 

	Gema said nothing. remained silent. 

	I like them like this. 

	-Thank you, but it's not true. You've been making joking comments about my breasts for too long," my wife reminded me. 

	That was partially true.  But surgery?  What if the operation went wrong?  Suddenly I felt the onset of an anxiety attack.  I felt dizzy and short of breath. What if I lose her because of her?  

	Did you say yes? 

	-No! " my wife exclaimed.  Of course not.  -Then she bit her lower lip.  That was bad news. But she told me I must decide in a week. 

	-Must you?  Decide? I repeated his words, "What if I don't? 

	-Kaput. 

	What do you mean,kaputt?  -I asked, puzzled.  I knew the meaning of the term very well. What I understood was what he meant. 

	He says he's leaving me. 

	A momentary feeling of elation came over me. You blew it, man!  

	-What do you mean, she leaves you?  If you don't do what she says, she leaves you?  Just like that? asked incredulously.  How could I leave her?  I'd be an idiot if I did! 

	My wife nodded.  She looked sad. was affected. 

	I arched my eyebrows. You're an idiot.  You've got the wrong move.  In this gambit you're wrong.  Checkmate.  Again the jubilation I felt jubilation, but again only for a few moments.  This does not make sense.  

	-He says he's investing a lot in me and wants proof of commitment. wants to see thatare serious. 

	Or are you going? " I shook my head.  Come on.  I couldn't deny that the old man was investing in my wife.  Even though she was giving her all for him, it didn't seem unfair for him to ask her for proof of commitment of some kind. But that?  After all, he was taking a risk, promoting her.  Gema was learning a lot from him, occupationally speaking.  There was no doubt about that.  And she was happy, professionally speaking.  Whatever happened, her future would be better than before she met him.  Unless he decided to use the photos against her in some way.  That proof of commitment wasn't enough for you.  

	He already has your photos," I objected.  Isn't that proof enough?  What if he decides to blackmail you with them?  What if he decides to take revenge? 

	-Come on!  You know I would never do that," Gema dismissed my arguments.  It would be a problem," she admitted, "but especially for him. The laws. . .  Besides, what about Silvestre and Luis Alberto? 

	That's where it hit me. Gerardo had many more photos of her, but for all intents and purposes, a single photo or video was enough

	-I'm sorry," my wife apologized. The question is, do you want me to have them done? 

	{Watch out, that's a trick question!  Whatever you answer, you're screwed}.  I arched my eyebrows and said nothing. 

	-And let him decide. . .  your breasts?  -I said in return, after a few seconds of reflection. Ours," I emphasized, "Size and shape too? 

	Gema nodded. 

	I guess that's what the confidence test is all about," he commented. 

	I nodded.  Yes, that's what it was. But I don't trust him.  

	-What if he wants an aberration?  Look, they're that big!  -I made a gesture with my hands, as if I were holding two huge balloons.  Those breasts existed.  I had seen them and they were horrible. How could anyone wear that?  If they were natural, still, but on purpose?  

	-You know he won't want that. has good taste. 

	Yes, I may have it.  But is that good taste my good taste?  {Watch out!  Don't tell her that or you'll screw up.  If you tell her that you're telling her you don't like her current breasts}.  

	-Is the confidence test for you or for me? asked, annoyed. 

	-Are you having them done or am I? answered my wife, equally annoyed. 

	We both nodded silently, what a dilemma! 

	I can take advantage of this to break them up.  But is that what I want, really?  After all, after everything, everything, everything, everything, Gerardo might not be such a bad guy.  Better the bad known than the good yet to be known.  How many Luis Albertos were there in the world?  How many were worse than him?  What if we stopped this hotwife and cuckold thing?  I shook my head.  It was an option, but it was not the time for it.  When we're old, there will be time to quit this game.  

	Will he pay for it? 

	-Does that matter to you? my wife blurted out. 

	I shook my head.  Of course I cared. But it wasn't about the money. 

	I don't want him to decide,"I

	-Even if you liked the result? You know doctors won't do aberrations. 

	I snorted.  I wasn't so sure about doctors.  There were real aberrations and not just in porn. But that hadn't been why I had snorted. 

	If I object and he breaks up with her, it's my fault.  If I encourage her and something goes wrong - the operation gets complicated or she doesn't like the result - it's my fault.  I'm lost!  And what's worse, I may lose her.  I was beginning to understand the gambit Gerardo had proposed.  It was not a pawn gambit, it was a queen gambit. And whatever he did, whether he accepted it or not, he would end up with an advantageous position. 

	I will support you without fail, no matter what you decide," I assured my wife

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"I have countless questions:  did that nasty Gerardo give you back your cell phone in Mexico?  On your trips, do you keep in touch with Daniel?  Did Daniel cry when he had you next to him again?  You substitute his warmth or caresses for Gerardo's, but he is left alone, without the touch of your skin, without your kisses; he has no one to replace them. And if you don't call him every day to make him feel your warmth from a distance, do you think it's right? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Yes, he gave it back to me.  Actually, he didn't take it away from me at all; he just limited the hours during which I could use it.  Yes, when I travel I keep in touch with my husband.  But we don't call each other and broadcast live that we are taking a cab, that we have arrived at the hotel. . .  We leave that to the Twitter generation.  Of course, when I am with Gerardo, I try to use my cell phone as little as possible in his presence.  Gerardo wants my undivided attention, as much as possible, which makes sense to me.  We are adults; it's okay to have minimal contact for a few days or a week.  Before cell phones existed, people also traveled and couples separated temporarily and nothing happened.  I don't think you have to be cuddling all the time either.  I would be overwhelmed, of course.  

	And yes, I get Gerardo's heat when I'm not with my husband and he's left alone.  But I amhotwife and he is the cuckold.  We have each accepted our place. all, this was all my husband's idea. 

	No, Daniel did not cry.  My husband is not that expressive. What we had was a nice reunion in bed

	  

	Anonymous (a different one from the previous one):  

	"Hola Gema.  I hope you understand my Spanish.  It is not my native language.  I really liked that you share your journey here with us.  I have to say that I am a little worried about Daniel.  I hope you don't forget about him. Sometimes, you might get the impression that you have to worry more about Gerardo than your husband?  How do you reassure Daniel that he is the most important man in your life? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Thank you for making the effort to write to me in Spanish. as fluent in English as you are in Spanish. 

	Too many times it happens that we forget about the person closest to us and take a lot of things for granted.  These weeks I am focusing on my husband.  There is a decision we have to make.  Even though I will ultimately be the one to decide, we will make it together. am not forgetting about him. 

	But it's not fair to compare him to Gerardo.  It's normal that you might get the impression that I worry about Gerardo and sometimes put him before my husband.  Doesn't that happen to a lot of people, that they put work before family life? I take my work seriously, as with everything I do, and I take care of it. 

	Now, if the question is whether Gerardo comes first and my husband second, the answer is that I don't see why I can't make both compatible. have done so in the past, although it is true that Gerardo is an atypical lover or goreador and that he always demands more, although not from my heart but from my soul

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"Thank you for describing your encounter with Daniel.  Again, I am aware that Daniel is comfortable with the current situation. But hypothetically speaking, I'm curious:  Could you imagine Daniel dating another woman and perhaps even having sex with another woman?  Or would this one be too painful and hurtful for you, just to imagine this? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"We are playing under the premise that Daniel, himself, proposed in his day:  asymmetry.  I can, but he can't.  Obviously, having an open relationship, even if it's asymmetrical, makes you see certain things differently.  It wouldn't be a drama if he had an affair, but it would still make me tremendously disappointed and make me question a lot of things. I guess I'm simply too jealous or I may not have the same self-confidence that Daniel has in himself that allows him to put up with and encourage my debauchery

	  

	He had his affair with Nuria and Silvestre and I haven't left him for that.  But forgive him, I don't think I'll ever be able to forgive him at all.  I am not him.  

	  

	***

	  

	I had been mulling over my decision for days.  Each one felt like a week.  I was trying to figure out the pros and cons, trying to come to a rational conclusion.  My husband had been making the occasional negative comment about my breasts for several years, and that hadn't helped my self-esteem about that part of my body.  On the contrary, it had added fuel to the fire to the small complex I had.  My breasts were natural and had suffered the stress of breastfeeding and the rigors of gravity. They are no longer those of a twenty-something, but no man has complained.  {You're wrong, didn't Mr.  Ripoll mention something about that in his first report? } I had always been somewhat embarrassed, especially about my breasts.  When I was young, with beautiful breasts, I had been so out of modesty.  And as an adult, I was embarrassed.  I knew that my best part was my ass, but with Silvestre I had learned not to be ashamed of my breasts.  Yes, my first lover had taken great pleasure in showing me off and taking me out of my comfort zone.  He had seduced me into doing three stripteases, the first one in front of strangers at an erotic disco, the second one in front of his poker buddies and the last one in a paid way, at a bachelor party.  [But if Silvestre was Daniel's puppet, doesn't that contradict your theory of our husband's hints about our breasts?  Didn't that help you overcome your complex, rather than create it? ] {What it did was make her more aware of her breasts.  Previously, why should she care, if only Daniel could see them? }

	Why was my boss so suddenly interested in my having cosmetic surgery?  Was he so dissatisfied with my front? Are my breasts so ugly?  Did he think I deserved more for what I paid?  {It is Mr.  Ripoll who is dissatisfied and has complained.  And what's the use of a whore if she can't get clients?  Or was it a test and he wanted to see how far I was willing to submit?  [It's an investment.  For Gerardo all this is just a business and you, despite your costs, are very profitable for him.  Do you want to realize it once and for all?  Open your eyes].  

	Rather than submitting to surgery, would I be submitting to him?  Inexplicably the idea of modifying my body to please him turned me on and that was something that terrified me. If you're not satisfied with me, you can always find someone else!  {Ah!  But you said that with your little mouth}.  Surely it wouldn't be hard for him to find some already-operated whore, willing to have sex with him in exchange for money.  He doesn't need me, or maybe he does?  Why would he pressure me like that?  It was unusual for him.  One of the things I liked about our relationship was that we were taking it one step at a time.  Little by little I was moving deeper into my own darkness, guided by his expert and patient hand.  And not in such a dangerously crazy way as with Luis Alberto.  [And now look who brings more danger!  Such an operation has risks and can end badly]!  It was unusual for him to squeeze me like that.  

	I wasn't angry with him, although maybe I should be.  I was surprised.  I was incredulous.  Nor was it normal for him to agree so lightly to make changes in his company, to achieve the goal he had set for himself with regard to me. To make me the boss?  That could have a simple, businesslike explanation.  I have to be grateful to him for the trust he has in me.  So much for that, why not, but to make me the boss, knowing that he would use it to play sexually with one of the employees and jeopardize working relationships?  Where was his motto that work came first?  [Where was the motto of "where you have your pot, don't put your dick" or in your case your pussy?  First Gerardo and now Mario, this is going to end very badly]!  But I will have an armored contract.  

	What would happen if I refused to have the operation?  Would Gerardo really let me? I can't believe he would.  I love him.  I thought he loved me too.  {And he does, but this is a test of love} Would he fire me?  We need your money.  [Some things are priceless, Gemma].  But I doubted that he could so easily find another woman, willing to play along with his games.  But how many would do it because they wanted to explore a dark part of their own being?  How many would give themselves body and soul, because this was about anything but money?  It was about friendship, about trust, about barriers to overcome, about submission and dominance, about exploration, about darkness, about courage, about palpitations, about. . .  Money was but one component in this strange game, something that set the tone of our relationship.  It was necessary but not sufficient.  Without everything else, for money alone, I wouldn't be with Gerardo.  And a whore would be only for the money, regardless of everything else.  Gerardo wasn't stupid; he knew it, he should have known it!  Gerardo wanted a real woman, not a whore.  If I refuse. . .  

	My husband, who had been hinting at it for years, had turned on his heels.  "I will support you unwaveringly, whatever you decide," his words echoed in my head.  damn you!  For once, I cursed that he was the submissive and I was the one leading our relationship.  It was so much easier to accept decisions and obey, than to have to make them.  {Well, let Gerardo make them. . . } [No, don't go into where there is no light; it scares me].  

	The logical thing to do was to stand up to Gerardo and tell him no.  He had overdone it and it was his turn to recap.  He had gone too far and it was his turn to recapitulate. I don't care about the consequences.  {Had I become emotionally dependent on him?  When had that ever happened?  It was just a game; I was actually in control.  Am I?  {Did you think those romantic trips to Switzerland and Mexico with him would have no effect on you?  Did you think you were immune to his caresses and his dark games, when you spent your nights in his bed? }No, I depended on no one, only my husband. 

	I had to disconnect for a few weeks, even if it meant missing the deadlines Gerardo had set.  One week was not enough time to decide. I'm sorry to have to suddenly evaporate and leave those of you who follow me on my blog and chat privately with me hanging.  But I need time for myself.  There were too many negative comments on the blog and I can't take it anymore.  As some follower had remarked, this was beyond the limits of being a hot wife.  [Wow, thank goodness you recognize that! ] This was beyond that; it was transgressive.  It was even more than that:  it was unacceptable and was being the subject of sudden hatred and insulting messages.  What was my crime?  What have I done wrong?  Why am I being disowned, just for agreeing to consider whether or not to have surgery?  Many women have surgery nowadays, so why, in my case, was I generating so much hate, if I hadn't even decided yet?  I had to disconnect and reflect.  And I can't go to work and see Gerardo either, knowing that an answer from me is expected at any moment.  

	Gerardo had given me a week off, so that I could meditate without being influenced by him.  First he would push me and make a challenge and then he would back off so that I could think about it calmly. Maybe that's not the point?  Maybe he's trying to get me to see what my life would be like without him, like an addict whose drug supply is suddenly cut off.  But I would need more time. 

	He needed me; he wouldn't find anyone else like me. And me?  I preferred not to answer myself; I was terrified of the answer.  With Gerardo I had explored my yearnings for submission, as I had not done with any other man.  I liked dominant horn players, but none had been like Gerardo.  Gerardo had found the resonant frequency of my dark side and knew how to make me throb.  My heart pounded when he looked at the journey we had taken and stopped when he imagined what might still lie ahead.  So many possibilities.  So many risks.  So little time.  Only one life.  

	In reality, it was not a single life.  I was fortunate to be able to live two lives at the same time.  My husband, my marriage to Daniel, my youth, my maturity, my old age with my husband. . .  they were always there, undaunted by the passing of time and events.  I had a soul mate; I was lucky.  Daniel was the rock that allowed me to pull myself up and explore my other life.  He was the lighthouse that ensured I did not get lost and that would always allow me to find my way back home.  Like the intrepid sailors who set out to sea to explore what lay beyond the horizon, they knew that on their return the rock and the lighthouse would still be there, unperturbed by the storms.  But what good was a lighthouse if there were no sailors willing to sail?  However, I did not want to have two lives, I wanted only one.  I wanted to take the lighthouse and the rock with me.  The lighthouse would be a compass and the rock a sextant.  If I took them with me, I ran the risk of them going down with my ship, but I was not willing to sail without them.  Daniel deserved to live adventures with me, and he was not to be satisfied with the mysterious sailors' tales of the supposed mythical creatures that had been found lurking in the seven seas. What have I done?  I can't live without Daniel; that much is obvious.  And I feel I can't live without Gerard.  But I've done hardly anything to make this story into one.  

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Hello.  I get the feeling that you have your mind made up, even though you say you have doubts. Even though Daniel says the decision is yours and supports you, isn't it possible that he is also testing you, to see what decision you make? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"It's what happens with the reptilian brain, the one that processes emotions:  it's faster and stronger than the neocortex, where we process abstract thoughts.  We want to convince ourselves that we make decisions objectively and based on reasoning, but it's an illusion, it's not true. What is true is that consciously I have not yet decided and that, therefore, I am not aware of the decision my subconscious may have made

	  

	Anonymous (a different one): 

	"Hi Gema.  I guess it's not easy to make a decision.  But you said that Daniel would support you, no matter what you decide. I think that's the most important thing:  Daniel must be very sure of himself, allowing her to explore her sexuality so freely with another man

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"It's something I admire in my husband, the self-confidence, the trust he places in me and the confidence in our relationship

	  

	***

	  

	Gerardo had given me a week off to meditate.  The week had passed, but I still hadn't made a decision. I'm a mess.  I had mulled over asking him for one more week off-a week of my vacation days-but I had rejected the thought.  [You didn't do it to meet the date of his ultimatum, did you? ] I had a job to do.  It was a somewhat peculiar job, but a job nonetheless.  To see him or not to see him, that could not influence me so much that I could not make a decision with conviction.  

	I called Gerardo and explained the situation.  I informed him that I had not yet made up my mind, but that I wanted to return to work, and my heart was pounding and I felt anxious.  My heart was pounding and I felt anguish. What if he sends me back to work?  [Well, daughter, let him do it!  In fact, I hope he does!  What if, because of my hesitation, he no longer cares for me?  Isn't that what is expected of me, that I show him that I want to commit myself to our relationship?  

	  

	***

	  

	myphoenixme-deactivated20170925:   

	"Hello Gema (nice name by the way).  I bought your book and then came on this blog.  I am writing you before you publish your decision to tell you that, whatever it is, it will be fine.  And it will be fine because it's yours and no one else's.  I am not the one to applaud or criticize your decisions, although I will allow myself to celebrate that you decided to be the owner of your sexuality (I guess you already were the owner of the rest).  A brave decision like publishing it in a book. You are somewhat disturbing and that makes you that much more appealing

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Thank you.  I hope you liked it or like it. Yes, I like to think this is about making women masters of their own sexuality

	  

	***

	  

	Things had piled up on me and so, back at the office on Monday, I had to work overtime to catch up.  It got late and I was the last one in the office.  Gerardo didn't like people working overtime.  He was of the opinion that it showed inefficiency rather than motivation.  He preferred people to be focused and, in return, to be able to finish on time to enjoy time with the family or whatever. [Yeah, just like with you, who never asks for "overtime"].  {Don't be like that, sis, that's part of her job.  She has an extended workday}.  In fact, Gerardo, as a good boss, used to set an example and, as far as possible, left the office without delay.  But Monday was an exception.  Everyone had left and only Gerardo and I were left. My boss approached my desk and took an interest in my work, ignoring the crucial personal matter about which he had to decide imminently. 

	-A lot of work? he asked. 

	-Yes, I'm sorry, boss.  It's been piling up on me these days," I replied, trying to hide my embarrassment.  My return to work after the vacations and the extra week off had been an intense workday, and we hadn't talked about anything but the essential work stuff, as if nothing had happened. Nothing was noticeable to him, but to me?  

	-That's not so.  I've given you a week off with all the consequences," my boss said kindly but gravely.  You don't have to get everything done in the same day. You know I don't like it when people work overtime. 

	Yes, I'm sorry," I apologized again. 

	Gerardo turned around and went back to his office. Apparently, he too had a lot of work piled up. 

	I finished the tasks I had set out to finish that day.  It was only the most urgent, the most important.  I liked to do my work well.  I knew that, given our peculiar situation, Gerardo would not be angry if I was late, but that was not the important thing.  It was my job and I liked to deliver.  I turned off the computer, gathered my things and got ready to call it a day.  

	Gerardo was still in his office. How unusual for him!  Something is wrong with him.  I went in to say goodbye and wish him a good evening.  But my boss was on the phone.  He wasn't talking, just listening.  He seemed tense.  I didn't want to interrupt him, so I didn't say anything.  I undressed, leaving only my bra and heels on.  I crawled under his table and unzipped his fly.  I am a professional, I take my work seriously and there is still one more task to do, before the end of the day.  Gerard remained on the phone, speaking only occasionally and only monosyllabically.  However, it didn't take him long to cum.  That too was unusual for him, though perhaps it was because it had been more than a week since he had seen me.  I had gotten him too used to having frequent orgasms.  [Yes, quite the opposite of Daniel.  The more often your boss cums, the less often your husband does].  Gerardo cum in my mouth and I swallowed his milk, as I had done on so many other occasions.  Their phone conversation was still going on. I got dressed and, without further ado, left. 

	  

	***

	  

	ifideleteit:   

	"Hi Gema.  In a quick re-reading of your posts, I was struck by the following:  "This is something you have to decide, Gema.  Whether you want to move forward or backward.  I will always be your friend, whatever you decide.  If you show up, I know you want to move forward.  If you don't show up, I know you don't want to go forward. ". Does this mean it's all over, just as it was, that the rules change? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"That has been Gerardo putting unusual pressure on him.  He wants to advance our relationship; he wants me to become more submissive to him.  He doesn't want our progression to stagnate.  We've always gone forward, one step at a time, but lately he seems to be in a hurry.  I like the idea of moving forward.  Submission to him excites me a lot, but for that same reason, it also scares me.  Sometimes I think it's not good to delve into that dark side of me.  But then I think, if I don't explore it now, I never will. Tough. 

	  

	fandegemma:   

	"Hello, Gema.  Nice to greet you again and thank you in advance for your response.  I don't know if you have already made a decision regarding Gerardo's proposal.  Anyway, whatever it is, I wish you the best.  If in the end you did not accept the proposal, would your relationship with Gerardo remain the same as it is now, both on your part and his?  Would you continue negotiating?  Do you think that your decision, whatever it is, will affect the way Gerardo sees you or will he no longer see you with the same eyes? A kiss. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"If I said no to Gerardo, what would happen?  It could be that our relationship would end, or it could be that he would have to be content with what he has.  The ultimatum, however, is clear.  He has the power that he pays me and that we need his money and also that I like being his submissive.  But I have the power that I am UNIQUE.  He would not find a woman like me so easily. He can pay himself any prostitute, but it wouldn't be like ME

	  

	Alberto:  

	"Few will understand the road travelled and the implications it has. . . even you yourself don't fully understand them and have a hard time accepting a lot of things, according to your posts.  I haven't seen any comments about it. . . . .  I am not surprised by the direction your relationship with Gerardo is taking.  I am surprised not to read anything regarding the evolution of the relationship.  Today it's the breasts, the changes in the company. . .  but what about tomorrow?  What about a week from now?  I don't know if I'm making myself clear. This doesn't stop here. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"negromante-black has already pointed out how this relationship with Gerardo would end, if he were to continue with her.  Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha.  Sometimes it seems like I'm leaning into the abyss and it's scary.  Other times I think it's not so bad.  What I can tell you is that I don't love Gerardo at all.  I am very fond of him, that's for sure.  I don't conceive sex just for sex; I need there to be some kind of feelings behind it.  Besides that, I value him as a mentor and I like and am terrified at the same time by the path he leads me down.  But I don't love him.  In no way do I see myself leaving my husband to move in with him.  Another thing is that I devote more or less time to Gerardo.  But perhaps the time has come to change.  In life, every moment is a decision.  One can go forward or make a 180-degree turn, or even turn only 90 degrees and look for a different direction. In a more or less transcendental way, we make those decisions every day, consciously or unconsciously

	  

	Alberto:  

	"And to put the cherry on top of your comments:  To obtain a consensual relationship of trust is impossible with money alone.  A regular "whore" would never give Gerardo the degree of satisfaction he gets with you.  Anyone who has gone to whores on a more or less regular basis with the same women knows this.  If you think Gerardo has overstepped the limits, take advantage of it, fight back, and get the benefits you need for your husband. " 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Maybe he's gone three towns too far and it's time to let him go.  Or maybe he's only gone one town too far and I can get him back on track, but not to the original situation, but to a new one.  Sometimes I'm not able to understand myself, so imagine that I also have to try to understand two other men.  Or three others, if I were to go ahead with Mario. But maybe, regardless of the rest, Mario is not a good idea:  I don't know if I would be able to handle myself, three men and understand each of us. 

	PS:  I'm glad you've made a blog for yourself, why don't you add a few things, so I can put a "face" to you? I like to poke around my followers' blogs, to get an idea of what they're like

	  

	***

	  

	That week, Gerardo and I had a backlog of work to clear and we both ended up working overtime.  We hadn't mentioned it, but it was as if we had read each other's minds:  Given my hesitation, it was not convenient for me to go to his house.  Instead, we would stay in the office working and then, when everyone else had left, I would say a special goodbye to him.  No words were exchanged.  The ritual was that I would undress.  Sometimes, I would leave only my bra on (I never took off my heels, nor my stockings and garter belt, when I wore them).  Other times, I took off my bra and kept my suit jacket on (yes, I knew how to take off my bra without taking off my jacket first).  It had been my idea and, for some reason, it just seemed appropriate. If he didn't like my boobs, why show them to him?  Sometimes I would crawl under his desk and suck him off.  Other times, I would crawl over to his chair, then get up and sit spread-eagled on top of him.  My boss always remained clothed.  Other times, I would go on all fours to his table, stand up and bend over it, offering him my nice ass.  Gerardo would pretend he was too focused on some report or email to pay attention to me.  But I knew he was watching me out of the corner of his eye.  He used to make me wait, though, in that position, bent over the table, with my ass sticking out, waiting (im)patiently for him.  When I finished reading what I had in my hands, Gerardo would then get up and grab me from behind, but always by the vagina, never by the ass. We never spoke. 

	Doing it in the office was unusual compared to what we had been doing so far, but it had the advantage that I could bring a little gift to my husband.  Normally Gerardo demanded something in return when he made it coincide like this, but during that week he did not.  Everything we talked about in the office was strictly professional and during sex we didn't talk.  Gerardo would unload his cum in me -in my mouth or in my pussy-, caring only about his own pleasure.  He neither forbade me to have an orgasm, as he had done on other occasions, nor did he worry about me having one.  I would make him come - the initiative was always mine - and he would come.  Then I would get dressed and, without saying anything more than wishing him a good night, I would go home.  

	The week had gone like this.  I was getting through the backlog of work and my boss was having sex every day.  Prior to our trip to Mexico and - especially - prior to his proposal or demand, we would meet at his house for a day or two and I would spend a night with him.  Now, however, I was having more sex than before, but it wasn't the same as staying at his house.  I was starting to miss the smell of tobacco, the taste of whiskey and the sound of that music he played.  I missed him surprising me with things, tying me up, laying me down on the couch or table and penetrating my mouth from behind.  It didn't take me long to realize that, I even longed to have sex with him and then fall asleep and wake up next to him. I know I want to be with him.  But the price to pay. . .  Next to him I felt helpless and protected at the same time.  It wasn't enough for me to undress and crawl submissively to him in the office.  That was fine, but at his place, things were different.  I even miss his snoring.  

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"You have no say in sexual relations with Dídac.  You used to fuck Dídac out of love for Gerardo.  Now sex with Dídac is simply a transaction for your pimp. In Barcelona you are a common whore

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"I don't exactly see it that way, and it's not because it bothers me to be called a whore, as I've done it myself here several times.  Mr.  Ripoll or any man could go to a common whore.  Surely Mr.  Ripoll (or rather, his company) would find a common whore much cheaper and, above all, it would be less complicated.  Mr.  Ripoll doesn't want me just to pay a whore and get laid; he could do that in other much simpler ways. What excites him is the morbid desire to fuck a secretary, who is also married (he knows this, among other things, because I don't usually take off my wedding ring). 

	That means that Gerardo could not replace me so easily with a whore to face Mr.  Ripoll.  The pleasure I give him could not be given to him by a professional. The curiosity that Mr.  Ripoll and Gerardo feel has a common denominator:  both are excited to feel the power that, by contract (in the case of Gerardo, directly, and in the case of Mr.  Ripoll, through Gerardo), they have over me. 

	That power is different from the power a client has over a prostitute.  With a prostitute, it is only a one-time "commercial" transaction.  That transaction can be repeated over time, but each repetition will be an isolated event. With Mr.  Ripoll I am bound by a larger contract; it is a different kind of power. 

	But there are also many differences between what excites Mr.  Ripoll about the situation and what excites Gerardo:  Gerardo, apart from that power, gets off on seducing me to do new things and lead me down the "wrong path", step by step.  Mr.  Ripoll doesn't care about seduction, he doesn't understand or care about the delicious complexities of a relationship like this.  Therefore, I would never be interested in a man like Mr.  Ripoll's clown. you are right:  for him I am only a whore, while for Gerardo I am much more than that

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"That for Mr.  Ripoll I'm just a whore, while for Gerardo I'm much more than that. You are his pet, a loving sex toy

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Woof, woof.  or meow, meow?  How do you see me as a pet - kitten or puppy? 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Kitten or bitch?  Pussy pussy, pussy pussy pussy. Hahaha. 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Kitty then. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Panocha kitten, then. No, no:  Female bear, with aged natural tits, hahahahaha

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Very funny. 

	  

	Anonymous: 

	"Does Gerardo's father live in Barcelona?  Why don't you mention to Gerardo that he could visit him the next time he serves Dídac?  I doubt he could raise the flag, but he wouldn't mind seeing her naked.  Let his hand roam over your natural, sagging breasts and finger inside your wet pussy. You would be a gift from son to father

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Some of you live under the belief that I like old people, but I am sorry to disappoint you:  I do not.  On a physical level, I of course prefer a young and vigorous body.  But a man has much more to offer than just his physique.  I don't know anything new about Gerardo's father since the birthday party. But just in case, you'd better not give him any ideas. 

	  

	***

	  

	In between all this, there was the visit to Mr.  Ripoll in Barcelona.  That was - by contract, albeit verbal and not in writing - immovable.  Normally, I was not particularly looking forward to going to see him, but, on that occasion, I felt my panties getting wet on the AVE.  Sleeping with him was proof that I was still my boss's whore.  It gave me a sense of normality, which I needed in those troubled days.  As with Gerardo, I avoided taking off my bra, but Mr.  Ripoll didn't seem to mind.  In return, he tried to have anal sex with me, but I wouldn't let him.  I had to put him in his place.  Maybe because of the long time that had passed since the last time, with vacations in between, he had forgotten what he had contracted for.  Or maybe he was overexcited because of the long wait. Not that I had any illusions that he would actually wait for me.  I had my limits.  I liked anal sex - or so I thought I remembered, but that was something I had reserved for my lovers.  Even my husband hadn't enjoyed those pleasures, let alone a client.  One has one's principles and one must be true to them.  Mr.  Ripoll had been close to making me come, but, perhaps because of that discussion, he hadn't succeeded in the end.  He hadn't cared either.  He had filled three condoms - two in the evening and a last one in his office the next day - and I had taken them as corpus delicti to my husband. 

	But back in Madrid, Daniel, instead of being happy about thesouvenir, seemed to be distressed.  My indecision is affecting him.  My husband had assured me that he would accept whatever I decided and, in fact, lately he has been behaving more submissively than usual.  Just when I need him to make a decision for me! had done me no good what I had posted in an attempt to get him to react

	"How long are you going to keep allowing that dirty old man to do all kinds of filthy things to your wife?  Are you not going to intervene?  Are you going to let him live out all his dirty fantasies with me?  Are you going to tolerate him taking advantage of my weakness, innocence and my own devil inside me?  Are you not afraid that I have changed after 168 hours of continuous with him?  When he comes back and tells you what he has done to my body, my mind and my soul, will you still be able to look me in the eye and tell me that you love me? Because you know he is trying to transform me, although there is one thing he will never succeed in changing:  my heart

	I hadn't written it just to provoke him and play with his horny mind. It had been a real cry for help!  But Daniel hadn't reacted.  If anything, he had taken to performing cunnilingus on me motu proprio when I came home from work, knowing that often in my vagina there was a surprise gift.  Are you going to let me decide?  Are you going to let him decide?  Maybe my husband thought that pleased me and, in a way, it did, but, deep down, he wasn't helping me in that way.  So much protesting and when you really should do it, you shut up!  I felt the burden of having to decide on my own.  But I couldn't and shouldn't.  

	The night after I returned from Barcelona, I invited my husband to dinner at a romantic place. We need to talk.  Fortunately, Beni's Wagon had a table free for that very night.  I decided to look especially pretty, but I was undecided about what to wear:  a leather skirt?  Or a long dress with see-through slides?  What message did I want to send to my husband? knew it would be a crucial element, setting the tone for our conversation. 

	Finally, I decided on the dress with transparencies.  I had some of the same style in my closet.  Others were in my other closet, at Gerardo's house.  But I wanted it to be something new, so, after giving Gerardo a blowjob - why would I let him cum in my pussy, if my husband would no longer receive the fresh goods - I went shopping.  Fortunately, Google is everyone's friend and in Madrid there are stores of all kinds.  In fact, according to the popular search engine, there were very interesting stores in Las Rozas, where I had my office.  The ones in the shopping center did not close until ten o'clock at night.  Contrary to my habit, the shopping was not cheap, but the occasion deserved it and with my increased salary I could afford it.  

	Despite my effort to make myself beautiful for him, Daniel didn't comment on anything special. Has everyone become mute lately?  I had gone bare-chested, because I wanted my husband to see what a lush woman I was.  And if he wants to comment on my breasts, let him do it or forever hold his peace!  The transparencies were not exaggerated; I didn't like vulgar.  They were strategically placed, although you could tell I was without underwear.  I didn't mind.  Well, I'm lying, I did care, but it was a barrier I had to overcome.  It was the least of the challenges ahead of me.  My red lips, eye shadows to add a touch of mystery and sweet perfume, applied more generously than recommended, should do the rest.  The Beni's Wagon - a real train carriage, converted into a vintage restaurant - was a very coquettish place, but it didn't allow for too much privacy.  It was just what I wanted.  How could I decide whether or not to take that important step if I was embarrassed that strangers could hear us? If that caused us a problem, maybe it was time to give up completely and end the Gerardo chapter. 

	As soon as the dishes were ordered, I put the topic on the table.  Daniel was self-conscious.  He was embarrassed that the diners or the waiter might overhear the conversation and learn that another man wanted me to get boobs. . . along with a number of other conditions.  Truth be told, I was embarrassed too. But it's a necessary test.  If I was embarrassed about it now, there was no point in going through with it, and so I explained it to my husband.  Daniel pondered for several minutes in silence, but ended up agreeing with me.  That didn't make me feel any less ashamed, but I understood that it was something we had to experience, so we could make the right decision.  My husband insisted that I had his full support, no matter what I did, but that wasn't good enough for me.  Once again, Daniel, it's just the opposite that I need right now!  I wanted him to really get wet.  

	-You do realize that Gerardo had it all planned from the beginning, right?  -my husband asked insightfully.  Those pictures he shows you and shares with you, but not with me, I bet they all show you in your topless, don't they? The others, he doesn't show them to you, does? 

	my shoulders as ambiguously as possible. 

	And the trip to Mexico, that pseudo-holding, what purpose do you think it served? 

	I shrugged ambiguously again.  Was Daniel telling me something I didn't already know? My husband sighed. 

	Look, whatever you decide, you have my support," my husband repeated, as if that would help me

	-That doesn't work for me, Daniel. You have to decide," I told him gravely. 

	Me? " my husband wondered. 

	Now don't wash your hands like Pilatus!  [How can he not, if you have emasculated him!  You've emasculated him and now you want him to act like a man.  You've broken our husband, and the proof of that is right in front of you.  You'll be proud]!  

	Yes, you," I said, despite my thoughts and the feeling of guilt that was beginning to flood me.  Or are you not my husband? 

	-I am.  -He shrugged.  But sometimes I wonder if I'm your only husband. don't even know if I'm your main husband. 

	It came to my mind to reiterate plan C, but fortunately I didn't.  It was not the time for mind games. It was not the time for mind games. 

	-Would you be willing to be part of a harem?  -I asked in return.  I had never thought of it that way.  I. . .  had lovers, not husbands.  I only had one husband.  I only wanted one. [Are you sure?  Because it doesn't seem that way.  If you agree to do it, you'll spend more time with Gerardo than with Daniel].  That's only if I agree and only if I agree to all the conditions.  [If you think Gerardo will let you renegotiate, you're crazy].  Don't answer.  -I raised my hand to stop him.  I didn't want to hear the answer.  It wasn't the right time.  Daniel was capable of. . .  -That's not the question. The question is:  Do you want me to have a boob job? 

	-And let Gerardo decide the size and shape, you mean?  -my husband blurted out in response, visibly annoyed.  

	Immediately, he regretted having raised his voice so much.  The rest of the diners looked at us. If we couldn't tolerate others hearing us talk about it, how were we going to tolerate them noticing my operated breasts, if they were going to be - hypothetically speaking - a permanent reminder of my relationship with Gerardo? 

	-Do you want me to have them operated on? I insisted with that part of the question. 

	-But does he decide how you want them? my husband repeated taciturnly. 

	I sighed. 

	-Daniel. I sighed again, "Can we focus on the first part, please? 

	-What do you want? my husband answered with a question, handing the ball back to me. 

	-No, no.  What do you want?  -I said quickly, before my inner voices could start a debate.  The last thing I needed right now was a fight of little voices in my mind. d had enough of that these days. 

	This time it was Daniel who sighed. 

	I. . .  only for him. . . " my husband mumbled. 

	-What do you mean?  -I interrupted him, "You mean, if it's only for Gerardo, it's not worth doing it, but if it's for more men to see my tits, then I should have them done.  But if it's so that more men can see my tits, then I should have them done.  Is that it? I exclaimed, annoyed, "So you think my tits are saggy! 

	No. . .  you see. . . " my husband stammered. 

	-I knew it!  You've been dropping hints at me for years, I knew it!  -I said angrily.  If I had dropped them, it was to breastfeed our daughter. OUR daughter.  You're still the same old selfish asshole you've always been!  

	-Honey. . .  they work for me.  And they should be good enough for Gerardo, too. P

	-Should they be worth it to him too? interrupted him again, "Why, because he's an old man? 

	-No. . .  no. . . " my husband stammered.  Then he looked around, embarrassed that we were being overheard.  He sighed, "Look, honey, you've made yourself beautiful, you've invited me to this fabulous place, and I thank you for all that.  But it seems like every word I say I'm stepping on a landmine.  This is more like a minefield than a conversation. I'm

	I'm sorry," I interrupted him again, this time quietly. 

	-What?  -my husband asked.  Either he hadn't heard me or he was playing deaf. Daniel couldn't hear very well, but I had the feeling that sometimes he took advantage of that, when it was convenient for him to pretend to be deaf. 

	-I'm sorry," I repeated, in a normal tone.  You are right.  Forgive me. just. . .  I don't know what to do, really. 

	Against all odds, Daniel smiled. 

	-Are you finding it difficult to take the reins? He asked with a hint of derision.  It's not that easy, is it? 

	I shook my head, dejected. 

	-Do you want to be with him? asked my husband, sympathetically. 

	I nodded. 

	You want to be his submissive or his slave. 

	I looked at him quizzically. Isn't it the same thing? I had taken his previous sentence for a question. 

	-A submissive accepts and develops her role during certain times," my husband explained.  A slave always plays her role, at any time.  A submissive does not care about the duration of the relationship.  A slave establishes it for the long term.  He looked at me to see if I was following him. The submissive submits and sets certain limits:  a series of conditions, rules, etc. , where she will indicate the time, place and activity in the relationship, while the slave obeys and asks her master for help to overcome her limits and fears. 

	-But what have you been reading lately? asked my husband, puzzled. 

	But Daniel raised his hand and continued

	-A submissive will always expect a reward for her surrender, usually reaching orgasm.  A slave expects nothing for her surrender, only her master's pleasure. The natural evolution of a submissive relationship is a slave relationship and not the other way around," my husband commented, emphasizing this last sentence.  However, there are many submissives who do not evolve, because of circumstances in their personal lives, such as work, family, etc. 

	-What do you mean?  -I looked at him confused and dismayed.  I. . .  I never thought about that.  It was true.  I had never thought about it that way.  I knew I wanted to go deeper into my darkness and I had a rough idea of what it meant.  But formal submission or even slavery?  I simply wanted a relationship!  Why so much formalism, so many definitions? Submissive.  Slave.  What am I?  What do I want to be?  Hotwife.  I wanted to be a hotwife.  But what I longed for was outside of what was meant by hotwife.  I. . . " I shook my head, I was shaking. 

	-Don't worry.  -Daniel held my hand affectionately.  I didn't mean to scare you.  But that's what you want. to be clear about that. 

	And you? 

	-Me? " This time it was Daniel who interrupted, "You're asking me if I would agree to you being his submissive or his slave.  If that's what you want, you can't help but want it. I. . . " My husband cleared his throat, "I can't help wanting this either. 

	This?  This, what I'm doing with you?  This, what I'm doing with Gerardo?  This, what I'm hotwifing in general?  

	-If that's what you want, Gema, the decision about whether to take the step or not is already clear. Besides, then, it shouldn't be you, or me either, who should make it, right? 

	I nodded and shook my head.  My throat ached from holding back tears. The stark reality that my husband had bluntly expressed had affected me. 

	-What you are really asking me is not what I think," said my husband.  What you're asking me is to take your hand and give you to him.  -Daniel nodded, to emphasize his words.  You want me to do it, as if you were mine.  But you're not mine.  You're nobody's, really.  But I understand that you want to belong to someone and have someone make the decision for you.  But look at me!  -Daniel lowered his voice.  Caged and. . . " He shook his head.  "And. . . " he tried to express again, but again failed.  "I can't do that.  I can't turn you in.  I am your slave. can't do that. 

	-You are not my slave," I assured him. Slave. . .  It sounded very bad to me that my Daniel was my slave 

	Why not?  Why can't I be?  Don't you love me? 

	I made a frightened face when I heard those words,how could I not love you! I opened my mouth to tell him just that, but Daniel stopped me with a captivating smile. 

	-I know," he said softly.  I know," she repeated.  He sighed, "Look, the breasts. . .  I hope I don't step on a mine, huh?  -my husband joked, to soften the situation.  Your breasts are fine, very fine.  But I'm sure they will be unbeatable if you have an operation.  To tell you the truth, it would excite me if you did.  I've been. . . " She sighed again and looked at me, begging me with her eyes not to scold her for what she was going to say next.  I've been thinking about it for years, but not because they're wrong!  -he added quickly.  I've thought about it, because I imagine you seducing other men with them. Not that you need to, but that you would focus so much on sex with others as to operate on yourself, that turns me on. 

	-But it doesn't excite you that I have them done just for him.  -I was beginning to understand what my husband meant.  It had nothing to do with Gerardo's age. Nothing maybe not, but a little probably yes.  What bothered him was that exclusivity. bothered him that I was his submissive or slave, as he had put it. 

	-Actually, he does," my husband admitted to my surprise.  But I panic," he confessed, crestfallen.  And. . . " he shook his head before continuing, "it annoys me that, if I had asked you, you would have sent me to hell.  But sincehedemands it of you" He sighed for the umpteenth time.  I guess I'm jealous, honey," he admitted proud. 

	Are you afraid of how this might influence us? 

	-Of course. Daniel nodded, "He pays you for your boobs. . .  It's like you become part of his property. 

	And I'm not already? 

	I am already his whore, even his submissive, according to you.  But I am not his slave or property.  That is something I will never be.  

	My husband's eyes widened. Then he smiled, nodded appreciatively and said, "Mala! 

	No, really.  Am I not already? 

	Daniel kept nodding with that appreciative smile, but my serious countenance did not change.  Instead, after a few seconds, my husband's did.  Insecurity flashed across his face. Well done, mala! } 

	Seriously," said my husband, trying to recover from the shock, "what if I paid for everything?  Or half? 

	-Daniel, I haven't decided yet.  I just wanted to know your opinion, in the hypothetical case that I wanted to go ahead with this.  -My husband had already said all he had to say, and now it was time for me to show strength, not weakness.  What would be the point of that, paying half?  Is it to satisfy your macho ego?  It seems to me that you are behaving like a child if you think like that.  Hypothetically speaking, it would be an unnecessary expense for us. would be pointless, much less to satisfy your ego. 

	What would be the advantage of my husband paying for the operation?  First of all, it wasn't exactly that my husband would pay for it:  we were in community of property, our money was joint, so we would both pay for it.  I understood that his macho ego drove him to want to pay half, but that was testosterone talking.  Women, fortunately, have less testosterone and have a clearer view of these things.  I didn't see any advantage to us paying for it, not both breasts or half.  It would only be an expense.  If Gerardo wanted new tits, he should pay for both and that was what we would save.  That's how I saw it, more pragmatically than my husband. what was I going to bargain with Gerardo in exchange for him paying for just one?  Cutting my time with him in half? What if I was the one who wanted to spend more time with him?   

	-Imagine that he pays half and you pay the other half. Thatus.  Imagine if this way each one decides on the boob he pays for.  -I visualized each of them deciding on one of my breasts, respectively.  It could be a disaster.  I gestured with both hands over my breasts, one farther apart than the other, encompassing more space.  And size is only one factor.  I made a crazy face, to add a touch of humor to the serious situation.  Is that what you want?  -Actually, it could well be the case that their tastes coincided. In many things, Daniel and Gerardo were not so different. 

	What about size and shape?  Would he decide?  Would you let him decide and not me? 

	I cocked my head to one side, thinking about it, but said nothing.  Gerard certainly didn't just want me to show off some new breasts; that wasn't what it was about.  It was a test of trust and even submission, as my husband had made clear to me.  It would only make sense to him if he was the one who could decide.  Naturally, doctors would not allow that.  Their professional responsibility and loyalty would be to me, to the patient.  I could not possibly be fitted with prostheses that I had not explicitly approved in advance. [Are you sure?  Money makes a lot of things possible].  That might work that way in the movies or even in stories like Fifty Shades of Grey (which I confess I hadn't read yet, at the time), but not in reality.  

	-Hypothetically speaking, would you let him decide?  And what if you don't like what he decides? What if it's an aberration?  What if I don't like it? 

	In the end, I would have the final say and, of course, I was not going to allow any barbarity. 

	-If I let him decide, does that make me his submissive or his slave? I said in return to my husband, "Which one? 

	Would you really let him make that decision? 

	You're getting excited! 

	What?  I. . .  No! " my husband protested. 

	It's a pity, because I do.  

	I am a person who keeps my word as strictly as possible.  If I were to accept Gerardo's offer and conditions, I would also accept his power of decision, within certain limits. Hypothetically speaking.  But between the normal and the barbaric, there was a very wide spectrum of possibilities.  

	-If we did, Gerardo would not let you have an opinion.  That, discard it. He might not even ask. 

	As I talked to my husband, the hypothetical concepts became clearer. If we decided to go down that path, it would be between Gerardo and me.  Daniel is uneasy about that.  {Perfect!  Isn't that what you want, to keep him restless, on the verge of a heart attack? }  

	Daniel was not as confident as I was about my boss's tastes.  I was sure -am I sure? - that Gerardo would not want to have any aberration as a companion, since I did not only accompany him in bed, but he liked to travel with me and take me out to dinner.  He sees me as his companion, not just as a sex object.  For my part, I was turned on by the path of submission I had taken with Gerardo.  Now I understood him better.  We had been making progress and I liked our relationship.  I liked that Gerardo was gradually taking me deeper and deeper.  {To slavery.  Wouldn't that turn you on? } No.  {No?  What else is it but that he can modify your body at will? } 

	But Gerardo's sudden challenge to me had left me speechless and I didn't know what to think about it.  Was that really necessary?  Was I really ready to take that step? [Believe me:  there are fantasies that better remain just that].  The doubts returned:  if I did it, did it really mean taking an important step in our relationship, or would it just be a pair of plastic boobs, with no greater meaning?  Perhaps forty as I was, the time had come to enhance my breasts, whatever fantasies of submission or bondage I might have.  {Many women do it.  If you don't do it now, you might end up doing it in your fifties, so why not take advantage of it now, when it's free? } And then there were the risks involved in any surgical intervention.  [Things can go wrong, very wrong.  To do it is to take an unnecessary risk.  We have a daughter; we shouldn't take foolish risks].  

	The doubts returned, but my husband - contrary to what he had initially expressed, a couple of weeks ago - had finally acknowledged that the idea, although it made him uneasy for different reasons, excited him.  

	Wait a minute!  How is it possible that Gerardo and Daniel are in agreement in substance, though not in form, on this?  My husband had been dropping subtle hints to me for years.  He had just admitted that he was excited by the idea, more than for himself, for the effect I would have on other men, with an artificially enhanced front.  As if he, for himself, wasn't turned on by it.  Gerardo had suddenly dropped that bombshell from the blue sky on me, throwing me that ordago, when I least expected it.  And Daniel had not really objected, not even at the beginning.  He had expressed his reluctance, but he hadn't expressed a categorical no, as he should have done and as any other husband would have done.  And now, he was almost encouraging me.  You've been making a big deal out of this, haven't you, you little prick?  It made me uncomfortable that my husband and Gerardo were in agreement.  It was practical that they agreed on something, if only they agreed on more things, but it was disturbing.  This smelled bad to me.  Suddenly, I felt cold sweat on my back.  What if Daniel and Gerardo are in cahoots?  I had met Gerardo through Silvestre, after all.  What if this is all part of Daniel's grand master plan?  I narrowed my eyes and looked suspiciously at my husband, trying to glimpse some clue that would give him away.  One of the things I liked most about Gerardo was that he got on my husband's nerves and provoked his rejection.  [After everything you've done, you still haven't forgiven him for Silvestre?  What hurt you more, that it was all a set-up or that he had a threesome with him and La Pelirroja? ] Daniel was a special man.  He was very intelligent; in terms of pure intellect, probably more so than Gerardo.  But his intelligence came with a high maintenance cost.  If I didn't feed him new things, he got bored.  And the best way to prevent his boredom was to confront him with things that were uncomfortable.  I do it for you.  I do everything for you.  [Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha].  {Jo, ho, ho, ho, ho}.  But if Gerardo didn't really get on his nerves, didn't make him jealous or afraid. . .  He's playing with me.  All this time he's been playing with me, just like with Silvestre! He who stumbles twice with the same stone

	  

	***

	  

	Anonymous:  

	"You initially fucked Gerardo as a job, to see what it was like to be paid to have sex with him.  You trust Gerardo not to betray you:  you trust him to stay faithful to you to have unprotected sex with you; you fuck Didac for the financial gain to him, leaving aside your own pleasure and possibly fuck his friend to give him satisfaction. But more importantly, you've let him take pictures of you and you trust him not to use them to hurt you.  What if he does, to pressure you to do what he wants?  What if Daniel doesn't have as much control over Gerardo as you think (and maybe he thinks) he does? 

	  

	Gema Hot Wife:  

	"Trust is everything. 

	  

	  

	  

	 

	
TOME III: Dismissal 

	  

	  

	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 third volume of this book.  

	  

	Will I finally get the tits that Gerardo wanted?  Did I thus turn part of my body into my boss's property?  Will I end up being his slave or his submissive?  Will Gerardo share me with his friends and expand my client base? Will I become Mario's boss and what perversions will I do, in that case, with him?  Will my husband finally witness my acts with Gerardo, even the most perverse ones?  Will Gerardo experience, in his turn and at home, my husband's submission to me and maybe to him as well? 

	  

	Find out all about it in the third part
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